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Prologue


My name is Victoria. You can call me Tori. I left my life as a corporate consultant, making bank and flying around the world for casual sex with sugar daddies on different continents, and now I’m determined to be the greatest hucow there is. I was inspired when I met an incredible young hucow at Creamy Meadows Farm’s Halloween trick-or-treat event, and ever since meeting her, I’ve known where my life is leading—what I’m meant to do.

Check out the first chapter of my journey here, and read all about how I began this twisted, extreme hucow protocol in the second chapter! Now, on with the show…


Chapter 1


As I rested from the first round of intense breeding, as mandated by the protocol, I found myself reflecting on everything I had already gone through, and everything I would no doubt continue to go through as the experiments continued and my body was pushed to its limits.

My whole body ached, but I felt stronger already.

More fertile.

More… womanly. A blush was spreading across my face, across my whole body. Is this what animals felt like, when they were in heat?

I imagined myself an animal in the jungle, aching to be ridden by the other males of my species. Taking this cocks and glorying in the miracle of reproduction. Knowing that I would be filled with their seed and would give them new young by the time spring came around…

My body was growing more and more voluptuous as each day passed here on the farm, even if my milk production hadn’t quite kept pace, and I was proud of that. What’s more, I was proud of how well I’d become able to take the giant cocks on offer to me.

That’s what I had originally come here for, what had originally attracted me.

The largest cocks imaginable. Cocks so big, they’d tear apart a lesser girl. I wanted to be known for taking them. I didn’t just want to be a size queen… I wanted to be the size queen. I wanted to be legendary for my ability to take those huge, hard bull cocks, even if they made my holes all ache something awful. Even if I were left in a state of permanent heat, desiring them, my orifices wet and needy.

I was certainly transforming, into something far more slutty than what I’d been before. I’d always been proud of my body count, of how good I was at pleasuring men, but now, I saw that I was merely an amateur before.

I smirked, imagining how shocked the girl I’d been only a few years before in college would be to see what I had become now—a hucow. A fully-fledged, professional breeding human cow.

I mooed proudly to myself and felt my sore nipples. I sighed softly as I stroked them, trying to soothe them. They were swollen from being sucked so hard by the machines that had milked me, and now I wondered if they’d ever be normal again. I didn’t care if they stayed like this, swollen and distended, forever, so long as I could make more milk. My breasts ached, the urge to lactate growing as I teased myself. I was insatiable, consumed by desire—a hunger to be bred.

I’d become single-minded in my transformation, and I was proud of that too.

I drifted off into a fitful sleep, and dreamt of the girl I’d once been, and everything I’d willingly given up in order to be this hucow. I loved who I was now, and I could see, now, that I’d loathed myself before. That my career had meant next to nothing to me, and that my sleeping around had just been an attempt to find some fraction of the meaning I found now in my work as a hucow.

This was the life for me, truly.

I was jolted awake by the sound of the door to my exam room opening.

The protocol was about to continue. I winced and prepared myself for another round of heaven and hell.


Chapter 2


“All right, Tori, first, we’re going to give you a comprehensive medical exam to make sure your body is tolerating the protocol before we continue it. Is that all right with you?”

I smiled weakly at Dr. Crowne as he gazed down at me. I lay on the exam table, naked, my body exposed to him completely. I had no secrets from him, not any longer.

“Of course, doctor,” I mooed softly.

“Excellent. Let’s start from the head on down.”

First, he took my skull in his hands, gently lifting it, and palpated the skin at my temples, and then at the base of my neck. I hmm’d softly—that actually felt quite good.

“No pain, Tori?”

“None, doctor,” I mooed. I was enjoying this—it wasn’t unlike a massage, actually, and I closed my eyes, only to have Dr. Crowne pull my eyelids open and shine a line into my pupils.

“No pain when I do that, Tori?” he asked.

“None, doctor,” I repeated, obediently. I liked the light in my eyes less than I did the gently massage of my temples but this part was over quickly.

Then, to my surprise, he hooked some sort of tool into my nose and pulled back. I yelped, feeling my head get pulled back along with my nostrils as he shined a light into my nose.

“Looks good in there. No inflammation, no discharge. Nostrils seem healthy. Not too uncomfortable, Tori?” Dr. Crowne asked me.

“N-no, doctor…” I murmured, or, rather, moo-mured. It was uncomfortable, but it wasn’t painful—mostly, I felt ridiculous, a bit humiliated at being in this ridiculous position, all the while being completely naked and exposed for him.

“Good, good, then we’ll continue.”

He let up with the tool in my nose, allowing my head to come back to its natural resting position and I sighed with relief. My nostrils smarted a bit from the intrusion, but I was used to much worse by now.

Next, I stuck my tongue out for the doctor and he pressed a tongue depressed into the back of my throat. I said “Ahhh!” just as I had when I was a kid at the doctor’s office, and Dr. Crowne shined his pen light down my throat.

“Some contusions from breeding, but nothing out of the ordinary. How does your throat feel in general, Tori?”

I started to speak but my voice was completely garbled by the position I was in. Dr. Crowne chuckled and slid the tongue depressor out of my mouth, allowing my jaws to close.

“It doesn’t hurt at all, doctor. My throat has gotten used to the breeding. In fact, I’m starting to take extra pleasure in it.”

This was all true. I wasn’t sure if the extra pleasure I was starting to take from oral breedings was due to the medication, or purely psychosomatic, or some combination. I could certainly imagine working myself up into a froth and convincing myself that I could orgasm just from being deepthroated…

“Excellent. This is one of the more desirable side-effects of the medication, Tori. Your mucous membranes, across your body, in addition to becoming more receptive to bull semen, also become more erogenous. In other words—they start to feel good, and can contribute to climax.”

As it to illustrate his point, he gently tipped my head back and opened my mouth once more. Instead of the tongue depressor, he inserted a cold, metal prong-like instrument into my mouth and down my throat. I didn’t gag at all—my gag reflex had been, quite literally, bred out of me—but it still felt strange and invasive. Dr. Crowne applied some pressure to the back of my throat, and I was vaguely aware of how I was drooling, spit dribbling down my lips as he massaged and teased the back of my throat with the tool. I was starting to get worked up from this—it was starting to feel good. I felt my skin burning, felt my pussy drooling, and found myself rubbing my legs together involuntarily, whimpering as Dr. Crowne toyed with my throat.

Then, he applied more pressure, and although I didn’t gag, I almost did out of habit, or the phantom memory of the reflex. But I kept my composure, and I was glad I did, because he applied even more pressure, and soon, he was whispering notes into his tape recorder.

“Subject shows increased arousal from having the back of her throat probed and stimulated. Subject displays increased vaginal secretions and nipple turgidity. Subject is producing sounds in line with heat in non-human animals. Subject appears to be on the verge of climax.”

And he was right. I squeezed my eyes shut, ashamed at how easy it was to make me cum, and I squealed like a piglet, cumming just from having my slutty hucow throat probed and teased. It felt so damned good, and at the same time, I wanted to punish my body for being so slutty—for humiliating myself for cumming so easily.

“That’s a very good girl, Tori,” Dr. Crowne said as I shook and writhed for him, gasping and shuddering. The immense relief of orgasm was always welcome, even if it did become painful at times. “It’s important to give in to what your body wants most, don’t you agree?”

“Yes, doctor,” I mooed hoarsely as he drew the probe out of my mouth. A trail of spit and drool still clung to it as he pulled it away, and he simply wiped it against my cheek, leaving me feeling even more humiliated—used.

Exactly how I wanted to feel. I can’t quite explain it, but being made to feel like an object, less than human, while still being taken care of—it drove me crazy.

“Subject achieved orgasm from throat stimulation after approximately forty-five seconds,” Dr. Crowne announced into the tape recorder. “Sustained, targeted stimulation necessary to achieve orgasm; may carry over to other forms of oral penetration. To be examined further.”

Dr. Crowne unzipped his pants and I watched as he took out his cock—those strong hands teasing down the fly of his slacks, and then the bulge revealing itself to me, and then the delicious, powerful shaft coming into view. I let out a whimper of desire—it had only been a few hours since my last breeding but I was already insatiable, hungry for my next cock. I’d truly become addicted—no pun intended.

“Now, Tori, I’m going to see if we can bring about the same reaction in your body—climax, that is—if I penetrate your throat with a human male penis. Do you understand? How does that sound to you?”

“I understand, doctor,” I mooed. “It sounds excellent to me.”

“Good, good. That’s a good girl. Open up.”

He eased my lips open. There was no gentle teasing, no trace of foreplay—I wasn’t to kiss his cock and run my tongue all over the shaft like I usually did. He unceremoniously drove his cock into my mouth, like he was inserting his debit card into an ATM—as though I were an object, and nothing more. He grunted softly, and I could tell he was enjoying the feeling of my practiced, wet mouth as he pressed down into my face.

He lifted a leg, stepping up onto the exam table with one foot as he drove his cock down into the back of my throat, probing me just as he’d done with the metal probe. I gasped softly at the pleasure, the feeling of being stimulated—it felt as though I had an itch in the back of my throat that was finally being scratched and I felt happy tears come to my eyes as he thrust into my mouth, thrust against my throat, the fat head of his cock all but bruising the back of my throat as he face fucked me.

To look at this from the outside, it would seem as though he were simply giving me a particularly rough round of oral sex—the kind of nasty oral sex that seems to have been normalized by pornography these days, much to my delight.

His cock tasted a little bit less musky than the bulls I’ve been sampling for the last few weeks—his cock was cleaner, with an almost fresh, crisp taste. He wasn’t as large as the bulls, but in my previous life, I would have been more than happy with the thick cock sliding in and out of my throat, making no attempt to account for my own comfort as it skewered my face.

Dr. Crowne grunted in obvious pleasure and I had to do everything I could to restrain myself, to keep from trying to smile around his cock as he performed his very important scientific experiment. I loved knowing how much men enjoyed my body, how much they liked using my holes. It gave me an intoxicating rush of power and pleasure, beyond even the physical sensations of sex, to know that I had this effect on them—to know that my body was undoing them, that they were taking their ecstasy in my tight, wet holes.

Finally, just as Dr. Crowne let out a gasp of pure, unadulterated enjoyment and unleashed himself into my throat, I felt the tip of his cock push me over the edge and an orgasm rippled through my body. It wasn’t a strong one, but it wasn’t nothing and I hummed in pleasure as I slurped down the delicious cum dripping out of his cock as he extracted himself from my lips.

“Subject achieved climax while being penetrated by human male penis, orally,” Dr. Crowne said into his tape recorder, just as he composed himself and zipped his pants back up. “Now, we’ll continue with the exam.”


Chapter 3


Dr. Crowne palpated my lymph nodes and asked if I felt any pain. I did not. In many ways, this exam wasn’t all that different from any number of medical exams I’d had before in my life. The invasive poking and prodding, the questions that should seem obvious—it was just particularly strange to be doing this with my breasts leaking milk all over my naked body.

My stretched out, swore, swollen nipples were hard just from the air blowing on them from the vents on in the examining room and I let out a loud sigh as Dr. Crowne finally moved down my body to focus on my udders.

“How do your breasts feel, in general, Tori? I’m going to give you a thorough exam while we’re here.”

I moaned softly as he massaged them, feeling around, digging his fingers into the flesh. I was reminding of the PSAs about giving yourself a regular breast exam, and I felt grateful that I’d have a number of bulls and dairy workers and even a doctor all regularly massaging and groping and examining my tits. He started with the left breast, pressing into the tender flesh, exploring systematically, and I groaned, struggling to answer his question.

“They’re sore and swollen,” I admitted, finally. “They hurt a lot. It feels like they’ve got too much milk in them but it’s all stopped up.”

Dr. Crowne made a soft, uncritical noise and nodded. He reached for a clip board and made some notes and then continued massaging my left udder before moving onto the right one.

I gasped at the switch. I hadn’t realized how much more my right breast needed the attention. I moaned softly, pathetically, writhing beneath him as he examined the flesh of my tit, digging his fingers into the soft tissue and pressing and probing the muscle beneath the fat. I felt like a piece of meat for him, something he was toying with and preparing, tenderizing, about to roast.

“Nothing out of the ordinary in the tissue,” Dr. Crowne said. “Subject’s breasts have grown from DD cups to G cups over the course of several weeks. Excellent progress, Tori.”

I smiled weakly, unable to keep my composure as my milk leaked all over his fingers. Now. Dr. Crowne proceeded to squeeze and torment my nipples. Of course, he wasn’t actually intending to torment and torture them, but that’s what it felt like as he twisted them—and hard.

I let out a long, low yowl of pain and pleasure as my milk dribbled out of the swollen nips.

“This technique will squeeze out some of that deeply held milk and get you ready to produce more, Tori,” he assured me with a gentle, confident smile, and I nodded. I had no choice but to obey him, but to believe him. My body was, quite literally, in his hands, and there was nothing I could do about it. I was his toy—his hucow toy.

And my udders were like silly putty in his hands.

He continued to twist and tug at my nipples, and as impossible as it seemed, they became even harder, more swollen, seeming to grow before my eyes as I whimpered and wailed. He knew exactly how to touch me, exactly how to caress my nipples and how to discipline them—and then, how to lay on the pressure, forcing them into shapes I didn’t think they could attain, stretching the flesh painfully as he massaged me, all in order to squeeze more milk out of my udders.

Tears dripped from my eyes and down my cheeks as I realized I was getting close again.

“Please, don’t stop, Dr. Crowne,” I moaned. Mooed. You know what I mean. I was enjoying myself too much to care that I’d lost the ability to speak human language and sounded like a cow. I thrashed on the table beneath him as he toyed with my breasts and Dr. Crowne smiled coolly down at me.

“Are you close to climax, Tori?”

“Yes,” I admitted, blushing hard. Everything made me hot now. Everything made me want to cum.

“Well, don’t hold back on my account, Tori, dear,” Dr. Crowne said with a smirk. I knew that he could tell how much I was enjoying this, that he could see what effect he and the devious things he was doing to me had on me.

As milk squirted and spurted from my swollen nipples, I let out a shriek and arched my back, pressing my tits forward, into his hands, as I began to cum. I squealed with joy, my orgasm almost painful as I shook and shuddered for him, melting into his hands.

“Thank you, sir, thank you, thank you…” I whimpered, gasping as the waves of pleasure cascaded, cresting, and finally faded.

Dr. Crowne was smiling again, admiring my body, the milk dripping off my tits, my pussy leaking. I knew I made a pretty sight—I was weak from cumming, but I was hungry for more. I’d been fucked ruthlessly for hours already, and now I was exhausted from cumming three times in rapid succession. Dr. Crowne may not have been a purpose-built fuck machine like one of the bulls, but he knew exactly how to touch me, how to make me cum hard.

But Dr. Crowne wasn’t done with me today—not by a long shot. From out of his toolkit, he produced a pair of what looked like oversized vices.

“Now, Tori, I’m going to apply some extra pressure to your udders before giving you some special injections which will help you make even more milk—is that what you’d like? To make more milk?”

Moaning, I nodded.

I did want to make more milk. I wanted to make as much as I could. I wanted to be the best hucow I could be. I nodded, my tear-stained face smiling bravely as I stared down what I knew was coming.

Dr. Crowne applied the first vice to my left breast, tightening it as it squeezed and squeezed, crushing the voluptuous, tender flesh in its grip. The agony was indescribable, but I found myself getting off on it—especially when I saw the milk leaking out of my swollen nipples even faster, a steady stream now. I flushed with pride, knowing that my body was capable of doing that.

Next, he attached the second vice to my right breast, the one more sensitive, and I let out a shriek of joy and agony, feeling myself nearly on the edge of cumming once more as he squeezing my breasts lewdly. They were crushed between the claws of the vices now, discolored and bruised, and I stared up at him pitifully, wailing and begging, wordlessly, just with my groans and moos, for some relief.

“Now, Tori, here are the injections I mentioned…”

Dr. Crown brought out a selection of needles, syringes filled with multiple colors of liquid. I didn’t know what the medicine was, and I didn’t bother to ask—I knew I wouldn’t understand it. I was just a hucow, after all. I was a toy, made to be used and enjoy on the farm—it wasn’t for me to understand what was being done to me.

“Please, sir…” I mooed. “Whatever you think is best.”

I thrust my chest forward as best I could, offering my swollen, brutalized breasts to him in exchange for the injections, as though that were a fair trade off.

I couldn’t look as he brought the needles close and performed the injections. I’ve always hated needles, and working on the farm here hasn’t made it any better. I sobbed softly as the first went into my swollen nipple. Compared to the intense sensations of the other things I’d had done to me so far, it was nothing—little more than a pinch, really—but the sight of the needle disappearing into my tender flesh made me squeal.

Another needle, and another, and then two more. Finally, we finished and I was panting, as though I’d just run a marathon.

“Very, very good job, Tori,” Dr. Crowne said, soothingly, stroking my sweaty hair. I was a complete mess, I knew. I looked far more disreputable than I ever would have allowed myself to look in public in my old life, but I had no control over that now. Now, I enjoyed being a toy, being at the cruel doctor’s mercy.

I had no control over what he did to my breasts, to my mouth, to my body—he could breed me, use me, milk me, sell me—whatever he wanted. And I loved it. I wanted it. I wanted that submission, this perfect submission I’d found here on the farm.

For the first time in my life, I wasn’t anxious. I didn’t feel useless. I was at peace, in my own way.

“Now, let’s continue. Your breasts have held up well to the protocol. I’m afraid they’re going to be a bit sore as a result of this exam, but you won’t mind, will you?”

I shook my head, obediently. All the better. All the more to show what a good hucow I was.

Next, Dr. Crowne released the pressure on the vices and freed my aching breasts, allowing them the sort of bounce free. They felt, somehow, even more painful now that they were free than they had been in the vice, as though all the pain stored up was being released in unending waves. I groaned softly, squeezing my eyes shut, riding the waves of pain and pleasure as I sighed heavily.

It was the kind of sensation I’d never experienced in my old life, the kind of thing you couldn’t find outside the farm. I knew that if I ever left this place, I would be giving up this as well, and I didn’t want that. Not one bit.

“Dr. Crowne, what’s next?” I managed, weakly, putting on a brave smile. I knew what was next. My holes. My wet, dripping holes, which had already been defiled so brutally by the doctor’s bulls.

“Next is the fun part,” Dr. Crowne said with a wink.


Chapter 4


I bit my lip as Dr. Crowne’s hands drifted down my belly. My flesh was sensitive, slick with sweat and milk, and his touch tickled ever so slightly as he made his way across the landscape of my body. I was aching for him to touch my messy, wet pussy, but I didn’t dare humiliate myself by admitting it. I wanted it so badly, though—wanted him to touch me, to slide himself inside of me and fuck me. I felt the need deep inside myself—that ache, that itch, that would only be satisfied by a fat cock impaling me and driving into me over and over again…

“Subject’s stomach remains much the same as before. Abdominal muscles seem to have strengthened, as would be expected with the novel physical demands made by her new life as a hucow.”

I chuckled inwardly at the idea of my abs getting tighter from my breasts and ass growing fat, from my body becoming more like a cow’s. It was what every girl at the gym wanted—big tits, a big ass, but a tight, well-defined, strong core.

“Subject’s vulva is noticeably swollen, light pink in color,” Dr. Crowne continued as he reached my pussy. “Subject is producing plentiful lubrication, in line with having achieved climax several times in the last hour. Subject has prominent external labia, that show signs of bruising from aggressive coitus.” Dr. Crowne selected a small, thin metal probe and ran it over my lips. I gasped, arching my back, my eyes wide. God, but that felt good!

“Subject exhibits a high degree of sensitivity to stimuli,” Dr. Crowne continued.

“You can say that again,” I murmured, hoping he would drop the pretense of the medical exam and just get to fucking me. But instead, he continued to drag the probe along my swollen lips, and even whipped out a camera to snap a few pictures. I burned with embarrassment as he took the pictures, knowing that my messy, swollen cunt would be immortalized in photo for anyone to see and enjoy. I hoped someone would enjoy it, too.

“Subject’s clitoris is highly swollen, and has exhibited growth as a result of the medications she’s received. Clitoris is observed to be throbbing slightly.” I gasped when I felt the probe graze my clit, and my hips shuddered. If he did that a few more times, I’d bust a nut right then and there. “Subject is clearly very aroused, and subject’s clitoris is extremely sensitive, in line with the rest of the subject’s vulva and vagina.”

Now, with his fingers, Dr. Crowne teased open my pussy lips and shined his pen light inside of me. I blushed hard once again, knowing that my most intimate place was on full display for him and there was nothing I could do.

“Subject’s vaginal canal exhibits bruising, again, consistent with aggressive, sustained coitus. Tori, has the breeding been painful for you?”

“Not particularly, doctor,” I said. I was barely holding it together, and I would tell him whatever he wanted to hear in order to keep him touching me. “It smarts every now and then but it’s nothing I can’t handle. I enjoy it too much.”

“That’s what I love to hear, Tori,” Dr. Crowne said, obviously pleased. Then, he spoke into his tape recorder: “Subject is particularly fragrant, indicating that she’s in heat. Fertility to be expected.”

Fertility? That meant… I could get pregnant! I knew that would be possible but it wasn’t something I’d really been thinking about…

But the farm had such great policies for mothers, I decided to put it out of my mind. If it happened, it happened, and I would roll with it and enjoy it as much as I could. The idea of actually being bred, of fulfilling my biological duty, aroused me extra and made me feel extra feminine in a way.

“Now, Tori, tell me—do you prefer anal, oral, or vaginal penetration when you’re bred?” Dr. Crowne asked.

God, what an intimate question! If I’d been asked this in any other workplace, it would be grounds to sue, but here, it was just par for the course.

“I like it all, doctor,” I admitted, which was the truth.

“But if you had to pick?”

“I… I guess I’d say I prefer vaginal over everything else.” I found myself blushing as I admitted this. “It always feels so… intimate to have my pussy filled, especially if there’s no condom. I like sucking cock and I don’t mind taking it in my ass, but that doesn’t feel quite the same. It doesn’t quite feel like I’m… using my body the way it was meant to be used. But having my pussy bred, and having my udders milked, I feel like I’m doing exactly what I should, you know?”

Dr. Crowne gave me a broad, proud smile.

“That’s an excellent answer, my dear, and I quite agree. A hucow’s body is built to do exactly this—to take breedings and to make milk. You’re doing exactly what you should be doing, and you’re doing a wonderful job of it.”

I beamed as he said that. It felt good to be praised. I had to admit it—I was a slut for praise. I always have been, and probably always will be. In school, I was a teacher’s pet, easy to please. “A joy to have in class.” And now, here, I was eager to do whatever Dr. Crowne wanted of me.

“Tori, I’m going to inspect your anus next,” he announced, and I nodded. Maybe in a previous life, this would have embarrassed me, but I was so used to having my butthole penetrated and bred now, that I didn’t think twice about it. I sighed as Dr. Crowne slid a lubricated speculum into my ass, and then one into my pussy, spreading both of my holes open.

Now, I felt extra exposed. He examined me, shining his pen light into my holes and making notes on his clipboard.

“Subject’s rectum shows signs of trauma, consistent with anal coitus and sodomy, as expected. Tori, how have you been enjoying anal breeding? Is it comfortable now?”

“Yes, doctor,” I admitted. “Especially ever since… you know… my ass started getting wet.”

“Yes, yes, I can see that you’re producing lubrication here. Excellent.”

This was part of being a hucow. One of the benefits of the medications was that our butts became self-lubricating—it was perfect if you had a lot of anal sex, because it meant you could be ready to go from behind as fast as you would be with your pussy, but on the other hand, if I had to be out in the real world with a self-lubricating butthole, I think it would feel pretty yucky.

Dr. Crowne was taking pictures of my gaped open holes now, and I burned with shame and humiliation, knowing that my insides were being immortalized, again, on film. But I didn’t mind one bit. I loved the feeling of violation that came with it, loved the loss of control. I wanted to give him everything, wanted to be the perfect hucow.


Chapter 5


“Now, Tori, before I let the bulls back in, I’m going to sample your anus and vagina one final time. I hope that’s all right. You’ve been doing so well for us, and we’re very impressed. Do you have any questions so far?”

“Doctor Crowne,” I said. “Do you think my milk is going to get better? Really?”

This was the whole reason for the protocol I was undergoing, after all. My milk had been noticeably thin and tasteless compared to the other girls, and I wasn’t improving as fast as I wanted to. I knew I had to be patient but at the same time… I didn’t want to be! I wasn’t a patient person. I never had been. I’d never been able to wait for Christmas—I was the kind of kid who snuck around the house looking for my presents before Santa arrived, to get a sense of what I’d been getting, so I could start talking about the other stuff I wanted, the stuff my parents hadn’t bought me yet, so that Santa would hear me and get me that stuff too. I was that kind of sneaky kid, always trying to game the system, and so if I had an opportunity to improve somehow, I was going to take it.

“It’s already getting better, Tori. Here, let me show you—”

Dr. Crowne slid the speculums out of my ass and pussy, and I let out a soft groan as my holes returned to their normal size, deflating as the gape left them. Dr. Crowne selected a small vial from the examining room’s cabinets and milked my right tit—the more sensitive one—into the glass while I groaned. After the treatment with the vice, my breasts were especially sore and sensitive, and bruises were forming on them—I looked like I’d been through a lot, and like I’d loved every second of it.

Dr. Crowne unzipped his pants once more, producing his hard cock, and I found myself grinning like a maniac when I felt him press it against my sloppy pussy lips. He slid himself inside of me and I groaned in delight, arching my back as I finally had the meat inside me that I needed.

“That’s a good girl. Does that feel good, Tori?”

“Wonderful, doctor!” I mooed. He reached for my head and pulled me forward. First, he kissed me—I liked when the bulls kissed me, and I liked it even more when this handsome young doctor, who held my life and my body in his hands, kissed me gently, tearing and tugging at my lips, and then he poured the vial of milk into my mouth, letting me savor myself.

And, oh my god, it was working—my milk was different already. It was so much richer and creamier! It had a buttery flavor to it now, and it was thicker—all of this came about in the course of a single day, from my sustained breedings!

“It’s delicious, doctor!” I moaned as he began to thrust into me. My sensitive hole opened wide for him, all but sucking him inside as I practically gushed fluid around him. This exam had left me wet and frustrated and craving cock, and now, well… I was getting it!

I whimpered and writhed as he pumped into me, stretching my milky lips towards him, hinting that I wanted more kisses—girls always want more kisses, don’t we? He grinned and gave in, leaning down to meet his lips to mine and our mouths dueled as we made out, writhing together as he bore down on me, driving his length into me.

I was proud of myself for my milk, and this breeding felt like a private, intimate celebration, with Dr. Crowne running his fingers through my hair, gripping my breasts, kissing me and tearing at my lips while he took me. I was at his mercy, and it felt so good—the bulls might have fucked me harder, but Dr. Crowne fucked me deeper, made me feel even more submissive, made me feel helpless in the best way possible.

In his arms, I felt like a young woman again, losing my virginity for the first time, and I shrieked with delight as he powered himself in and out of my hole, finally coming to a shuddering orgasm on his cock, my whole body squealing and screaming with pleasure as he ground the tip of his dick into me.

But we weren’t done—not yet. He turned me over, and I knew I was going to take it in the ass now. I gasped when I felt him drive himself deep into me, deep into my guts, the juices on his cock and my own lubrication making it easy. My ass had already been well-stretched by the breeding I’d endured earlier, and now, I was taking yet another round.

He gripped my hair, forcing my head up, so that I could see myself in a mirror across the room as he rode me.

“Look how lovely you are, Tori,” he growled in my ear. “A perfect little hucow breeding bitch.”

“Yes!” I squealed, his filthy words making me feel like I could explode at any second. “Yes, sir, harder! Harder! Make me your breeding bitch!”

As nasty as it was, it drove me wild, and soon, I was on the verge of yet another orgasm. When Dr. Crowne finally released his cum deep into my ass, filling my tight back hole, I yowled and began to cum myself, my weakened ass spasming around his cock as he delivered a few final thrusts into me.

“That’s a good girl, Tori,” he told me, and patted my sweaty head. “Take a few minutes to rest and then I’ll send the bulls in for the rest of the protocol.”

I nodded.

“I’m doing well, doctor?” I asked hopefully.

“You’re performing extremely well,” Dr. Crowne said, and leaned down to kiss my forehead. “I believe this protocol is going to be a stunning success and it’s all thanks to you.”

I grinned broadly as he told me this.

“In fact, I have a special plan for you once this protocol is over—we’ve had an interesting proposal from a few clients and… Well, we’ll talk about it later. For now, just focus on getting through the end of the protocol, all right, Tori?”

I nodded. I was burning with curiosity to find out what this “interesting proposal” was, but I knew I’d have to wait to find out about it. I’d play the part of an obedient hucow and be patient, even if it was totally against my nature.

Dr. Crowne left me alone in the room and I had, finally, a few more moments to myself to catch my breath. Breeding with him was different from the bulls—it was much more like making love to a man in a relationship, and it left me feeling needy, as though I wanted to cling to him, as though I wanted to make him breed me again and again. The bulls, I loved them, but they were a bit fungible, by design…

But Dr. Crowne understood my body better than I did now, and I wanted a man all to myself who would be able to do that—to know the ins and outs of my body, who could make me cum in a second, just from stroking me in the exact right place, at the right time…

The thought alone was making me excited again. I smirked at myself. I was getting myself turned on thinking about a theoretical man, a man who would own this pathetic hucow that I had transformed into—when I really should have been relaxing and getting ready for the trial I was about to face.


Chapter 6


Soon, the door to the exam room opened up and two bulls I recognized entered—Levi and Tony. They were both quite nice, and handsome, with classic, all-American looks, as though they’d just stepped out of an Abercrombie and Fitch ad. They’d already undressed, and my eyes dropped down their rippling sets of washboard abs to the throbbing cocks between their legs.

I grinned at them and rolled onto my belly, placing myself in a classic breeding position as I prepared to take them, but they had something else in mind.

“Just a moment, Tori,” Levi said. He picked me up, cradling me in his arms, and I leaned almost instinctually to kiss him, making out with him as Tony lay on the table below. I figured I’d be taking Tony in my ass while I took Levi in my pussy—not an unusual combination here on the farm.

Instead, I let out a soft sigh of pleasure as I felt Tony’s hard cock slide into my pussy, easily fitting inside my slick hole. I was still full of Dr. Crowne’s cum, and neither of the bulls seemed to mind that in the slightest as Tony penetrated me, his cock digging deep into my hole.

Then, Levi had me lay back, so that I was atop Tony, his cock still inside of me, and then Levi himself mounted me—the both of us, really—and began to press his cock against my pussy as well. The same pussy that was already pretty damned full of Tony’s cock.

“What are you doing?” I murmured, still not fully understanding.

“This is the second part of the protocol,” Levi told me with a gentle smile. “We’re going to attempt to overwhelm your holes to jolt your milk production into high gear.”

Suddenly, I understood.

I was going to take two cocks in my pussy at once.

I’d never even considered it, but the idea was immediately attractive to me. I mean, I was always looking for the next high of being stretched by a giant cock, right? If I couldn’t find a single cock that really, fully pushed my limits and satisfied me… Then maybe multiple cocks would do it?

I was intrigued, to say the least, but also a bit skeptical—my pussy was already gripping Tony pretty hard and we all shared a laugh as Levi stroked his own cock along Tony’s shaft, and then up my pussy lips, my lubrication making him glide away.

“Honestly, this all feels great to me,” I said with a giggle. And it did—the way he was moving, trying to get his cock inside of me, it was just rubbing against my clit, and since I already had Tony inside of me, I was a happy camper.

Eventually, Levi changed tactics. He had Tony reach around, holding my pussy open, stretching my hole, and I watched in amazement as, somehow, he slid a centimeter or so of his cock inside of me.

That was enough, though. I gritted my teeth as I felt him drive his hips inside of me, forcing an inch or so of his cock into my tightness, running and rubbing along Tony’s cock.

It was like nothing I had ever experienced before. I’d had a cock in every hole before, and had sustained that for… well, a long time. I’d been gang banged to hell and back. But I’d never had two cocks inside of the same hole.

I felt a strange, chaotic stretch, and all I could do was try to relax myself, try to take it as Levi slid himself deeper and deeper into me.

“How does that feel, Tori?” he asked, grinning over me. He held himself over me, almost in a plank position, and I got to admire his handsome face, his well-built chest, and inhale the intoxicating scent of his manly musk. I was overwhelmed, full of cock, and sandwiched between two powerful men. Tony was gripping my breasts now that his partner’s cock was embedded inside of me, digging his nails into my bruised tit flesh.

“It’s good!” I gasped. “I’ve never ever done this before… I… Oh my god, the stretch! You’re tearing me apart!”

It felt amazing, and he was barely inside! The progress was agonizing, but slowly, he forced another few inches inside, and then another inch, and then, finally, he was fully embedded in my tight pussy.

I couldn’t believe it. Tears of pain and pleasure fell from my eyes as I tried to force my body to relax around the huge cocks inside of me.

And then, slowly, both bulls began to thrust.

The absolute inside-twisting, gut-rearranging sensation of two massive cocks fucking the same hole at the same time hit me. I squealed, gripping Levi hard as I wrapped my legs around him. I was being torn apart at the seams and I loved it.

This was the feeling I had been looking for. The sensation I needed.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I squealed, panting with pleasure, on the verge of orgasming yet again. The bulls didn’t seem to notice or care if I was enjoying myself—they simply continued pounding into me, harder and harder, as they both hit their stride. My pussy felt like it was being stretched beyond its limits, like there would be nothing left when they were done, and if that was the case, frankly, I didn’t really mind.

“Harder, harder, harder!” I groaned. I was bucking beneath them as I began to cum, my pussy gushing and leaking all over them. Milk dribbled out of my swollen tits as they destroyed me, and I couldn’t believe it: I was already on the verge of another orgasm. I’d heard of girls who were multiorgasmic, whose orgasms bled, one into another, and whose climaxes didn’t stop the entire time they were fucking, and I had always thought it was exaggerated, but now I was experiencing something like it.

Soon, Tony grunted, thrusting up into me, burying himself hard into me, and unleashed his seed, making it even easier for Levi to thrust faster and faster, crushing his partner’s softening cock, lubricated by the cum flooding my hole.

Finally, Levi came too and I gasped when they both pulled out of me, leaving my pussy swollen and stretched out, extraordinarily well-used.

But I wasn’t done. The protocol demanded more.

Levi lay on the table and I mounted him, pressing the tip of his cock into my ass. I straddled him, sinking down and sighing in pleasure as I felt the familiar intrusion into my guts. From there, Tony mounted me from behind, riding my doggy-style—or, at least, that would have been the idea, had he been able to get inside of me right away.

Instead, what followed was a tense few minutes where the bulls tried to stretch me, digging their fingers into my ass and pulling me open. I’d never felt so violated, so utterly ruined—I felt as though I were being picked apart by vultures on the side of the road—and ever moment, I was on the verge of cumming.

Finally, somehow, I ended up with an inch or two of both of their cocks in my ass, and they began to thrust. Hard.

My shrieks filled the examining room as my ass was stretched in ways I’d never experienced before.

At the moment, the door to the room opened and Dr. Crowne entered, followed by several men in suits.

“And this, as you can see, is one of our most valuable hucows, taking a special breeding protocol we’ve recently developed. The bulls are attempting to overwhelm her orifices with their nutritious seed, in order to level up her milk production. We’re seeing some early successes with it.”

The men in suits seemed to be foreign and they gawked at me with interest, leering at me, and I smiled weakly at them, waving and mooing.

“You can take pictures, gentlemen! And she seems to have a mouth free, if anyone would like a quick blow job!”

Soon, the clicks of iPhone cameras surrounded me. I was being photographed and recorded having my ass split apart by two cocks at once, and before I knew it, one of the men, an investor of Dr. Crowne’s I guessed, slid his cock into my mouth and began thrusting down my throat as the bulls pounded my ass.

But it was all in a day’s work on the farm! The investors finished with their photos, and the one in my mouth left his creamy gift clinging to my gums, and then the bulls ploughing my guts finished too, and I was left in a tired, cum filled heap.

“I think we’ve done all we can here,” Tony announced with pride, and leaned in to kiss my forehead. I loved when they did that. It made me feel special—and I loved the contrast between the rough treatment I received and the gentle affection the bulls showed towards me. “Just rest. You’ll be taken back to your pen soon.”

I had done it. My pussy and ass were aching something awful, and I was dripping with multiple loads of cum in all of my holes but I had done it—I’d survived the special protocol!
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