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Prologue


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 1


After being forced to orgasm dozens of times, and having my breasts sucked dry of milk, I was pretty exhausted—but, as Frank and Teddy led me out of the truck, with me crawling on the ground behind them, my legs trembling—I realized it was only midday. I felt like I’d already done a whole day’s worth of work, and I mooed to them as such.

“Well, you’ll get used to working hard here on the farm, you will,” Frank said with a good natured chuckle. He reached down to pat my head and I nuzzled his potbelly, almost without thinking. I felt pretty fond of these two men who’d brought me from the sad site of my embarrassment and humiliation at the hands of my mean, cheating ex to this new place, where I’d have a new life.

Funny, the process of becoming a hucow also involved quite a bit of embarrassment and humiliation. But! There was a big difference. I felt like, I don’t know, this embarrassment and humiliation was worth something. Everyone around me wanted the best for me, and everyone was attracted to me, praised me—it was embarrassing, yes, to have my swollen breasts milked or to lose control and orgasm without stopping for an hour, till my poor little pussy hurt, but that was very different from coming home to find my fiancé fucking another girl, and on Valentine’s Day no less!

One variety of humiliation felt good. I liked it. I wanted more of it. And the other variety—no thanks. Fuck that, and fuck him.

“She’s outside, isn’t she?” Teddy said as we walked past a barn.

“Yes, Dr. Crown said he wanted to try starting the new hucows outside on pasture to see how that changed their milk,” Frank said, hitching up his pants as we walked. “Little lady, you’re going to have your own patch of grass to live on, just like a real cow. Lots of sunshine and fresh air too.”

The idea of living outside was exciting—but also a bit worrisome.

What if I get cold? I mooed.

“You’ll have a stall inside for nighttime, and any time you’re too chilly or you just want a break from the sun and bugs,” Teddy said gently. I was well aware of his eyes on me, watching my body as I crawled ahead of them, the area between my legs and butt cheeks messy and sticky from my juices and from his cum. I hadn’t had a chance to pee since getting in the truck, and I realized now I hadn’t peed out Teddy’s cum like I normally would after sex.

Um, I mooed suddenly. I don’t wanna’ get a UTI—can I just… go anywhere?

“Sure can, missy,” Frank said. “And I’ll clean you right up, if you like. Let’s get you to your pasture and I’ll bring over the hose to clean up those holes—Teddy made a right mess of your unmentionables, it seemed.”

I was burning with embarrassment once we finally reached my pen. I took a deep breath and squatted there in the grass. Finally, I relaxed enough to pee, even as I was aware of the other men watching me.

I’d better get used to it, I told myself as the trickle of piss coming out of me cleaned the cum out of my pussy. Not having privacy. This is what I had signed up for.

My pen was near the edge of a forest preserve, and in the distance, through the trees, I saw the glistening of a small lake. I knew the farm had an agrotourism business, where they had some lake cabins that they rented out, with the options to have a hucow to yourself for the weekend. You could fuck her senseless, of course, but she’d also cook and clean for you. A special attraction was that she’d make you treats with her own milk, milking herself into eggs for creamy omelets or making birthday cakes from the fruit of her breasts.

I wondered if I’d ever make milk that was delicious enough to do all that. I sure hoped I would.

“Here we go, Jennifer,” Frank said, waddling back over to my pen with a hose. “Let’s give you a good washing.”

I got back down on my hands and knees and waited, bracing myself for the cold rush of water.

“Jennifer,” Teddy said gently. “Hold your butt cheeks open so the water can get everywhere.”

I nodded, obeying him—I liked doing what he said, and I hoped he’d give me more things to do, more ways to obey him. It just made me feel special, having this handsome young man bossing me around, and seeing how much he enjoyed using me.

The hose produced a high-pitched whine as it turned on, and then, suddenly, a flood of cool water struck my butt. I yelped, and my yelp came out as a moo as I felt the chilly water invade my butt and pussy. I squealed, shivering as the water washed over me. I wiggled, torn between the desire to get clean and the desire to hide my most sensitive, tender parts from the freezing water.

One nice aspect of the hose, though, was that it cooled down my pussy. As a result of cumming so many times and being stimulated endlessly for hours, my pussy was, to put it bluntly, enflamed. If I hadn’t been so clouded by lust and excitement and new experiences, I might have even worried about how puffy and swollen it had become.

The cold water, however, felt amazing on my tender flesh and the flood caused me to moan. I had to resist the urge to touch myself as Frank moved around me, washing me systematically, making me lift up my arms and let him scrub underneath my armpits.

He even pressed the tip of the hose against my butthole and I shrieked as cold water invaded my asshole, invaded my guts—then, he had me squat once more, just as I had when peeing, letting the cold water dribble out of my now very clean, and very cold rectum.

Do I have to do this every day, I moo-moaned.

“Maybe not every day,” Frank said. “But most days, probably, would be a good idea, especially if you want to spend time outside.”

“You’ll get used to it,” Teddy told me, patting my wet head once Frank had finished up and began spooling the hose back up. “All the girls do.”

A flush of jealousy went through me. Teddy was being kind and gentle to me, but was he like this with all the other hucows? How many other hucows was he taking care of?

No, I had to clamp down on that impulse. I was basically on the rebound, my emotions all whacky, and I couldn’t be developing angry crushes on the people around me. I was working, this was a job, not just a weird sex fetish thing—even if it definitely was that too.

“Welp,” Frank said. “I think that about does it for us. Now, if you don’t mind, little missy, I’m going to try you out for myself.”

I blushed at Frank’s politeness. I knew he didn’t have to be so polite and gentle, that he could just bust his cock out and stick it down my throat, and I’d have been fine with that, but it made me feel special to have him be so gentle and polite with me.

Good, I moo-moaned. I was hoping you’d get to breed me!

I wanted to make Teddy a bit jealous, show him how much I could enjoy Frank, a much older man, using me.

But Teddy didn’t seem the least bit jealous as Frank undid his belt and unzipped his jeans.

“I didn’t try out her ass, Frank,” he said. “You should give it a try before the bulls blow it out.”

My eyes widened. Frank chuckled.

“You read my mind, boy. How’s that sound, little missy? I hope you’re been training the sweet little booty of yours.”

“I have,” I tried to say, but it came out as a moo. I was afraid to tell him that I could only take the smallest dildo Dr. Crown had sent me in my butt, and even that was uncomfortable—how was I ever going to take a real cock?

Or, god forbid, a real bull’s cock? But I knew I’d be expected to, no matter how much it hurt. That was the duty of a good hucow.

And so, obediently, I bent over, my face down in the grass, smelling the fresh scent of nature as I stuck my bare ass up in the air, water still dripping from my holes as Frank knelt behind me.


Chapter 2


I felt something slimy hit my butthole, and then more of the slime.

“A bit of spit will help everything slide ride in,” Frank announced. I glanced over my shoulder to see him spit on my asshole once more, and then spit in his hand. He rubbed it into his cock and a pit of fear opened up in my belly.

I’d always had real lubricant on the dildo going into my ass—was I supposed to be using spit in order to get used to it?!

There was no time to analyze my training methods, because I was about to get analized. I reached back, grabbing my ass cheeks and spreading myself apart as wide as I could, hoping I could somehow mitigate what was about to happen to me. I gasped when I felt the tip of his cock press against my hole, and I moo-moaned when he leaned into me, pushing his weight onto me.

For several moments, nothing happened.

Then, I felt the tip of his cock start to push inside my tight ring of muscle. I let out a soft, desperate scream of pain and humiliation as the cock forcing its way into my ass broke through my barriers, cutting into my guts. Frank held me tight around the waist and gave one hard thrust that buried his cock halfway into my butt.

“That’s a good girl,” he cooed. “You’ll get used to this before too long. You’ll come to like it, I reckon. All the girls love a good anal breeding. Some of them prefer it to their pussies, though I can’t for the life of me understand why.”

I mooed softly, pressing my ass back against him almost instinctively, trying to take more and more of him inside of me.

He may not have understood the attraction of getting fucked in the ass, but I was slowly starting to understand it myself.

I felt so vulnerable, so exposed and helpless in this position. It hurt a bit, but not terribly, though I had the feeling that if he were to start thrusting hard, I’d be in a world of pain. I was completely at his mercy and that, in and of itself, was pretty erotic to me. I saw Teddy watching me with concern in his eyes and I managed a brave smile through my moans, even as tears filled my eyes.

Now, Frank began to fuck my ass. Thrusting slowly and powerfully into my guts, going deep, deep into my hole. Entering me as my muscles tried in vain to keep him out, and then easing back out as they gave up. My ass seemed to turn traitor on me, and began to milk him, clenching around his cock as he fucked it inside of me, pleasing and pleasuring him with a gentle massage. This was all involuntary: my muscles were doing this by themselves, even as I tried to keep everything relaxed so it wouldn’t hurt too bad.

I was in a peculiar form of ecstasy as I took my first real anal breeding. On the one hand, it hurt, but on the other hand, I was supremely, incredibly, undeniably aroused. I couldn’t help but let out soft moos of pleasure in between my even softer sobs of pain. The humiliation of having my ass explored and fucked was part of it, sure, but I also found I loved the primal pain and pleasure of it. I loved knowing that I could get these sensations from part of my body that was definitely not designed for it. It made me feel more in control of my body, more in command of myself and my own pain and pleasure.

It made me feel like a hucow—a hucow wasn’t totally submissive, I realized. A hucow understood how to discipline and transform her body to do what she wanted. It was actually a quietly powerful thing to be.

Or so I told myself as a man twice my age fucked my ass.

“That’s nice and tight, my goodness,” Frank grunted in obvious pleasure. He spanked my ass and I yelped at the not unpleasant sting. “How’s that for you, Jennifer? Getting your tush poked?”

It’s good, I mooed. I never knew I’d like this so much!

“That’s a real good girl,” Frank grunted. “The missus don’t let me do this no more on account of her hemorrhoids so I’m real glad I get to put it in you pretty little hucows’ butts.”

I managed a grin at his jovial attitude. I imagined Frank’s wife telling him no more anal, telling him if he wanted to fuck a butthole, he’d have to use one of the girls on the farm. Poor Frank. At least I could be there for him and offer him my tight, eager hole.

Soon, I began to hear the tell-tale signs of Frank’s approaching orgasm. I hadn’t been bothering to touch myself as he fucked me; I’d simply been focusing on taking his cock as best I could, and now, I prepared myself to take his cum deep inside of me. He thrust hard into me a few more times, his breathing growing more and more erratic and his groans becoming louder and louder.

Finally, I felt his cock erupt deep in my ass and I sighed happily, my butt spasming a bit around his cock as he injected his precious seed into me. I let out another soft, satisfied moan as he finished, each spasm of his cock a testament to what a good job I’d done.

“That’s a good girl, Jennifer,” he repeated as he slid his cock out of me. “The bulls are gonna’ be real happy with you when they come by tomorrow.”

Tomorrow? I asked, my voice a moo. I get to meet the bulls tomorrow?

“That’s right. You rest today, and you’ll have your first proper breeding session tomorrow. Don’t you worry—Teddy and I will check in with you in the morning to get you all cleaned up and ready to be bred.”

My first proper breeding session—I couldn’t wait! Even as my asshole ached from the rough fuck, I found myself craving more and more.


Chapter 3


I curled up in my pen and found that the grass made a surprisingly soft and plush bed. I realized I was exhausted—I’d barely slept the night before owing to my excitement. Also, I’m one of those people where, if I know I have to get up early for something, it takes me a long time to fall asleep. I’m always like that for flights or a job interview or anything like that, so I was already running on fumes when Teddy and Frank picked me up, and now, I was ready to crash.

There was the little problem of my aching asshole. After the boys cleaned me up once more, Teddy kissed me goodbye. I tugged at his shirt sleeve and mooed to him softly, a whining plea for attention.

Could you take a look at my butthole and make sure it’s not broken? I mooed. Teddy grinned, and had me bend over, my ass up in the air. With the weight of my newly-engorged breasts pulling me forward, being on all fours was actually much more comfortable and natural than standing up. I could see why real cows did it.

I mean, that and they didn’t really have much of a choice, now, do they?

“Your asshole looks fine,” Teddy assured me. “Here, let me take a picture and show you.”

He pulled out his camera phone and I held still as he spread my cheeks and snapped a quick photo. I turned around, sitting cross-legged as he handed me the phone. I almost gasped as what I saw.

There were my asshole and pussy, and god, my pussy was swollen—all those times cumming in the truck had really done a number on it! Not only did I barely recognize myself from this angle, I barely recognized my pussy! Poor girl. She’d been working hard.

My butthole looked fine, fortunately. Maybe a little red and swollen, but none the worse for wear—it seemed to have gone back to normal pretty quickly.

“One of the side-effects of the medications you’re taking is that your body show recover from any—shall we say—trauma involved with breeding,” Teddy said a bit sheepishly. “The bulls can be pretty rough, and even if they weren’t, you know, their organs are pretty large, so there might be some damage associated with that, but your body should be able to handle it.”

I nodded, numb with desire, anxiety, and curiosity.

“But you can always take a break if you have to,” he added quickly. “We want everything to be safe and effective—for everyone. This is the greatest job in the world, but it’s not for everyone.”

I grinned. I was still pretty sure it was for me—after all, I’d just been sodomized by a man I barely knew with only spit for lubrication, so if I could take that, I felt like I should be able to take most anything?

“One more thing,” Teddy continued. “Dr. Crown wants the hucows to experiment with, uh, eating grass. We want to produce ‘grass-fed’ milk, and legally, hucows have to eat a certain amount of grass every week to qualify. The grass planted here—” And he gestured to the meadow we were on. “—it’s all fit for human consumption, and pretty nutritious, if a little bland. You don’t have to eat a ton, but a few mouthfuls would help. It’s been treated, so it should be great for your milk production too. But, uh, don’t worry. They’ll bring you regular food too.” He grinned at me and ruffled my wet hair. “I know you’re not a real cow, but we’re kind of seeing how fine we can make the distinction.”

I nodded. That all made sense.

I’ll just think of it like a salad, I mooed. Look, I’m a girl—I eat a lot of salads.

Teddy snorted.

“I’ve never been a fan myself, but I see what you’re saying. If you have any issues with the food, or with getting enough water or anything, let someone know.”

And with that, he closed up my pen and followed Frank back to the truck.


Chapter 4


I napped for a long time after Teddy and Frank left, and only woke towards evening. I was bleary eyed, feeling a bit crazy from my long, weird day and my strange sleep schedule, but Frank was back, and he led me into a barn for the evening. I made sure to fill my mouth with grass to chew on for the trot back to the barn, and found it not at all unpleasant.

It was, indeed, bland, however, and I was pleased when Frank placed me in a stall in the barn and filled up a bowl on the floor with what looked like a rich, thick, creamy polenta.

“Eat up, hun,” he told me, and I realized just then how hungry I was. I didn’t even question the fact that I was eating off the floor like an animal, naked, my udders hanging down as I buried my face in the bowl and slurped up the cornmeal porridge. It was one of the tastiest things I’d even had in my life.

As I ate, I realized I could hear the sounds of other girls, other hucows, eating. Making slurping, smacking sounds with their mouths. Mumbling in pleasure. I heard a few gasps and moans and moos—someone was being bred, I guessed, maybe while she ate. I turned my eyes up to Frank, and gave a little nod towards my backside.

It was an invitation, and he understood.

“Well, we tried the butthole, so why not see how your pussy is holding up?” he asked jovially, and I nodded. My pussy would be more than happy to have some more attention after the many orgasms I’d experienced. It was finally starting to call down, no longer feeling so flushed and inflamed, and contrary to wanting a rest, I found myself desiring something inside of it.

Frank reached down between my thighs and whistled in approval.

“Yep, nice and wet, just like I thought. Some hucows need an extra bit of lubrication their first few weeks on the farm, but it looks like you’re doing just fine!”

I found myself blushing. What could I say? I was incredibly wet, incredibly excited to be bred and enjoyed. I understood what Marissa had meant now when she said she’d found her purpose here on the farm. It felt good to be useful, and it felt good to be rewarded with pleasure for being used.

Frank pressed his thick, middle-aged cock against my wetness and I mooed softly as he slid in, my hole gobbling him up. In an instant, he was buried inside of me, and I closed my eyes in bliss. He gripped my thighs hard, beginning to thrust into me. His cock was nicely sized, I decided—he was a bit smaller than Teddy, but pleasantly thick, and he filled and stretched my pussy, making me groan with heavy desire as he drove into me over and over.

My moos became louder and longer. In this position, I found that his cock hit a particularly sensitive spot inside my pussy, and each time it did, pleasure flooded my body—I wasn’t totally sure what was happening. I’d had plenty of doggy-style before—it was one of the few things my ex and I could agree on—but it had never been this good before.

As Frank grabbed my swinging udders, I let out another loud, desperate moo. He dug his fingers hard into my needy flesh and that was enough to push me over the edge as my nipples leaked milk all over his fingers. I moaned hungrily, my body shaking and shuddering as I came on his cock, but still he thrust into me.

“That’s a good girl,” he cooed. “That’s a real good girl. I’m just about there, don’t you worry.”

I mooed appreciatively. Actually cumming from penetration was still so new to me, it seemed to sneak up on me and catch me unawares. I felt like melting around his cock as he gripped my swollen nipples, twisting them and plucking at them, milk dribbling everywhere until, finally, I felt him shudder on top of me. His cock swelled inside of me, and as it spasmed, I felt his load spurt out of the tip and flood my hole.

I closed my eyes in bliss, accepting his creamy, breeding load. I still wondered whether or not I would get pregnant from this breeding, and decided to put it out of my mind. The risk was there, and that made the breeding all the more delicious, made me feel more delightfully vulnerable and helpless. After all, it was called breeding for a reason.

“Well, gosh, that was neat,” Frank grunted as he slid out of me. “You’re sure one special hucow, girlie.”

I smiled weakly. I felt his cum dripping out of me, coating my thighs and dripping onto the hay below me. I turned around, and sat back on my butt, whoozy from the pleasure, and absentmindedly found myself reaching down to my pussy to scoop out a few fingerfuls of Frank’s cum. I brought the white goo to my lips and swallowed it—his was salty and bitter, and there was a distinct sour musk to it as well, which I suspected came from me. Frank just grinned down at me as I ate his cum out of my pussy.

“That’s a good girl. Keep it all inside of you, and you’ll get the benefits from the hormones,” he told me. I nodded eagerly, swallowing as much as I could.

Frank patted my head affectionately.

“I’ve got to get going now, so you just relax and get some rest, Jennifer. You’ll get your first breeding from the bulls in the morning so it’s important that you rest up. They can be awful demanding, especially with the new girls.”

Demanding? I asked, mooing to Frank.

“Well, not mean or anything like that, but I think they really like to give the new girls a hard time, to break them in. It’s all in good fun, but it sure looks exhausting. For everyone involved, too—I know Teddy wants to transfer to their department, and I wish him the best of luck. Me, I like to breed my favorite girls and then I head on home to the wife. The bulls take it to another level.”

I nodded silently. I was afraid, but I was also excited—the way everyone kept talking about the bulls, they seemed like they’d be really rough, maybe even mean—but also, it meant more breeding, lots more breeding, and I’d be lying if I said my body wanted anything but that at the moment…

Frank left me alone with my thoughts. I curled up in a ball on my bed of hay and gently stroked my swollen pussy, still wet and slick with my juices and Frank’s cum. I’d find out before too long what the bulls would want from me, I told myself, so it made sense to just go to sleep and relax.

The exhaustion of the day finally hit me and I drifted off into a relaxed, dreamless sleep.


Chapter 5


I woke to shrieks and moans and moos.

Initially, I was alarmed. Panicked, even. I looked around, and then crawled over to the entrance to my pen, craning my head so that I could see into the corridor between the pens in the dim barn, striving to see what was going on.

Tall figures moved through the early morning gloom, and drifted into the pens. Each time one disappeared into a pen, I heard moos—happy moos, I realized, and then shrieks and screams and moans. It sounded like the other hucows were being murdered. And like they were happy about it.

I couldn’t help but be afraid, and I trembled where I lay on my bed of hay until the door to my pen opened.

I stared up at the figure who had entered my pen, half in horror, half in awe. He simply couldn’t be real.

The man standing before me, gently and confidently easing the door to my pen closed, stood at least six and a half feet tall. He was dark skinned, as though he’d just gotten back from a beach vacation, and his powerful, muscular body was covered in dark, wiry black hair that gave him a vaguely animalistic look. When he turned to me, he caught my eye, grinning at me—a cocky grin, one that made me want to wipe the smug look off his face but also made me want to get down on my knees and do whatever he told me to do, and you can guess which desire was stronger.

And then… there was his cock.

Holy. Shit.

He was hard, and it bounced slightly as he took a step towards me, in a way I could have found comical had I not been filled with trepidation at the thought of being filled with it. It was easily the largest cock I’d ever seen, larger than even the ones I’d seen in the porn I occasionally watched. It looked as long as my forearm, and at least as wide, maybe wider.

“You’re Jennifer?” he said. I nodded without saying anything, staring up at him. I was suddenly aware of how wet I was, how flushed I’d become in his presence, and I let out a soft moo of shame as I covered myself.

“Don’t worry, you’ve got nothing to be embarrassed about,” he said calmly as he approached me. I felt like I was his prey and he was a hunter, about to strike. “You’ve got a gorgeous body. Frank and Teddy were just talking you up, so I figured I needed to taste the new girl first.”

This made me feel a little bit better. I let my hands fall away from my swollen breasts. I trusted Frank and Teddy and if they had been talking me up to this bull, then I trusted him too. Even if he was about to disembowel me with that huge cock.

“This is your first time breeding with a bull,” he continued gently. “So it might be a little uncomfortable, but Dr. Crown wouldn’t have selected you for the program if he didn’t believe you could take it.”

I nodded. I had to have faith that I could do this. That I could take whatever the farm threw at me.

“Do you see something you like?” he asked, a teasing note in his voice. I realized I had just been staring at his cock.

It’s the biggest one I’ve ever seen, I mooed softly. And it’s right there in front of me. I’m afraid it’s gonna’ poke me in the eye.

“In that case, let’s put it somewhere it won’t poke you in the eye. Would you like to taste it?”

I nodded. I did. I really wanted to taste it. I wanted to see what it felt like to have such a big piece of meat in my mouth—to feel it throbbing, feel it pulsing, tasting his essence…

He took a step towards me and placed a hand gently on the back of my head. He pressed the tip of his cock to my lips and obediently, I opened my mouth, allowing it to slide inside. I felt like I had to practically unhinge my jaw to fit him inside.

He didn’t push forward yet, though. He allowed me to fit my jaws around his cock, allowed me to relax around it, sometimes sliding off to lick it. I pulled his foreskin down to reveal the delicious, spongy head of his cock and ran my tongue along the underside of his cockhead, then tease the tip of his cock, tasting the salty precum dripping out as I slowly stroked him.

“That’s a good girl, Jennifer.”

He knew my name. I realized I didn’t know his. I stopped suckling at the tip of his cock for a moment.

What’s your name, I mooed.

“I’m Giovanni,” he said smoothly, his voice descending into an accent when he said the name.

Are you from Italy? I asked, still mooing.

“Originally, but my family moved when I was nine for my dad’s job. He works in high fashion, and my mother has a successful restaurant in Little Italy. They wanted me to do something—prestigious—with my life, but being a bull is just too much fun.”

I nodded. I understand perfectly what he meant.

I think being a hucow is pretty fun too, I mooed. Even though I’ve just started.

“I’m glad you think so,” he said in that smooth, silky voice. He pressed the tip of his cock against my lips once more and then gripped my hair—harder, this time. I opened my mouth as wide as I could, expecting that he’d just slide an inch or two inside as he had before.

But no.

Instead, he drove his cock deep into my throat—I felt it hit the back of my throat, and then descend down as he forced my head to crane upwards and fed his cock into me.


Chapter 6


I mooed in distress and sudden surprise as my face was unexpectedly skewered by eleven or twelve inches of Italian meat. I sputtered on his cock, my throat spasming, as Giovanni just grinned at me, holding my hair tight with one hand and then stroking my face with the other.

“Sh…” he cooed. “You’re all right. Relax. You don’t have a gag reflex anymore. If it’s uncomfortable, it’s only in your head.”

That’s right—the medication was supposed to remove my gag reflex. And now that he mentioned it, I wasn’t actually gagging or choking. No, I simply expected to be gagging and choking—and those were two very different things, expectation and reality.

“There, there,” he continued to coo. “You’re doing great.” He wiped a tear from my cheek. “That’s not so bad, is it?”

No, it wasn’t. It certainly felt odd—it maybe wasn’t the most comfortable position, but that was more because of how my neck was craned upwards so he could fill my throat with his cock, burying his shaft in my face practically up to his wiry dark pubic hair, which was barely stroking my nose. I found I liked it, and almost involuntarily pressed further onto his cock until I could bury my nose in his fragrant, musky bush.

“That’s a good girl,” Giovanni remarked in approval. “See, isn’t not so bad, is it?”

I shook my head as best I could, while full of his dick.

He began to thrust in and out of my mouth, easing his cock down my throat and then back out, so that I could lick the tip and swirl my tongue around the slit still leaking that delicious precum. He set the pace, though, and I was totally helpless—just a hole for him to fuck. To breed.

I know I should have felt violated by this, but instead, I was viciously, unapologetically aroused. I couldn’t explain it: I loved being split open by this big cock invading my mouth. I loved every second of this invasion of my delicate throat by his big, throbbing cock. I loved how I could feel his cock expanding inside my mouth as it twitched and as he groaned.

“That’s a nice little throat you’ve got there, Jennifer,” he grunted, starting to move faster and faster. His cock was pulsating in my throat, pumping, and I felt tears come to my eyes—even if it didn’t hurt, it still made me feel vulnerable to the verge of tears, but Giovanni seemed to enjoy that, seemed to enjoy the obvious power he had over me. “You’re doing great, baby girl. Just another few minutes and I’ll breed that mouth of yours.”

I tried to be brave, nodding. I wondered if I would choke on his cum. I tried to imagine it, being injected directly into my esophagus, sliding down my throat so that I barely had a chance to taste it. At least I was getting to taste his delicious cock—I loved the flavor of it, the meatiness, the tang of his sweat and musk mixing together. It almost made me feel drunk with desire.

I was lost in a haze of arousal when he suddenly groaned, letting his cock slip a few inches out of my mouth, still leaving a good chunk inside where I could lick and suck him as he spasmed. I realized he was cumming, and I seized him with my hands, taking over and bobbing my head while I head his shaft still. I didn’t go quite as deep as he’d gone, keeping him in the spot of my mouth before where he would catch on the bend in my throat, but he didn’t seem to mind as I gripped his shaft with my lips, quite literally jerking him off with my mouth.

The first hot deluge of bull cum flooded my throat and my eyes widened in pleasant surprise. God, but it was creamy. It was delicious. It was salty and bitter and sour, like some exotic delicacy, and just as I managed to wrap my mind around his taste, another spurt exploded from the tip of his cock and then another and another. I closed my eyes, just trying to focus on keeping him in my mouth, not letting a single drop fall out.

I tried to swallow as best I could, but there was too much of it. Some dribbling down onto my chin, but most made it down my throat as I panted and sputtered helplessly on his cock. For his part, Giovanni groaned in obvious pleasure and once his orgasm subsided, I pulled off his cock gasping, his cum dripping from my well-used mouth.

“Not bad for your first time,” he remarked approvingly. “You got almost every drop. That’s one of the benefits of mouth breeding. You’re able to actually consume and swallow most, if not all of my seed.”

I was dizzy with arousal and cum, licking the last drops of his essence off my chin as he told me this.

That’s good to know, I mumbled in a soft moo.

His cock, I realized, had gone flaccid, but almost as soon as I recognized it, I realized it was hardening again.

“Bulls don’t really have the same kind of refractory period other men do,” Giovanni told me with a smirk. “So why don’t you bend over and show me where I should breed you next.”


Chapter 7


I bit my lip and obeyed him. I had no choice, nor did I wish to have a choice. He could very easily throw me around my little pen, but I wouldn’t make that necessary. If I didn’t want to show him my pussy, it was only because I was ashamed of how wet I’d gotten.

“Well, well, well… Someone really did enjoy that little exercise, huh?” Giovanni murmured as I arched my back, sticking my ass up on the air and reaching back to spread my ass cheeks. I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment.

It was fun and tasty, I mooed. I’ve never deep-throated like that. I… I’ve never really enjoyed giving blowjobs but I liked that.

"I can tell," Giovanni said, and I gasped when I felt his fingers on my sloppy, soaking pussy. “You’re absolutely dripping back here. Were you playing with yourself before I arrived?”

Had I been? I had when I went to sleep the night before… But I don’t think I’d been playing with my pussy when he arrived, had I? Would that have been against the rules?

“Don’t look so scared,” he said teasingly, and I whimpered as he lightly stroked my slit—not letting his fingers dip inside of me or touch my clit, except for occasional light touches that seemed like they could be accidental, but which I suspected were the proof of his immense skill in manipulating an eager hucow’s pussy. “It’s encouraged to play with yourself when you’re not being used. It’s great to keep yourself aroused, and it’s important to know your body, and all that. It shows the medications are working.”

Phew. I’m glad I wasn’t in trouble either way. I was just about to admit to having played with myself the night before when my voice got caught in my throat and I struggled to speak, because I felt Giovanni’s hungry, demanding mouth on my pussy, slurping eagerly at my wetness.

I let out a moo that was more like a scream of pleasure, and I suddenly felt embarrassed—the other hucows in the barn must have heard. No, I told myself—they were all being bred too. We were all in this together, and I was just enjoying my own breeding in the same way they were enjoying theirs, right?

And now, I was really enjoying this—Giovanni’s mouth, his practiced tongue, licking and slurping, teasing apart my pussy lips to slide into my hole. Was his tongue extra long or was it just me?

I mooed appreciatively as I lost my grip on my ass cheeks and my butt quite literally closed around his face.

S-sorry! I mooed.

“It’s fine. Just focus on holding this position,” Giovanni instructed me as he took charge of my ass cheeks, holding them apart as he licked me. I obeyed, staying still as he ate me hungrily. I’d never had a man eat me out in this position before, and knowing that he could so easily see everything—my wet, sloppy pussy; and my tight, still slightly aching asshole—made it as embarrassing as it was exciting.

Soon, I was on the verge of orgasm, and I mooed to him, begging him not to change what he was doing.

But then, he stopped. I mooed sadly—I expected him to climb on top of me and pound his cock inside of me now, to finish me off with his thick shaft tearing my hucow hole apart—but instead, he just waited, letting me feel his hot breath on my pussy. I heard the other girls moaning and mooing in their pens, and outside, the birds were singing and the wind was blowing across the meadows.

Then, he began again, once my burgeoning orgasm had dissipated somewhat. Again, he brought me close, and then stopped.

Edging, this was called, I reminded myself. I’d always wanted to try it, but I’d been too impatient to do it myself, my ex would never have had the patience to play with me and devote himself to my pleasure for that long. But Giovanni wasn’t anything like him—I was realizing a bull was a completely different kind of man than the deadbeats I’d dated in my old life.

All in all, he brought me to the verge of orgasm and then let me retreat four times before, on the fifth time, when I was literally sobbing and begging him to let me cum, he didn’t pull back once I got to the point of no return but kept lashing my clit with his tongue while I shrieked and writhed for him. In his hands, then and there, I had the single most powerful orgasm of my life.

My whole body felt like it was shaking, vibrating. My nipples were leaking milk but in my cumdrunk haze, I didn’t care.

And that’s when he drove his cock inside of me, and I let out a blood-curdling mooscream.


Chapter 8


The pleasure and pain of being penetrated by that perfect cock was almost indescribable. No words I could use to paint a picture of what I felt would do it justice: I felt like I was being torn apart from the inside, but I’d come to crave that destruction, and even as I felt like he was ripping me apart, I wanted more, pushing my ass back against him as he fucked me.

Primal, vicious grunts spilled out of Giovanni’s lips, and I felt him grip my tits from behind, digging his fingers hard into them just as Frank had, milking them as he pulled me onto his cock, pounding it into my aching hole.

I was so aroused now, I was well-lubricated and able to take him—though not easily. I understand now that the edging had been necessary to get me to a state of arousal and relaxed readiness so that I could actually take him. Bulls had to be able to pleasure their lovers at a truly advanced level in order that they could take their artificially engorged organs.

Well, I certainly wasn’t complaining.

Instead, I was sobbing in pain and pleasure as the cock inside of me spasmed and the first orgasm filled me. But Giovanni didn’t miss a beat—no refractory period, I remembered—and kept fucking me, pounding his cum into me. It became frothy, hot to the touch like my enflamed, swollen pussy, and I sobbed with each thrust, dreading the pain and craving it, aching for him to take me harder and harder, to break me like I’d never imagined being broken before.

All in all, he filled me three times with his seed before, finally, sliding his softening cock out of my dripping hole. I collapsed on the floor of the pen and looked up at him weakly, half-expecting him to be preparing to put me in a different position to keep the breeding going.

“Clean it,” he said simply, and I obeyed, forcing myself to rise up on my knees. Without thinking, I cradled his huge cock between my breasts, lapping at it with my tongue and gently jerking him until he was hard again.

Will you breed me again? I asked hopefully but Giovanni grinned at me sadly.

“Sorry, kiddo, I’ve got to move on. But I’ll see you again before too long. I think you’ve got a few more breedings scheduled this morning, though.”

I nodded, accepting my fate. I kissed his cock one last time and he blew me a kiss before drifting out of the pen and leaving me alone, my pussy aching and leaking his delicious, precious bull seed.

If you enjoyed this kinky tale of milking and breeding, make sure you follow Melanie Sparxx on Amazon to keep up with all the creamy adventures on the farm! Keep an eye out for the next installment in Jennifer’s hucow journey, coming soon!


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


Copyright


Copyright 2025 Melanie Sparxx

All Rights Reserved.

Seeded by the Bulls on the Hucow Farm.

Book Design by Melanie Sparxx.

Cover Image © https://depositphotos.com/portfolio-1762230

OEBPS/font_rsrcDA.ttf


cover.jpeg
MELANIESSPARXX





OEBPS/font_rsrcDB.ttf


