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Prologue


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

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

My first morning on the farm, I woke up to a kindly dairy worker coming by to check on me. He decided to use me when he saw I was new, and said my milk was developing nicely. Dr. Crown confirmed that when he came by to check on me too. He gave me a humiliating medical exam, tasted my milk, and… well… he fucked me again, of course.

Now, I’m just waiting for the bulls to arrive. I know they’re tasked with breeding the hucows on the farm to improve the quality of our milk, but I don’t really know what that all entails… What’s that? Here there come now…!

Read all about my adventures up til this point in Part 1 and Part 2!


Chapter
One



Ihad just dozed off when I heard a loud, sustained chorus of moos from the pens around me. I jolted awake. What was going on? Had a wolf gotten into the barn? Were we hucows in danger?

I allowed myself a little smile. That was ridiculous. We weren’t real cows—and besides, I trusted that Dr. Crown’s farm was perfectly safe.

The moos all around me were growing more urgent, husky even. Hungry. We’d all just been fed so… what could this be?

And then, when the barn doors opened and light came flooding in, I realized what must be coming next.

The bulls. All the hucows were moaning ecstatically for the bulls.

I sat up, onto my knees, obediently waiting for my fate. I knew this was part of being a hucow, taking whatever was offered to me—even if it could be painful or uncomfortable or humiliating at times.

But when it turned out like that, I always ended up liking it even more. It was kind of funny how it worked out like that. I felt my cheeks turn red as I reflected on what a slut I’d become in such a short period of time. My holes were still sore from the men who’d enjoyed them in the last day or two—Dr. Crown and the drivers and the farmer from this morning and then Dr. Crown again…

Even the sluttiest girls I knew at college didn’t have THIS much sex, I was sure of it.

My ginger pussy especially was sore and swollen. My pussy lips dangled lewdly out of my slit and I was embarrassed by how puffy they’d gotten, but what could I expect? They’d been used and abused something awful in the last two days…

My butt was sore too, but neither of my poor orifices compared to how sore and swollen my nipples were. I gasped softly when I glanced down and saw them. I’d actually almost forgotten how swollen my tits had become since starting on Dr. Crown’s medicine.

I’m sure I’d easily gone up several cup sizes. My shoulders ached from holding up those puppies, and when I reached to touch them, lifting them gently to give my back some relief, I was surprised to find them firm to the touch, and, of course, incredibly heavy.

When I lifted my own breasts, that touch, that interaction alone was enough to make milk start dribbling out of my swollen pink nipples. God, but those REALLY ached. The medicine Dr. Crown had injected into them had been really effective, whatever it was. While they oozed milk at the slightest touch, they throbbed as well.

I couldn’t help myself. I lifted one of my own heavy tits up to my lips, something I could do easily now that they’d grown. Before, that was something I could do only by straining and stretching. I’d had an idea it would be sexy if I ever managed to master the move and show it to a guy I was hooking up with, but I’d never really gotten the technique down, even though I spent hours practicing in front of a mirror.

Now, however, I was able to catch my own nipple in my lips. I closed my eyes at the sudden wet warmth engulfing my swollen nub and shuddered as I began to suck. I was gentler than the men had been, since I was suckling myself, but I was delighted to taste my milk. The taste was really developing into something rich and creamy and sweet.

It was like no other milk I’d ever had. Just suckling at my nipples not only made me gasp with pleasure from the tickle of warm delight spreading out from my sensitives teats, I felt the warmth of something particularly delicious in my mouth and jaw. It had a creamy richness almost like goat cheese, with a slight sourness that only accentuated the sweetness. I found myself suckling hard at my nipple, trying to get as much as possible, milking myself into my own mouth.

I was getting turned on from doing this, I knew. I couldn’t help but reach down to my pussy, trying to delicately explore my tender swollen folds in a way that wouldn’t hurt.

Bad idea. I gasped when my fingers touched my sore hole. Even just a gentle touch made me flinch.

How would I ever take the bulls when they came to breed me? A twinge of fear ran through me, along with one of shame because I realized that in fact, I was excited to take on this new challenge. And if it hurt, well… I was earning my milk. I stroked my sore clit as I grew wetter and wetter, and then took my other nipple in my mouth, suckling and closing my eyes in bliss as pain and pleasure combined and took me to greater heights.

“Well, well, well… The new meat is drinking her own milk.”

My eyes shot open. The gate to my pen was opening and an absolutely stunning, gorgeous creature was entering. He was nearly six and a half feet tall, by the looks of him, and built like a bodybuilder—massive, bulging muscles and a chiseled set of abs that made my stomach turn circles with a burst of butterflies.

He had a mop of dirty blonde hair atop his handsome head and a cocky grin on his lips. He glistened slightly with sweat and I could tell that he’d already been busy breeding the other hucows.

My gaze descended from his built upper body to the tool—no, the WEAPON between his legs…

His cock had to be nearly a foot long. It was longer than my forearm and I stared at it in disbelief. He was as thick as a soda can too, and I couldn’t believe that this throbbing, twitching mass of hardened flesh was going to go inside of e.

I mooed softly. You’re one of the bulls?

“That’s right,” he growled, advancing on me. “I kept hearing all sorts of great things about the new girl. Stand up and let me look at you.”

I struggled to my feet. My tits were so heavy now, they unbalanced me and the bull just smirked as he watched me.

“You can do it, whore,” he growled. Being called a whore made me blush, but it also solidified my resolve to actually stand up. I thrust my chest out so he could see my full, bursting breasts in all their glory.

He took one and then the other in his hands, testing their weight, and squeezed them, groped them. I kept my moans and moos quiet as he did so, closing my eyes and enjoying the feeling of my milk seeping out onto his fingers.

“Your milk is pretty thick and creamy for being a newcomer,” he commented. “Your body was really made to be a hucow. This is your destiny.”

I nodded. I’d been coming around to that realization myself. He guided me down onto my knees and I found myself faced with his thick, throbbing cock.

“It’s not going to fit,” I managed to articulate, my voice threatening to moo all the while. “I’m too sore and swollen.”

“I’ll make it fit,” he growled. “An injection of my semen is all you need to become a true hucow.”


Chapter
Two



Iblushed. A true hucow?

He placed his hands on the back of my head and guided my lips to his cock. I smelled his thick, erotic scent, the musk of his flesh, and the tang of the fluids of the other hucows still hanging to his flesh. He’d bred other girls before me, I realized, as I took the tip of his cock into my mouth. I wouldn’t be able to fit much more than that, though.

Or so I thought. The bull growled and gripped my hair as he pushed. And pushed. My eyes widened as the thick tool entered my throat. I thought I would gag but I found my muscles strangely relaxed, my throat pliable and accepting. It was only my fear that made me hesitant to accept his cock down my throat.

“The medicine Dr. Crown has been giving you has the side effect of removing your gag reflex,” the bull commented, almost bored as he began to thrust into my throat. It hurt, taking his cock down my gullet, but I didn’t feel like I was choking or gagging—rather, I just felt like my muscles were being stretched. It was a strange feeling, not unlike taking a cock in my asshole, I realized.

When I thought about it, that was just a matter of fucking the same tube, but at different ends. No wonder they felt strangely similar when trying to accept a fat cock!

“You’ll find that all these side-effects wear off after you leave the farm and end the medication regimen,” the bull continued. He slid his cock all the way out of my throat to give me a chance to breathe and, gasping, I continued to lap and suckle at his cock, at the tip, tasting the precum. It was salty and pungent and bitter, and I wondered what that special cum would feel like, filling my needy cow holes. “That is, if you ever leave. It’s up to you, in the end, but a lot of girls feel like they need to stay. They feel more fulfilled here on the farm than anywhere else.”

I could understand that. Really, I could. I kissed and licked the bull’s cock, making my way down to his balls, thick and throbbing as they were. He groaned in surprise when I began to lap at them, taking them into my mouth.

“Us bulls, we’re not that different from you cows,” he grunted. “We’re on a similar medication cycle that accentuates the natural aspects of our anatomy, of our hormones… It drives our libidos through the roof, of course, but it’s also addictive. It just feels right, to be breeding your cow holes, you know? And I bet it just feels right to be bred. We can’t exist without one another.”

I understand exactly what he said and nodded eagerly as he stroked my hair.

“You’re a pretty little thing. And smart, too. Most of the hucows don’t understand how sensitive and swollen our balls get…”

I could imagine. As I stroked the bull’s massive shaft, I worked over his balls, gently, lovingly. His breathing became slower and deeper as he groaned. Suddenly, he stopped me.

“Wait. You can’t make me blow until I’m inside you.” He grinned at me, and it made me feel so special. “Even if I’d love to cover that pretty face while you play with my balls.”

Obediently, I got down on all fours once more and assumed the usual position, arching my back, my ass up in the air and my thighs spread. I felt myself blushing. Despite having been seen and fucked so many times in the last day, I couldn’t help but feel a bit embarrassed, showing off my most tender, delicate, intimate parts to a man I’d just met. He could see the pink folds of my swollen cunt, the way my insides glistened with my juices, making my extreme arousal obvious.

“You look good enough to eat,” the bull commented, and I heard him chuckle as he took my ass in his hands. He guided his cock to the wet entrance of my hole and I bit my lip, preparing myself for what was coming. He wasn’t going to eat me—literally. He was going to devour me figuratively, though, using his cock to conquer my hole and stretch me out and breed me.

Breeding me. Cum filling my womb, giving me a baby. I imagined my belly growing, just as my tits had. I imagined my insides changing, adapting for the life I’d just been given. My whole body changing as I became a vessel for future life, no longer my own person, but a tool, a piece of meat devoted to breeding and milking.

The idea terrified me. It went against everything I knew. Feminism, individuality, everything I’d learned in college. But at the same time, it felt so comforting, so… right. I wouldn’t have to struggle anymore, looking for a job, trying to keep that job, hustling just to survive, working fifty or sixty hour weeks, which I knew were rapidly becoming standard for new graduates who wanted to get ahead…

What if I could just extract myself from that rat race, and give myself over to pleasure? To my true purpose in life, the purpose of my biology and anatomy? The idea made me feel powerful. It made me feel like a rebel, like I was choosing something truly dangerous by refusing to be useful—at least, not in a strictly corporate sense.

Of course, all that philosophizing went out of my head the second the bull penetrated me. I let out a scream as he sank himself deep into my pussy, forcing his huge cock inside of me. He gripped me by the shoulders, pulling me onto his cock as he thrust forward, pushing, pushing, stretching and ripping open my hole.

I let out a long, anguished moo of pleasure and pain.

“It’ll get easier the more you take bull cock,” the bull advised me. “You’ve only been taking normal cocks so far, and not our enhanced cocks.”

Enhanced cocks? I mooed my confusion.

“It’s not that we enhance them on purpose,” the bull explained with a grunt as he pushed deeper into me. Really, he was stretching my insides, forcing more and more of his cock into me, pushing me down. I felt skewered, impaled, and even though it hurt, the pain represented a pleasure I’d never known before. A dangerous fulfillment that, even though it made me feel like I was being torn apart from the inside out, made me feel like I could cum at any second. “It’s that the hormonal treatments we receive cause our cocks to grow. We’re selected for our receptiveness to the treatment, of course, and most of us start at a pretty high baseline…”

I gasped as he pulled back a bit and then thrust forward. He began to really pound me, then, sliding his cock out, an inch or two at a time, and then fucking it back into my poor, aching cunt with a powerful thrust, digging his fingers into my tender, bruised flesh as he took me. I’d never felt so completely, absolutely, irredeemably fucked.

“For instance, my cock was about eight inches long when I started the treatment. Now, it’s over eleven inches long. Pretty crazy, huh?”

Sure, it was crazy. I didn’t really have a choice but to agree as the bull rode me, pounding my dripping hole harder and harder. I felt him reach for my hair and pull hard, and I saw my face in the little mirror in my pen. A look of absolute terror and ecstasy greeted me, tears streaming down my cheeks as I let out a long, droning moo of pleasure.

Now, it was really starting to feel good.

Impossibly good. I found myself pushing back against him, struggling to keep him inside of me, my pussy absolutely dripping and milking him.

When he slapped my ass hard, I all but screamed and began to cum—that was all I needed to push me over the edge, and I felt myself gushing onto his cock, squealing for all I was worth.

The bull just snickered as he continued to fuck me. My pussy ached, growing more and more sensitive as my orgasm subsided, but I knew he wasn’t anywhere near finished with me. If he’d already been using the other hucows, he’d probably blown his load a few times that day, and so I’d have to work harder to get more cum out of him.

I was determined to, now, though. I wanted that cum, wanted that seed deep in my needy pussy. I closed my eyes and focused on squeezing him, using my muscles to massage and milk his cock as he pounded into me.

“You’re not going to give up, are you?” the bull said and I could hear him grinning, I swear I could, as he slapped my ass again. “Most new hucows break around this point and end up sobbing and cumming uncontrollably. We need to give them endorphin injections just to get them through their first few breedings. But Dr. Crown said you were special and I guess he was right.”

Special. I was special. I beamed as he said it, as I imagined the handsome doctor pulling aside this even handsomer bull and telling him to treat me well, to put me through the ringer, because I was special.

Because I could take it. Because I could take what other girls couldn’t.

I wasn’t like other girls. I wasn’t even like other sluts.

I was a hucow now.

The bull grunted and groaned over me as he slammed his hips into me. I felt tears streaming down my cheeks and I knew that if anyone saw me, they’d think I was suffering something awful. They’d think I was undergoing some horrible torture. But I was experiencing levels of pleasure that I’d never known I could experience. This was nothing like the sort of sex girls in college talked about having. This was something so much more. Something dirtier and nastier, yes, but more fun.

Harder, I mooed. I can take it. The bull seemed to understand and I felt his hands on my swollen tits, gripping them hard as he slammed himself into me. I let out a pathetic whine as my nipples squirted milk all over my pen. I was positively gushing now, my heavy breasts dripping, and the incredible relief I felt at being milked was almost as powerful as the sensation of having my pussy stretched and used.

I hung my head, moaning harder, pathetically, as an orgasm snuck up on me and suddenly I was shaking. Just the sensation of being milked drove me crazy now: I couldn’t help it, it was something totally unlike what I experienced in my everyday life.

Maybe being milked like this—was this what men felt when they came? When their cocks exploded and shot their live-giving seed into me? I wondered. It would make a certain kind of sense, and the more sensitive my breasts became, the more pleasurable having milk squeezed from my throbbing nipples became as well.

“I’m going to make sure I put a baby in you,” the bull grunted on top of me. “This pussy is amazing. You can’t leave us, you definitely have to stay and breed.”

Yes, I moaned in the passion of the moment, my words being transformed to moos by the drugs and medication flowing through my system. Breed me! Fill up my womb with your cum!

The bull understood, as everyone who worked on the farm did. Even though my hole was growing numb from the rough fucking, I could still feel him digging inside of me, feel the sticky neediness of his powerful cock. I couldn’t imagine any of the girls I knew back at college taking this huge cock, even the really slutty ones.

I felt truly, truly special for being able to take this massive cock in my tiny, tight hucow hole.

“I’m getting close,” the bull announced, a fierce tone of triumph in his voice. I only became more desperate for his cum. I wanted that bull cum so badly inside of me, I would have done anything for it. Just the anticipation of his cum inside of me pushed me over the edge once more and as I squeezed my eyes shut, cumming hard on that huge cock, I felt the bull’s cock begin to spasm inside of me.

Yes. Finally. He was cumming. He drove his massive shaft into me once more and unloaded, a truly enormous amount of seed flowing into my pussy. I shrieked as I took his load. It was nothing short of amazing. I loved feeling it, the way his cock pumped and throbbed, the way his hot cum gushed into my womb. I moaned, gripping my own tits, guiding my milky, cream nipples to my mouth once more to suckle them as the bull filled my womb—as he inseminated me.

As he bred me. This felt like it would take, like it would give me a baby.

“Fuck,” the bull groaned. “That was… something special. Definitely.”

Am I pregnant now, I mooed as he slid his cock out of my worn, stretched pussy. Did you breed me?

I looked over my shoulder, feeling suddenly very vulnerable beneath this massive, muscular beast of sexuality. He just grinned at me.

“There’s no way of knowing just yet, but our semen is extra fertile, and your medications will make you more fertile as well, so there’s a good chance. But just in case, you’ll be bred regularly so something will take eventually.”

Of course. That had been in the contract, I remembered. I imagined going back to college, knocked up, answering questions from my friends about what had happened over the summer when they saw my pregnant belly and my full tits, dripping milk. Would the boys at college like that? I didn’t know if I’d be able to live without sex once I got back.

If I ever got back.

Maybe I’d rather stay here, on the farm. Where I can be bred over and over again…


Chapter
Three



Thank you, I mooed softly, curling up into a ball to contemplate my future and my options. Of course, I could opt out whenever I wanted…

But I truly didn’t want to. This had been the most erotic, most fulfilling experience of my life, and I couldn’t imagine anything more wonderful.

The bull slapped my ass affectionately and pulled me up into a kiss. God, but it felt good to kiss him. He was a good kisser, and I shyly ran my hands over his muscular body. He just grinned.

“Go ahead, feel me up. You’ve earned it.”

I did. Because I had. I reached for his abs, ran my fingers over his built chest, and then down to his cock, which I was very intimately familiar with, of course. I’d never touched a man this closely before, this intimately, and I loved every second of it. Every moment of touch, every caress of his skin. I ran my tongue over his chest, over his nipples, suckling at them like he suckled at me.

“You’re really getting frisky, huh?” the bull said with an easy grin. Then, he gasped when he felt me grab his hardening cock and begin to stroke it. I couldn’t believe I’d had that huge thing inside of me. And I wanted it inside of me again.

I played with the tip of his cock, looking up at him with my big eyes wide, my face all but begging him to go again.

“Sorry, but it’s one insemination per hucow,” the bull said, starting to pull away from me. “The other girls are waiting—”

I took one of my heavy tits in my hand and squeezed, milk dripping onto my palm, and then I wrapped it around his shaft, using my own milk as lubricant to ease the sliding motion of my palm against his tender, throbbing, aching flesh. The bull let his head fall back and let out a loud, anguished sigh.

“Fine,” he grunted, as I dropped to my back and spread my legs. I wanted to look at him this time as he bred me. The bull laid himself on top of me, gently, and I gasped as I felt his cock pressing against me. He pressed himself inside once more, kissing me as he did so, and off he went, thrusting hard into my aching hole.

He fucked my pussy hard, and I clung to him, letting him grip my tits and milk me, suckling at my cream while he rode me. I was in bliss. I was somewhere beyond bliss. I was in heaven. I was—

As he slid his cock out of me, my wetness, combined with the frothy cum still leaking out of my hole, must have caused him to slip, because when he pushed back into me, his cock went not into my pussy but deep into my bowels.

I arched my back, screaming in agony at the sudden gutting. The bull didn’t seem to notice my pain and just carried on, fucking me as I moaned. His cock was slippery enough from my pussy and my milk that he was able to slide in and out of my ass easily, but that didn’t mean the suddenness of it hadn’t taken me by surprise. Had I been able to ready my poor aching hole for the sudden incursion of nearly twelve inches of throbbing meat, that would have been one thing… But this…

Finally, the bull seemed to notice something had changed. But for the better.

“You’re so much tighter now,” he noted approvingly, kissing my neck. I loved when he did that and I stretched out my neck, tilting my head so he could kiss me there more.

“That’s because you’re in my ass!” I mooed helplessly. The bull stopped and looked down, his face shocked.

“I—I’m sorry! I didn’t realize—here—“

I mooed when he slid out of me. Don’t put it in my pussy from my ass! Put it back in my ass!

“Won’t that hurt?” he said, coming around to my game. I offered him my udders and he understood. Holding his cock beneath my swollen nipples, I milked myself, letting the cream wash over his thick tool. It was almost as thick as his cum at this point.

Try that, I told him via moo and he put my legs back and up onto his shoulders, stretching me as he pressed the tip of his cock against my asshole once more. I howled as he penetrated me, but the pain didn’t matter—I loved being beneath him, being the recipient of his seed.

We fucked without saying anything else to one another, with his cock pounding me. I didn’t quite understand the science of how his cum entering my asshole would affect my milk production, but I trusted Dr. Crown to know what he was doing in setting up this whole system of breeding with the bulls and hucows.

Finally, my bull groaned in triumph, digging himself hard into my gut once more, and came. It was just as much as before, and I whimpered and cried as my hole stretched to accept his cum. I played with my nipples frantically, dripping milk everywhere, and after a few moments, I was on the verge of cumming myself. I moaned, my pussy spasming and gushing onto his cock as my nipples gushed milk.

Now, he slid out of me and I collapsed, spent. That was a fucking beyond anything I’d experienced so far today. The bull was already cleaning off his cock and I caught him grinning at me from where I lay on the floor.

“You’re going to be popular around here,” he said. “For sure.”

You think so? I mooed at him.

“I know so. The other bulls are all going to be excited to get a turn with you. You should have two or three more today.”

My eyes widened.

More? I was going to be bred MORE?


Chapter
Four



Idon’t know if I can handle that, I moo-cried. The bull just smiled.

“I know you can, Marissa. If you can handle that, what we just did, then you can handle the rest of the bulls.”

I tried to believe him. I wanted to, really I did. But fear gripped me even as my body ached and I lay there, spent on the floor of my pen, my holes dripping incessantly.

The next hour or two were all a blur.

Two more bulls arrived. They explained that, because we’d gotten off schedule my having the first breed me twice, they’d be using me together to speed things up.

“Do you want the endorphin shot?” one of them, a tall, handsome black man asked. His partner was shorter, and olive skinned, but both of their cocks were absolutely beautiful: both about eight or nine inches long, so mercifully smaller than the first, but I had no idea how I would take them again after what my first bull had put me through.

I’ll try to go without, I mooed as I crawled over to them.

“Are you sure? Rick said he really fucked you up. Said he ended up with the wrong hole. We’ll leave your butt alone today…”

I appreciated their consideration. Something I loved about being on the farm was how kind and considerate the men were. They knew they were putting me through hell, through a kind of sexual torture that would kill other women, but they were so sweet about it.

The bulls took me between them and held me gently. The tall one, I felt his cock press into my pussy from behind while the smaller one bent me over and guided my mouth to his cock. In this way, I was skewered between them and they began to thrust into me in turn. First, the taller bull would slam his thick cock into my aching pussy, lubricated by the previous bull’s cum, and that would push me forward, pushing the cock in my mouth down my throat. Then, the one in front of me would thrust into my throat, pushing me back onto the cock in my pussy.

I groaned onto their cocks as they used me. This was far more impersonal than the way the first bull had fucked me. He’d been positively tender. I got the sense that these bulls were on a schedule with the way they fucked me, and even though I gagged onto the cock in my throat and thought I was going to pass out, they didn’t show any mercy.

How would the cum going down my throat affect my milk? I’d have to ask Dr. Crown that when I had a chance to talk to him later. I was curious about all the science behind the way I was getting fucked and I’d at least appreciate an explanation if I was going to be treated like a piece of meat rotating on a spit over a fire!

The smaller bull came first. I felt his cock throb in my mouth, in my throat, and then it was exploding, spilling his rich seed onto my tongue. I gagged at the taste of his pungent, bitter cum. It was almost spicy, in a way, but I obediently swallowed it. I knew that’s what was expected of me, and I was determined to be a good hucow. Determined to please the bulls who bred me.

Soon, the other bull finished in my pussy, but I was so numb, I barely felt it as his cock filled my swollen pink hole. I bet his black cock contrasted nicely with my pink skin, and with the light colored red pubic hair on my mound that I’d shaved into a trim little landing strip before I arrived, but I was too tired to crane around to see it.

“That’ll do it for you today, Marissa,” the tall bull said, patting my ass affectionately. “You’ve put your holes through a lot in the last few days, but they’re still good and tight—that’s a great sign.”

I mooed appreciatively. Even though I was sore and still gagging from the sticky cum in my throat, I liked being praised. I nuzzled my face against the bulls affectionately, against their cocks, and they responded by stroking and patting my head. I beamed. Even if this hadn’t been my favorite fucking, I still liked doing a good job.

I made sure to kiss their cocks on the way out.

Come back and breed me anytime! I mooed. I could tell from the longing looks on their faces that they wanted to stay and go another few rounds with me, but I knew they were on a schedule.

Besides, I was exhausted. I curled up to take a nap, my work for the day done. I figured I’d be milked again before too long, and then I’d be fed, and more napping—it was hard work being a hucow!


Chapter
Five



That evening, I awoke to Dr. Crown stepping into my pen. He smiled at me as I crawled over to him. As sense returned to my bleary eyes, I realized how sore my holes all were. Gosh, I’d really been put through the ringer…

“Marissa, how was your first breeding session today?”

I mooed happily. It was the truth. I sat back on my ass and spread my legs to show him my swollen pussy and the dried semen still clinging to it.

“Very good girl. It’s not good to keep you cooped up in this pen all day, though. The other hucows are taking some exercise and grazing outside, so come along.”

I followed him, trotting on my hands and knees, out to the pasture surrounding the barn. It was nearly sunset and the other hucows were wandering about, enjoying the warmth of the dying light on their skin. Some had flopped onto their sides and slept, while others crawled around, chasing one another. I noticed that a few of the bulls were there too, playing with the hucows—throwing things for them to fetch, or simply lying in the grass and letting the hucows worship their bodies. I understood the impulse. I smiled as I noticed one of the bulls from earlier, the tall black bull, with an older hucow on his lap. She bounced lazily, her tits moving in time with her hips as she rode him, while he had his hands back behind his head and was chewing on a stalk of grass. While the hucow rode him, he chatted with another bull, who was in much the same position and had a hucow of his own riding him.

“This is unstructured time, as you can see, Marissa,” Dr. Crown said. “It’s important that you move your legs. Why don’t you try and stand up like a human?”

My lower back twinged at the thought, but I obeyed, shakily rising to my feet. I felt like I’d aged thirty years, only in my back.

“Oh dear,” Dr. Crown said, as he saw me hobble. “I was worried about this.”

I mooed nervously. What’s wrong?

“Your breasts have grown much too fast for the muscles in your back to keep up with. Some back pain is always going to occur in hucows, but we try to minimize it. But a consequence of how well you’ve responded to the medication and treatments is that your breasts have grown much faster than we anticipated.”

That all made sense. They certainly felt huge and swollen. I found myself holding them, touching them and testing their weight as Dr. Crown massaged my lower back, just above my butt, making some hmm-ing noises.

“I think some strength training is likely all you’re going to need. I’m going to pull you from the barn for a week though.”

My eyes widened. But I’d just been coming to like my pen in the barn! I liked how comfortable it was, and how I knew that a cock was never far away from me—how I could expect a nice breeding session daily, whether from Dr. Crown or the bulls or any man who happened to come by…

“I know, it’s not my favorite either, but you’re going to be on bed rest. I’ll have you sent to my personal chambers, so I can keep an eye on you, and I’ll have our strength coach begin sessions with you tomorrow.”

“Yes, doctor,” I said, in human language—I was already feeling more human, standing up, talking about sleeping in a bed, and I wasn’t sure I liked it.

At least this meant I got to spend more time with Dr. Crown.

Dr. Crown guided me to his apartment in a small office building on the farm.

“You wash up,” he told me as I watched him from where I’d flopped on his couch. I was still quite naked and I wondered if he would be mad at me for getting his couch dirty. After all—I was pretty much covered in semen and milk, like any of the other hucows on the farm!

When he mentioned washing up, I guessed that he did, in fact, want me clean and not dirtying up his home. He showed me to the bathroom and ran me a bath in his huge claw-foot tub, and then ducked out to run a few errands before bed time.

As I sank into the hot water, which Dr. Crown had kindly put a variety of medicinal herbs and salts in, I let out a blissful sigh. I felt the ache in my back melt away. My holes burned for a moment, and I felt myself start to tremble as I whimpered, but I realized that was just feeling coming back to them.

I couldn’t believe it—the bath was really repairing my body! It made me feel as though the wear and tear of arriving on the farm hadn’t happened. It made me feel as though my sore swollen body was fresh and I blushed at the thought of being able to give my fresh body to Dr. Crown tonight.

As I enjoyed the bath, I made sure to wash myself, and especially my holes. Dr. Crown had explained that the semen that was most important for my milk production and my hormones was the stuff that was deepest inside of me. Obviously, whatever entered my womb and uterus would have the most effective, but likewise, whatever entered my stomach or intestines via oral and anal sex would be effective too.

All that meant that I could wash off the dried cum clinging to my body without having to worry about it affecting my milk production or setting back my progress.

“But, Marissa, I’m so, so glad you were thinking how to optimize yourself as a hucow,” he said, leaning forward to kiss my forehead. I grinned proudly, and thrust my chest forward, wiggling my breasts to show off how swollen my udders had become.


Chapter
Six



After my bath, I donned a bathrobe and went to Dr. Crown’s room to wait for him. The bathrobe was comfy and fluffy and I snuggled into it as I reclined on his bed and watched TV.

This all was perfectly nice but I wanted him to come back. I wanted to have some fun with him before bedtime, now that I was all clean. My pussy was getting wet and tingly just thinking about it but I refrained from touching it. That was for Dr. Crown to play with.

Finally, after several reruns of Law & Order (or, as I’d begun referring to it in my head—Raw and Udder—I’m so funny), Dr. Crown returned. I could tell at an instant that he was tired, and he yawned as he set down his suitcase.

I mooed softly. Was everything okay?

“Everything’s fine, Marissa,” he said, coming over to me in the bedroom. He patted my head as I nuzzled his belly from where I knelt on the bed. He was still wearing his suit beneath his lab coat and I couldn’t wait to get him out of it. “I was just meeting with some donors. The regulatory climate for our milk isn’t the most welcoming, so we’re planning other ways to raise capital until we can get approval to sell your milk in stores.”

My milk. I beamed at the idea. I held my breasts up and out for him, and he flicked one of my swollen nipples. I gasped and then he twisted my nipple, squeezing a creamy dribble of milk out into his hand.

“Maybe you’d be interested in one of our new plans. Agro-tourism is pretty hot right now. Do you know what that is?”

I shook my head. I’d never even heard of it.

“It’s when people go and stay on farms and part of the attraction is getting to see how the farm works, getting to spend time with the animals, having farm fresh food… All of that.”

I nodded. I could kind of see where this was going.

“So, we’re planning on hosting some tourists in cabins on the farm, and allowing them to have a hucow to themselves while they’re here. I think it would be especially popular for bachelor parties, but also for couples who want to try something new to spice up their lives. Would you like to be one of the hucows we rent out?”

My eyes widened. This sounded like such a fun idea! I imagined a group of frat boys passing me around at night, and then milking me in the morning for breakfast after their partying. I could suck away their hang overs as I blew them beneath the table while they ate omelettes made with my milk. What a wonderful idea!

I nodded eagerly and mooed in delight. Dr. Crown grinned.

“Wonderful. I knew you’d be interested. I’ll have you be one of the first hucows available to rent for our agro-tourists. Now, show me your holes so I can see how well you’ve washed yourself.”

I blushed and obeyed. First, I spread my thighs and let Dr. Crown examine my pussy, spreading my lips and peering inside.

“Excellent. Well done. Not a trace of dried semen. Now, turn over.”

I obeyed again and got onto my belly. Then, I got onto my hands and knees, assuming the position I took for getting fucked from behind. I knew what he wanted to see and he clucked his tongue approvingly as he spread my ass cheeks.

“A bit leftover here. Wait one moment.”

He disappeared back into the bathroom and came back with a warm, wet washcloth.

“Hold still, Marissa. Your rectum is badly swollen from all the use it’s had in the last two days, and I don’t want to hurt you.”

Contrary to hurting, the sensation of Dr. Crown’s warm washcloth on my butt was actually wonderful! I sighed happily as he gently cleaned me, spreading my hole and pushing the rough warmth inside. I whimpered and I realized my pussy was positively dripping from this attention. I blushed so hard from the embarrassment. I was just being cleaned—there wasn’t anything naughty about this, was there?

“There,” Dr. Crown said proudly as he finished up. “Clean as a whistle. Would you like to see?”

Yes, I mooed shyly. I wasn’t sure what he was going to do and then I noticed him taking out his smartphone. He snapped a quick picture of my spread butt, and then showed it to me.

This was especially embarrassing for some reason. I could see just how wet my pussy was getting in the picture. My swollen pussy lips were quite clearly glistening with arousal and you could tell from their pinkness that they were flush with desire.

That fact, apparently, wasn’t lost on Dr. Crown.

I felt his hot breath on my pussy and then his tongue as he licked me. This was such a humiliating position to be in. I felt so vulnerable like this, having his mouth right on my needy hole.

“Your flavor is developing nicely. We can get a sense of how your hormones have changed by the flavor of your secretions.”

I whimpered as Dr. Crown licked me again, teasing my clit and then taking my pussy lips into his mouth, tugging and biting at them. I gasped—this felt so incredibly good. When he pressed two fingers inside of me and curled them, making a come-hither motion to almost scratch as my pussy walls, I let out a shriek of pleasure.

Sorry, I mooed. It feels so good.

“Don’t apologize,” Dr. Crown said gently as he fingered me. “It’s important that you enjoy being manually stimulated, especially if you’re going to be representing us to the public.”

I nodded, my cheeks still burning as Dr. Crown continued to make that come-hither motion. Something was happening inside of me—I felt like I was about to explode—and I shrieked, my pussy erupting and squirting all over Dr. Crown!

Sorry! I mooed, covering my face with my hands. I couldn’t believe it—I’d never squirted before in my life!

“Nothing to apologize for, Marissa,” Dr. Crown said chuckling. I heard him undressing behind me and then I felt his hands in my hair. He pulled hard and I gasped as his cock penetrated me.

Honestly, compared to the huge cocks I’d had earlier that day, Dr. Crown wasn’t nearly so large. He was smaller than my second two bulls, but he’d still be pretty big for most men. For me, it was just perfect—I felt myself all but melting onto his cock as he rode me.

“Do you think you’d be all right with members of the public using you like this, Marissa? Our agro-tourists or, perhaps, corporate or legislative guests? I think if we could just get you in front of some of the legislative staff of the most recalcitrant legislators, we might be able to make some real change.”

As he spoke, Dr. Crown slammed his cock into me, burying it deep in my well-used pussy. The bath had done a lot to revive me, but the old soreness was coming back as he fucked me—not that I minded. I mooed and moaned, offering myself to him as he fucked me.

“You’d need to be all right with members of the public drinking from you too,” Dr. Crown said, grasping my tits from behind as he rode me. I moaned in pleasure at the idea—my fantasy about the frat brothers drinking my milk after breeding me was still fresh in my mind.

With a moan, Dr. Crown came, filling my womb with his sticky seed. I sighed as he pulled out of me and curled up on the bed, his semen dripping out of my fertile hole.

Before going to sleep, Dr. Crown milked my udders into a glass he’d set aside for the occasion. We shared that glass of my milk and I felt myself already growing sleepy by the time we’d finished it. Dr. Crown kissed me on the forehead once more and climbed into bed, while I lay at his feet—ready to serve him at a moment’s notice.

To be continued in Part 4 of Creamy Meadows Hucow Farm! Make sure you follow Melanie Sparxx on Amazon to keep up with all the creamy action!


About the Author


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

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


Copyright


Copyright 2025 Melanie Sparxx

All Rights Reserved.

Servicing the Bulls on the Hucow Farm

Book Design by Melanie Sparxx.

Cover Image © https://depositphotos.com/portfolio-1627015

OEBPS/font_rsrcCV.ttf


cover.jpeg
MELANIE SPARXX





OEBPS/font_rsrcCU.ttf


OEBPS/font_rsrcCW.ttf


