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Chapter 1


“Sorry, Ted, I’m not going to be able to go out for a few weeks at least,” I said into the receiver as I waited for my cab. I heard an audible sigh of disappointment from one of my many sugar daddies on the other end of the phone.

“Tori, why? I’ve been giving you everything you wanted… I need to make love to you one last time…” he moaned. I thought of his penthouse suite, his Bugatti, the leisurely dinners at Michelin Star restaurants he’d treated me to before we returned to his place for a night of sex. He was a partner at a major private equity firm—aka, the guy ruining every business in your hometown—and he could have everything he wanted, but for whatever reason, he wanted me and only me.

What am I saying? I knew the reason very, very well.

I’m hot. I’m a fucking smoke show. I’m twenty-seven years old and I’m not a blushing, naïve little waif. I’ve got plump, 32DD boobs, a tiny little waist, an ass that won’t quit, and a mouth that might as well have been designed by Soviet scientists during the Cold War to make James Bond question his loyalties. I’ve never met a straight man who didn’t want to fuck me, and, frankly, I think I’ve made some gay men wonder if they were on the wrong team the whole time.

I’ve got a high-powered job at a consulting firm, and that lets me travel the world, doling out mostly useless advice to the biggest companies in the world in exchange for an obscene amount of money and the ability to maintain casual relationships in nearly a dozen different cities. Sometimes, I’m in Paris with one of my two boyfriends there, and sometimes I’m in Dubai, riding the sheikh’s cock, and some weeks find me tanning on the beach in Rio while I wait for my jiu-jitsu master boytoy to bring me another caipirinha.

And I barely spend any of my own money. No, that’s what the sugar daddies are for—the sex might be comparatively lame, but having someone buy me a condo, buy me dinner, buy me clothes, take care of every little thing for me—it’s a good deal.

At least, I thought it was.

“Tori, please—tell me where you’re going and I’ll fly out to you. Is it Vienna again? I’ve got a ski chalet in the Alps—we could do a weekend—”

“Ted, I’ll call you when I get back but don’t wait up, babe.” I made a kissing sound into the phone and hung up.

Recently, I’d had an experience that changed me. Something that made me question… well, just about everything. I thought I knew what I liked, thought I was happy with my life—an unending smorgasbord of luxury and pleasure, the kind of decadence that the ancient Romans could have only dreamed of. I’d never met another woman I was jealous of, never found a cock I couldn’t handle.

Until… I visited the hucow farm.

It was a dumb Halloween party my office was putting on. A kind of trick-or-treat event for adults at a local hucow farm. I’d heard of the hucow thing, seen the milk in the grocery store, but I hadn’t really paid attention to it. I wasn’t sure if it was a fetish thing or a real culinary product, and I didn’t really care. I hardly ever cooked for myself, and the only thing I went to the store for was iced coffee and the occasional bottle of wine for a housewarming gift. I could really see it going either way. A lot of people have crazy fetishes—I’d experienced this firsthand with all of my, well, experience—but also, I could certainly imagine that drinking human milk rather than cow milk might have additional nutritional benefits. I didn’t really feel invested in the whole thing, though, so I never paid attention.

Until the party.

Somehow, some of the younger male associates in my office had heard of this event, and thought it would be fun to make everyone, especially the ladies, go and watch some poor girls get literally milked, all under the guise of a kind of trick-or-treating. It was basically a tasting, but we were tasting the girls. Some of the other ladies in my office complained, balked at the sexism of it all, and I found myself defending the boys, even though I thought the whole thing was stupid—apparently, there were these “bulls” on the farm, I’d read, and they’d be there too, so it wasn’t like us ladies were being left out.

And the bulls were what really caught my eye.

Men hung like I’d never seen before. Huge, huge cocks that seemed to defy the limits of my imagination, and incredible stamina. I have an insane sex drive (as you may have guessed) and I face no small amount of frustration when my partners pass out after only two or three rounds. The worst are the sugar daddies who can only ride me once, cumming and then rolling off of me like a dead bug, snoring while I watch porn or read a smutty romance novel on my phone, rubbing their cum into my swollen pussy until I can finish. But the bulls weren’t like that. Compared to them, I was the inexperience one. Practically a virgin, the way my pussy stretched and ached. I felt humiliated, being destroyed by their cocks, being rocked by their dicks in a way I hadn’t been since I was eighteen and lost my virginity the first night of college.

But then I watched Jessica, this young hucow, so sweet, who certainly didn’t have the kind of experience I had, effortlessly take their cocks. She loved the attention, I could tell, but she didn’t let it get to her head. She was working hard to take the cocks, and she’d developed the ability to take them over and over and over again.

And, as much as I was loathe to admit it, her milk was insanely good.

I admit, I was developing a bit of complex with this girl at the party. Not a crush—women don’t really do it for me, though I’m not opposed to messing around with a girl if it’ll help me get a guy I want—but more like a rivalry.

I felt like she’d outdone me, and I was determined to go tit for tat with her.

I was determined to show her, and everyone else, that I could be a hucow too.

And so, I put in my notice at work. If this didn’t work out, I knew I could walk back into a job in consulting or finance or tech, most anywhere in the world, what with my skills and connections, as well as the frankly filthy things I was willing to do to get what I wanted, but I didn’t intend to be doing that for a while, if ever.

I was determined to be the best hucow these people had ever seen. I’m always the best at what I do and I never, ever quit.

And that’s how I came to be standing outside my recently emptied apartment, waiting for my cab that would take me to a train, which would take me to the countryside, where I’d be picked up and brought to the hucow farm to begin my training.


Chapter 2


I was in a state of heightened arousal the entire trip. I hadn’t had sex for over a week, all in order to make this as intense an experience as possible. It was the longest I’d gone without in my adult life, and I was practically ready to jump on the cabbie’s lap when he pulled up.

I wore slinky red lingerie beneath my otherwise boring jeans and fitted t-shirt, enough to give a pleasant surprise to the first bull who undressed me, though I couldn’t say for sure how long the lingerie would stay on my body. As I rode the train, I looked around, wondering if the other passengers had any idea what I was about to go do—that I was on a journey which would culminate in being a professional slut, in being a kind of human agricultural product. I stifled a moan at the thought and rubbed my thighs together, managing some small amount of stimulation for my needy sex.

Finally, I arrived at the station and found a van waiting for me. Two men, older than me, rough, wearing overalls, waved to me.

“You’re from the farm?” I asked as I walked over to them. Then, I dropped my voice. “The hucow farm?”

“That’s right, sweetheart. And you’re Victoria Runselle?”

I nodded. I could feel them undressing me with their eyes and I remembered the contract I had signed. Once I entered that van, I was free use. They could fuck me, if they wanted. They could spank me and use all my holes, and I’d have to take it.

A grin was forming on my face as we talked. I loved the uncertainty of it all. Though sometimes my sugar daddies liked me to take a more dominant role, I was a submissive at heart and I ached to be pushed to do more and more depraved things. I had a high-powered job, had always worked hard to be the best at everything, and I wanted nothing more than to turn my brain off and allow my betters to use me however they pleased.

“Right, Victoria—”

“Tori is fine,” I said. One of the men produced a clipboard with some paperwork from inside the van.

“Fine, Tori. If you’ll just take a quick look at all this and sign it if you agree, we can take you to the farm.”

I accepted the clipboard and quickly skimmed it. It mostly just attested that I was of sound mind and I understood what would be done to me. They couldn’t reasonably list every single kinky, depraved thing that the denizens of the farm would do to me, but they came quite close. I shivered as my eyes passed over the list of sex acts: forced lactation, whippings, fisting, extreme bondage, exposure to the elements, humiliation, sleep deprivation, deprivation of voice and language—I remembered how that hucow girl, Jessica, had struggled to speak normal human language, owing to the hormones she and all other hucows took, which left them much more easily able to make the mooing sounds of a cow rather than the normal, complex consonants and vowels of a human—and when I got to the end of the new document, I signed it.

“All right, boys. I’m all yours.”

They shared a grin. One of them got in the front of the van, starting it up, and the other led me to the back. It was dim in there, with a mattress and some shackles. I hoped I hadn’t radically misunderstood the situation—this really did seem like the non-descript white van that haunts the nightmares of over-involved suburban moms everywhere, fearing what perverts might be waiting to whisk their children away from the playground or the walk home from school.

I climbed into the van and the other dairy worker entered behind me. He switched on a light and we sat there, regarding one another while the van pulled out of the station’s parking lot.

“Well?” I asked. “Does my training start now, or do I wait till I get to the farm?”

“Sorry,” the worker said with a smile. “We just don’t usually get—girls like you.”

“Like me?”

“Like you.”

“What do you mean by that?” I asked, settling back in the van, crossing my arms beneath my full breasts, so that they plumped up for him. I was a master teaser, and even though I was wearing jeans, I made sure to rub my thighs together, showing him that I was ready—had I been wearing a skirt, I was sure I would have been able to seduce him within seconds, crossing my legs and revealing my bare slit.

“You’re different,” the dairy worker said with a shrug. “We usually get girls who are a bit younger. Who’ve kind of fucked up their lives, who need money and don’t know how else to get it. You look like you’re doing pretty well for yourself. Maybe I’m wrong, but…”

“I am doing pretty well for myself, thank you very much,” I said, propping my breasts up further. “I’m doing this because I want to. I went to… an event… on the farm and once I had a taste for what you all do there, I couldn’t get enough.”

The worker smirked. He didn’t seem to be in a rush to start using me, and that alone was driving me crazier than I wanted to admit. He reached into the pocket of his overalls and produced a small vial of pills. It looked like the kind of pills you’d get at any drugstore in the States—an orange vial with a white top. He popped it open, measured out four pills, and handed them to me along with a glass of water.

“Here. Take those. That’ll get your hormones started off in the right direction. That, and… I’ll need to do some injections.”

I nodded, outwardly unfazed. I took the pills, swallowing them without blinking, trying to focus on the fun ahead. To look at me, you’d think I was just getting a normal medical treatment in a doctor’s office—like I’d just been given a course of antibiotics to protect against a nasty bout of food poisoning.

Secretly, though, my stomach was in knots. I hate needles and injections. I’ve always been such a baby about stuff like that. Getting my shots as a kid always filled me with fear for months prior to the event, and I’d replay everything over in my mind afterwards—the feeling of the pinch, the needle piercing my skin…

It made me feel helpless, vulnerable, exposed. And now, as an adult, those feelings were indelibly linked to arousal for me.

“Take off your top,” the dairy worker said. “I’ll need to inject this stuff directly into your nips.”

Into my nipples. Oh my god. I bit my lip, doing everything I could to keep my fingers from trembling as I reached down to take off my shirt. I slid it over my head, revealing the fancy red lingerie I wore. The dairy worker let out a long, low whistle as he looked me over, like a delicious piece of meat on a serving platter he was about to devour, all while he filled a long needle from a small bottle he’d pierced through the cap.

“You really think you’re going on some fancy date,” he remarked. He reached for one of my breasts, trailing his fingers over the fabric covered mound, and finding my hardening nipple, circled his fingertips around the perimeter of my areola, eliciting a gasp from my trembling lips.

“Nothing of the sort,” I shot back. “I just wanted to make a good first impression.”

He slid one of my breasts out of the cup, and groped it, roughly, his hands weathered and feeling dirty on my skin. I sighed, letting my head loll back. I’ve always loved having my breasts played with, and having such a nice pair as I do, so many of the men in my life were willing to worship them for me.

But now, fear gripped me as the dairy worker grasped my boob, tight, and stretched the flesh of my nipple taut.

“Take a deep breath, babe,” he told me with a cruel smirk and I realized how much he must be enjoying this. He pressed the tip of the needle into my nipple and I let out a soft yelp of agony as I felt metal claim me, felt some of the tenderest skin on my body penetrated by sharp steel.

The injection, of course, lasted less than a second, and it was so slight, I didn’t even bleed, but I realized tears were streaming down my cheeks regardless. I quickly brushed them away, but the dairy worker saw them anyway.

“Poor thing. One more, and then you’re going to start feeling real good.”

“I’d better,” I murmured as he prepared my other breast. I closed my eyes, but the anticipation of wondering when he’d stab me was too much—and so I opened my eyes just in time to see the tip of the needle slice into my hard nipple. I opened my mouth wide in a silent shriek of pain and then it was done.

We sat there in silence for a moment, my breasts still out, watching one another.

“How do you feel?” he asked, a slight grin on his face.

I shrugged.

“Fine. I’ve never liked needles but I guess it’s something I’ll have to learn to live with. I’m a big girl. I can handle it.”

Still, I was sweating. My body was warm. I felt—amped. Like the adrenaline from the experience of being injected with whatever it was remained in my bones, getting me wired and ready for… something. I wiped my forehead and found my skin moist.

“Is it hot in here?” I asked. “Or is it just me? Innuendo aside.”

“It’s a brisk sixty-five degrees Fahrenheit in here so, no, I wouldn’t say it’s hot in here,” the dairy worker said. “Why don’t you undress if you’re warm, though? The medications can make you feel warm.”

I swallowed hard, and nodded. I undid my bra, and tossed it to the side, as though demonstrating that I wasn’t actually expecting to be treated any differently from any other hucow just because I was a bit older, a bit more experienced, maybe a bit more sophisticated, and definitely hotter.

Then, I began to undo my jeans, wiggling out of them until I was left in nothing but my thong. But still, my body was warm. And it wasn’t just the dairy worker’s eyes passing over my body.

Suddenly, the van came to a stop. I looked up, looked around.

“Are we here?” I asked.

“Nope,” the dairy worker said. He got up into a half-crouched position and opened the back of the van. I saw we’d pulled off the road and were in a wooded area. The sun filtered in through the trees overhead. It was cooler outside than in the van, but my body was still warm. “We’re just taking a little pit-stop.”

He took me by the hand and led me out of the van. I didn’t even care that I was practically naked. I wanted to see where this was going.


Chapter 3


The driver came around, and I was faced with two men in the middle of nowhere, with the beginnings of very visible bulges in their overalls.

“We might not get a chance to use you while you’re getting bred by the bulls everyday, so we figured it’s time to take our turn,” the driver said. I smirked. Finally. This was what I was waiting for. “Plus, you need to have some cum inside of you for the medications to really start to take effect. You’re probably feeling pretty hot right now—well, that’s your body looking for cum to extract the hormones it needs to make milk.”

I did kind of feel like this was a dumb pseudoscientific explanation but I just grinned and nodded. I didn’t really care, in the end, so long as I was getting what I wanted.

The dairy worker who’d injected me suddenly gripped my breasts from behind and I let out a soft moan of submission as I melted into his arms, rubbing my ass against his crotch. I could tell from the bulge that he was big, but not nearly as big as the bulls on the farm would be. I knew what I needed, and I knew what was coming soon for me.

He reached around and pulled my thong to the side, revealing my bare pussy. I’d shaved everything off, leaving my pink, flesh lips exposed, and the only part of my body that could even be construed as chilly. I shivered as he drew his fingers over my wet lips, spreading me open and showing me off to his colleague.

“I told you, this bitch is horny. She’s going to make a great hucow.”

“You boys will have to make special arrangements to come see me once I’m really making milk,” I moaned as his fingers slid up and down my slit. I loved being manhandled like this. The driver approached me, and gripped me by the chin, forcing a kiss onto my lips that I eagerly returned, my tongue dueling with his. I loved the way the stubble on his cheeks rubbed against my soft skin. I felt so small, sandwiched between these two strong working men, and I wanted more.

Suddenly, the dairy worker behind me forced me to bend over. I found myself right at the level of the driver’s crotch, and he was undoing his overalls. I licked my lips without evening thinking about it, an instinctual movement that prepared my mouth for what was coming. Or… cumming, shall I say?

I watched as the overalls fell away and then the boxer-clad bulge came into view. Fuck yes. He was pretty big. In my old life, he would have been in maybe the top quartile of cocks I fucked on the regular, judging from the bulge. As he hooked his fingers into his waist band and pulled it down, I saw that he had to be a good seven and a half inches long. Just as I had guessed. Big for the real world, but probably not big enough to be a bull on the farm, the poor guy.

Well, even though I was on a quest to sniff out the biggest cocks on the farm, I didn’t want to leave this poor working stiff hanging. I leaned forward to kiss the tip of his cock, letting my kiss open up into something more as I swirled my tongue around the swollen head, tasting his musk, the feeling of his flesh and sweat. I was dizzy, intoxicated with desire as I let him push forward, into my mouth, savoring him as I felt fingers explore my pussy, spread my thighs, and then, finally, the main event—a thick cock sliding inside of me from behind.

Someone’s hands were in my hair, I don’t know which one, and I didn’t much care. I liked having my hair pulled, and I liked being fucked by two men at once, one cock in my mouth and the other in my pussy. Back and forth, they fucked me, like I was a ball they were knocking across a tennis court. I loved feeling used like that, objectified, made to be theirs.

I grunted in time with their thrusts, taking the deep pumps into my pussy and gagging on the cock in my mouth. I’d always had a sensitive gag reflex, which put me at odds with my love of big cocks, and I found my eyes watering something fierce as the driver insisted on sliding his dick down my throat. My eyes widened as I gagged and struggled on it, and he stroked my cheek, grinning down at me condescendingly.

“Relax and take it,” he told me. “You’re going to be fine. Pretty soon, you won’t have a gag reflex at all anymore, so enjoy this while it lasts.”

Easy enough for him to say! He wasn’t the one gagging on nearly eight inches of throbbing cock in the middle of the woods!

My pussy took the other cock like a champ, though. I’ve never doubted her: he stretched me pleasantly, and after my short abstention from sex, it felt wonderful. And the angle hit just right—even as I struggled with the cock in my face, crying and gagging over it, I moaned pathetically, just a bitch in heat, as the cock in my pussy grinded against my G-spot, bringing me closer and closer as he fucked me from behind.

Finally, something had to give. I opened my mouth wide, yowling onto the cock pulsating in my throat as I came, shaking and trembling from the pleasure. But the men didn’t let up—hands were in my hair again, pulling hard, using me, fucking me, and I had no choice but to let them finish with me, another ten minutes or so—during which I came twice more.

The cock in my pussy erupted and I moaned appreciatively at the familiar feeling of cum gushing into my hole, warming me up, as though I needed to feel hotter. The feeling of cum sticking to the sides of my pussy, to the walls, coating me, flowing deep into me. Of course, I’d been on birth control ever since I was eighteen, so I usually wasn’t concerned about anything untoward happening, but part of the hucow experience was going off birth control. That’s what they meant by breeding. This added an element of danger and vulnerability to the whole process, though of course I was ultimately the one in control. But it was the best kind of vulnerability because I could pretend that I was in trouble when in fact I could stop it whenever I wanted, or change something. The feeling of cum filling me, drenching my insides, made me feel like I could be pregnant already, already bred and full of baby, even though that was impossible.

I wondered if I’d end up preggers on the farm. I knew that girls who did had plenty of options, and it wasn’t a raw deal—not as nice as it would be if one of my rich sugar daddies knocked me up and I could dig my claws into a chunk of his assets every month for the rest of his life (unless he lived in Texas—watch out for that one, ladies)—but still pretty nice, with flexible work schedules, alternative accommodations, and comprehensive pre and post-natal care. I could see myself, my belly full, swollen, my tits even larger, my nipples huge like my sister’s were when she had her first and I took a week off work to drink wine and watch her struggle to breast feed the little brat, but hotter than my sister, definitely. That would be kind of fun, so long as I was still getting my daily required prescription of giant bull cock.

But first, I had to survive this dick in my mouth. The driver began to thrust harder and harder into my face and I gagged pathetically, all but sobbing onto it as I writhed against him, holding onto him and gripping him. I felt cum dribbling out of my pussy, down my legs, and I reached down to cup it, pushing it back into my hole. I wanted it to take root, for my body to extract all the nutrients out of it that I could.

Finally, the cock inside my mouth erupted and the driver roared in undisguised pleasure, thrusting once more into my mouth, his cock spilling seed down my throat. His cum was salty and bitter, but it was somehow perfect for the face fucking I had just endured. I swallowed every drop and, finally, I pulled off his cock, gasping, my make up ruined, my face drenched with cum, sweat, and tears.

“Oh, she’s going to be a lot of fun, isn’t she?” the driver announced as the eased me back into the van and we continued on our journey.


Chapter 4


I all but collapsed on the floor of the van, which was covered in a mattress, I suspect for just such occasions. My pussy ached and throbbed pleasantly, but my throat—oh boy, my throat really felt like it had been violated. It had been a long time since I’d been throat fucked like that—not since a business school New Year’s Eve party at some rich douche bag’s penthouse in Waikiki, when the guy I’d been flirting with all night cornered me in the bathroom and I sank to my knees, opened my mouth, and gobbled him down, finishing him off just in time to wash it all down with champagne for the big moment.

And this seemed to be—just the beginning. The entry level stuff. First level, before you get to the more difficult enemies and the boss. I don’t play video games myself, but I work with enough men, especially clients, who are mentally still in their mother’s basements, and so I’ve developed a working vocabulary for gaming, and I find the metaphors useful when trying to communicate with men between the ages of eighteen and fifty.

I rolled over onto my back, and touched my breasts. They felt… different. Achey. I’d been groped, of course, but they felt almost bruised and they hadn’t been that rough. With my throat, yes, but not my boobs. They felt swollen, and that same warmth.

Was it happening? Was I really starting to lactate?

I reached, tentatively, for my nipples, and began to squeeze and tug, milking myself like in the videos I’d watched online of hucows being milked, and what I had seen at the Halloween party. I moaned softly at the pain and pleasure, and I felt something happening—and then, a thin trail of milk dribbled out of one of my nipples. It was nothing compared to what that girl Jessica could produce from her tits, of course, but she’d had plenty of time to work on her udders and mine had only just been medicated.

Now, I set to work massaging and milking both breasts, partially because it offered some relief to the sensation of swelling and partially because it felt damned good. I tasted my milk, but it still didn’t taste like much of anything. That was okay. I figured the flavor would develop later—at least that’s what Dr. Crowne, the guy in charge, had told me during my zoom interview while he was examining my naked body in my home office.

I must have gotten lost in the sauce playing with my boobs in the back of the van, because I lost track of time. Suddenly, the van came to a halt. I sat up—was this another pit stop to fuck? I wasn’t opposed but I wondered how many of these pit stops we’d make…

The door to the van flung open and not only were my dairy workers there, but two very large, very muscular, very hung bulls, both offering me winning grins as they gazed as my sweaty, cum and milk-streaked body.

“Welcome to the farm,” one of them said, and reached a long arm into the van, offering me his hand.


Chapter 5


Both of the bulls were naked, and their well-muscled bodies glistened with a light sheen of sweat, suggesting they’d been busy today already. I wondered how many hucows they had bred already, how many girls had been crouched beneath these monsters, with their thick cocks, stretched and used and begging for another round.

Their cocks, which had been half-flaccid when the doors of the van opened, were already rising to attention as they saw me.

I took the hand offered to me and stood there, still and obedient, as a collar was fit around my neck, complete with a bell—just like a real cow.

“Your breasts aren’t quite there yet, but you’ll want to get used to going around on your hands and knees,” one of them, a tall drink of water with a shock of blond hair on his angular face, which looked as though it had been carved from granite, said.

“My hands and knees?” I asked.

“It’s not a requirement or anything,” he said, slightly sheepishly. “But pretty soon your udders are going to be large enough that… well, for the sake of your lower back, you’re probably going to want to crawl. Our health insurance is pretty good, but still, you don’t want to be looking at spinal surgery when you’re thirty.”

That was fair enough. I obeyed his suggestion, and got down onto my hands and knees. I’d been in this position plenty of times before, obviously—I was no stranger to doggy style and all its delicious variants—but this was something different. I was down in the dirt of the unpaved road into the farm, and I was naked, and my tits hung down like real udders. I felt what remained of the cum in my pussy draining out, down my thighs.

The driver and the other dairy worker handed me over to the bulls, pressing the leash connected to my collar into the hand of the other bull, the one who hadn’t yet spoken to me—he was darker, with a beautiful toothy white grin, and an olive tan. Italian, maybe? Brazilian? Greek? I couldn’t say, but fuck, he was gorgeous, and his cock was already growing hard, erupting from the tangle of dark pubic hair between his legs.

“I’m Bruno,” he told me, his voice lightly accented, but gentle as he tugged at my leash. “We’re going to bring you to your new home. But we’ll have to make a stop along the way.”

I swallowed and nodded nervously. What kind of pit stop? I hoped they’d simply fuck me, but I suspected they had more in store for me…

As we tramped across a field towards a barn, having waved goodbye to the dairy workers with their van, I learned that the blond bull’s name was Klaus. He was from Sweden originally, but had grown up in Singapore, and spoke with a sort of unplaceable British accent. Meanwhile, Bruno, as it turned out, was indeed from Brazil, but he’d spent the last ten years of his life in Massachusetts before coming to work at the farm as a bull in just the last few months.

“In your interview with Dr. Crowne, you emphasized that you wanted to try some of the biggest bulls we have on the farm, right?” Bruno said, a mocking note in his voice. I blushed. I was suddenly feeling less confident—I wanted to impress these men, wanted them to want me, and I felt vulnerable, being so exposed, and especially—wanting them so badly, and not being able to grab at them or make a move. I was left to their mercy, and I wondered when they’d take me.

“I guess so,” I murmured. “I mean, I’ve always loved… huge cocks.” Talking about it this way, like a job, without innuendo, was strange, but I was determined to project confidence. “Not to be too arrogant or cocky, so to speak, but I’ve never met a dick I couldn’t take.”

Bruno and Klaus exchanged smirks. I saw that we were coming up on a barn, which I assumed would be my new home.

“Here’s our first pit stop,” Bruno announced. As if on cue, another bull stepped out of the barn—and oh my god, but he was huge. Physically and phallically. He was darker than Bruno, maybe mixed race or something, with short hair dyed blonde, and a built physique coated with tattoos. And between his legs hung the single hugest cock I had ever seen. He had to be eight inches flaccid, which meant… I was drunk with lust and fear at the sight of that thing, so drunk that I couldn’t even do the math in my head to guesstimate how long the thing would be hard.

To put this in perspective, I was pretty happy with the two bulls already leading me towards my new home, whose cocks had to be around nine or ten inches, give or take an inch. Definitely up there with the biggest cocks I had ever had, no problem. But the cock on this new bull was something else.

Bruno greeted him in what I assumed was Portuguese and the bull came over to us, fist bumping his colleagues.

“Now, now, now, who’s this little calf?” he asked, squatting down in front of me. Up close, I realized he wasn’t just one of the best endowed men I’d ever seen but also one of the tallest—was he seven feet tall? Holy. Shit.

“I’m Tori,” I murmured, feeling myself blush as he reached for my udders, giving them a squeeze.

“I’m Lucas. Newbie, huh?”

“She wants to try some big cocks,” Bruno said.

“Dr. Crowne said we should break her in nice and hard.”

The big man gave a white, toothy grin.

“Did she just arrive? Let’s hose down her holes and get out the spunk those old bastards left in her.”

Lucas took my leash and led me towards the side of the barn he’d just taken me out of. Then, he selected a hose from the side of the barn and I realized he was literally going to hose me down.

“W-what are you doing?” I cried.

“Just relax. It’ll be cold only for a moment,” he told me. I bit my lip and nodded. I’d already been through so much today—needles, milking, and a fuck on the side of the road—and now I was about to have my pussy filled with cold water.

But I forced myself to stay still. Considering how warm my body still was, I wondered if this would actually… feel nice.

“Just relax, baby girl,” Lucas cooed as he slid the nozzle of the hose about half an inch into my pussy and turned it on. I shrieked as a flood of cold water filled me, and tried to wiggle away, but Lucas’s strong hands held me still, made me take the cold water just like I’d soon be made to take their cocks—or so I hoped.

After my pussy was flushed clean, they did my asshole and my mouth and I was left shivering, teeth chattering, glaring up at the three bulls who grinned down at me.

This was bullshit.

“Warm me up!” I demanded.

“What?” Klaus said.

“I’ve been here for twenty minutes,” I said. “And I haven’t been fucked yet. You all keep teasing me with those big cocks… But… Moooooo….”

“The medication will be kicking in right about now,” Bruno noted.

I mooed again. And again. My ability to form human words had all but disappeared.

“If you focus,” Klaus told me. “You’ll still be able to speak normally, but we can all understand you when you moo, so you might as well not bother.”

My eyes widened and I mooed plaintively up at them.Please, I said through my moos. I’m cold, and I want you all.

“I think we should give the lady what she wants,” Klaus said and Bruno smirked. Lucas settled down on the ground, lying flat, his huge cock sticking straight up in the air like a flag pole, and beckoned me.

“Come here, and take a seat, little calf.”


Chapter 6


Now, finally. This was what I was talking about. I crawled forward, all but drooling as I climbed over Lucas’s muscular legs. His skin was warm, his muscles seemed to ripple beneath his flesh, and I lowered my face to inhale his scent, taking it all in, and then drawing my tongue over his throbbing cock, before taking his balls into my mouth. I’d wanted this so bad—the medicine was already taking effect and I was getting hornier and hornier.

I needed to be bred. I was really a hucow now—my body craved breeding even more than it had craved sex before.

Once I had his cock wet, once I had drooled all over it, I straddled him, positioning myself atop it. He had expanded to his full length, easily twelve inches long—it was like he was the size of my forearm. I took a deep breath, steeling myself for what was to come, and worked the fat, wet, spongy tip of his dark cock into my meaty pussy lips.

I felt him start to spread me open and I let out a soft moan of pleasure. He reached for my hips and began to slide me down, and I let him. He took care not to impale me too quickly, but controlled my descent, allowing me to take the weight off my heels and lean back onto his cock.

The stretch.

Oh. My. God.

I’d never been stretched like this. I let out a soft scream of panicked pleasure.

Finally. This was what I wanted.

This was a cock that was worthy of me.

“Yes,” I mooed. “Yes, fuck me.” My voice was weak, pathetic, but it expressed everything I wanted, everything I was feeling.

Every inch of his cock was a revelation. With each passing moment, I was sure I wouldn’t be able to take anymore, that I would break from the inside out, but I still hung on, sliding down, taking him, letting it enter me.

I moaned louder and louder, and closed my eyes, letting my mind focus on the pleasure and the pain. I really did feel like I was being torn apart from the inside out, but I didn’t want it to stop.

Moos spilled out of my lips without a break now as I held my tits, gripping them hard, the pleasure hitting me from all sides as I impaled myself on that perfect cock.

“Please,” I whimpered. “Please, fuck me.” I knew my voice was just coming out as a series of moos but the boys could all understand me, and a smirking chuckle rippled through them.

And then, finally, I was resting against Lucas’s crotch. His entire cock was inside of me. My insides were being rearranged, my hole was stretched like it had never been stretched before, and there was a visible bulge in my stomach from where his cock was pressing against the rest of my internal organs, but I had done it. I was in bliss—a kind of tortured bliss, but a bliss nonetheless.

“Let’s see what that mouth can do,” Klaus announced as I began to slide up and off Lucas, starting to ride him. I let out a soft scream of pleasure, opening my mouth wide, sticking my drooling tongue out. I knew I looked ridiculous, I knew I was humiliating myself by being such a shameless slut, but I didn’t care.

I wanted all three bulls inside of me, and I wanted them now.


Chapter 7


Klaus easily had one of the most delicious cocks I’ve ever tasted—a sort of nuttiness hung onto his skin, no pun intended, and as I slurped and licked at it, I craved the feeling of it in my still sore throat. My trembling thighs, with Lucas’s help, guided me up and down his shaft, and I felt as though a giant drill were boring its way into my guts, cutting me open from deep inside. His cock was like a goddamned weapon, and I was his innocent victim. Well, maybe not so innocent.

As I drooled onto Klaus’s cock, he gripped me by the hair and eased my head back, making me suck him deeper and deeper as he worked himself down my throat. I mooed deeply onto his cock, my eyes rolling back in my head at the feeling of complete and utter submission. Only one thing was missing…

I reached back and gripped one of my ass cheeks, spreading it wide.

I’m not usually a huge fan of anal, but under certain circumstances, nothing hits better. When I want to be really submissive, when I want to be destroyed, when I want to be left an aching, sore pile of cum-covered slut, questioning my choices, burning with shame, wondering how I’m going to tell my therapist, feeling violated in the best way possible—that’s when I need to be fucked in the ass, and fucked hard. Hate fucked.

But I knew that anal breedings would be a daily occurrence on the farm, and I knew I would have to get used to taking it in the ass more than a few times a year. Not just when I was feeling particularly self-destructive and masochistic but every morning, I’d need to use all of my holes to absorb as much cum as I could from the bulls. Even though this was sort of my fetish, taking big loads from even bigger cocks and being a submissive little whore, it was also work, and I was good at work. I was a high-performer, in everything I did, and I wasn’t about to get a reputation as the kind of hucow who shied away from anal.

Bruno knelt behind me and I felt him spit onto my ass, gripping my hips and helping me bounce on Lucas’s fat cock. I’d never taken a dick as big as Bruno’s in my ass, and I knew this would be a challenge, but the fact that I had Lucas’s cock inside my pussy gave me courage—if I could take that thing, then probably taking a relatively normal eight inches of dick in my ass wouldn’t be so bad.

I felt the tip of his cock pushing against my tight hole and I whimpered pathetically onto the cock in my throat. I felt him start to force his way in, splitting me open, and I all but passed out from the intensity of the sensations, the pain and pleasure. I tried to breathe, forcing myself to relax, but I couldn’t quite manage it—my butthole didn’t want to make this easy on me and I winced with agony as Bruno drove forward. He was spearing me, stabbing me with his cock, and even if my holes didn’t rip, I didn’t know if my pelvis had enough room for these two monster dicks.

I let out a shriek onto the cock digging into my throat, sobbing as I began to cum. The orgasm snuck up on me but I was powerless, and that, finally, relaxed my asshole, made it easier for Bruno to drive deep into my guts with a triumphant snarl.

Now, the real fucking began. The men pounded me in unison, working their hips in time. They seemed particularly good at this, as though this were something they’d practiced. I wondered how many other hucows had been caught in this very same death trap, fucked air-tight, triply penetrated. I grunted and moaned and wailed as they used me, the cocks all hard and throbbing and incredibly hot, burning my insides as they stretched me, destroyed me.

My hands didn’t know what to do. Sometimes, I ran my fingers over Lucas’s well-built chest, tracing the curves of his pectoral muscles, feeling the hard nubs of his nipples, putting a finger in his mouth and letting him suckle at it while I bounced on his cock. Sometimes, I grabbed at Klaus’s balls, cradling them and stroking them as he worked his cock down my throat, and sometimes, I held my own breasts, stroking my nipples, twisting them, as though trying to add to the intense sensations I was feeling. I couldn’t quite explain why I felt the need to torture my own nipples through this but I wanted it, and it brought me to orgasm once, twice, three more times.

I can’t quite remember who came first, but the bulls all finished at about the same time—first, I felt the cum flooding my pussy, erupting into me from below as I began to shriek with delight onto the cock in my throat, and then that cock was cumming, and then the one in my ass, and while I didn’t black out, I did find myself feeling drunk on cum, only able to smell and feel and see their cum.

The bulls lifted me off Lucas gently, after sliding their cocks out of me, and I collapsed onto the dirt, sobbing as a final orgasm rippled through my body, delayed.

It was the best sex of my life.

I was so glad to be on the hucow farm, and so excited to start my new life. I sobbed with joy and looked at the bulls, hoping they’d understand how much I loved them. I think maybe they did.
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