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Prologue


Hold up!

Before you read any further, did you check out the rest of my story?

My name is Emma and I’m a twenty-two-year-old college student on the verge of graduating, looking for a job. I’ve found… a pretty interesting opportunity on some sort of dairy farm? I’m intrigued, to say the least—especially when it was introduced to me by a beautiful young Hucow named Marissa with the kind of banging body I’ve always wanted to have!

Read the first chapter of my story, where I meet the devious doctor who’ll turn me into a Hucow, or the second, where my transformation really begins, or start at the beginning of the series to learn more about the Hucow Farm. Now, on with the show…


Chapter 1


I’d finally arrived on the hucow farm, and boy, was I nervous.

My body had undergone incredible changes in an amazingly short span of time. You see, I’d always been petite, but not in the way that is usually held up as a kind of ideal for girls. I’m not hashtag skinnyfit or thinspiration or anything like that. I had a boney build, my shoulders and hips sticking out at awkward angles. I wasn’t the kind of girl any boys would be lusting after or posting up on their dorm room walls as a pin-up. No, I was the kind of girl who sat in the back of class.

Unnoticed.

Unloved.

Unfucked.

But that was okay with me. Really, it was. I didn’t need a constant parade of lovers, or a string of likes on my newest Instagram selfie. I didn’t need millions of views on my TikTok posts. I just wanted something to make me feel a bit special—that was all.

And my body, boob-deprived chest, with bee sting little nipples, and my flat butt, they weren’t making me feel special in the slightest.

But that had all changed when I met Dr. Crowne and interviewed for a job on the hucow farm. The medication he gave me really changed my body. Suddenly, my boobs and butt weren’t just growing, they were… BIG. Like, really big—as in, I found I didn’t have any bras that fit, and so I’d started going without a bra on campus, letting my tits hang free underneath my sweatshirts. They bounced and jiggled when I walked or sat down and it was clear to anyone who looked at my for more than a second that I was ridiculously, lewdly, inappropriately well-endowed.

In fact, they almost looked ridiculous on my slight frame, they were so big. The only thing keeping them from looking totally insane was the fact that my butt had grown too. It had expanded, swelled, along with my thighs, making me look like a fertility goddess from ancient history—one look at me and you’d see that I now had what looked like those “child bearing” hips that grandmas love to talk about. My ass swayed lusciously as I walked, and I would have been more proud of it had I not had to invest in a few new pairs of cheap jeans to fit it, since my old jeans had ripped after only a few days of stretching themselves around my new caboose.

Yes, I’d had what they call a glow-up. A sudden glow-up that came out of no where, and suddenly, I was getting more attention than I’d ever experienced in my life. Suddenly, I was being invited to parties, getting tossed on beds while guys lined up to fuck me. Girls either want to be my friend, since guys would always be around me, or they’d want me to go die in a trash fire, which some of them had all but said to me after finding out that their boyfriends had been inside of me.

The hucow medicine had worked so well, I almost didn’t want to leave campus.

Part of me wanted to stay and just ride out this popularity, but my college life was coming to an end, regardless of whether or not I took the job on the farm. I’d be graduating soon, and I had enough credits to leave without finishing my classes that semester, taking my degree and waving a sudden but affectionate goodbye to the campus that had mostly ignored me for three and a half years. I had to grow up, one way or another, and I was just lucky that growing up had coincided, for me, with growing out—if you know what I mean.

Now, I stood in Dr. Crowne’s office, completely naked, as he regarded me from where he sat at his desk. He was a handsome man, clearly a nerd but a nerd who worked out, a nerd you couldn’t just push around. As an engineering student myself, he was absolutely my type, and the fact that he’d taken my virginity only made him sexier to me. He smiled warmly at me from beneath his wire frame glasses and my heart skipped a few beats.

“You’ve developed really well, Emma. Really, really well. I’m impressed. I had high hopes for our new induction phase protocol, but this is really quite impressive. I can tell you’ve been seeking out breedings and inseminations as well.”

A hot blush spread across my cheeks. Like a wild fire, it burned over the plains and hills of my body, over my boobs, to my belly, before petering out somewhere above my crotch. I’d sprung to get waxed before coming to the farm, and I was glad that my actual pussy didn’t seem to be blushing, as I broke my gaze with Dr. Crowne, looking down bashfully over my nude form, describing circles in the carpet of his office with my toe.

“Um, yes,” I admitted. I took a deep breath. “I guess I’ve been kind of slutty.”

Slutty. It was true. That’s what the girls on campus called me (the ones who didn’t want some of my aura to rub off on them, or those of a more sapphic persuasion who were almost as eager to get to know me as the boys were). Hell, that’s what some of the boys called me, while they were riding me, or while I was riding them, coaxing yet another sweetly salty mouthful or buttful or pussyful of cum out of their throbbing shafts.

“That’s excellent, Emma,” Dr. Crowne said warmly, nodding, again showing me his approval. I beamed: I’d clearly pleased him, and I was happy to be praised. “The hormones in male semen provide what we could call the missing piece to turn on your lactation abilities. They make you produce milk, in essence—we put all the infrastructure in place, with medication that allows your breasts to grow and fill out, becoming more like udders than a human’s breasts, but it’s really the regular breedings that make you a hucow. That get you ready to be productive for our farm.”

I bit my lip and nodded, happy that my life as a hucow was finally beginning.

“Now,” Dr. Crowne said, pushing away from his desk. He reached for a desk drawer and pulled out a small box of latex gloves. He stretched one over his right hand, and then another over his left. I felt a shudder go through me. What was he going to do to me? “I just want to check inside you before I turn you over to the farm.”


Chapter 2


I was blushing hard. I didn’t know exactly what he meant, but the sight of his glove clad hands made me feel tingly. I found myself rubbing my thighs together. I imagined him groping me, tweaking my teats, milking me—that would all make plenty of sense, I thought.

But he’d said that he wanted to check… inside me? What did that mean?

“What do you have in mind, sir?” I mooed softly. I’d long since given up on trying to speak normally, like a human. Even on campus. They made fun of me, the boys imitating my moos as I was fucked, and the girls imitating my moos as well, but with far more hatred and derision in their mockery than the gentle degradation my boys offered.

“You’ll see, Emma. Please, follow me.”

I obeyed without a second thought, following Dr. Crowne out of the office and down the hallway. We passed several people on the way, men and women in lab coats, and even though I was naked and my boobs were out and clearly beginning to dribble milk, even though you could smell the scent of my pussy as it got wetter and wetter at being seen naked, they didn’t seem to notice me.

Or, actually, they did—I clocked the quick appraisals, the glance to the side that caught my boobs and my ass fading away down the hall. It was more than just a professional glance, but it had something cunning and clinical in it. As though I were a piece of meat at a butcher’s shop and they were judging how much I ought to cost—maybe even thinking of sides to go along with me, garnishing me like a roast for Sunday night dinner. I shivered.

I knew that I was open to be fucked and used by anyone on the farm. Anyone. Full stop. It was free use, I learned, and though I could quit, I would have to obey the rules while I continued to work there. The truth was, though, the loss of control turned me on. Made me feel freer, more able to enjoy my erotic desires in a way that I’d never been able to when I didn’t have this body. It made me feel even freer and more empowered than I’d felt on campus, slutting it up with every boy who asked me to come back to his room or pulled me into a study carrel in the library.

All these people walking by me, glancing at me—they could fuck me if they wanted to.

And I’d let them.

At this point, I couldn’t say what my body count was, but I knew it was high for my age, though maybe not impossibly or unreasonably high. I’d been the biggest slut on campus, but really only for a few days in the end, shortly after the hucow medication began to take its effect. That meant that, while I’d had a truly wild amount of sex in those few days, I didn’t actually have tons of experience.

In the end, I think I probably had sex with forty different guys in one week which, again, sounds crazy, but if a girl had forty different lovers by the end of her four years in college, you’d think, “Well, good for her—maybe she’s a little loose, but that’s ten different guys a year, that’s not that insane when you think about it…”

But now, that number would only go up. There was a lot of anxiety among people my age about your body count, I’d observed. Guys wanted theirs to be high, and were proud of that, and girls were proud of it too, but only among ourselves. I knew several girls in school who’d lied to their boyfriends, dividing their body counts in half, or lopping off anyone they hadn’t been dating at the time or something like that. That always seemed a little sleezy to me, but so did shaming a girl for having a high body count. Sex was wonderful, and if done right, it made everyone feel good, so I, the nerd who’d been a virgin two weeks prior, felt that everyone should be having as much good sex as they possibly could.

Think about it—the world would be a happier, more exciting, more relaxed place.

Men and women and everyone in between—spread your legs and have a bit of fun. You only have so many years on this planet as it is, so why not enjoy yourselves?

Okay, I’ll climb down off my slutty little soap box. Dr. Crowne led me to yet another exam room—this building seemed to have dozens of them, and I wondered if it had the kinds of rooms and spaces other office buildings did—a cafeteria, meeting rooms, and so on—or if it was just labs.

“All right, Emma, let’s get you up on the exam table.

I bit my lip and obeyed the doctor.


Chapter 3


My tits swung and swayed, pendulums measuring the moments of my fate, as I climbed up onto the exam room table. The table was covered with that thin paper you always find covering surfaces at a doctor’s office, and it felt comforting in a way, but also a bit worrying—I was suddenly transported back to bad gynecologist exams and had to suppress a shudder at the thought of things poking and prodding me from the inside.

Maybe… Maybe Dr. Crowne was going to do that? I realized I didn’t even know what kind of doctor he was!

I was aware of my pussy leaking and my body beginning to sweat slightly. A few droplets of milk dribbled out of my nipples and fell onto the exam table paper below me.

“S-sorry, sir,” I murmured. “I got the paper milky.”

“That’s quite all right. We’ll likely make a bigger mess of the paper by the time we’re done anyway, Emma.”

I shivered again, even though I wasn’t cold, despite being naked. A bigger mess? What could he have in mind?

“But it’s all in the name of science. Science, and business, my dear hucow,” Dr. Crowne said, and gave my butt a distinctly unprofessional slap. I yelped, feeling the reverberations travel through my body. My butt and breasts jiggled. I was still getting used to being so… voluptuous. My body had grown practically overnight and I’d barely had a chance to get accustomed to the feeling of all this extra flesh and fat affixed to my small frame, especially since it hadn’t come with extra muscle, and because it wasn’t evenly distributed, but located in only two areas.

I noticed Dr. Crowne coating his gloved hands in some silvery, clear liquid. A kind of gel or goop. I raised an eyebrow, my curiosity outweighing my nervousness at what he was about to do.

“Doctor,” I mooed softly, submissively. “What’s all that for?”

“This, Emma, is to lubricate my hands while I manually stretch you and examine your insides. You produce quite an ample amount of self-lubrication as it is, but this is just an extra precaution, in order to keep the procedure from being too uncomfortable.”

My eyes widened and my breath came in short, shallow bursts as Dr. Crowne’s large, gloved fists became enveloped in a glistening coating of lubricant.

“S-sir,” I whimpered, my human voice pulling through and producing human sounding syllables, no longer just moos. “You’re going to put your whole hands inside of me?”

“Mhm, that’s correct, Emma. As a hucow, you’ll need to be prepared for fairly extreme penetrating and stretching, so this should be something you get used to. My hands may be a bit larger than our bulls and their members, but not that much larger than the largest and most well-endowed among them, so keep that in mind. You’re going to need to learn to relax your body and accept breeding and penetration, even when your mind tells you, logically, that you can’t take the size and girth. Do you understand?”

I pouted and nodded, but then, thinking that he might not like the pout, I forced my lips to turn it into a smile.

“Yes, sir,” I mooed, no longer attempting to make myself sound like a human. But in fact, I was terrified. I going to put on a brave face for him, softly humming and sticking my ass up in the air, my muscles twitching and clenching as though chomping at the bit, anxious to feel something inside, but I was still terrified. I tried to force myself to hum a song as I hung my head, biting my lip.

What if this hurt? What is this hurt bad? Would he… would he send me away and tell me I couldn’t be a hucow? More than anything, I didn’t want that. I wanted to stay here on the farm and make the doctor proud, even if it meant doing things that hurt. Even if it meant humiliating myself.

Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god, I thought as he took a step towards me. I yelped and jumped as he adjusted the table.

“A little eager to start your training as a hucow, huh, Emma?” the doctor said with a gentle smirk. “You must have gotten used to all the attention on campus.”

“Y-yes, sir.”

“How many men were you with, Emma?”

“Forty-one,” I murmured, suddenly feeling a shame I hadn’t felt before. My face burned as I said the number.

“All different boys?”

“Y-yes, sir,” I whimpered. “I was… with some of them… several times. Many times, even.”

“You had quite an eventful week, Emma. Did you enjoy the attention?”

I felt hot tears coming to my eyes. I didn’t want to admit how much I’d loved it. How fun it was. How I was finally the center of attention, how I finally had boys lusting over me, and even if it meant they were using me like a whore, tossing me out like a used Kleenex soaked in jizz, I didn’t care—I would always come when they called, eager to hear them groan and whimper and moan in pleasure, knowing it was my body and my body alone that was causing them to feel so good. It sounded so cringey, so petty and immature, to admit that I loved being the object of sexual attention and desire for the whole campus.

“Yes,” I finally choked out. “I did.” And then I mooed, for good measure, unable to meet Dr. Crowne’s eyes when he circled around the table and caught me by the chin, tilting my head up to meet his smiling face.

I had just admitted to being a slut, to loving the kind of attention being a hucow got me.

And I had the feeling that being a hucow was going to get me a whole lot more attention before too long.


Chapter 4


I didn’t have long to reflect on my humiliation, though, because I felt the latex gloved fingers pressing against my pussy. One hand spread me open wide, exposing my slit and stretching my lips to the sides. I felt as though he could surely see everything—my wet, pink slit was surely spread for him.

“Now, take a deep breath, Emma,” the doctor said, his voice eminently gentle, and I did so, biting my lip. I felt the fingers slide into me, slide deeper and deeper, and then begin to stretch me as more and more of the hand worked itself inside.

A long, low, wailing moo escaped my lips as he forced his fist into my pussy. Not only could he see my pink insides, he could feel them, feel my muscles clamping down on his hand.

“How does all that feel, Emma?” Dr. Crowne asked after a tense few minutes. He was screwing his hand into me, twisting it and pressing, and I gasped and whimpered with each touch, with each movement, shuddering and shaking. I was incredibly aroused, but this wasn’t the pounding I was used to during sex—the frantic, almost panicked thrusting that boys tended to default to when fucking a girl, not knowing how to draw out the pleasure. No, this felt dirtier, more calculated and precise. As though I were a piece of machinery that Dr. Crowne was working on.

“It feels okay,” I whimpered, mooing softly. My nipples dripped steadily onto the paper beneath me, drip-drop-drip-drop, the scent of my fresh, warm milk mixing with the smell of my needy pussy. “It’s really stretching me…”

“It’s going to stretch you even more,” Dr. Crowne told me, gently. “I want to feel your muscles around my hand, Emma. Clench for me.”

I groaned and tried, contracting my muscles around his hand as best I could.

“Good girl. Try that again,” Dr. Crowne said, and while I contracted, he pressed his fist in deeper and deeper. He’d made a kind of cone shape with his hand, and that let him get his fingers in relatively easily, but now, I felt his knuckles forcing their way inside of me.

He drilled his hand as I moaned, gripping the table. I felt like he was stretching me apart, like something down there would rip. I felt like a rubber band that Dr. Crowne was pulling apart, stretching from side to side and I let out a soft sob of pain and pleasure as, finally, his knuckles cleared my muscles.

Now, he pressed his fist into me all the way and I gasped, feeling him deeper than I’d ever expected him. He had me so widely gaped, I couldn’t close my muscles around his fist anymore and keep him out. I was helpless now, speared on his fist, as he punched it into me, as deep as it would go, to the end of my tight chamber.

I wailed and mooed, my body trembled and spasming around the doctor’s hand as an orgasm approached.

“How does that feel now, Emma?” Dr. Crowne asked, not a hint of arousal or amusement in his voice. He was purely professional.

“It feels good,” I sobbed. “Really good! I feel so full. I feel so… Mooooooo!”

My pussy gushed around his hand, spasming and contracting as I came. I felt absolutely humiliated and ashamed, cumming from this rough treatment, cumming in such a shameful way—not even from his cock or his mouth but with a fist buried in me like a pervert!

Dr. Crowne began working his fist in and out of me, and I realized he was still talking to me.

“That was an orgasm you had, wasn’t it, Emma?” he said, his tone still steady and dry.

“Yes,” I mooed, pushing back against his fist as he punched it into me. Every time he touched my cervix, my whole body shuddered involuntarily and I felt like I was going to pass out. I knew from all the wild sex I’d had on campus that last week that getting fucked so deep made my body spasm, as though I was having a seizure, and normally, I enjoyed that part—even if the sensation of having my cervix battered was pleasurable more in a “I can’t believe I’m letting him do this to me” way rather than a “this is the best feeling ever” sort of way, if that makes sense.

Dr. Crowne smashed his fist faster and faster into my pussy, so fast that I felt the latex starting to generate a not unpleasant friction, growing warm, at the entrance to my pussy. I squealed and wailed, feeling another orgasm building. I felt like I needed to pee too, but I knew from experience this was just my G-spot being stimulated—before long, I was on the verge of yet another orgasm, this time making my toes curl as I felt my body aching to squirt pussy juice all over the good doctor.

“Doctor,” I mooed, unable to find the words to tell him what was about to happen. “I’m… I’m gonna’…”

“It’s okay, Emma. Let it go. Just let yourself enjoy the experience and let your body react naturally.”

Gasping, I gave up resisting the orgasm and waves of pleasure, so powerful they were almost painful, tore through me. I felt my pussy gushing, squirting all over the doctor, and my hole dripped down his arm, drenching the paper beneath me. My legs were shaking from the orgasm, and my arms soon gave out, so I let my face hit the exam table below me.

Now, changing the angle of my hips as I went face-down, ass-up, he seemed to sink his fist even deeper into me, practically into my womb, as though he were punching in and down.

“Oh my god, oh my god,” I wailed, shaking on his hand.

Suddenly, I felt Dr. Crowne moving behind me. I felt him sliding open my butt cheeks, and then fingers starting to probe me.

Not probing my pussy, though—his fist was still pretty well buried inside me there.

No, his fingers were probing my butthole.

He was going to fist my ass, I realized with horror and anticipation as his first finger slid inside.


Chapter 5


“Are you going to… stretch me there too, doctor?” I mooed, glancing back over my shoulder as though I’d be able to see what he was doing to my butt.

I knew I wouldn’t, but I could imagine what I’d see if I stood next to him, watching him violate me: one hand, buried past his wrist inside my pussy, squishy, slimy, and dripping. And then his other hand, his fingers covered in bright, blue sterile latex, working their way into my asshole. Wriggling in my hole, stretching me out. Making me grunt. This was a different kind of pleasure. A pleasure that came from being stretched. My insides weren’t as sensitive in my butt as they were in my pussy, and so when I felt him push his fingers inside, the main locus of sensation was right at the opening.

I felt like I was a big bag, with a tiny opening, and muscles that were desperately trying to keep that opening closed, but which were being overruled with each passing second.

“I’m going to stretch you here too, yes, Emma,” Dr. Crowne said gently. “I need to examine whether or not your anus has begun to self-lubricate. Have you noticed anything like that, Emma? Have you had much anal sex since you began to medication?”

“A bit,” I grunted. I’d given my asshole up to whomever wanted it back at college, though my mouth and pussy were always more popular. That having been said, once guys saw that I’d take in the ass, they were eager and rough with it, pounding into me with reckless abandon as though trying to punish me for my willingness to offer up every hole for their pleasure. Not that I minded—I loved their enthusiasm and I loved the attention, as I’ve mentioned before, and I loved how hard they fucked me.

But their cocks hadn’t been as big as the doctor’s fist. Their cocks would stretch me… but they wouldn’t rip and tear my poor, tender muscles.

“You’ll be fine,” Dr. Crowne said gently. “The medication you’re taking to become a hucow has made your muscles and tissues stronger and more elastic. You should be able to stretch your anus to accommodate a full-sized human hand with ease. In fact, some of our hucows can even take multiple enhanced penises in their anuses at the same time!”

“Enhanced penises?” I mooed, suddenly intrigued. It took my mind off the ache in my ass as the doctor’s fist pressed into my tender hole.

“Yes, enhanced penises—all of our bulls are on a complementary medication regimen, one which enhances their own secondary sex characteristics. It’s our stand in for the years of breeding that created the sexually virile bovine bull—the animal created and bred to breed. We can’t do that with humans, obviously, and so we have medication that helps accentuate the characteristics we want to be, well… larger and more salient.”

“Such as the penis,” I put in, groaning as the doctor pressed his knuckles into the tight ring of muscle holding my asshole closed. The doctor chuckled softly.

“Yes, the penis is one of the primary features we want accentuated and enhanced, in order to deliver semen to hucows better. A large penis that can most effectively deliver the hormones contained in male semen to a hucow’s mucous membranes. Tenderizing the membranes allows for better absorption of those hormones, and so a large bull penis, inserted quickly and forcefully, creates the ideal conditions for hormone uptake.”

I tried to focus on what the doctor was saying, but my brain was foggy and addled by arousal and pain. My ass was screaming as his knuckles stretched me, far wider than a cock ever had. I’d had rough anal during my slutty week in college, had let frat boys bend me over a card table in their basement and slam themselves into my ass without the benefit of lubricant—just a bit of spit and a whole lot of tears—but this was on a completely different level.

I mooed and groaned, pushing back against the doctor, trying to get his fist inside of me, past my ring of tight muscle, until, finally, with a pop, I felt the widest part of his hand drive into me. I couldn’t believe it—his whole hand was in me now, in my ass, complementing the hand buried in my pussy.

Now, the doctor began to, quite literally, punch my insides, driving his fists deep into my holes, making me squeal as the force met my tightness. He was stretching me out in a way I’d never experienced, never though was possible, and I was in ecstatic agony. I can’t remember if I came again—I think I did, maybe several times—but my whole body seemed to be orgasming all at once as he pistoned his fists in and out of my ass and pussy.

All I could do was take it—take the pleasure and pain, and moo pathetically for him while he worked me over.

Finally, when I thought I couldn’t take another second, when I thought I’d die from the extreme stimulation if he did this even one second longer, the doctor slid his fists out of my holes. I whimpered, finding myself strangely missing him, missing his hands—there was a comfort to having him inside me.

Without further ado, I collapsed on the exam table. The doctor was right. I had made a bigger mess.


Chapter 6


“Very well done, Emma!” Dr. Crowne said. He pressed a button on his desk, spoke into the intercom, something I couldn’t quite hear, and then tapped a few things into a computer. A machine whirred to life and spat out a tiny piece of plastic, which Dr. Crowne then attached a ring to. “Do you know what this is, Emma?”

I shook my head. It looked like an irregularly shaped orange plastic card, with yellow writing on it: E8882-34.

“This is going to be your tag. This will help us identify you quickly.”

“Am I giving up my name?” I mooed sadly, shocked at how dehumanizing this was. Nonetheless, the idea did kind of excite me…

“Oh, no, you’ll still be called Emma informally, and you’ll be able to tell everyone your name, all that. But in official documentation and records, your name is—” And now, Dr. Crowne turned over the piece of plastic, reading aloud: “E8882-34. Don’t ask me what it means—our record system assigns them automatically and it corresponds to your file in some database—I’m an agricultural scientist and physician, not a data scientist, you know.”

I nodded. I expected a necklace to wear the tag on, but then Dr. Crowne pulled out a device that looked like a large hole punch. The last time I’d used one of those was probably in high school or even earlier. But then I realized it also looked strangely similar to the device that had pierced my ears for the first time when I was nine years old—my mom had taken me to a jewelry store for my birthday and I’d cried and cried beforehand, only to realize that the tiny prick of having my earlobes nipped was nothing.

“Is that…” I mooed softly, the realization dawning on me. “The tag is going on my ear?”

I thought back to cows I’d seen on farms, with similar tags through their pierced ears. But this was big, bigger than an earring, and the ring was thicker too.

“Yes, Emma. Just close your eyes and hold still. It’ll all be over shortly.”

I did as I was told, closing my eyes just as Dr. Crowne took my left ear and fit it into the hole-punch. He positioned it over the cartilage, near the top of the ear, and I whimpered in anticipation. Then, like a gunshot, the tool drove a needle through my ear, piercing it. I felt blood running down my ear and I yelped, but Dr. Crowne’s strong hands held me steady as he threaded the tag’s ring through the wound.

“That’s a good girl, there, there,” he said gently as I trembled. I was crying now—this was actually worse than having my ass stretched so aggressively—but I did my best to smile and show him that I was all right. I wanted him to see what a good hucow I was. I wanted him to see that he hadn’t made a mistake in bringing me onto the farm, that I could be good and useful and productive.

Dr. Crowne held a cotton ball to my ear, applying pressure for several long minutes until the blood stopped flowing. I sighed with relief, and then yelped when I felt the gentle stinging splash of the antiseptic spray Dr. Crowne applied to my newly tagged ear.

“Sorry, I know this just adds insult to injury, but you’ve been such a good girl, Emma,” Dr. Crowne cooed and I couldn’t help but beam. I loved when he praised me. He was really so attractive, so dreamy and intelligent with that English accent. I hoped I’d get to see him lots more while working on the farm. I knew he had lots of girls to tend to, the whole management of the farm and everything, but more than anything, I wanted to spend time with him, for him to breed me and tell me what a good girl I was. I even loved it when he talked all nerdy to me, telling me about how hucow biology works.

“Now, Emma, I’m going to have some of our dairy techs take you to your new pen, where you’ll be spending most of your time.”

I nodded. I wiped away my tears from the piercing, hesitated, and then raised my hoarse, tear-stricken voice.

“Doctor… Do you think you have time to breed me before they show up?”


Chapter 7


“Breed you?” Dr. Crowne asked with a smile. I felt myself blushing. Was I being too forward? Did hucows usually not ask for breedings? I thought this was the whole point?

“Er, yes… I don’t know if it’s allowed… For me to ask for a breeding… But I was just thinking that I’d like you to breed me… Especially since I was a good girl, like you said, getting my ear pierced and getting… um… stretched.” My ability to articulate full sentences was draining away rapidly with my embarrassment under his handsome, benign gaze.

“I think we could manage that, Emma,” Dr. Crowne said. He tapped something into his computer and the exam table I was still on lowered about a foot and a half, leaving me at about the height of his waist. I heard Dr. Crowne starting to unzip his pants and I found myself grinning deliriously, suddenly anxious for him to penetrate me.

“Your orifices have been stretched and well-tenderized, so they may be extra sensitive right now,” Dr. Crowne said. I heard him slide his boxers down and I looked over my shoulder, catching sight of his tall fleshy tool, promising all sorts of good times. “In the future, we won’t do those stretchings as much. We’ll rely on the enhanced penises of the bulls to stretch our and tenderize your orifices.”

“When you say tenderize,” I said, and gasped when I felt his fleshy cockhead against my swollen pussy lips. “What do you mean?”

“In essence, a hard breeding creates microtears in the mucous membranes of your orifices that allow for deeper and more efficient absorption of bull semen,” the doctor said, pressing himself into me. I gasped again, feeling his impossibly warm cock fill me. My eyes rolled back in my head and I moaned, grunting as he thrust into me. It was like a warm hug for my pussy—my poor, battered, stretched out pussy.

Even though I was pretty sure my pussy had gone back to its normal size quickly after the doctor slid his hand out, I couldn’t help but feel like he’d stretched me out so much, something had permanently changed. Maybe he’d stretched me to the point where I’d be able to stretch even further next time. I wouldn’t mind that, I supposed, so long as it was what the doctor wanted, and he praised me for it.

“That’s a good girl, Emma. Your pussy is clenching me nicely, just like it should. You haven’t had any lasting damage from the stretching, it seems. Is it still sore?”

“Moooo…” I groaned. “A bit… But it feels good, doctor… Especially when it’s your cock inside of me, breeding me…”

“That’s a good girl, Emma. You’re going to really enjoy being bred by our bulls then. And everyone else here on the farm. If you liked being so popular back on campus, you’re just going to love the kind of popularity you enjoy here on the farm.”

I beamed at the thought—the thought of men so beautiful and handsome, so kind, the kind of guys I never dreamed I’d be able to have and fuck, lining up to breed me every day. I dreamt of all the girls who’d been mean to me in school now seeing me—no longer a recluse, an oddball, but the center of an orgy, the repository for all the pleasure the bulls and the farm workers wanted to give me.

Dr. Crowne began to thrust harder and harder into me, my tired pussy squishing happily as he did so. I grunted and groaned in pleasure, gasping. My body was too tired to cum, I thought, but not so tired that I couldn’t enjoy the unique delight of being bred, of the touch of his cock deep inside my hole. I could feel his pulse pounding in his shaft, and I loved the sound of his breath, coming in rough, sudden pants now as he fucked me. His groans, and the feeling of his hands, gripping my hips and digging his nails into my skin as he drove into me.

“Harder, Dr. Crowne!” I mooed. “Harder! Breed me!”

Dr. Crowne gave a short, happy, triumphant laugh and slammed his hips into me one final time before cumming, but even as he orgasmed, he continued driving himself into me, delivering stream after stream of thick cum to my tired, stretched out womb. I sighed: I imagined I could feel his cum being absorbed into the micro abrasions along my inner pussy walls, the hormones making me a better and more voluptuous hucow even as he came in me.

I sighed as I felt the gentle touch of his nails on my back as he ran them over my spine, along my vertebrae, before easing his softening cock out of my messy hole.

“That’s a good girl.”

And then, there came a knock at the exam room door. Dr. Crowne zipped himself up, making no movement to clean me up, and went to the door.

There were two workers in overalls there: older men, a bit dirty and sweaty. They weren’t bad looking but they were easily my dad’s age, and I realized, with a sudden jolt, that I wouldn’t just be taking breedings from young beautiful bulls, or handsome nerds like the doctor, but my holes would be open to be used by whoever wanted!

“Here’s E8882-34,” Dr. Crowne said, handing one of the men a stack of paperwork. The man looked it over, glancing through, nodding and not looking Dr. Crowne in the eye. “She answers to Emma. Probably a little tender now, but she just took a breeding without complaint so I think she’s ready to be penned.”

“Sounds good, boss,” the other worker said. He approached me, grinning, and stuck out a hand for me to sniff. Not knowing what else to do, I nuzzled his hand, and licked his fingertips a bit. “That’s a good girl. She’s affectionate, huh? They call you Emma, huh? You look real cute, Emma. And look at your pretty new tag. What a pretty hucow you are!”

I beamed. The tag on this worker’s overalls identified him as Steve and when he saw my eyes reading his name, he grinned.

“That’s right, I have a tag too, see?” he said, holding up his nametag for me to read again. “Just like you! That over there is Oscar.”

Oscar looked up from the paperwork he was signing and grunted.

“Can we take her for a spin before walking her out?” he asked, not to me, not to Steve, but to the doctor. The doctor shrugged.

“I don’t see why not. She likes the attention most of all, so I think she’ll appreciate it.”

Take me for a spin?!

Did that mean…

“You haven’t met those big mean bull dicks yet, have you?” Steve cooed at me. “We’re going to get in there first before they stretch you out and mess you up.”

I nodded eagerly, blushing hard—I wanted more sex, I wanted sex all the time, and I was happy they were so interested in playing with me—but I had to admit, I was a little scared by what he’d said about the bull cocks. Were they going to mess me up?! How would that even happen? Dr. Crowne had assured me they wouldn’t be worse than getting fucked by his fists…


Chapter 8


I didn’t have much time to think about these weighty matters, though, because Dr. Crowne was now bidding me goodbye, and then, just like that, left me alone with Oscar and Steve, two new men I’d only just met. They weren’t students my age, or a handsome doctor I was trying to impress. They were random men my dad’s age. And I knew, in moments, they would be fucking me, and I was theirs to use as they pleased, as they saw fit.

“You sure made a big mess on the exam table,” Steve exclaimed. I blushed, biting my lip and mooing bashfully. Oscar circled around me, like a lion considering its prey, and I felt him grab my ass cheeks, forcing them apart.

“Yeah, Crowne did a number on her ass. It’s pretty swollen and blown out.” I yelped as I felt his fingers pulling my tender hole apart. “She probably doesn’t need any prep for anal, even though she’s so new.”

Without further ado, I heard him taking off his overalls and whipping out his cock. Steve just grinned at me as I suddenly felt his colleague’s cock pressing against my tired butthole. I groaned, panting and letting my tongue loll out of my mouth as the cock began to enter me. My muscles were too tired to try and prevent its penetration, its invasion, and I just grunted weakly, taking him into my body as Steve undressed.

“I guess that leaves me with this pretty mouth of yours, Emma,” he said. He looped a collar around my neck, and attached a chain to it. Like a leash. God, it was all so dehumanizing, but what made it both better and worse was how much I liked each new dehumanizing turn of the screw, each new twist.

While Oscar held onto my hips, driving himself into my butt—still loose and greasy from the stretching and exploration I’d taken from the doctor—Steve pulled my head forward with the leash, guiding my mouth to his cock. It had a sour, sweaty smell, but somehow, that only made my body want it more—like it was the perfect cock smell, laden with pheromones and desire. It tapped into something deep inside my psyche, and made me open my mouth wide.

The warm flesh entered my mouth, and Steve grasped me by the hair, digging his nails hard into my scalp as he forced himself down my throat. My eyes widened in surprise, and I found I had essentially no gag reflex left—it was even easier, giving a blowjob, than it had on campus!

“That’s it, take my cock like a good girl,” Oscar grunted and high-fixed Steve as his colleague forced his shaft down my throat. “No gagging?”

“Not a bit. She’s a real hucow now.”

“Yeah, her ass is silky smooth. It’s like sucking me inside.”

“You always love their butts.”

“Look, my wife doesn’t let me fuck her ass, so where else am I going to get it?” He gave my ass an affectionate slap, and then leaned forward, reaching for my udders. They were heavy and swollen from hanging down for so long in this position, with me on all fours, and Oscar gripped them hard, directing twin sprays of milk towards Steve who opened his mouth to catch the nectar flowing out of my fountains. It all twisted me into a strange position, but my breasts had grown enough to accommodate it, even though this stretched them a bit.

I was pleased by how long both of them lasted. I guessed that, since they had plenty of hucows to look after, they had already bred someone else today, and I wasn’t the first girl to take a breeding from either of these men, and maybe I wasn’t even the last.

Well, I didn’t mind, certainly. I was here to be a vessel, a tool for making milk, and for pleasure. I wanted to give them pleasure and make milk, and that was all there was to it. I felt my mind breaking, reforming itself around the idea of being a good girl, a good hucow. I didn’t care about anything of the math and science and engineering I had learned. Who needed that? I was a hucow now, and no one would trust me with numbers! All I had to do was get bred, and provide my milky udders to be drained.

There was a kind of freedom in not having to think and worry anymore, like I was tired of using my brain and just turning it off. I wouldn’t have to scramble for a job, fighting off other candidates and pledging to work long hours building supercomputers that would power my own obsolescence. I wouldn’t have to attend mandatory team meetings or retreats. I wouldn’t have to go to performance reviews or deal with awkward come-ons from the office creep. I could just eat, sleep, fuck, and milk—and that sounded like a pretty great existence to me.

The dairy techs blew their loads in my holes, one after another, and I wondered if they were going to use my other orifices. Part of me wished they would, but part of me was so exhausted, I was glad when they announced it was finally time to take me to my pen.

They walked me out on my leash, my holes all dripping with cum. Now, I was getting looks, more looks, from the men and women working in the office. I tried to guess what was behind those looks—men, making a mental note that I was available to be bred; and the women, perhaps wondering if they had what it would take to be like me, if they could give their bodies and minds over to becoming hucows, and thus reap the rewards of all the attention and pleasure I received. They were jealous of me, these women working in the office—I was something they could never hope to become, like a goddess for them: a fantasy.

I smiled broadly, proudly, as I marched out of the farm’s main building and towards my new life in the barn.


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.

Follow Melanie on Amazon to keep up with all of her new stories!


Also by Melanie Sparxx


Hucow Meadows Farm

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

Seeded by the Bulls on the Hucow Farm

Tempting the Bulls on the Hucow Farm

Pumped on the Hucow Farm

Examined on the Hucow Farm

Testing the Bulls on the Hucow Farm

Filled on the Hucow Farm

Fertile on the Hucow Farm

New Girl on the Hucow Farm

Given to the Bulls on the Hucow Farm

Insatiable on the Hucow Farm

Free Use on the Hucow Farm

Pleasured on the Hucow Farm

Rough Night on the Hucow Farm

Knocked Up on the Hucow Farm

First Time on the Hucow Farm

Penetrated on the Hucow Farm

Riding the Bulls on the Hucow Farm

Size Queen on the Hucow Farm

Defiled By the Bulls on the Hucow Farm

Ruined on the Hucow Farm

Auctioned Off on the Hucow Farm

The Doctor’s Exam on the Hucow Farm

Medical Transformation on the Hucow Farm

Bundles

Fifteen Book Bundle on the Hucow Farm

Fifteen Book Bundle on the Hucow Farm, Vol. 2

The Perfect Hucow Project

Building the Perfect Hucow

Training the Perfect Hucow


Copyright


Copyright 2026 Melanie Sparxx

All Rights Reserved.

Stretched by the Doctor on the Hucow Farm.

Book Design by Melanie Sparxx.

Cover Image © https://depositphotos.com/portfolio-1966433

OEBPS/font_rsrcF8.ttf


cover.jpeg





OEBPS/font_rsrcF7.ttf


