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Chapter 1

Jonah knew he was destined to be a HuCow. He had the small body, the thick but stubby dick, and plump balls that were sure signs he was meant to be milked. A single brush across his nipples was enough to make his cock tingle. It wasn’t a surprise when his chest started to ache, itch, and swell. It didn’t matter if he was a man, his body wanted him to produce and so he did.

It was mostly women who inherited the HuCow Gene, women with large breasts, tiny waists, and bubble butts. Jonah’s body was worked overtime to compensate. He’d been lucky, most developed the gene in high school. He’d seen girls rushed out of the school with milk leaking through their shirts.

Every since the traitorous gene turned on he awoke to a chub in his pants, milk desperately trying to squeeze out of his chest. His balls were so full they were starting to turn blue. He tried to stroke himself to release but that was what made the HuCow gene hell. No matter how hard he pulled, tugged, teased, and tortured his dick, nipples, and balls none of it made any difference. His body locked up on him as if it were punishing him for trying to ‘cheat’ and handle things on his own.

Anytime his cotton shirt rubbed over his nipples he felt like he might cream his pants. It got to the point where he called out of work. If he were a girl maybe he could have explained it away as breastfeeding, but he wasn’t.

He sat naked in his sweat-soaked bed, uncomfortable to the point of pain. His thighs trembled. His pecs were swollen and aching with milk he had no use for. He used one hand to massage his developing, itching breasts like he’d seen a woman HuCow do.

With his free hand, he scrolled the internet looking for literally anybody - anything, willing to help him. He’d got through at least three local HuCow farms but each said ‘only servicing females’ when he tried to book a spot.

The fourth, McMinnen Farms, was only forty minutes away. He knew they serviced males but he also knew Alex McMinnen grew up there.

The face of Alex flashed in his mind. His broad shoulders, his firm jawline, and the dark stubble that grew across it. He would have been handsome if he weren’t such an ass. Teachers and students all saw him as a gentle giant, but anytime he and Alex were alone he became a total brute. He’d shove him onto his hands and knees, push him against lockers, typical high school bully behavior.

Surely, he’d stopped working at his parent’s place by now. He must have gotten married right out of high school to some cheerleader type and popped out a few kids. No way was he still working at the farm.

After just a moment of hesitation, he dialed the number, chewed his lip, and waited for someone to answer.

“McMinnen Farms,” said a quiet, feminine voice on the other end of the line. Definitely not Alex.

“Hi,” Jonah said, in his relief forgetting why he called. A sudden pang in his chest reminded him. “I need uhm, do you …”

The woman waited for him to finish his thought but Jonah’s tongue froze up. After a second she spoke for him.

“HuCow stuff?” she asked. “Yeah, we do. Biologically, male or female?” the woman asked.

“Male.”

“Oh,” she sounded surprised. “Hold on one moment while I transfer you.”

“I-” before he could get another word in the waiting music came back on. After a minute or so the line clicked and another voice came through the line.

“Alex McMinnen, male HuCow services?” It had been three years, but his voice was exactly how Jonah remembered it. Husky and deep. “Hello? You there?”

“Yeah,” he said, cringing at the frailty of his own voice. “I uhm … I need help?”

“Sounds like it. You been here before?”

“No. This is my first time.”

“Your first time lactating?”

“Yeah,” Jonah said. “It’s - it’s bad.”

There was a quiet pause before Alex spoke again.

“Alright, boy. We’ll get you taken care of. Just hold on for a bit for me, okay?” Alex said, his voice suddenly becoming gentler as if he were trying to comfort a stray animal.

Suddenly, something warm and wet dripped down Jonah’s hand. It took him a moment to realize it wasn’t sweat. He looked down to see two glistening streams of milk slowly spilling down his chest.

As he listened to Alex talk, Jonah realized he’d started to dribble. His tits were slowly releasing some of the pent-up milk down his chest. A deep feeling of relief spread through his body. His dick, which had been so sore from throbbing, was also glistening with precum.

He cringed and waited for Alex to continue. When he didn’t he finally responded.

“Okay. You can help, right?” he let his words trail, trying to ignore the way his body was reacting.

“We have a very attentive staff,” said Alex. “Someone will always be checking on you, and we have water bottles to make sure you stay hydrated. You’ll be in very capable hands.”

Jonah clenched his thighs. His cock had started to throb again. The last thing he wanted to do was cum all over himself while his former bully talked to him like a skittish pet over the phone.

“Do you need transportation services?”

“Like what?”

He wanted to say no. He was far too frustrated to drive and the milk was now steadily dripping off his chest and onto his sheets, mixing with the sweat from before.

“We can have someone pick you up. You can sit in the front or be crated. If you-”

“Crated?”

“It sounds bad but it’s not,” Alex said with a slight laugh. “We make the crates in our own workshop. They’re safe, well ventilated, and private. They come with a few layers of straw to lay on. I’ve heard it’s relaxing. If you choose the crate you can be naked if you’d like.”

“Okay, I - yes.”

“I need to hear you say it before I can order it.”

“I want to be crated,” Jonah said, cringing at his own words. Heat rose to his ears as his cock began leaking in tandem with his chest.

“I can arrange for tomorrow afternoon.”

“Yes, please.”

“What’s your name?”

“Jonah Stint.”

Three was a pause on the other end of the line.

“Sounds familiar. Do I know you?”

“No,” Jonah said, a little too quickly. “I mean, I don’t think we know each other.”

Alex took his credit card information and scheduled a crate to be brought to the house for him to be picked up. It was humiliating, scheduling his own caging like a feral animal needing to be carted back to its owner. Still less humiliating than lactating all over himself in public.

At last, he would get some relief, he only hoped Alex didn’t recognize him. But on a farm with dozens of HuCows being serviced how likely was it that he would be the one taking care of him?
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Chapter 2

Alex recognized the voice the moment it touched his ears, desperation evident in his every word.

Jonah Stint. Soft, unsure, Jonah Stint. Meek, quiet Jonah. His soft, curly blonde hair and lithe but athletic body. His awkward, sheepish gait. The subtle, almost imperceptible scent of grass in his hair. There were so many tells to indicate what he was.

Alex’s family had been in the business of servicing HuCows for generations. In a crowd of people, Alex could pick out those with HuCow genes in an instant. They had large, docile eyes, soft mouths. The women were well-endowed, the men were small but had perfect asses.

Jonah was the quintessential HuCow in appearance, gentle in every way, his shoulders narrow, his voice quiet, but his personality could not have been more different.

At the farm the cows all longed to be touched, they pressed into his hands like the greedy animals they were.

But Jonah didn’t know what he was, didn’t know what he wanted. Maybe he was just embarrassed. That was okay. Alex planned to give him the milking that was long overdue.
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Chapter 3

The crate wasn’t half as bad as Jonah feared. It was set up in the back of a black van, strapped in place with several holes drilled into the top and sides for ventilation. It was just big enough that he could lay down and sit up without trouble. The man who came to pick him up barely said two words to him when he crawled inside, naked and sticky with sweat.

A layer of earthy, sweet-scented straw coated the bottom. It shouldn’t have been half as comforting as it was but somehow it did the trick. He buried his nose into the straw, curling his knees up to his chest.

His body still hurt. His nipples tingled. His chest was swollen and full. He itched to have someone - anyone - relieve the milk building up inside of him. He hadn’t been able to even leak since getting off the phone with Alex.

Before he knew it the city noise gave way to the gentle rustling of trees and not long after the van came to a stop. He hadn’t even realized he’d almost fallen asleep until the sudden ceasing of motion jerked him awake.

The van opened and soon after so did the crate, revealing a pair of muddy jeans and large boots.

Jonah’s stomach lurched.

“Come on out,” the figure said as he crouched down and peered inside the box. Sure enough, Alex McMillian now sat in front of his naked figure. His chin was covered in the black stubble Jonah remembered, but his sharp blue eyes were softer as he beckoned to him with a large hand.

“Uh, hi,” Jonah said, voice groggy with sleep. He would have been far more self-conscious if he weren’t so eager to be relieved.

“Hi there,” Alex flashed him a smile. “Come on out. It’s okay,” Alex said, motioning for him again.

There was that tone again. Jonah’s nipples started to leak, only a drop or two but it was enough to make heat rise to his face.

“Someone’s eager,” Alex observed.

Jonah crossed his arms to cover his chest.

Alex frowned.

“Don’t be embarrassed. I know you must be sore.”

Jonah slowly crawled out. The sun and breeze felt nice as they gently washed over his pale skin. He stood with a groan and stretched his legs. He kept his eyes down, away from Alex. If Alex recognized him he didn’t say anything.

The McMillian household was to the left, several barns and a sea of golden wheat to the right. There were several women lounging around in the fields, their breasts bare as they basked in the sun.

“How was your trip?” asked Alex as he began walking towards the barns.

“Not so bad.”

Jonah trailed behind him. Even the dirt was warm as it squished between his toes. Their path was lined with dozens of bare footprints walking back and forth.

They reached the largest barn first. The sound of whirring, pumping machines came from within, along with muffled moans and cries of pleasure.

However, Alex walked past it, heading further down the dirt path to a smaller barn on the other side.

“Shouldn’t we-?”

“That’s where the girls are. We have a separate station for boys. Different parts, different tools.”

“Oh, right,” Jonah said, glancing back at the larger barn.

There were no sounds coming from the smaller barn. There weren’t even any workers nearby. Unlike the heavily trodden dirt path, there were only a scant few bootprints here and there. Alex slid the barn door open and held it while Jonah walked inside.

There were several leather benches and some wooden boxes set up inside. It consisted of a couple of machines he didn’t recognize, various tubes, and a bar wrapped in leather.

“Get on your knees and lean over this,” Alex said, patting the bench.

Jonah did. If his ears hadn’t already been bright red they would have been then. The leather stool supported his stomach while he braced himself on his hands and knees.

“Good, now spread your legs as far as you can. That’s it. Good boy.”

Jonah couldn’t believe he was willingly spreading his legs for Alex McMinnen. Whatever humiliation came from it he would deal with it later. Right now, he only wanted relief.

“I’m going to strap you down now. It’s just going to keep you from wiggling around too much and hurting yourself, or pulling out of the machine. Got it?”

Jonah nodded.

“Let me hear you.”

“I understand,” Jonah said.

A pair of leather cuffs clasped around his ankles and were hooked onto the edge of the mat. Then more leather straps wrapped around his legs and thighs, binding him to the legs of the bench. Lastly, his torso was strapped to the bench and his wrists were cuffed. It was tight but not painful. He tried to wiggle experimentally but found very little give.

“There we go, nice and secure, huh?” Alex patted his ass. His hands were firm and rough with callouses.

Jonah tried to buck but the straps held him tight.

“Now, now,” said Alex. “It’s alright.” He leaned over and squirted something onto his hands. He started rubbing them together and smirked when Jonah noticed.

“Warming lotion. I’m going to inspect you now, got it?”

Jonah nodded.

“Jonah.”

“Yes. Okay.”

Alex sat on a stool beside the bench and reached a hand underneath the bench. His warm, lotioned fingers grazed over his belly for a moment before abruptly wrapping around Jonah’s cock, giving it a gentle squeeze.

A sudden spurt of warm cum shot from Jonah’s dick like milk from a cow’s udders. He let out a noise most akin to a squeal. He clenched his ass and bit his lip. The sudden unexpected sensation sent a wave of pleasure coursing through his body. The straps kept him from pulling away once again as Alex continued to gently squeeze him.

“Sorry, should have warned you,” Alex said with a sly smile. “Gotta start down below.”

“Tell me before you go grabbing at shit,” Jonah snapped halfheartedly. He was already melting into the bench as the pent-up liquid continued to dribble out of his cock.

“You got it, beautiful. Relax now.”

The pet name caught Jonah off guard. Once upon a time, Alex had called him every name under the sun, never slurs, but just about. Now he was gently caressing his dick and whispering soft words like he was his favorite pet.

Alex slowly started moving his hand up and down on Jonah’s shaft. His palms, rough and calloused as they were, felt surprisingly good on his sore dick. Even so, after the initial spurt what managed to leak out was pitiful. As Alex carried on the slow pace Jonah’s balls tensed up again. It was so painful being so full, even while he leaked. He whimpered without realizing it and jerked his hips as much as the bench would allow.

“Poor thing. We’ve gotta relieve some of this pressure.”

Alex’s hand left his cock and moved back, squeezing his balls.

Joah grunted. His cock released again, splattering the mat with another layer of his cum. It still wasn’t enough but at least the pain went down to just discomfort.

“Don’t stop,” Jonah whimpered as Alex released his grip.

“Needy thing, aren’t you?” he said with a soft chuckle.

“Please,” Jonah whined.

“It’s alright, I’m gonna take care of you.” Alex stroked his hand from the nape of Jonah’s neck all the way down to the bubble of his ass. Then his hand reappeared on Jonah’s cock once more. He slid it down again with another agonizingly slow pace.

Jonah whined again.

“This is too slow,” Jonah pleased. “Go faster, please.”

Alex’s hand pulled away completely.

“Wait, no,” Jonah whimpered.

“Shh,” said Alex. “Gotta check out your tits, make sure you’re ready for the milkers.”

When Alex’s hands firmly squeezed both of his swollen muscles he mewled. Another flood of relief washed over him as a thin stream of milk eased out of both his nipples.

“Atta boy,” praised Alex. ”You don’t even need any prep, do you?” he almost sounded proud as he massaged Jonah’s aching muscles.

“Fuck,” breathed Jonah. “Please go faster.”

“Soon sweetheart, soon.”

Alex pulled away again and Jonah couldn’t help but buck his hips in frustration as the stream of milk slowed and stopped. He so badly wanted Alex’s hands-on every part of his body.

Alex retrieved a set of tubes. He flicked on the machine beside the bench and lightly tapped the tips with his fingers.

“This might hurt at first,” he cautioned.

Jonah didn’t care. He was already hurting.

Alex gently placed the first tube over Jonah’s left nipple. It suctioned onto his little nub immediately, tugging it down, pulling him further into it. His right nipple did the same as the other tube was attached.

Jonah let out an embarrassingly loud moan. He dug his hands into the dirt, clenching his fingers tight as his body spasmed.

“Fuck,” he grunted as the milk resumed flowing from his chest. The tubes suckled and pulled. He closed his eyes and let himself be lost in the sensation as he finally began to flow freely.

He blinked when he realized his eyelashes were now wet. He wasn’t crying, but the pleasure of finally being touched was too much for him to take.

Then, a sudden warm feeling enveloped his cock. He tried to look behind him but the way he was strapped didn’t allow for it. All he could see was Alex’s hand between his legs.

“Relax,” said Alex, petting his lower back. “This is gonna feel real good, okay?”

“Okay,” Jonah said, his words coming out with a slight slur.

Whatever the warm thing was it felt squishy as it swallowed him up. There was a moment of strange buzzing and whirring and then the sleeve around him began to move. It started to slowly pump and tug at him, pulsating in a steady rhythm. He moaned, going nearly limp as his tits and cock were suckled.

“There’s a good boy,” said Alex.

Alex had wanted to milk him by hand the first time but the poor boy was so stuffed up he looked like he might explode. No matter, now that he’d started producing he would need a thorough milking at least once a month. There was plenty of time left to try out other ways of milking him.

Jonah’s moans and mewls were like music to his ears. He could have sat there and listened to him all day, watching his eyes feel up with tears of pleasure; but there was other business to attend to. He’d already spent too much time as it was settling Jonah into the barn.

He softly petted Jonah’s back as he went limp and relaxed into the milking machines, still grunting and moaning. His breast milk flowed in a steady stream down the tubes and into a little glass jar inside the box. Likewise, his leaking cum dripped down onto a metal tin Alex had placed between his legs just below the cock sleeve.

“Now, now,” Alex said, giving Jonah’s ass a gentle rub. “I’d love to sit here and watch you but I’ve got some other things to take care of.”

“But-” Jonah started to protest.

“Don’t worry. There are cameras all over the place so I’ll be able to keep a close eye on you. Just relax and enjoy the machines.”

“Okay,” Jonah slurred, closing his eyes again and slumping against the devices.

“I’m going to gag you now, alright?”

Jonah made a quiet, permissive noise as Alex pulled a ball gag out of the wooden box. He didn’t really need one, but it was the farm’s policy to make sure their stock was as secure as possible.

He pushed the small red ball into Jonah’s mouth and fastened the straps to the back of his head, pleased with how little resistance their newest client gave.

Before he left Alex made sure to turn both devices up by a single notch. Before long the barn would be filled with Jonah’s beautiful, stifled moans.
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Chapter 4

Jonah couldn’t say how long he laid there, letting his chest and cock flow with sweet relief. He didn’t even mind when the ball gag forced him to drool. Yet somehow, it still wasn’t enough. Even with the suckling of the tubes pressed against his nipples, and the warm wet sleeve tugging his dick he couldn’t help but feel frustrated. It wasn’t the same as when Alex spread his hands across his body.

As his tits and balls were emptied of their seemingly endless supply his thoughts drifted back to high school. There was hardly a day that went by without Alex shoving him against a locker or down onto his knees. He’d grab onto his nape and force him down. It was strange. He never tried to hit or kick him, he didn’t shout or mock him, just put him on his hands and knees and hold him there by his nape.

Now, Jonah wished he’d do it again. He was being far too gentle, far too slow. He let out a quiet moan as he fantasized about Alex pressed against his back, filling him up with his cock.

He was so fixated on his fantasy he didn’t even hear when someone came back into the barn.

He jolted when a hand touched his back.

“Still full up? It’s been over an hour,” Alex said, running a hand down his back.

Jonah bucked, letting out a whimper.

“I always knew you’d wind up here but I had no idea you’d be this needy. That was a surprise. I thought an hour on the milkers would do you some good but you’re still producing just as much as when you got here.”

Jonah whined. Alex’s voice went all through him. He bucked his hips, desperately trying to convey what his body wanted that his mouth couldn’t.

“You need something, boy?” Alex asked.

Jonah nodded as much as he could.

Alex unfastened his gag, letting it drop to the ground.

“Please, Alex. Please fuck me. Please.”

“You sure that’s what you want?”

“Yes! Please! Fuck me,” Jonah breathed.

“I could turn up the milkers, or find a toy for you to play with.”

“I don’t want a toy. I want you. I want you to fuck me,” Jonah said, bucking his hips again. The last thing that appealed to him was a silicone toy, not when the actual thing was standing right behind him.

“Oh, alright,” Alex said. He sounded amused.

Jonah braced himself as he heard Alex unzip his pants. Something warm and wet pressed against his ass, too small to be a cock. He clenched up tight. Whatever it was wiggled inside. It felt like a finger.

“Please hurry,” Jonah mewled.

“Shh, it’s alright.”

Another finger forced its way inside his ass. They wiggled for a moment and then pulled out.

He felt Alex’s tip press against his wettened asshole. It was big. Much bigger than he’d thought it would be. It slowly slid inside an inch or so. Then, as it throbbed eagerly at his entrance, Alex shoved his way in.

Jonah moaned.

“Good boy,” Alex praised. “So wet and warm for me. Aren’t you a good one? Always knew you would be.”

Jonah’s every nerve fired off at the praise. The cuffs kept his legs spread wide but it didn’t stop him from trying to spread further. He wanted to be good for Alex. So good.

“Fuck,” Jonah breathed.

Alex slowly started to rock his hips into him, pressing deeper each time. His hands gripped Jonahs’ hips, fingers digging into his sensitive flesh.

Jonah moaned, wishing he could back up, bend down, do anything to increase the sensation.

Alex chuckled.

“Needy thing. Relax. I’m going to give you exactly what you deserve.”

Alex started to thrust into him harder, faster. He quickly found the spot in his ass that made Jonah’s body shake with pleasure. His thighs clenched as he was impaled on the thick, warm cock over and over again.

The toy kept suckling his dick, slowly easing out a stream of cum but as Alex pulled back and slammed into him Jonah couldn’t help but release a flood of his seed into it. The toy sputtered as he drained his balls, eagerly emptying them into the device.

Alex thrust into him a few more times before he abruptly ripped out of his ass, splattering his anus, thighs, and cheeks with his thick load as he came all over Jonah.

“Fuck, boy,” Alex breathed. He leaned over Jonah’s bound back, pressing his face into Jonah’s nape, giving his neck a soft kiss. His breath was hot and ticklish against Jonah’s skin.

Jonah just lay there, slowly falling into oblivion as his spent body tried to recover. His balls were empty, his tits were nearly dry, but the machines kept doing their work while Alex rested on his back.

“Good cow,” was the last thing Jonah heard before he fell into a deep, exhausted sleep.
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Chapter 5

Jonah was slowly starting to feel like a human again. His muscles were relaxed. His body was warm, but not itchy and on fire like before. He was still wet, but not the sticky kind of wet. Something soft ran up and down his inner thighs.

He opened his eyes. He was no longer in the barn, instead, he was in some sort of shower room, propped up with his back to the cold tiled wall. He blinked. There was a heavy layer of steam obscuring his vision, but he could clearly make out Alex kneeling with his shirt off. He was just as muscular as he’d been in high school, his well-defined pecs dripping with water from the showers.

“Hey there,” said Alex as he noticed Jonah starring. “Good to see you awake. Hold your arm up for me?” He flashed a brilliant smile at him.

Jonah did what he was asked without thinking. His tongue felt like lead. Part of him wanted to close his eyes and drift back to sleep.

“Wha-?”

“Gotta get you all cleaned up before we send you home,” said Alex. In one hand he held a blue sponge. He wiped over Jonah’s arm, scrubbing just a little too hard but Jonah found he didn’t mind.

“Thank you,” Jonah said when a minute or so of silence passed between them, Alex gently wetting the sponge and running it over Jonah’s body.

“For what?”

“You took good care of me. I feel like I can think again.”

“Yeah,” Alex said. “Holding it in will do that to you.”

“I thought I could take care of it by myself.”

“Doesn’t work like that, beautiful. You want me to wash your privates, or do you want to?”

“You can do it. I mean … You did fuck me, earlier,” he said. He wanted to say no, he thought about saying no, but if he did would Alex leave?

Alex gave a wry smile.

“Sorry about that.”

“Why?”

“Not exactly my most professional moment.”

“Do you regret it?”

Alex shook his head as he wet the sponge again. Then he started wiping over Jonah’s dick. He moved quickly this time, not the slow, agonizing pace from the bench.

“I didn’t ever mean to be an ass to you back in high school, you know? You were stressed. I thought you needed, well, that” he jerked his head back towards the door.

Had Alex, his bully, actually been trying to help him? It seemed unlikely, but here they were with Alex McMinnen washing his groin after fucking him over a bench while his body was milked by machines. It wouldn’t have been the strangest part of his day.

Jonah let out a half-hearted laugh.

“You were trying to milk me? I thought you were just shit at beating people up.”

“No,” Alex said with a wry smile. “I’m not like that. Honest.”

“I believe you,” Jonah said, and he meant it.

Alex finished cleaning him up in silence. When he was done he toweled him off and gave him a set of plaid, flannel pajamas to change into. He walked him to the front office, exchanging very little eye contact as they did.

“Do you want to make an appointment for next month?” Alex asked, typing some words into the computer as he did.

“What if I need something sooner?” Jonah asked, remembering how suddenly the aches and pains had come on.

“Well, let’s schedule you for a month from now but I’ll give you my cell number and if you need some extra attention you go ahead and give me a call.”

“Okay,” Jonah agreed.

As he walked out of the office building, Alex’s cell number clutched in his hand, he had a feeling he’d need to use it very soon.

cover.jpeg





