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Prologue


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 1


Once Giovanni left my pen, I curled up into a ball, panting, gasping, aching. I couldn’t believe what had just happened to me.

I’d just been cruelly, viciously violated. Made to orgasm over and over, and I’d loved it. I’d loved every second of it. Oh, god, what was happening to me?

Truthfully, whatever it was… I didn’t want it to stop. Even though my body screamed in untold agony, my holes demanding an explanation for the trauma I’d put them through, I didn’t want this to stop.

Not too long ago, only a few days ago, I’d been a normal girl, with hopes and dreams for the future. A fiancé I loved, who I thought loved me.

Now, I was a hucow. Pure and simple. My poor udders ached and when I reached for my swollen nipples, I nearly screamed at how sensitive they were after my breeding.

Indeed, I could have sworn I could feel the changes coming over my body. Feel the effects of the cum just injected inside of me. It was all… glorious.

But exhausting. Before long, I fell into a deep sleep, only to be awoken by the sounds of voices approaching my pen. I couldn’t say how much time had passed. I was too exhausted to tell—it reminded me of times in my previous life when I’d taken a nap in the middle of the day, only to awaken in the evening confused as to what time it was—was it seven in the evening or three in the morning? Who could tell?

“Jennifer,” one of the voices said as I blinked in the darkness, my eyes adjusting to the dim light. I saw two bulls looming over me, as large as Giovanni, both naked—one, pale and redhaired, with a shock of bright red pubic hair surrounding his turgid cock, and the other, a bit taller and black, with wiry hair around his massive shaft. I couldn’t say which cock was bigger, but they both looked even larger than Giovanni’s, and my insides did a little somersault of terror and desire. “We’re here to breed you.”

I bit my lip and nodded.

“I know.”

“I’m Brock,” the black bull told me, his voice smooth and gentle. “And this is Tyler. I know today is your first day being bred. Is that right?”

I nodded, numb. I let out a soft moo-moan almost by accident.

“I… Giovanni already bred me today…” I murmured. I couldn’t remember, in my fragile state, if I could be bred more than once in a day. There had been talk about taking it easy with my newbie hucow body, but also…

Maybe…

They wanted to break me in. To treat me rough, so that I could take more in the future. The idea terrified me just as much as it aroused me, and I squeezed my thighs shut almost without thinking.

Tyler noticed and snorted.

“She’s getting excited. She likes what she sees. Don’t you, Jennifer?”

I nodded. There was no use denying it. Tyler knelt in front of me and made me spread my legs.

“That’s a good girl. Looks like there’s still a bit of Giovanni down here.”

“I—I’m sorry!” I mooed. “I didn’t clean myself.”

“That’s all right. Go empty yourself in the corner, and then we’ll begin.”

It took me a second to realize what they wanted me to do.

It made sense. In fact, I should have done it right away—it was just a normal part of regular post-intercourse hygiene, wasn’t it?

I crawled over to a corner of my pen and squatted on a pile of hay. I had to turn away from the bulls, because I knew if I did this while they watched, I’d be too embarrassed and humiliated to go through with it. I took a deep breath, willing my body to relax, and then I let it go.


Chapter 2


My cheeks were burning with humiliation as I crawled back to the bulls. Truthfully, I’d liked going in front of them, but I struggled to admit that to myself. Even when I’d lived with my fiancé—now my ex-fiance—I’d always kept the bathroom door closed while I used the toilet. I could never bring myself to fully be comfortable with that kind of stuff like other girls were with their men.

I wiped myself clean on some hay while they watched and then knelt before them.

“I… I apologize for not cleaning myself out sooner,” I murmured, trying to keep the moos from my voice and failing.

“No problem,” Brock said with a laugh. “And no need to act so formal. We’re all friends here. We’re going to be very intimately acquainted by the end of this anyway.”

“I… I hope so…” I continued. “I really liked getting bred… Even if it hurt a bit…”

“That’s just your body adapting. You’ll spend a while adapting to being bred as a new hucow, but before too long, you’ll be able to have basically unlimited amounts of sex in a day, and you won’t need much of a recovery period—maybe a few hours sleep at most.”

I nodded.

“But,” Tyler continued. “It takes a bit of time to get there, so you’ll need to let us know if we’re breaking you.”

“But also,” Brock broke in with a wicked grin. “It’s important that we push your limits and develop you into a strong hucow, so part of that will be uncomfortable.”

I nodded eagerly. I accepted this, had accepted this already—I wanted to be a great hucow, as good as my friend Marissa, and I wanted them to appreciate what a good breeding partner I could be.

“Before we get started,” Tyler said, producing a small vial. “We’re just going to get some samples for comparison. Nipples, please.”

I thrust my chest forward and Brock knelt beside me, seizing one in each hand. Tyler produced another vial, and attached them to my nipples with a sort of suction lock—I gasped when I felt the tender flesh pulled into the sharp plastic.

“How’s that feel?” Brock asked.

“Hurt a bit…” I whimpered. “I’m just really sensitive.”

“Poor baby, I know. We’ll make you feel good in just a minute. First, we’ve got to do this.”

He talked to me like I was his pet, like I was a dog he’d brought to the vet, and that condescending attitude, which would have annoyed me in my previous life, only turned me on more. My eyes were glistening with affection and lust as he began to milk my udders, squeezing and tugging each breast rhythmically as he downloaded my milk into the vials.

“Feels good, getting milk?” Tyler asked with a grin. I realized I had been mooing and moaning, my mouth opened wide, a droplet of spit even dribbling down my cheek. “I’m really exercising all my restraint not to plough that pretty mouth of yours.”

“Why bother?” Brock asked with a snort. “Restraining yourself, I mean.”

Tyler snorted back, and I realized their snorts were surprisingly-bull like. I didn’t have time to dwell on this realization though, because suddenly, I saw Tyler’s beautiful pink cock gliding towards my open mouth.

He reached for my head, holding it in place as he guided it into my mouth. I sighed, suddenly content with the feeling of cock in my mouth. What was this, truly, this strange contentment and relief that settled over me as I came in contact with a huge throbbing cock once more?

“That’s it,” Tyler grunted. “That’s a good girl.”

“Man, she’s blissed out just from tasting your dick,” Brock said with a laugh. “Just make sure you don’t cum until I’m done with the sample or else the sample’s useless.”

“Yeah, yeah, I can hold out,” Tyler muttered. “Get to know my cock, Jennifer. Really savor it. You’re going to have this cock in all of your holes pretty soon.”

I was already thinking about that—how I’d have him inside of me soon, in my tightest, most tender and hidden areas, and if I were already wet from the thought of being bred by this two handsome bulls once more, or from the experience of emptying my bladder in front of them, I was even wetter now. I closed my eyes in bliss and savored the cock in my mouth, just as he said.

He had a deliciously meaty, musky flavor and I loved the way the weight of his cock sat on my tongue. As I slowly began to bob my head on it, I heard his breathing grow heavier and deeper, huskier. It was proof of how much he was enjoying the service I was giving him, and I felt my lips curve into a proud smile.

“That’s it…” Tyler grunted. “That’s a real good girl.”

“Almost done,” Brock announced.

“Great,” Tyler responded. “Jennifer, I want you to taste my balls next. Taste everything around my cock, do you understand?”

With the cock still in my mouth, I nodded. I gasped a little when he slid it out. I was admittedly a little disappointed to lose the beautiful cock out of my mouth, but I understood that it made sense for me to service and taste him all over—I had to really get all of the bulls’ pheromones for them to be effective, was what I understood. I needed to savor and taste every part of the bulls.

It wasn’t just breeding—it was a whole program, a whole ritual designed to make my body more susceptible to breeding, more susceptible to the positive changes that would come over me and produce delicious milk for the farm.

With this in mind, I began to drag my tongue down Tyler’s shaft, tracing the length of his cock and the vein, until I buried my nose in that curly red pubic hair. I’d never been with a ginger before and I found myself absolutely enchanted by the coppery hairs pressing into my nose, tickling me. I inhaled his musk, and, I suspected, that of the other hucows he’d bred that day. I felt a little jealous, thinking about this beautiful cock being inside of other girls, but I pushed those thoughts away.

Actually, maybe he’d bred Marissa earlier today! That made me feel good, knowing that I was good enough to breed alongside Marissa.

After burying my face in his ginger bush, I trailed my tongue down around his forest to the crease between his thigh and crotch. He groaned quite loudly when I teased my tongue down along this part, and he was obviously enjoying himself when I reached his balls, taking them into my mouth to wet them.

I caressed them with my tongue, still inhaling his powerful scent. From where he sat next to me, his powerful fingers still milking me, Brock let out a long, low whistle.

“Yeah, I’m going to have her do this to me too,” he declared aloud as his fingers still pulled milk from my swollen breasts.

“Not if I don’t even let her stop. Goddamn, Jennifer, I say goddamn!”

My cheeks flushed with pleasure at being praised, but I didn’t dare stop. Instead, I kept going, licking the underside of his balls, absolutely drenching them with my spit, and then licking up his cock, up along the underside, swirling my tongue around as I took him into my mouth once more.

“Holy fuck,” Tyler groaned.

“And… We’re done,” Brock declared, just as I was suckling at the spongy head of Tyler’s cock, tasting the precum gathering on the tip. “You can use her as hard as you want without worrying about when you cum.”

“Fuck yes,” Tyler moaned, and with that, he seized me by the hair, bunching my hair into two fists, almost making pigtails out of them, and then drove himself into the back of my throat and down, down, absolutely impaling my face on his cock.


Chapter 3


I let out a squeal of surprise as the cock buried itself in my throat. My eyes immediately filled with tears and I gagged a bit onto the cock—but only a bit.

“The rest of your gag reflex should be gone before too long,” Brock noted as he wrote some information I couldn’t see onto the vials of my breast milk. “If it keeps up for more than a day or two further, we’ll have to talk to Dr. Crown. Can’t be having you gagging when you need to take a load down your esophagus, right?”

I tried to nod, but I was pinned by the cock in my throat. It was becoming a bit more comfortable. Maybe all I needed was just more practice with giant, bull-sized cocks.

“Pretty nice throat here,” Tyler grunted. He reached down to my throat and ran his fingers along the side of my neck affectionately, not choking me but feeling the thick presence of his cock in my throat as I took him deep. “Here, Jennifer, you feel too.”

He took my hand and guided it along my throat. Through my tears, I felt with amazement the way my throat distended somewhat, accommodating the meat buried inside of me. I tried to grin up at him but of course, that was hampered by the cock teasing its way into my esophagus.

Now, Tyler began to thrust, fucking himself in and out of my throat. His hips moved slowly but powerful, and slid his cock all the way out of my mouth before pushing back in hard, with defiant ownership over my face. I let out a soft moo each time he let me breathe, and then a moo-gasp every time he pushed himself deep into my throat.

“That’s it, breed that throat,” Brock encouraged. He was simply playing with my breasts now, and, rather than awkwardly sit next to Tyler as the ginger fucked my face, he circled around behind me and pulled me into his lap.

His cock slid up between my legs and my pussy rested on it. Involuntarily, I began rubbing myself against that dark brown slab of meat, and the feeling of his warm, slightly sweaty skin on my nether regions drove me wild. My pussy spread around him, but not in the usual way: my slit splayed itself open to grease and rub along his shaft as Brock’s hands gripped my tits, groping and gripping them.

“Fuck, that’s good,” Tyler moaned. “You gonna’ stick it in her?”

“I want her losing her mind for it first,” Brock said. “But you blow in her mouth whenever you want.”

“Don’t mind if I do,” Tyler grunted, giving my throat a few more thrusts before letting go. My eyes widened as I felt the first gush of his cum filled my throat, and then another, his delicious, hot seed flooding my mouth as he fucked his cum down my throat and into my stomach.

Meanwhile, I felt Brock lifting my hips up. I figured he was going to sink me down onto his cock, and I prepared myself mentally for it, but what I hadn’t quite prepared myself for was his fingers drilling into my asshole, stretching me out and lubricating me as he guided my tight hole onto his cock.

My eyes widened yet again and I screamed onto the cock still dribbling cum in my mouth as I sank down hard onto the cock penetrating my asshole.

“That’s it, baby girl,” Brock cooed in my ear. “Just take it nice and deep for me. You’re okay. You’re gonna’ be okay.”

Tyler slid his cock out of my mouth, half soft as it was. This let me let out a shriek of pain and pleasure as I sank further down onto Brock’s cock, letting it force its way up into my guts, penetrating me deep and stretching my poor, tight asshole.

I couldn’t believe how quickly I’d become an anal whore here on the farm! I’d always been reluctant to do anal in my previous life, but now, I always looked forward to it. Even with cum dribbling out of my mouth, I eagerly began bouncing on the cock buried in my guts, my hole tightening up hard around it as it impaled me.

How can I describe what Brock’s massive cock felt like in my ass? It felt like I was being split apart from inside out, in the best way possible. It felt like I was being torn to shreds, and instead of hating it, I loved it. I knew this wasn’t something that good girls did—but I’d tried that before. Now, I was embracing my own pleasure, embracing the delicious stretch of a massive cock in my ass, and pressing myself back against the powerful, gorgeous man who held me so gently in his arms.

I was so focused on their beautiful cocks, but of course, it goes without saying that all the bulls had bodies that looked like they’d been sculpted in ancient Greece. Perfectly formed abs and pecs, with biceps bigger than my face, and strong thighs that looked like they could easily crush my head.

And their asses—oh my fucking god. I wanted to sink my teeth into Tyler’s pale, freckled, muscular ass as he cleaned his cock off, and I rode the one in my ass, moaning pathetically. The cock in my ass seemed to hit something deep inside of me, touching me in a way no man had every touched me before, and as I sobbed with pleasure, I realized I was about to cum.

I let out a long, desperate moo of pleasure as my orgasm hit, and a stream of squirt spurted from my aching pussy.

“Holy shit,” Tyler declared with obvious approval. “She squirted just from being fucked in the ass.”

“I’ve been working her tits too,” Brock grunted. “Her nipples seem extra sensitive.”

“Yeah? Let me try.”

Brock leaned back, pulling me on top of him as he lay on his back, with his huge cock still in my ass. I was still twitching from my orgasm when Tyler mounted me, spreading my legs and pushing that beautiful, enormous ginger cock into my hole.

I let out a happy moo of pleasure as he skewered me, and now I was pinned between two powerful men, two muscular men, one on top of me and one beneath me, their thrusts driving into me. Tyler’s mouth found one of my nipples and he suckled hard, biting and tugging at my sore flesh as he pulled more and more milk out of me. I let out scream after scream as he began to thrust into me, thrusting hard onto Brock, who met his thrusts, drilling into me.

Before long, I came again, my pussy drenching Tyler’s cock, and then again, my holes spasming uncontrollably around the cocks filling me. I screamed and Tyler kissed me, and I kissed him back eagerly, hungrily, not thinking about Teddy or anyone else except for the beautiful bulls absolutely destroying me.

Soon, I felt the cock in my ass start to twitch, and I knew what was coming. Or, shall I say, cumming. I closed my eyes, tightening my muscles as best I could to massage his cock as I rode him, and then I felt it—the flood of hot cum, the sticky seed that filled my ass and made me sob with pleasure and pain. It burned, but it burned deliciously, his hot cum invading ever crevice of my insides as his cock spurted and filled me.

Meanwhile, Tyler grunted hungrily as he came closer and closer to finishing and I let out a squeal of delight as I felt him grip my tits hard, my milk spurting in arcs overhead and then I felt him erupt inside of me, filling me with his cum. I groaned as I took it all, my body filling as both cocks orgasmed deep inside of me, filling my holes.

I couldn’t take it anymore. The feeling of being penetrated and torn apart, plus the rough love my dripping wet nipples were receiving, pushed me over the edge and I let out a shriek as I too found my orgasm once more, and exploded with pleasure pinned between the bulls. My whole body shook and spasmed and my moos were coming out in a panicked parade of pleasure—I was cursing and uttering god knows what obscenities but it all came out as moos, my mind being so befuddled, and then, I was spent, my muscles going slack between the bulls.


Chapter 4


We lay there for several minutes in that happy spent pile and then Tyler lifted himself off me, and picked me up, pulling me off Brock with his still half-hard cock sliding out of me with a satisfying pop. I let out a pleased sigh as I felt their seed dribbling out of my holes. My breasts ached and I grinned tiredly at them, feeling very well-used indeed.

“You’re sure today’s your first breeding day?” Brock asked with a grin. “That was pretty damned impressive, I gotta’ say.”

“Th-thank you,” I murmured, blushing in spite of myself. You’d think after everything I’d been through in the last few days, I wouldn’t still be blushing like a freshly deflowered virgin, and yet, here we were.

“Before I forget,” Tyler said, producing another two vials. I had no idea where he was keeping those, though I was extremely curious, as you might imagine—maybe if I’d had the chance to explore his body further, I would have been able to find them… The thought alone made me excited and made my insides shift with desire as I imagined the trouble I could get into that way. “Let’s collect the second sample.”

Now, this time, they had me on my hands and knees, like a real cow, my massive, oversized, engorged breasts hanging down below me like real udders. Tyler attached the vials to my nipples and I whimpered as he milked me, my nipples gushing milk into the tiny vials. I was amazed by how much I had inside my breasts, and how quickly it seemed to replenish itself.

So, too, were the bulls.

“That’s great flow for her first week here,” Brock said as he observed my milk gush out of my swollen nipples. “Pretty amazing stuff. I’m glad we got ahold of her.”

“Yeah, you’re definitely on your way to being a great hucow, Jennifer,” Tyler affirmed, and gave my head an affectionate little pat. I mooed and wiggled my butt. Knowing they were watching me, watching my milk, milking me—that made me want to be bred again, and I wiggled my butt even more, shooting glances at Brock.

Brock understood what I wanted and snorted.

“Look—she’s literally asking for it again,” he pointed out as I spread my thighs a bit more.

“No harm in giving it to her again once I’m done with this part,” Tyler said with a shrug. “Jennifer, you’re our last hucow for the day, so we can spend as much time with you as we like.”

My eyes widened with glee at the thought of having both huge cocks once more. My nipples were still throbbing with pain and pleasure from being milked, but I wanted nothing more than to have their mouths on my breasts, using and breeding me as we did unspeakable things.

Finally, the vials were full, and Tyler detached them from my nipples. He noted down whatever it was he needed to—at this point, I couldn’t really care less what he was noting down. My mind was too clouded with lust and desire for these beautiful bulls once more.

“Okay, Jennifer. You want another breeding?”

I nodded eagerly and mooed. Brock was cleaning himself, since he’d just been inside of my ass, and once he was clean, I knelt in front of him, his thick cock nearly poking me in the eye as I drooled over it.

He grasped me by the hair as forced himself into my throat as I took him without gagging. I was proud of myself for this—this time, I knew what to expect and there would be no gagging, no sir, not from this hucow. His cock passed easily down my throat and settled so that I was skewered once more, my mouth buried in his wiry pubic hair as it sat in my tender throat.

“Damn, you weren’t lying about this sweet throat,” Brock grunted. “How’s that feeling, Jennifer? You like having your mouth full of bull cock?”

I nodded eagerly, drooling around him as I took him. God, but I felt like such a stupid little hucow slut, slurping eagerly at the cock invading my mouth, but did I care? Absolutely not. I wanted more, more of it!

Tyler came around behind me and took my hips, pulling me towards him. I anxiously allowed him to take my hips and set me down on my knees, with my ass facing him. He spread me wide and I swear, I could feel my blush extending back down to my ass as he looked me over.

“You really did a number on her poor little butt, bro,” he said with a laugh. “I think I’m going to take this pretty little pussy again and give your asshole a break. That okay with you, Jennifer?”

It very much was. In truth, I was kind of relieved—I was afraid of taking it again in the ass, even though I was craving it. I was afraid something back there would rip and Dr. Crown would take me out of the rotation or whatever—that I’d end up in his clinic, recovering from a broken asshole while the other hucows got to have all the fun. I wasn’t about to let that happen! I wanted to have fun myself!

I felt Tyler spread my thighs wide and I closed my eyes, anxious awaiting the pleasure of penetration.

First, I felt the tip of his cock pressing gently against my wet folds. I was swollen back there and dripping Tyler’s cum, along with my own juices. I think something about all the medications I was receiving was making me, you know, wetter, in general.

Not that I’d ever had that much trouble getting wet, but now, I felt like I was gushing. What was that song from a few summers ago? Wet Ass Pussy? Yeah, that was me—definitely me.

I let out a long, impassioned moo as the cock stretched my sore hole open wide. I arched my back, widening my throat as the cock skewering my esophagus forced its way deep down inside of me, letting Brock feel my insides as he began to thrust harder into my throat. God, he was really using my face like a pussy—just as Tyler was starting to use my pussy!

Now, the only sounds in my pen were the rhythmic squishing of my wet holes being impaled by the throbbing cocks forcing their way inside of me, and the grunts of the bulls, husky and pleased with the breeding, and my own pathetic, needy moos.

It felt like my entire body was an erogenous zone, my whole being made for breeding and sex and milking. My mind went blank and I couldn’t process anything that was happening to me—I felt hands on my ass, a finger forcing its way into my sore asshole, and then I felt hands slapping my ass and I cried out, cried onto the cock in my mouth. The cock in my pussy rubbed deliciously against my G-Spot, and while it made me feel like I had to pee, it also made me feel like I was going crazy with orgasmic ecstasy. I was panting, panicking at the thought of starting to cum and no longer being able to stop.

I know it sounds crazy but honestly, in that moment, it seemed like a very, very real possibility!

“That’s it, just a bit more, Jennifer, you can take it like a good girl,” Brock was grunting as he fucked my face. I looked up at him pathetically, my eyes watering as I watched his sweaty, perfectly-built body writhing and working over me. I saw his abs contract and squeeze with each powerful thrust, inhaled his powerful musk and his delicious taste, and that, combined with the feeling of the cock drilling into my well-used pussy, pushed me over the edge. I felt my eyes roll up backwards in my head as I came, shaking and trembling between them as my orgasm overtook me.

But the boys weren’t done. They grinned at each other—I was vaguely aware of all this through the haze of my orgasmic ecstasy—high-fived, and then they both slid out of my holes.

“What are you doing?” I moaned in pathetic, needy desperation. No, this couldn’t be happening—I hadn’t taken more of their delicious cum yet!

But I had nothing to worry about. Brock crawled around behind me, grabbing my hips with his powerful hands and pulling me close to him. I felt his cock press against me and I swear, my hungry pussy all but sucked him inside as he impaled me once more. Now, faced with Tyler’s cock again, I opened my mouth wide. They boys had just wanted to switch places.

Somehow, this felt sweet to me. Tyler wanted to give his colleague a taste of my pussy.

Brock seemed to take extra pleasure in pounding my pussy. He raised his leg, placing it beside us as he pounded me in and down, each thrust hitting that sensitive spot inside of my pussy so hard, it felt like it was growing swollen and chafed, but I didn’t care—each thrust brought me closer to cumming again.

God, these boys had so much stamina. My ex-fiance, he’d be done in ten minutes, if I could even convince him to go that long without cumming and turning over in bed to fall asleep without another word. These bulls were insatiable.

And they wanted me.

I can’t tell you what that did for my self-esteem. To feel wanted. To feel desired. To feel hungered for.

I was vaguely aware that milk was flowing freely from my nipples now, but I didn’t care at all. I didn’t care as Tyler slid his cock down my throat once more, using my face as little more than a toy, and I didn’t care as Brock pounded me harder and harder, grunting like a wild animal as he took me, grunting just like Tyler was grunting—they were, both of them, wild beasts and I was the prey.

I let out a scream onto the cock in my throat as another orgasm rocked me. Another came before too long, and another, and I couldn’t keep anything straight as I trembled and shuddered between the bulls, panting and slurping at the cock in my mouth.

“Fuck, this bitch is incredible,” Tyler groaned. “I think I have a new favorite!”

“You said it, bro,” Brock agreed. “Here I fucking go—”

And with that, he buried himself up to the hilt deep inside my womb, his cock pounding hard into my cervix—it hurt bad, but I didn’t care—I wanted to feel owned, to feel conquered and broken, and when he thrust into me like that, his cock starting to spurt his powerful, thick seed once more into my body, I felt exactly that.

I was little more than a piece of meat to them, and I wanted to be served up for dinner. Devoured by their hungry desires.

My ears were ringing as I heard the squishy thrusting as Brock, grunting and groaning, kept fucking me through his orgasm, pounding his spurting cock into my hole. The feeling of the floor of cum filling me up brought me to another orgasm and as I trembled, as my throat spasmed, I felt Tyler plunge himself deep inside of me one last time and unleash his seed, and I felt it flood my mouth, then my throat, as I desperately tried to swallow it all.

He tasted so salty and bitter-sweet—nothing like the few times I’d swallowed in my previous life. This was amazing—truly amazing! I greedily devoured the cum erupting into my mouth and when I couldn’t swallow it all, I gathered what dribbled out in my hands, and then licked my palms clean like a starving orphan desperate to lick up the last bit of gruel in the workhouse.

“That was fucking amazing,” Brock groaned. “Absolute banger.”

“Seriously,” agreed Tyler. He patted my head affectionately as I gazed up at them with a glassy-eyed stare, absolutely cum-drunk. As they started to leave, I instinctually spread my legs once more, tempting them for another round.

Brock burst out laughing.

“I wish we could, baby girl, but we’ve got other duties to attend to. But we’ll see you tomorrow, with our bro Giovanni, okay?”

I nodded meekly. But that didn’t mean I wouldn’t try. I reached down to stroke my sore folds as they snickered and then, finally, left me.


Chapter 5


And that was my first day of breeding.

I fell into a deep sleep afterwards, absolutely spent. I was vaguely aware of someone coming by and asking if I wanted to go out to the pasture and roll around in the grass, like a real cow, and while that sounded nice, my body was too sore to move, so I just shook my head with a soft, pliant, suppliant move and went back to sleep.

The next morning, food was brought to me—a bowl of a rich, polenta-like mash that I ate without my hands, pressing my face down into it and getting all messy as I devoured it. A powerful hunger was upon me and I couldn’t believe how much I ate. Usually, in my old life, I’d always watched my figure, always been the girl to pick at her salad at a restaurant and so on, but here… Well… I was getting so much exercise, I needed to the fill up, I felt.

Later that morning, Frank came by in his overalls, a cheery grin on his red-cheeked face. I sat up, smiling eagerly at him as he let himself into my pen.

“Hey there, Jennifer. How was your first breeding?”

“It was fantastic,” I moo-moaned. “But I’m so exhausted from it today! I don’t know how the other girls do it every day!”

“Well, there’s a bit of a settling in period,” Frank said, nodding. “I guess you’re, uh, too tired to give old Frank a ride, huh?”

I shook my head.

“Not at all!” I mooed. “You can ride me whenever you like!”

He gave me a sweet smile and I turned around on my hands and knees, thrusting my butt up in the air. I heard Frank starting to undo his overalls and then I felt his cock pressing against my pussy.

“Gosh, you’re already wet. I guess you’re really enjoying yourself here, huh?”

“I sure am!” I mooed in delight as he pressed inside of me. After the stretching I’d taken the day before, Frank’s cock felt… if not small, then very, very manageable. Not at all unpleasurable, mind you—don’t get me wrong! But I was able to carry on a conversation with him easily while he fucked me, which neither of us seemed to mind. I liked hearing his moans and grunts in between the things he said, knowing that he was enjoying my pussy. I imagined that this was part of his day he really looked forward to—taking his pleasure in my wet pussy, doing things to me that his wife would never let him do.

“Your holes look awfully swollen. Are you sure you’re doing okay, Jennifer?” Frank asked, a note of concern in his voice as he spread my ass cheeks and teased my asshole. I moaned, closing my eyes and whimpering at the delicate touch. It was such a paradox, I thought, how a soft, delicate, teasing touch could somehow feel more significant and pleasurable than a demanding, unrelenting touch—than fierce, deep penetration. The way he teased my asshole, unpracticed and crude as it was, made my little hole flex and twitch and I found myself wanting him to go inside there too…

“I’m doing fine,” I mooed. “Yesterday was a little rough, but I came my brains out, so I can’t really complain, can I?”

“I guess you can’t,” Frank said with a laugh. I moaned happily as he finally pushed a finger into my butt, letting my muscles squeeze his finger automatically, instinctually as he pumped into me. “You sure do seem happy to have my finger inside of you back here!”

“Your wife doesn’t let you put it in her butt, does she?” I asked, glancing over my should. I mooed sadly at the thought.

“Well, I don’t blame her. I wouldn’t want a dick in my butthole either,” Frank said with a laugh.

“Well, I want one in mine. You can put yours in mine whenever you want, Frank!” I declared with a happy moo as Frank moaned and grunted, pumping harder into me. He pressed another finger into my swollen ass and I let out a soft howl of undisguised pleasure.

“Well, that’s awful sweet of you, Jennifer, but I sure wouldn’t want to hurt you if you’ve been taking it too hard back there… I don’t want to cause any, uh, whaddya call it, irreparable damage…”

“The medication Dr. Crown gives me makes my tissues tougher, and helps them heal faster—I can take whatever you give me, Frank!” I mooed. In fact, I wasn’t really sure if that was true. I wasn’t sure that I could take ANYTHING he threw my way—I figured, though, that I could probably take Frank’s average sized cock in my poor little butt after having it subjected to the big fat ones the day before.

But first, he was enjoying my pussy. Pounding harder and harder into it, his hips slapping into my butt and bouncing back as he grunted.

“You’ve got an awfully nice ass, Jennifer,” he cooed gently. He gave it an affectionate slap. I mooed happily, wiggling it. His fingers were still in my ass and I tightened my muscles around them, holding as tightly as I could. I had this vague idea that if I didn’t exercise them after getting fucked in the ass, I’d lose my tightness back there.

“You can play with it all you want,” I mooed as Frank pounded himself harder and harder into me. I threw my head back and mooed happily, greedily as he pounded me, feeling myself getting closer and closer to a delicious orgasm. The feeling of Frank’s thick fingers in my asshole along with his cock sliding in and out of my dripping pussy was quickly bringing me to the edge and soon, I was panting, moaning and mooing, and with a happy shriek, began to shudder with my orgasm.

The spasming of my muscles around his cock seemed to bring Frank to the edge of his own orgasm and then with a happy sigh, he thrust once more into me, groaning, and released himself, his cock sputtering and spurting inside of me, pouring his hot seed deep into my womb. He came so much, I found myself grinning happily. That meant that he hadn’t been getting it on with the other hucows—he’d been saving it up for me today! He wasn’t on the medication that the bulls were on, which gave them extra cum and extra big loads, I knew. If he wanted to cum a lot in a hucow, that meant that he needed to abstain from fucking the others.

“Did you save all that cum just for me, Frank?” I moaned as he slid out. I flopped on my back, and spread my legs, showing off the creampie between my thighs: my wet, pink folds were dripping with his cum and Frank grinned sheepishly, scratching his head.

“I guess… I guess I did… Knowing you were new and all, I wanted to get in here and have a bit more of you before the bulls stretched you out… You were so sweet the other day, after all.”

“Aw, Frank!” I moo-moaned happily, reaching down to my dripping pussy to play with the sticky, slimy cum. I scooped up what was dripping out of me and, cupping my hand, lapped at it eagerly, swallowing it all.

“All gone, see?” I said, sticking my tongue out cutely.

This little display of mine was clearly getting Frank nice and hard again, but he had a job to do.

“Now, Jennifer, c’mere,” he said, beckoning me towards him. He took one of my udders in his hands, and began to measure it, noting how my tits had grown just from the other day, noting the size and texture and swelling of my nipples. “On a scale of one to ten, how sensitive are your nipples now?”

I bit my lip when he touched one, and then twisted it.

“Maybe… an eight out of ten?”

I gasped when he twisted a bit harder.

“Close to a ten out of ten, Frank!” I moaned. He repeated the experiment with the other nipple, and now that I knew what to expect, I could swear that my other nipple was even more sensitive, waiting for the pain and pleasure of being prodded, stroked, and twisted.

“Feels good, huh?” he said with an easy grin as I thrust my chest forward while he massaged my udders. Milk leaked out of me, all over his hands, and he lowered his face to slurp it up, lapping at it while I gasped and moaned. I loved having my nipples sucked—I always had—but now I loved it even more, and I loved especially the achy relief that came with having my milk suckled away. I stroked Frank’s hair as he suckled my udders, pressing my sweaty, achy body to him, inviting him to do whatever he wanted with me.

“It feels so good,” I mooed. “I want you inside of me again. I’ll do anything—drink my milk, and fill my butt, Frank, please…”

“Well, I can’t really resist that request…” Frank said with a sheepish grin. He was hard again and this time, he laid me on my back, placing my legs on his shoulders and spreading my ass as he leaned into me. I’d seen this position called the mating press online, with the idea being that it would drive the semen directly into the womb when ejaculation occurred. Of course, when it was the asshole being penetrated, it didn’t really work that way…

Frank pressed his cock against my sore ass and I winced as his shaft chafed on the way in. It hurt bad, but I didn’t want to disappoint him, and I pressed my hips up to him as he penetrated me. He must have interpreted my wincing as pleasure because he forced his hips hard into me and I cried out, mooing pathetically as he buried his cock inside my asshole.

“That’s good and tight,” he grunted as my muscles struggled to keep him out. I tried to relax but I couldn’t quite—oh well! At least it made it more fun for Frank. The pain and pleasure of being stretched overwhelmed me and I let out a sob, gasping as Frank began to thrust eagerly and sloppily into my ass while suckling my nipples. At least the cum dripping out of my pussy offered some lubrication and soon, I was on the verge of cumming, just from having my nipples sucked and my ass pounded.

“Harder!” I squealed in moos. “Harder, Frank! Do everything to me that your wife won’t let you do!”

With that, Frank bit down hard on one of my sore nipples, causing a spray of milk to spurt into his mouth as I squealed. I began to cum hard from the pain and pleasure and the spasming of my hole pushed him over the edge, and soon, I felt his cum pouring into my sore, well-used asshole.

“Well, gosh, you’ve gotten awful good at taking it up the butt, haven’t you?” Frank declared with obvious approval as he put his dripping cock away moments after sliding out of my poor, loosened asshole. “The bulls love that, I bet.”

“Not as much as I love it,” I said with a tired wink.

If you liked this kinky tale, make sure you follow Melanie Sparxx on Amazon to keep up with all my new releases! And please rate and review—it really helps out indie authors like me!
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