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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; how I was finally bred hard by a bull in Part Three and Four; and how I helped Teddy train to become a bull in Part Five, and how Dr. Crowne examined me to make sure I was ready to help with the interview in Part Six; 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


The day had finally arrived, and oh boy, was I excited!

Today was going to be a special day, a day when I proved to myself, and to everyone on the farm what a good hucow I could be. Today, I was going to be one of the few hucows selected to be bred by the applicants who wanted to become bulls on the farm!

I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t at least a little bit nervous, but more than anything else, I was excited. I’d been on the farm for a few weeks now, and I’d grown quickly. My body had adapted well to the chemicals and hormones and medications I received daily, and I liked to think that my sexual prowess had kept pace with the changes in my body.

More than that, though, I found the inner strength to take whatever I was given—I could be bred by anyone, at any time, and I would enjoy it. I found such a twisted, delicious pleasure in being a hucow slut, it was unlike anything I could possibly describe. Thinking about my journey, from a jilted fiancée to a productive, milk-filled, creamy hucow slut on the farm, made me more proud than anything in my life ever had.

What’s more, I was proud of myself for doing this to help Teddy. I hoped I would be one of the hucows whom he got to breed, and if he was, I’d do everything I could to help him. I didn’t exactly know what the candidate bulls were going to be graded on, but I figured the most I could do for him or for anyone was to be enthusiastic and eager—and I certainly was.

I’d never been much of a promiscuous girl. I’d only been with a few men before coming to the farm, including my ex-fiancé, and now, I’d done a complete three-sixty. But it felt good. It felt… really, really good.

So good, in fact, that the night before the interview and exam, I found myself curled up in a ball in my pen, teasing my swollen pussy lips and tweaking and twisting my nipples. Milk drizzled out of my sore nipples as I touched myself, but I just couldn’t stop—I was too excited, and far, far too aroused to sleep!

I imagined Teddy on top of me, as he’d been so many times before, his handsome face contorted with ecstasy as he filled me with his thick seed. I imagined his cock impregnating me, breeding me for real—putting a baby in me, and then, showing off my plump belly proudly as I continued to take breedings, as my milk became thicker and more delicious, just as Dr. Crowne promised it would.

My pussy all but gaped around my fingers as I plunged them inside, working myself closer and closer to the sweet nirvana of orgasm. I couldn’t believe how far I’d come, and what I was about to do. Dr. Crowne had intimated that the event would be documented, and that there would even be press there: not only was I going to be bred by a cadre of young bulls, but it was going to be shown on TV. It was almost like… pornography.

But it was also my work. And it was so much more, and so much more fulfilling, because I knew it was all in the service of making my milk available to more people. Soon, Dr. Crowne promised, my milk would be in stores, and it might even be nice enough for it to be sold under the Single Source label—bottles of my milk, and my milk alone, being sold in stores for the true connoisseurs.

The thought of being praised for the quality of my milk, for the pleasure I provided with my breeding, for being a good girl and a good hucow—it brought me closer and closer to orgasm. I gripped my udders hard, mooing in delight. I heard some of the other girls playing with themselves at night, but none did so as much as I tended to do. They were all tired out by the constant breeding, but me, I just found it invigorating—I found myself aching to do more and more of it. Being bred all day long only got me worked up to be bred again in the morning—and then what was I supposed to do with myself until the sun rose and I could service demanding bull cock again?!

I mooed softly and pathetically, twisting my milky, creamy nipples and arching my back, thrusting my hips forward as though taking an invisible cock, feeling it plough deep inside of me, exploring my insides and conquering me as so many cocks had conquered me so many times before. The people who knew me in my old life never would have recognized me now. I gasped as I felt my orgasm approach, and I let out a desperate moo of pleasure as the waves of bliss washed over me. My pussy squirted a thin stream of girl juice as my nipples spurted milk, a symphony of fluid and mess that covered me as I lay panting and spent on the hay of my pen, staring up at the barn ceiling.

Soon, I heard moans and moos from the other pens. Only one or two at first, and then more and more. I had awoken the other girls, and my arousal had caught on: they were all touching themselves now!

I bit my lip in pride, as my fingers found my sore pussy once more. I began to imagine the cameras in my face as I gagged on bull cock, the way I would be interviewed by reporters as I sucked cock after cock, as my holes were filled with dripping loads of seed. It would be pure ecstasy.

I wondered if my fiance would see. I hoped he would—I hoped he’d see how much fun I was having without him. I hoped he’d see Teddy holding me tight, plunging his huge cock into my ass, a place I’d only let my ex fuck a few times, and see me squealing in pure enjoyment. The thought of this perfect, delicious, erotic vengeance drove me wild and I shuddered in joy as I found myself approaching another orgasm.

From the sounds of the pens around me, the other girls were cumming too. I wanted to cry out to them, summoning my hucow sisters to join me in our climax, to cum with me together and celebrate our depravity and our pleasure. But I couldn’t find the words, couldn’t even make myself moo coherently, and simply gave myself over to my pleasure, bursting with pride and pure hedonism.

Once I’d had dreams. Once, I’d wanted to have a career, to have a life. To call myself a careerwoman and make a difference in the world. Now, I had all those things, but they simply looked different from what I’d imagined. Instead of wearing a suit and going to an office every day, instead of pouring over boring excel spreadsheets and fending off creepy overtures from Gary in accounting, or instead of becoming a therapist and listening to my patients unload their deepest, darkest traumas, I got to glory in my own pleasure, to live for my own pleasure, to take enjoyment not only in being pleasured unendingly but in being hurt as well. How many girls could say that was their career? How many girls could say they got to do something they actually enjoyed—getting fucked nonstop by handsome men bearing cocks large enough to be categorized as deadly weapons—and coincidentally also managed to produce a useful product in the form of delicious, healthy, nourishing milk?

Almost none. But I got to do that, and I was proud. And now, I was cumming with pride, my second orgasm of the night and likely not the last, as I shuddered and shook in my pen, cumming along with my other sisters, all of us excited for the coming morning, and the promises of pleasure and depravity it brought with it. Life as a hucow meant a constant cycle of being pleasured, pleasuring, and being useful, and there was no life I’d rather have. None.


Chapter 2


I awoke with a start when my pen door was opened. Dr. Crowne was there, smiling his big smile at me, bearing a clipboard.

“Right, Jennifer, come with me—it’s time for the interview—time to show everyone what you’re made of!”

I nodded groggily. I’d definitely stayed up too late masturbating… But I regretted nothing! Nothing, I tell you!

I followed Dr. Crowne on my hands and knees out of the pen and out of the barn, into the sunlight. He’d collected five other hucows, and some of them munched on the grass, while others played with their genitals or nipples absentmindedly. Marissa, my mentor, was among them, and we shared a grin.

“Right, ladies,” Dr. Crowne continued. “The bulls are waiting!”

We followed him across the farm, falling into step behind him, and soon us girls were chatting amongst ourselves.

“Have you seen any of the applicants yet?” one of the other hucows asked me excitedly.

“I know Teddy is going to take the exam,” I answered without thinking.

The other girl’s eyes widened.

“He never told me that! He doesn’t breed me very often. He says he’s pretty tired by the time he gets to me…”

I smirked. Her pen was after mine in the rotation, after all. Teddy didn’t seem to have much stamina left after I was done with him.

“Marissa,” I mooed softly, sidling up to my friend. “Have you done this before?”

“Of course!” she said cheerfully. “It’s a whole lot of fun. Just pace yourself, and let the bulls take the lead. Remember, they’re the ones being graded, not you. You’re just—well, a tool for them to demonstrate on. Think about it that way.”

I nodded. I had to keep that in mind. No matter how nervous I was becoming—I felt a pit of anxiety developing deep in my tummy—I had to remember that I’d already been deemed capable of participating in the process. It was the bulls who were being tested now, not me.

Together, we made our way to a fancy, old-school looking red wooden barn. I’d heard of this place but I’d never seen it in person. You see, our barns, the ones that the hucows live in, are very high tech, and they have all sorts of machines and doo-hickeys—nothing like you’d see on an old-timesy Norman Rockwell kind of farm. But that’s not what people imagined when they thought of a farm, and especially a dairy farm.

So, Dr. Crowne had this barn built, designed to look like your great-grandfather’s, painted red, filled with hay, and no electricity. It looked like the interior of a Mumford and Sons music video from 2011!

And it was full of people.

Most of them definitely NOT bulls.

There were people in suits and ties, milling around, sipping cocktails and enjoying little slices of cheese on crackers. The cheese, I realized, was invariably made from our milk and the cocktails seemed to all be milky too—white Russians, if I had to guess. Dr. Crowne was always eager to show off the farm’s products and how versatile our milk was.

“We’ve got press here,” Dr. Crowne told us, glancing over his shoulder. “And several investors, plus some potential investors, so I don’t think I need to tell you girls to be polite to everyone you meet. If someone wants to breed you or touch you who isn’t a bull, you let them.”

A thrill of pleasure went through me as I mooed in agreement. The idea of being fondled by anyone, not just the bulls, turned me on even more. I couldn’t quite explain it—the bulls, I guess, were a known quantity in a way, but some rando? That was dangerous and exciting. I could feel my wetness coating my thighs as we approached the barn.

But then, Dr. Crowne had us go around the back. There, we lined up, and a dairy worker I didn’t recognize hosed us down, cleaning us off—many of us still had residual semen from yesterday’s breedings, and those of us, like me, who’d been too turned on to sleep had the creamy residue of our own fluids dripping from our holes. All of that was washed away, and soon, we were practically sparkling clean.

“Now, girls, we make our entrance!” Dr. Crowne announced, and we followed him back around the barn, and into the spotlight.


Chapter 3


A cacophony of camera flashes greeted me. I did my best to smile from all fours, where I crawled behind Marissa. From here, I had a great view of her butthole and pussy, and I knew in a few minutes, they’d both be stuffed full of demanding, voracious bull cock, just like my own would.

I felt myself blushing as the pictures continued. We marched past the assembled reporters and one knelt to grab my ass. I slowed down, allowing him to slide his fingers inside my butt cheeks, running down to my wet pussy and plunging inside me as I mooed softly.

When he drew his fingers away, another reporter reached for me, touching my tits, which I offered eagerly, just as I had been instructed. As he groped and squeezed them, grinning lewdly—I’m sure this was the best assignment he’d ever received—I saw around me that the other girls had also been waylaid by reporters and investors.

The groping went on for several minutes, and I lost count of how many fingers I ended up having inside of me, or how many times my nipples were suckled, but soon, I realized Dr. Crowne was getting impatient. He made his way to the head of the barn, seized a microphone from its stand, and cleared his throat.

“We’ll be getting on with the testing, so would the hucows please proceed to testing apparatus. I assure our guests, there will be plenty of opportunities to get to know our hucows after the test. We’ll get them cleaned up, and they’ll be ready to mingle and show off their skills—you’ll be even more eager to try them once you’ve seen what they can do.”

I blushed at the thought as I drifted away from the groping hands, towards the suspension devices I knew we’d be strapped into. The thought of being used further after the test made me nervous, but also excited—they were going to see me at my exhausted worst, weren’t they? But maybe they’d like that. Maybe seeing me and the other girls get used up, fucked, tortured, and broken would drive them crazy and then they’d want to taste what was left…

I shuddered with joy at the thought as I allowed myself to be strapped into the harness and lifted three feet off the ground. The apparatus spread my legs as I was suspended and let my udders hang free and loose. Milk continued to drip slowly from my nipples as it did from the other girls’ teats. We certainly made an incredible sight to see!

“Is the harness uncomfortable?” a reporter called out.

Marissa answered, effortlessly reverting to human speech.

“No, it’s actually quite comfortable. I wish I could sleep in one of these. Maybe you’d like to try it after the test?”

Chuckles arose from the reporters.

She wasn’t lying, though. The apparatus didn’t seem like it should be comfortable, but it was. Dr. Crowne had talked at length about how many prototypes he’d gone through to find a model that didn’t place any significant stress on any part of the hucow, but kept her orifices free for easy, efficient breeding. I could only imagine how much hell he’d put his engineers through, but the end result was a suspension device that almost felt like floating on air. The tension was managed so perfectly that except for the firm, gentle embrace of the straps on my knees and waist and shoulders, as well as the chin rest that seemed to know exactly where I wanted to hold my head, and when I wanted to let it rest, I didn’t feel anything.

“Do any of you regret your decisions to become hucows? Do you think hucows are demeaning to women?” one of the reporters called out.

I wanted to make my voice heard. I cleared my throat, forcing myself to remember how to form English words.

“When I became a hucow, I’d lost everything—I came home to find my fiancé cheating on me on Valentine’s Day, if you can believe it.” A murmur of sympathy went up from the crowd. “I needed a new life, a new path to give my existence meaning, and the farm has given me that. As a hucow, I’m celebrating my body and my sexuality, and giving the world a special, creamy gift that only my body can give. I feel happier and more fulfilled than I ever have in my life.”

The crowd fell into a reverent silence, listening to me. Then, I smiled, and added:

“Also, my sex life has improved dramatically!”

Laughter greeted my conclusion and Marissa grinned at me proudly. I saw Dr. Crowne give me the thumbs-up as well.

Now, he took up the microphone once more, cleared his throat, and spoke:

“Ladies, gentlemen, hucows, now let us meet the applicants to become full-fledged breeding bulls. The position of bull is an arduous one—he is both scientist and lover, farmer and factory worker. It requires tenderness and stamina, empathy and determination. It requires a detailed understanding of female anatomy and hormones, and a true love for the work. That said, I believe that all the gentlemen we’re going to see today have what it takes to become bulls—but we’ll see for ourselves.”

With that, the men began to troop in.


Chapter 4


They were all young, about Teddy’s age—in college, perhaps, or just graduated. There were twelve of them, and I quickly did the math—that meant that two of them would be breeding each of us at any given time, assuming they didn’t stop moving.

They were, all of them, devastatingly handsome and roguishly muscular. You could tell that these boys never skipped leg day—or any other day at the gym. Teddy was among their number as they marched out and I grinned at him, and he winked back at me. At least, I think it was just to me.

Did I mention that they were all naked, and all had raging hard-ons? If I had to guess, their cocks ranged in size from about eight inches to nearly twelve inches, but it wasn’t like I had a ruler out and ready to measure.

Each cock, though, was massively girthy, which was both what I liked and also what could make the test even more challenging. The girth, I knew, and the stretching, was what really wore on me after extended breedings. I bit my lip in arousal and anticipation at the thought. I swear, I must have been salivating.

“Now, gentleman,” Dr. Crown continued once they’d all lined up. “Please introduce yourselves…”

He went through, holding the microphone up to each potential bull, and each one gave his name, age, and hometown. I won’t bore you with all the details, but I swear that this exercise was designed just to keep us girls in suspense and get us even more horned up—I mean, we were just gazing at this hard cocks, attached to chiseled abs and beautiful bodies, and we had to wait before we could be bred?

Unfair.

Finally, the introductions ended, and Dr. Crowne explained how the test would go.

“The test will last two-hours, and each bull will be expected to achieve orgasm and deposit a load of semen inside each hucow at least twice. Additional points will be awarded for affect and tenderness with the hucows. At the end, each hucow will nominate her favorite two, and additional points will be added for that as well.”

With that, the festivities began. I closed my eyes, grinning with delirious delight as I felt one of the beasts approach me and seize me by the hips.


Chapter 5


I let out a loud moo of pleasure as the first cock slid inside of me. That glorious, glorious feeling. I was dripping wet already, of course, as I had been since arriving. The anticipation had been driving me crazy, had been turning my insides to wet mush, and now, a young bull cock was driving into me.

“I’m Stephen,” the wannabe-bull grunted in my ear as he leaned into me. The shaft drove deep into my wet, dripping center and I shuddered in pleasure, trembling helplessly in my harness as he began to thrust into me.

“Jennifer,” I whimpered, half-mooing, half using real human language. He grunted in appreciation and reached for my hair, pulling my head back. My mouth dropped open in a moan as I saw a cock bouncing in front of my face. I glanced up to get a look at its own, a tall, grinning blonde who looked like a surfer and had a cock at least as long as his surfboard. It throbbed deliciously before my eyes, with a droplet of precum beading on the tip of it and I felt myself salivate as he pressed it against my lips.

“That’s it,” he groaned, as the cock slid into my mouth. I closed my eyes and let it glide down my throat. Hucows don’t have gag reflexes, or at least, we shouldn’t. The hormones and medications we take are supposed to do away with vestigial reflexes like that, and in my case, the treatment had been successful. I was able to take the cock deep into my mouth, into my throat, burying my nose in his pubic hair as he fucked my face.

Now, I was being held between two bulls, bounced back and forth in the harness. It felt incredible. It felt like I was a piece of meat, being competed for by a pack of hungry wolves, and that made me feel wanted. It made me feel beautiful. It made me feel sexy.

And the crowd, watching us? Oohs and ahhs. Cheers as us girls took our first cocks. The bulls were clearly amped up and excited to use us, and we were excited to be used. It would be two hours of non-stop breeding, and all I had to do was hang there and take it.

I shuddered and squealed onto the cock exploring the depths of my throat as it slammed into me.

“Wow, I’ve never experienced a blowjob like this before…” the surfer dude fucking my mouth murmured. “You’re really something else.”

“Her name is Jennifer,” the bull in my pussy grunted to his compatriot.

“Jennifer, I’m Chase.”

I couldn’t say anything to him, of course, couldn’t introduce myself or say “nice to meet you,” and so I tickled the underside of his cock shaft in my mouth the best I could, by way of a kind of wave. He seemed to understand and grinned. He patted my head affectionately, and thrust into my mouth as though it were a pussy.

In this position, the cock barely caught against the back of my throat. It was truly a perfect apparatus for holding us hucows to be bred. As they bred me, I found myself being bounced back and forth between them: a thrust into my pussy drove me onto the cock in my mouth, while a thrust into my mouth bounced me back onto the cock in my pussy.

I wondered if this were a specific technique, something the bulls were using to maintain their stamina and preserve their endurance? Or maybe they just hadn’t really thought it out that far in advance and it just happened this way.

Of to the side, I saw Teddy face-fucking Marissa, and I felt a flush of jealousy. On the one hand, I appreciated that he had good taste, but I wished he’d come to me first, come to me to get a piece of my pussy or mouth or ass first. But no matter—I’d have him before the end of the test, as I’d have all the bulls.

“Fuck, she’s so good,” Stephen, in my pussy, grunted. I had barely gotten a look at him—I knew he had dark hair, and a beard, and he was built like a pro-wrestler, in a way I kind of liked, where he looked like he could pick me up and toss me across the room if he wanted. But in contrast to his appearance, he gripped me firmly but gently, careful not to bruise my delicate skin, even though it had been bruised repeatedly in the course of breeding before, and no doubt would be again in the future. His cock was thick and long, and I winced as it pounded deep into me, far deeper than it really should have, but I’d come to embrace that pain as well.

It only meant that the breeding would be more effective, that I would draw on more and more of the delicious, productive hormones the bulls offered.

Now, inside the barn, it was a chorus of squishing sounds, matched with the moans and grunts of the bulls, and the mostly muffled gasps and moos of us hucows. Everyone’s mouth was full, it seemed, and everyone had a bull behind her, either in her pussy or asshole, and that was just the way it was. It was like a game of musical chairs, but with enough seats for everyone.

Soon, I felt the tell-tale quickening of Stephen’s thrusts into my pussy, as he grunted happily. I could tell he was going to finish soon, and I tried, as best I could, to tighten my muscles around him, milking his cock as he reached for my hanging udders to grip them tight, all as he forced himself into me harder and harder, reaching the edge of his ecstasy.

“Fuck, Jennifer, you’re incredible,” he growled in my ear, leaning over me and tugging on my earlobe with his teeth as he started to cum. My body reacted immediately: I felt my hole tremble and twitch with desperation as he drove into me, continuing to milk him as his cock spasmed inside of me. I closed my eyes, savoring, even with the cock in my mouth, the feeling of cum flooding my tight pussy. He’d torn me open, stretched me wide, practically gaping my pussy with a quick, rough fuck and now, he was filling my womb with his seed.

And, it was slowly starting to dawn on me, he’d done all of this in front of an audience. A few dozen people, watching my body, already perverted by drugs and medications, become further defiled as I was skewered like a piece of meat over a campfire.

I loved it. And I wanted more.

By the time Stephen had finished cumming inside of me, the cock in my mouth began to twitch and shudder. I clamped my lips down, milking him as he began to cum: thick, gloopy dollops of seed filled my mouth, depositing themselves directly down my throat and into my stomach. I barely had a chance to taste him as he came, but that was okay—I knew I’d be getting plenty of cum before the day was over.


Chapter 6


Just as I finished swallowing the cum in my throat, another young bull seized my hips from behind. He was rougher, which I didn’t mind, not one bit, and I found I loved the way he dug his fingers into my ass, gripping it hard and molding it to his hands as he examined me. He spread my cheeks apart, taking a good, long look at my messy pussy and my twitching asshole.

He was handsome, as they all were, with dark skin and close-cropped hair and a beard. He had some exotic tattoos covering his muscular torso and I would have liked the chance to get up close and personal and ask him about them, but it seemed like that would have to wait.

“I’m Derrick,” he grunted, his voice betraying a hint of an accent. I glanced over my shoulder to see his cock, a huge tool that had to be nearly a foot long. I couldn’t believe he could get hard without passing out from blood loss with that thing!

Dr. Crowne walked by, passing around a tube of personal lubricant, and I was thankful for this. Derrick squirted a dollop onto his hand, and rubbed it against my asshole. I sighed in delight at the familiar pleasure of having my butt teased and stretched. I’d never been such a butt slut before in my life, but now, I found the allure and the submission inherent in the act absolutely irresistible.

I prepared myself mentally for the pain of taking Derrick’s huge cock. It would stretch me, I knew, and it would hurt, but it would also be pleasurable, I kept reminding myself. I felt Derrick’s powerful hands guiding me onto the tip of his cock, and then I felt his fat cock head spreading my ass cheeks apart.

I realized a camera was watching us intently, with a gaggle of reporters gaping slack-jawed. I managed a weak smile as they watched the cock, so big it should be considered a human right’s violation, press against my asshole.

For several moments, nothing happened. I took a few deep breaths, trying to relax myself. This wasn’t unusual, I knew, with big cocks, but I wanted to put in a good showing for the cameras. I didn’t want the cameras to capture me not being able to take the cock, after all.

Derrick seemed to understand too.

“Take a deep breath, baby girl,” he growled, but his grip became surprisingly gentle, even as he thrust hard into me. I let out a moaning scream as his cock tore me open. It stretched me, ripping me open and I shrieked. I gasped, whimpering pathetically as the cock tore me open wide. It drove into my bowels hard, and I arched my back, feeling it skewer me. It was unlike any ass fucking I’d ever taken, and it was perfect.

The reporters let out a gasp of approval and I weakly gave them a thumbs up. That earned me a small round of applause as Derrick threw his hips into me, harder and harder. I squealed and shuddered, taking it as well as I could, finding the pleasure in it where I could. My legs and arms flopped freely in the air as he bred my ass, and I must have looked like a demented marionette there, dancing nakedly and lewdly for all to see her.

Then, another cock appeared before me. Through my moos and moans, I raised my gaze to see who it was.

Teddy!

“You seem to be having fun,” he said with a grin as he guided my gasping, moaning mouth to his cock. I nodded eagerly as I took the familiar dick into my mouth, savoring his taste. I could tell he’d already been inside another girl, but I didn’t care—didn’t care that I was tasting the fluids of another hucow, possibly Marissa herself, on my Teddy’s cock. I was too much enraptured with the perfect dick in my mouth, feeling it slide down my throat as Teddy fell into a steady rhythm along with Derrick.

They even high-fived—how cute!

The pounding continued unabated, and my ass, slowly, got used to the punishment. It was more than I’d taken before, but I wasn’t completely unprepared for it—after all, I’d been subjected to repeated anal breedings in the past. My pussy was leaking freely as Derrick fucked my ass, driving his long tool in and out easily now, as my hole gripped him weakly. I knew he’d have to cum soon to keep his time down, so I tried to grip his cock with my tired muscles as best I could.

A photographer knelt below me to take close up pictures of my massive udders, hanging down and swinging in the air as I was bred, and then of the cum dripping out of my swollen pussy. In my previous life, I would have been impossibly embarrassed, but now, I wanted to grin with pride at the good pictures I knew the scene would make.

Of course, I couldn’t grin because my mouth was full of cock, but you know.

Soon, I felt Derrick’s cock stiffen in my ass and he groaned, leaning over me and gripping my tits and belly hard as the ecstasy of orgasm found him and he spilled his hot seed into my rectum. I let out a soft gasp of delight onto Teddy’s cock as it glided in and out of my mouth and then the photographer, who’d been below me, quickly darted to the back to catch pictures of Derrick’s thick shaft as it slid out of my gaped hole.

I could only imagine the lewd image it made, could only imagine what the pictures would be used for—perhaps a members-only site for those especially interested in hucow breeding online, which would create another stream of revenue for the farm? Or perhaps they’d be used in brochures and promotional materials, showing off what the hucows on the farm are capable of, and how much fun you can have with us?

Or maybe all of the above, and more to boot.

Derrick gave my ass an affectionate slap and I felt my aching cheeks wiggle as the slap reverberated into my destroyed hole. He moved on, and soon, another bull was behind me.


Chapter 7


This was my third bull, and he was relatively short, standing maybe just under six feet tall, but made up for it with a cock almost as large as Derrick’s. He looked like he could have been an ironic hipster, the kind of guy I would have gone for in my previous life, with his mustache and smug grin, except for his built physique: valleys and hills of muscle landscaped his body, and I wanted to be the river that flowed through them—whatever that meant, I was drunk I cock.

Teddy’s shaft in my mouth twitched, telling me that it was nearly time, and he grabbed my hair, plunging hard down my throat as I very nearly gagged—but not quite. He thrust a few more times, and then began to cum not with his cock embedded deep in my throat, but letting it rest on my tongue, filling my mouth with his seed so I could taste it.

I loved this move—I loved tasting his salty, sour seed. Stream after stream filled my mouth and I swallowed as fast as I could, sucking him like a straw as I drained his balls.

“Thanks, Jennifer,” he said sweetly, and leaned down to kiss my forehead. “I’ll be back for the other side later.”

Soon, another cock was in front of my face and I was sucking voraciously. This one belonged to a guy who looked like he must have just climbed off his Harley-Davidson—a built biker type, who seemed to have just sloughed off his motorcycle club jacket for the occasion. He was the oldest of the potential bulls, and I wondered if that would act to his disadvantage.

Of course, as soon as I had his cock in my mouth, I knew that wasn’t the case. He was just as hard as Teddy and all the others, and I swallowed him happily, savoring the more mature taste and feel of his older cock, enjoying the scent of his pubic hair and the hungry, dominant grunts that escaped his lips as he pressed down on my head with both hands.

Around this time, Dr. Crowne began coming around with glasses. He knelt next to me and, while I was being fucked, gripped one of my tits, taking it firmly in his hand and milking, squeezing and tugging down. I mooed in relief onto the cock in my mouth.

The fact was, I hadn’t been properly milked yet that morning and so my udders were full and swollen, aching something awful. Milking can hurt a bit, if you’re not prepared for it, but mostly it feels wonderful—a powerful pleasure, combined with the relief of having the tension and pressure in my turgid udders diminished.

Dr. Crowne filled up the glass with my milk and passed it to a reporter. Then, he did so again and again—as I was being bred, I was feeding the assembled audience with my milk!

“As you can see,” he said, this time into a lapel microphone. “A good hucow produces an extraordinary amount of high-quality milk every day. Unlike bovine milk, this milk has all of the nutrients humans need, in the proportions best suited for human growth and flourishing. We like to joke that hucow milk is basically human growth hormone in a bottle. Or, in a hucow, if you will.” To illustrate his point, he gave one of my hanging, aching, swollen breasts a slap and I squealed onto the cock in my mouth. “Are you enjoying yourself, Jennifer?”

I nodded weakly, doing my best to breathe around the cock in my mouth as the fucking behind me pushed me onto it over and over. Dr. Crowne milked my other teat, filling up a few more glasses of milk as he continued to address the audience.

“Hucows dispense with the moral problems of factory farming. These girls consent to their breeding and milking. They love it, in fact—each girl will be happy to talk your ear off about how much fun she has on the farm.” He grinned down at me, and brushed a tear away from my cheek as the cock in my mouth continued to piston and pump in and out of my swollen, cum-slicked lips. “Well, maybe not right now, but during the social hour after the test, you’ll all be able to meet the girls up close and hear about their experiences.”

Of course, none of us were in a position to be testifying about our experiences right now. Now with bull cocks in our mouths.


Chapter 8


Dr. Crowne continued to milk me until everyone in the audience had a glass of my milk. I didn’t know what I did to deserve this honor, but I was proud that Dr. Crowne considered my milk good enough to distribute to everyone in the barn. And then, I became even prouder, grinning smugly internally because I couldn’t manage a grin with the cock in my mouth, when I heard the audible signs of appreciation from the crowd in attendance.

“It’s so creamy!” I heard someone remark.

“It’s so sweet! It’s almost like ice-cream. Is this really milk?”

“It’s almost like… vanilla and rose flavored? Did this really come out of that girl?”

“It’s so refreshing!”

“Yes, ladies and gentleman, that all came from our hucow Jennifer, right here!” Dr. Crowne said proudly, gesturing to me, skewered as I was between two huge cocks pillaging my mouth and pussy. “She’s the newest hucow on display today, but she’s made great strides since arriving at the farm. We’re extremely proud of her and all the progress she’s made. It’s evident from the quality of her milk that she’s a first-rate hucow now!”

I beamed, as well as I could while swallowing the cock in my mouth. Soon, another wave of orgasms claimed the bulls fucking me, and as my body absorbed their seed, as my throat gulped the load in my mouth down, they moved on.

I glanced over my shoulder, pleased to see that Teddy was behind me. He winked at me, and without applying anymore lubricant, he slid into my loose ass. I moaned softly, and then let out a loud moo of pleasure for the audience, which got me applause.

As Teddy sodomized me, another bull moved in front of my face, guiding my lips onto his cock. As this happened, a reporter raised a pen to ask a question.

“Yes?” Dr. Crowne responded.

“I noticed that the girls are all receiving, er, oral and anal breeding. Now, traditionally, on a farm, breeding is only performed vaginally. What’s the reason behind, ah, your new approach? Is it purely… hedonistic?”

There were some snickers from the other reporters and investors, and Dr. Crowne gave them a well-meaning smile.

“Certainly, pleasure is a part of it, both for our breeders and for our girls, but no, it is not purely hedonistic, as you say. We’ve found that the hucows respond best to the presence of hormones in male semen, and that they respond differently based on where their body encounters those hormones—whether the semen is placed in the womb, or into the small intestine via the rectum, or into the stomach via oral breeding. Our scientists are still parsing the different effects, but each method produces desirable and noticeable changes in milk quality, and in the ability of the hucows to produce large quantities of milk, so we make it a policy to rotate that orifices which receive breeding.”

The reporter nodded, accepting all of this.

“Excellent question,” Dr. Crowne added.

I barely followed all of this, though. I was too much in love with the feeling of Teddy in my ass. I tightened myself as much as I could for him and tried to fuck myself back onto his cock, even as the cock in my mouth pushed me back. As much as I wanted to spend more time with his fucking me, I knew he would have to finish quickly and move on to another girl, so I did everything I could to bring him to orgasm fast.

Finally, I felt him explode in my ass. My hole was going numb from all the rough fucking, but that was fine—that would make the rest of the test easier to get through.

“Thanks, Jennifer. My time’s great,” he said, giving my ass and then one of my boobs a squeeze before moving onto another girl.

The breeding continued, blurring into one long, uninterrupted orgy of pleasure and defilement. I couldn’t believe what I was doing in front of all these people, that all of it was being documented—every part of my anatomy, every part of my twisted, perverted, hormonally manipulated body was being committed to film and photograph, and would be distributed. I wondered if my family would see me, somehow!

I didn’t care. I loved what I was, and I loved the life I was leading. I wanted this, wanted to keep living like this, and I didn’t care if they judged me.

As the test continued, I felt all of my holes becoming more and more numb, but I didn’t let it slow me down. I did everything I could to keep the bulls happy, to help them finish quickly inside of me, even though I would have maybe enjoyed it if they could spend a little bit more time with me—if we could kiss and cuddle a little bit, and they could tell me more about what they liked about my body, if they could drink the milk from my nipples as they bred me and so on and so forth.

But there would be plenty of time for that later. That, after all, was normal during our regular breedings on the farm, so I knew I could expect plenty of deep, intimate breeding time with my favorite bulls.

I just hoped Teddy would make it. I just hoped he’d become a bull and he’d get to breed me even more often than he did now.

Somehow, I made it through the test and through all the breeding—finally, Dr. Crowne declared an end to the test, two hours in, as my mouth filled with cum one final time.

“Well done, to all of our bulls and hucows! We’ll be tallying the results, and we’re going to give the girls a little break before we make them available for all of you to get to know. We’ll announced the results during the social hour.”

I’d done it—I made it through the test and showed what a great hucow I was! Now, I had earned myself a short break—but only a break. I couldn’t wait to find out what would happen during the social hour, and, of course, which of the applicants would make it…
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