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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 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


After I accepted Dr. Crown’s offer of a job on the hucow farm as a Hucow Trainee, things began to move very fast. I signed a whole bunch of paper work, and then made preparations to transfer my lease over to my ex, and put most of my things in storage. I was advised that the hucow training program was intense, and I would have little time or energy to devote to anything else besides being a hucow.

I was also given medication to begin taking that would continue the process of transforming my body into a productive hucow. The hormone injections came in a neat little package the day after I accepted the job offer, and I began the process of giving myself injections five times a day, mostly into my nipples.

Did it hurt? Yes.

Was I super turned on by the whole process? Also yes.

I saw results almost immediately. My nipples were swollen and so were my breasts. They’d never been all that big, but they seemed to grow by the hour, and also grow more sensitive. My nipples especially. I’d always enjoyed having my nipples played with but now, as they seemed to grow angry and red, filling with milk and the need for ecstatic release, they became almost painful to the touch.

Around the house, I had to stop wearing a shirt and bra, and just let them hang free, because I found I couldn’t stand the feeling of fabric rubbing against them. What’s more, I was beginning to leak milk, first a little bit here and there in the hour or so after I gave myself the medication, and then more and more during the intervals in between. Soon, I was dripping basically constantly.

When this happened, I was advised, I was to start milking myself into jars the farm had provided. I found this process both erotic and humiliating: I was to film myself doing it on my phone and send the videos to Dr. Crown, so he could judge my milking technique, while a courier came to pick up the jars of my freshly produced milk.

“Um, hello!” I said, waving at the camera the first time I milked myself and made one of these videos. I was sitting at my kitchen counter with my shirt off, and I could have sworn my breasts were all but throbbing, begging to be touched and milked. “Um, as you can see, my udders are growing pretty quickly—” I gestured vaguely to my chest and managed a weak smile. God, I was blushing so hard and the blush extended down my chest to my newly massive tits. I would have killed for boobs like these in college and high school, and now I was a little embarrassed to be showing them off so shamelessly.

I took my left breast into my hand and positioned the swollen, oversized nipple over the jar labeled “L.” Easy enough, of course. I grunted as I began to squeeze—it hurt, the amount of pressure I needed to exert to get my milk flowing in earnest, and I gritted my teeth, letting out a soft gasp of pleasure and pain as my tugging finally paid off and my nipple began to not only leak but spurt a steady stream of milk.

“Oh my god,” I whimpered weakly, shuddering in pleasure and pain as my boob suddenly erupted in milk. “It feels good. It feels… It feels like how I’ve heard guys describe cumming. Like there’s a build up and then a release…”

Did I mention that I was supposed to narrate out loud how my body felt? I was assured that this was also part of the protocol, a qualitative assessment that would allow Dr. Crown to judge how well I was performing and if I needed any pointers. I appreciated his thoughtfulness and his thoroughness, but I did find it embarrassing, to say the least.

“Um, wow,” I whimpered as the jar filled to the brim. “That’s… that’s a lot of milk. I can’t believe all of that was inside of me.”

I was supposed to leave most of it for the courier to take away to the farm but I raised the jar to my lips and took a sip. I had been advised that I should taste my milk at regular intervals to judge how it was developing and progressing.

“It’s, um, kind of watery. I know that happens in the beginning. A little flat, maybe. Not too creamy, or buttery. Maybe a bit of a grassy, herbal flavor? I eat a lot of salads, so that might have something to do with it. I bought more dairy and oats to eat, though.” That helped the flavor, I was told, especially the dairy: I had a big ball of fresh mozzarella sitting in my fridge that I was excited to turn into a salad with some ripe tomatoes straight from the farmers market and some fragrant, bright green basil, plus a dollop of good olive oil and a spritz of nice balsamic vinegar. My stomach gurgled a bit at the thought of my feast coming up. “Don’t know if you heard that. It’s almost lunch time.”

Now, I moved onto the right breast. Looking at myself later on the video, I determined that my right tit was actually a bit larger than my left. I was kind of fascinated by this. I had often suspected it of being the case, but my boobs had never been large enough for me to really be able to tell. My lovers, all three of them in my whole life (besides Dr. Crown!), hadn’t been able to see a difference and weren’t particularly interested in measuring and comparing them. Men, I’d wagered, weren’t as bothered by a size difference as girls were.

“Okay,” I said as I gripped my right tit and began to milk. I started at the base, and used firm, tugging motions, massaging the milk out of the depths of my breast and into the jar. The milk came out in a heavy, unrelenting spurt and I had to admit I was impressed with myself. I couldn’t believe I’d made that much milk! The right seemed to be making creamy, thicker milk too—I wonder if that had something to do with it being larger than the left?

“My right breast’s milk tastes a bit creamier,” I confirmed my suspicion aloud as I lifted the full jar to my lips, leaving a milk mustache in its wake. “It’s a bit less watery too. I wonder if It’s because my right boob is a little bit bigger than my left? Can you see, Doctor?”

I set the glass down and thrust my chest forward, and then slowly turned from side to side. I was burning up with embarrassment, but part of me absolutely loved this, showing off my body, my breasts, for a man I couldn’t see. Knowing that he was measuring them and evaluating them.

Once that part of the process was complete, I sealed up the jars. But the daily process of measuring and preparation wasn’t over—not by a long shot.


Chapter 2


This was the part of I was more nervous about, but also even more excited about. I’d received from the farm a series of large dildos, toys to begin stretching myself to get my body ready for the regular breedings I was to experience.

The dildos ranged from a manageable five inches in length to a truly terrifying thirteen inches. I had instructions to insert them into my vagina and rectum daily and bring myself to orgasm while they were inserted.

Naturally, I didn’t want to put one of the larger ones in my butt to begin with, so I started with the relatively dainty five incher. It would have been a slightly below average cock on a man—maybe average-ish length, but it was mercifully a bit thinner than I would expect if I’d pulled a guy’s pants down during a one-night stand and found it sticking out in my face.

Not that I’d ever really done that. I simply wasn’t that kind of girl, which was why I needed all this extra preparation before I arrived on the farm. Marissa had warned me that the demands on my body would be extreme, and while it would be extraordinarily pleasurable and satisfying, I had to pace myself and make sure I was prepared to take everything, so that I didn’t burn out or hurt myself.

For now, with the camera still rolling, I applied lubricant to the smallest dildo and bent over, so that Dr. Crown on the other end could see what I was doing. I spread my ass open, so he could see the redness and pinkness of my insides. It was important, he said, that arousal be linked to milk production and breeding, and judging the coloration of my genitals and anus was an important quantitative metric for determining my arousal. Or so he said.

“So, um, here you see my butt and my… my pussy,” I mumbled, extraordinarily embarrassed by what I was about to do. “And here’s the toy… I’m going to put it in my butt, so wish me luck. I’ve never really done this before… I’ve only had anal sex once and it really didn’t go great…”

With that, I pressed the greased up toy against my ass. I felt my lips deform into a frowning grimace and I was glad I was turned around, away from the camera, so Dr. Crown couldn’t see how must trouble I was having. The toy just did not want to go in—every time I pressed with it, it slipped up or down. Sometimes, it slid into my pussy, and I gasped as the sudden and not unpleasant presence of a very slippery hunk of rubbery plastic dipping an inch or two inside of me, and sometimes it slipped up, right past my asshole.

Finally, with some deep breathing and pushing my hole out—this is what they advised doing in an instructional video Dr. Crown had emailed me which had tips for taking things in your butt, among other such fascinating topics—I was able to get the head inside.

“Ah…” I whimpered. “It’s in there now, I think. I’m gonna’ push it in…”

As I did, I felt it stretch me—there didn’t seem to be a stretch inside my ass, but only at the outer part, where my tight ring of muscle seemed determined to keep my hole from taking the toy inside.

At some point, though, my muscles relaxed just enough for the toy to ease its way in, up to the flared base. I clenched it tight with my muscles, weakened though they were, and stood, feeling the toy move inside me as I did. I moaned softly as I moved about, taking a seat at the kitchen counter once more, my mouth dropping open with a groan as gravity seemed to push the toy deeper inside of me.

“I know it’s not that big, Doctor, but it feels big,” I moaned. My hands flew to my breasts, comforting my aching nipples as I rocked back and forth on the toy. It was really starting to feel good, now that my muscles were warming up, and I imagined Dr. Crown being impressed with me, even though I doubted he would be. After all, here I was struggling with the smallest toy he’d sent me. How was I supposed to manage a larger toy, or even one of the bulls’ cocks? Marissa made them sound like they were nine feet long, and while I knew that wasn’t true, I wasn’t sure I’d be able to take them in my tight, inexperienced holes.

On the other hand, she’d assured me that she was a virgin when she first came to the farm and she’d done just fine, so I should be able to find my footing.

At least, I hoped I’d be able to.


Chapter 3


With the smallest toy safely secured inside my asshole, I selected a larger one for my pussy. I was absolutely dripping wet by this point, and I would have been even if I hadn’t been playing with my asshole or milking myself—just the idea of being watched really turned me on.

I knew that it was common for hucows to serve multiple men at once, and I’d need to get used to being watched while I worked—that was one of the most exciting aspects of the job for me! I couldn’t wait to show off my skills and show off what a good hucow I could be. At the same time, the idea of being observed, of those hungry eyes on my body, picking apart every detail, absolutely devouring me like I was a piece of meat at a butcher’s market… That both terrified me and excited me.

“Now, I’m going to put this one inside my pussy,” I announced, selecting a seven-and-a-half-inch long dildo. It was still larger than I was used to, but it didn’t seem so large that I couldn’t take it. I didn’t think it would split me in half—instead, I was expecting a pleasantly erotic stretch from it.

This toy slid in easily, and I let out a happy moan as it sailed past my dripping, glistening pussy lips and embedded itself deep inside my hole. I threw my head back and let out a loud, happy moan—I felt so full, so fucking full. I couldn’t believe it. I was absolutely full of toy cock, and soon, I’d be full of real cock. I’d be bred by real cocks.

“God, this feels good…” I whimpered, rocking my hips to move the toy in my ass while I began to tease myself with the toy in my pussy, sliding it out slowly, so slowly, till it was all the way out, and then slowly driving it back inside. It was making a loud squishing noise and I wondered if Dr. Crown could hear that on the video. I was sure he could. That alone made me want to cum for him right then and there.

“I’m so excited, sir,” I moaned. “I can’t wait to come to the farm and be a good hucow for you all. Look how big and full my udders are… I get stares whenever I go out now, because my nipples are so hard and swollen and they make my shirts get wet with milk whenever I’m walking around, just trying to go about my day… I can’t believe how my body is transforming…”

I moaned louder and louder, getting closer to my delicious climax as my body shuddered around the toys.

“It feels so good,” I whimpered. “Please—please—oh my god…”

And then, in a sudden spike of pleasure, my orgasm found me, hunted me down like a fawn in the forest, and I let out a squeal of pure delight, shaking and writhing as I came. I couldn’t believe what I’d just done, and the way my muscles squeezed around the toy in my ass only made it better.

“I hope that was sufficient for today, sir,” I murmured tiredly as I reached to turn off the phone. “Please enjoy the milk I made for you all today. I can’t wait to hear what you think of it. And I can’t wait to come to the farm. I’ll see you soon.”

I blew Dr. Crown, and by extension, everyone on the farm—Marissa and the other hucows, bulls, and workers I hadn’t met yet—a kiss. I couldn’t wait—I really couldn’t.


Chapter 4


And then, just like that, my preparation was complete, and the big day arrived.

I left my mostly-empty apartment in the hands of the company Dr. Crown had hired to finish moving me out and to take care of the paperwork, making sure all legal liability for the place rested with my ex and him alone. It felt good to be rid of that place, and to be starting out on my new life.

I was picked up by a truck outside my old apartment at six in the morning. I wore a simple outfit of sweatpants and a tank top. I knew I wouldn’t really need clothes in my new life and my new job, but I felt a strange apprehension at the idea of being on the street, naked, waiting for my ride.

The truck rolled up and two dairy workers climbed out—an older man, with a pot belly, and a handsome young man, who looked like he couldn’t be beyond college age. I blushed at he smiled at me, his eyes falling on my full breasts.

“You’re the new hucow for Dr. Crown, huh?” the pot-belied man said. “I’m Frank, and this is Teddy. It’s a pleasure, hun.”

I shook their hands.

“I’m, um, Jennifer,” I said, blushing. Was I really going to do this? Was I really going to climb into this truck with these men I’d only just met and drive off to do god knows what on a farm somewhere far away?

Yes. Yes, I was. I flipped off my old apartment and let the men lead me to the back of the truck.

“Now, hun, this is how we transport the hucows. Go ahead and climb up inside the truck.”

I did so, and instinctively threw out my hand to find Teddy’s, guiding me up into the back of the truck as my legs trembled with excitement and trepidation.

“It’ll be fine,” he said gently. “Lots of girls love being hucows.”

“Thanks,” I said, appreciative for the encouragement.

“Jennifer, you can go ahead and undress. It’s important you start looking the part of a hucow.”

I knew this was coming, but I didn’t realize it was coming so soon. I bit my lip and, standing in the back of the truck where no one on the street could see me, I pulled my tank top over my head, letting my full breasts tumble out. Frank let out a long, low whistle.

“Well, ain’t those beautiful. You’re growing a nice set of udders, Jennifer. The sweatpants too, and anything you got on underneath ‘em.”

I obeyed, stripping down my sweatpants and then the panties, and soon, I was naked before the men. I kicked off my sandals too and realized the floor of the truck bed was covered in hair. Rather than finding it dirty or primitive, I found it surprisingly comforting.

“That’s a good girl. Now, Teddy is going to get you strapped in for the ride.”

Teddy climbed up into the truck next to me.

“I’m going to have to, uh, get up close and personal with you,” he said, giving me a handsome, apologetic grin.

I blushed. He really was handsome, with curly dark brown hair and a boyish smile.

“You—you look like you’re barely out of high school. Are you sure you’re old enough to be doing this?” I asked, instinctively covering my breasts before him, even though he’d already seen my fully, swollen nipples.

“I graduated last year, and I’m a trainee dairy worker.”

“He wants to get transferred to the bulls, but he’s the best trainee I’ve ever had,” Frank called into the back of the truck. “But I don’t blame him for wanting to be a bull.”

“The bulls, um, do all the breeding,” I stated, eager to show off that I knew what they were talking about. “I can see why that would be a desirable job.”

“They don’t do all the breeding,” Teddy told me. “Any man on the farm can breed any hucow, whenever.”

I understood what he meant—that meant he could breed me.

“So… You could breed me, whenever you wanted?”

“Well, whenever I could get away from work.”

“Oh, just breed her already and get her strapped in!” Frank called. “I’ll leave you two in the back and we’re gonna’ get on the road. I wanna’ beat the traffic on the bridge if we can.”

Frank closed the doors to the back of the truck and suddenly, I was alone in the trailer with Teddy. He reached up to the ceiling and found a single lightbulb dangling down, which he turned on.

The truck gave a jerk as it started and I fell forward, into his arms. I moaned softly as my swollen breasts rubbed up against his denim shirt.

“Sorry—I don’t want to leak on you.”

“It’s all part of the job,” he said with a smile. “Let’s lay you down so we don’t trip all over ourselves. Frank can be a pretty wild driver.”

I allowed him to guide me to the hay-covered floor, biting my lip as I felt myself completely within his power. He was going to breed me—this, I knew—but I didn’t know where or how. I knew he had access to all of my holes, and while I certainly would have offered him my pussy first, I wouldn’t mind having this handsome young man inside any of my orifices.

“I’m going to taste you first,” he told me, taking one of my breasts into his strong hands. “You’ve got such big, gorgeous udders, I really want to see what kind of milk you’re making.”

“Of course, go ahead—oh…” my words turned into moans as he pressed his lips to my nipple. I groaned as his powerful fingers expertly tugged and milked me, and found myself, in contrast to how I’d hidden my chest before, thrusting it forward proudly, trying to give him more and more, feeling my milk erupt from my nipple and flood his eager mouth. “That feels so good…”

“You taste pretty good. It’s still pretty watery, though. It’ll get creamy the more you’re bred, fortunately. This will help.”

He reached into his pocket and produced a syringe. Even though I’d been injecting medication into my tender breasts several times a day, the sight of the syringe still made my insides turn soft and squishy.

I offered him my chest but instead, he started heading down along my body.

“It’s going down there?” I cried as he spread my legs.

“Unfortunately. Just take a deep breath, and it’ll be over in a second.”

I let out a moan as I felt his hands on my wet pussy. He teased me, playing with me, spreading open my hole.

“You’ve got such a nice pussy, Jennifer,” he told me and I moaned as I felt his fingers stroking my lips. “It’s so nice and pink. And wow—” He pressed a finger inside of me. “It’s tight! You’ve been doing your breeding prep with the toys Dr. Crown sent you, haven’t you?”

“I have,” I moaned. “But they’re so big—I could never get up to the biggest one…”

“It’ll take some time, still, I guess. I just hope the first few weeks aren’t too rough and painful for you.” I moaned pathetically, thrusting my hips forward into his palm as he teased me. He began to rub his palm against my clit, grinding it into my wet, sloppy flesh, and I barely noticed the quick little pinch as he drove the needle inside of me, into the walls of my pussy, and injected me with whatever was inside the syringe.

“All done,” he announced, but he didn’t take his hand away, thank god. He kept massaged my clit with his palm, and I felt myself getting close before too long. I realized now that this had been a ploy to distract me from the fact that I was getting a goddamned needle stuck into my pussy, and wow, it had worked. I was writhing beneath him, moaning, pathetic and needy.

I gasped as he put a hand on my chest, gripping one of my boobs as he milked me with one hand, milk leaking all over my swollen, tender skin as he kept up the pressure with his palm. There was something practiced and industrial about the way he was pleasuring me, as though it were something he’d learned from practical experience on the farm—and oh my god, I’d never had a man touch me this skillfully before.

In moments, I was close. And then to my surprise, instead of a human moan, I let out a long, plaintive moo of desire.

What was that, I tried to say, but my voice came out as a moo once more. Teddy just grinned.

“That’s what we’re looking for. The medication can make speech a bit difficult at first. We all can understand the hucows’ mooing pretty easily, so you don’t really need to talk like a human unless you’re interacting with outsiders, and you’ll get plenty of training before that, so there’s no need to try and talk normally right now. Just let it happen.”

Somehow, this disturbed me far more than the other aspects so far had—I was losing my ability to speak? What was this, the Little Mermaid? I mooed in dismay, but I couldn’t be all that upset—I was on the verge of orgasm, and if my disappointment at not being able to speak like a human girl had slowed my march to climax, I was making up for lost time as my hips began to buck involuntarily against Teddy’s hand. It felt so good, and I was so wet and needy for him. I couldn’t wait to cum for him, and I couldn’t wait to see what else he would do to me.

I arched my back as I finally came, mooing in ecstasy and thrashing for him as I writhed around on the floor of the truck trailer. I heard Frank cackling in triumphant joy from the front of the truck and I almost snickered along with him. He was hearing my first orgasm as a hucow, and probably far from my last.

Trashing and mooing, I finally came down from the pleasure of my high, panting. I realized I was covered in my watery milk, and I was already getting flushed and sweaty. I was exhausted from the power of my orgasm—it had been far, far better than any of the paltry few times I could remember my ex making me cum.

Now, I had a front row seat to watching Teddy undress. First, he got up on his knees, not standing because we were in motion—even though I’d been pretty distracted, I could feel the movement around us, feel Frank slow and stop and then start again as he navigated early morning traffic on his way out of the city. If I hadn’t been so side-tracked, I might have even gotten motion-sick from it.

Next, Teddy sat down and shimmied himself out of his jeans. I bit my lip, sitting up on my elbows to see him kick away his jeans and then slide his briefs off his muscular, tanned legs.

God, he had a six pack. Fuck. Yes.

He was a beautiful, sun-kissed farm boy through and through. I was practically giggling in giddy anticipation. I hadn’t realized this was a fetish of mine until I saw his powerful, brown-skinned body with his pale ass and waist. Maybe that would have been cringey, the tan lines, for some people, but for me, it spoke of long, hot summer days working hard and sweating, and then coming home ready to play hard.

You’ve got an incredible body, I tried to tell him, but it came out as a moo. I blushed at my inability to speak but he just grinned at me.

“Well, thank you, Jennifer. You’re not so bad yourself, little miss hucow.”

And his cock—I’d been so focused on the act of undressing but now, I was getting a look at his long, thick cock. Easily eight inches long, but thick—as thick as the toys Dr. Crown had sent me. I could have sworn I was salivating. I wanted it inside of me, and I didn’t care where it went.

And I had a feeling I’d be getting it soon. Everywhere.


Chapter 5


Teddy climbed on top of me, pinning me against the floor and spreading my legs wide. I gasped as I felt his cock touch my wet lips. Just the tip, as they say—my pussy was all but sucking him inside.

“You’re awful wet,” he informed me, and I grinned bashfully. “You must be really enjoying yourself so far. I can see why Dr. Crown picked you to be a hucow.”

You’re awful handsome, I tried to say, but it came out as a moo, of course. Teddy grinned at me and seemed to understand, and he leaned in to kiss me as his cock slid inside of me.

Oh, god, it felt amazing, feeling that thick slab of meat penetrate me. Feeling my muscles stretch eagerly for him as he thrust into me for the first time. I broke the kiss to moo-moan, arching my back and pressing my breasts against him. It all felt so good—so fucking good.

“You’re nice and tight,” Tedy moaned, as he gripped my breasts, milking my udders as he began to pump into me. “Some of the hucows we get, you can tell they’ve had a lot of use before coming to us, but you… if I didn’t know better, I’d say you were a virgin.”

I giggled, shaking my head.

Close to it, I moo-moaned. I’ve only been with three guys. Four, including Dr. Crown. And now five, including you.

“Well, I’m honored to be your fifth. You’re going to get that number up pretty high, soon,” Teddy grunted, beginning to thrust harder into me. I gasped, his strong hips pummeling my body as he drove his cock into me, almost like a weapon he was punishing me with.

Suddenly, he took my legs, leaning back as he pulled them, placing them on his shoulders, and then leaned his weight down on me—a position I knew was called “the mating press.” Now, I was bearing his weight with my legs, and he was folding me up almost in half with each thrust. I was powerless to stop him, my legs not strong enough to push him off, and nor did I want to—in this position, he could drive even deeper into my hungry hole, and I imagined that somehow, this would make the breeding better.

It feels so good, I moo-moaned, and Teddy caught my lips in his again. I loved kissing him, loved tasting the coffee on his lips that he no doubt had been drinking on the way over to pick me up. And now, I was beneath him, taking his cock, taking my first breeding.

Teddy drove harder and harder into me, moaning and panting with the effort, and the way he was fucking me, my knees squished into my udders, squeezing more and more milk out of my swollen nipples. That only contributed to my pleasure and, what’s more, it made me feel sexy and feminine in a way I’d never really experienced—here was a product my body, only a woman’s body, could produce, and I was showing how good and productive I was. And being praised for it.

Indeed, any time he praised me, whether it was my pussy and its tightness, or my full, swollen tits, I felt my insides clench tight around him in ecstasy as each thrust seemed to bring me closer and closer to another orgasm.

In the past, I’d never really been able to cum just from sex alone. In fact, I’d often struggled to cum with a partner at all, unless I had a toy and about forty-five minutes, plus a couple of glasses of wine in me to loosen up.

But now, I was on the verge of cumming for Teddy again—he made me feel so sexy, and so desirable, and just seeing how excited he was to get me naked and breed me, first thing in the morning, made me want to cum hard for him like his good hucow.


Chapter 6


Harder, I moo-moaned. Harder! Breed me harder, Teddy! I’m all yours!

Teddy arched his back, thrusting into me one last time as I felt his cock start to explode deep in my pussy. That was more than enough to push me over the edge and I gasped, squealing and mooing as my own orgasm found me. I shuddered, my pussy clenching furiously around his cock while it spurted hot, dripping cum deep inside of me.

This was it. My first real breeding as a hucow. I was taking his cum deep inside of me. Who knew? Maybe I’d be thick with child, bearing Teddy’s calf before too long… I’d never before been all that excited about being pregnant and having kids, but now, in the heat of passion and lust and with my mind flooded by hormones, the idea was sounding more and more appealing. After all, isn’t that what being bred meant?

Now, Teddy slid his messy, cum-covered cock out of me, and I sighed, partially in satisfaction and partially in disappointment that it was over. He was still half-hard, though, and I eyed his cock hungrily. Teddy grinned at me and reached for my hair, grabbing it hard and pulling me forward till I sat up. Then, he pressed my face against his cock, and I swallowed him like a starving woman tasting food for the first time in months.

God, he tasted good. Warm, with the bitter-sour cocktail of our fluids clinging to him. I felt his cock begin to grow again in my mouth as I eagerly swirled my tongue around him. I’d gotten good at giving blowjobs since that was my ex’s idea of foreplay, me sucking him until he was just about to blow and then bending over so he could cum inside of me and leave me to hobble to the bathroom to pee it out and then come back to bed to find him already passed out, asleep. It was something I’d prided myself on, but I hadn’t blown enough guys to really know if I was good at it or not.

But now, watching Teddy’s face contort with pleasure as I sucked him, I had a pretty good sense of where I stood. He was gasping and groaning, thrusting his cock forward into my mouth as he reached his fully hardness and full girth once more. I loved feeling him stretch my jaws, stretch my mouth and throat, and even though I gagged when he pushed inside of me, I didn’t mind one bit. I wanted him to cum in my throat. I wanted to feel him lose control for me.

I had been instructed, during my onboarding process, that the most important part of breeding was the consumption of human semen. Therefore, you could be “bred” in your pussy, your butt, or your mouth. Dr. Crown was even doing studies on the ability of the skin to absorb semen.

“Because, you know, for the sake of efficiency, if I could simply have a dozen bulls all cum on your naked body and then let you rub their ejaculate into your skin, that would be much easier than having a full breeding session,” he’d told me over a zoom call, and then smirked. “Though maybe a bit less fun for everyone involved.”

Yes, even though getting covered in bull semen sounded like it might be fun to try once or twice, I’d rather have it all inside of me, and I’d rather it be combined with, you know, a big, thick cock pumping in and out of me, and strong arms holding me and touching me all over.

Back to Teddy’s cock—I felt him start to stiffen up and his moaning was growing more and more hoarse and desperate as he thrust himself into my mouth, into my throat. I gagged a bit, but less than I expected.

“Sorry—your gag reflex should go away before too long. That’s a side effect of the medication,” he groaned as I gave him a thumbs-up, indicating no hard feelings. I even liked gagging a bit for him—I liked knowing that he was having such a good time, that he just couldn’t control himself and found his cock acting on its own, thrusting into my throat as he fucked and bred my face.

Finally, he thrust his hips forward one last time, groaning hungrily, and I felt him cum for the second time inside of me, his cock spurting and exploding. I groaned and mooed onto his cock as he deposited his seed directly down my throat—I imagined the hormones seeping into my body, telling my breasts to make more and more milk, and I felt myself start to smile on his cock.

Now, he slid himself out of my mouth, grinning with obvious satisfaction.

“That was pretty fun, if I do say so myself, Jennifer. You’ve got a hell of a mouth.”

I blushed and smiled at the compliment, mooing softly.


Chapter 7


After Teddy cleaned me up, I learned what Frank had meant by getting me “strapped in.” There was a milking apparatus in the truck, one I hadn’t noticed in the dim light of the single bulb dangling overhead, and Teddy picked me up, gently setting me down inside of it, and strapping my arms and legs into the machine.

I mooed nervously. What was this thing going to do to me?

“Don’t you worry, Jennifer,” Teddy said with a gentle smile, patting my naked ass. He spread my ass cheeks and I gasped when I felt him slide fingers inside my pussy, and then inside my butt. He spread my holes a bit and then I felt cold metal probes enter me, slicked with lubricant—first into my ass, and then my pussy. “You’ll be fine in this thing. It’s just going to cycle your milk. Now that you’re on heavier medication, we need to make room for all the milk you’re going to be producing.”

I nodded. That all made a certain amount of sense. Teddy produced a gag and mimed opening my mouth wide. I obeyed without thinking, and allowed him to slide the ball into my mouth. I began drooling around it almost immediately. Fortunately, it had air holes in it, and so I was able to breathe easily, but I still felt humiliated as I looked up at my lover and breeder, my butt and pussy full of metal and my mouth gagged, drool sliding down my chin.

My udders hung down limp beneath me, and when I glanced down, I could see milk pooling drop by drop on the hay beneath me. Teddy stretched a hose from the wall, and then connected it via a suction cup to one of my nipples. Another hose came out of the wall and this he joined to my other nipple.

“All right,” he said, smirking. “I’m going to go back up front with Frank. If you need anything, holler, but otherwise, just try and rest and conserve your strength.”

I nodded, still not quite sure when to expect. Teddy flipped a switch and my eyes widened.

The machine started up all at once. First, my brain processed the vibrations and slow, firm thrusting produced by the pronged probes in my pussy and asshole. I let out a moo-moan into the gag, my tongue tasting the hard, slicked plastic that held my mouth open.

Then, the suction began on my nipples. Again, another moo-moan arose involuntarily from my lips as I felt milk literally sucked from my aching nipples. This was so differently from being milked manually. This hurt, and this felt extra humiliating—I felt like a piece of meat, dehumanized, caught within a machine, as my milk was forcibly extracted from me. But the pain—god, I craved it, and if I could have made the machine suck my swollen, aching nipples harder, I would have.

It wasn’t the gentle, loving suckle of Teddy’s mouth on my flesh. It wasn’t the feeling of his young, handsome mouth, using those beautiful lips that had just been kissing me, to find my milk and bring it out of me. No, this was a machine that didn’t care about me, didn’t love me, didn’t think about me—I was like a piece of industrial equipment, just as it was, and even though it felt so wrong, that only made me more aroused.

I was moo-moaning pretty much constantly as Teddy wiped a few sweaty strands of hair away from my forehead.

“That’s a good girl. You’re doing great. I’m so proud of you. If you feel up to it, I’ll breed you again when we get to the farm, and so will Frank. Think of that as a little reward, okay?”

I nodded weakly. I didn’t want him to leave me alone in this machine, but at the same time, it was humiliating being inside of it, and having him watch me only made me more embarrassed and ashamed—especially because I could feel myself getting close to orgasm again.

Too late. The pleasure snuck up on me just as Teddy was climbing back into the front of the truck and I let out a desperate moan of pleasure and humiliation as I came hard, shaking in the machine. I saw Teddy looking back and grinning as tears streamed down my cheeks, as my flushed, blushing body climaxed again, and then again, out of nowhere.

I was losing control over my body, I realized with a pleasant horror. I couldn’t keep myself from cumming. I couldn’t control the prongs inside my holes, and I couldn’t escape from the machine to give myself a break, not that I wanted to. What’s more, I was trapped in this thing, alone in the trailer of the truck, and no one could hear me moan in pleasure, pain, and humiliation.

I’d thought being bred by Teddy would be the single most erotic, satisfying experience of the day, but I’d surprised myself—I was enjoying this way more than I should. Each orgasm ached deliciously, and soon, they all blurred into one another, my holes throbbing, my breasts aching, my hole body feeling like one, big, swollen erogenous zone.

I don’t think I passed out, but time became difficult to reckon, and soon, the truck came to a stop and the back of the trailer opened.


Chapter 8


There were Teddy and Frank, climbing into the truck. I angled my head towards them, giving them a mournful, humiliated glance.

“Well, look what we have here,” Frank said with a friendly smile as he patted my butt. “You’re sure getting used up good, huh?”

I moo-moaned in agreement. Teddy stroked my forehead again, brushing away the sweaty hair.

“You’ve done really well, Jennifer,” he told me. “We heard you moaning and cumming the entire way out here.”

“Lost count of how many times you must have orgasmed,” Frank said. “Usually, the girls only get about fifteen or twenty of the suckers, but you must have had thirty or more.”

He squatted down, coming face to face with my pussy and let out a long-low whistle, just as he had when we first met.

“Look at that breedin’ hole. Nice and swollen.” He made a big deal of smelling me, sniffing at my swollen pussy lips and flicking them. I gasped, feeling myself on the edge of cumming once more. “Smells nice and ripe too. Let’s get her out of this thing and get her into her pen.”

I gasped and moo-moaned in ecstatic agony as I was released from the machine. The prongs came out of my asshole and swollen cunt, and then the tubes were detached from my nipples, which had doubled in size, and which visibly throbbed with each pulse of my heartbeat.

“Wow, look at those,” Frank said, flicking my nipples. He leaned forward to suckle one, and then I whined as I felt his teeth dig into it and he tugged. Then, he dropped the teat. “That’s a good girl. She’s just about empty. We cycled her out good. Time to get her making real nice milk.”

They put a collar on me and took the gag out of my mouth. I gasped, finally able to breathe normally once more.

I mooed to them: what’s going to happen to me now?

Teddy grinned at me, and I nuzzled my head against his leg. I felt safe near him, and I wished he would breed me again. I wished Frank would breed me too—he seemed so impressed with how my body was responding to the treatment.

Is it time for my training? I mooed as I followed them down the ramp and out of the truck. The air was fresh out here, and the sun was shining, warming my naked body as I crawled on all fours behind them, my emptied breasts hanging down below me.

“Your training has already begun,” Frank said. “And pretty soon, you’ll be ready for the bulls!”

If you enjoyed this kinky story, make sure you follow Melanie Sparxx on Amazon to keep up with all the creamy, milky fun!
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