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Prologue


Make sure you check out the previous installment in this series:

Building the Perfect Hucow

And catch up on all the creamy, milky fun!


Chapter 1


My name is Bridget. I’m a college dropout, living a pretty dead-end life. What’s more, I had a pretty embarrassing problem—despite not being pregnant, I was lactating! It made dating extra hard, as you can imagine: I was too ashamed to get naked in front of a guy, and the few times I did hook-up with a boy, he got kind of freaked out by my milky boobs.

Imagine my surprise when the absolute sexiest, most beautiful man I’ve ever seen, Damien Lorde, comes into my coffee shop and seduces me without a second thought. And then, imagine my surprise when he invites me out to dinner, and before long, I find myself staring at a veritable panoply of medical devices he intends to use on me.

“I’m going to measure how much I can milk you in an evening,” he told me. “By my count, you’ve already put out sixteen or so ounces of milk—but our connoisseurs are insatiable and they’ll want more…”

I bit my lip and nodded. Thrusting my chest up, I offered myself to him.

“This might hurt a bit, Bridget…” Damien warned me with a sadistic grin as he began to attach the cups to my swollen nipples.

Now, I have to admit—they didn’t feel as nice as Damien’s mouth on my nipple. I would have much preferred to feel him suckling my swollen nubs again, let him drink his fill. He’d teased and humiliated me in the restaurant over our dinner, but I wouldn’t hold that against him—if he wanted to suck my boobs, I was all for it.

I’d always loved having my breasts sucked, ever since I lost my virginity in college, and I felt like it was a special pleasure I wouldn’t get to enjoy anymore, thanks to my condition, but with Damien’s promise—that there were men out there who liked girls like me, girls who lactated, who wanted us and wanted us dripping with milk and cream—I was starting to think my absolute favorite sex act was going to become a reality once more.

The idea of a machine milking me, though…

It felt strangely sterile.

Cold, clinical.

Scientific.

Like I was a piece of meat being processed, examined, prodded—poked, probed, measured. And, seriously, Damien had just done all those things to me. He’d measured my body, every single inch of it—what more humiliating thing can a girl go through?—and he was no doubt pretty familiar with every single inch of me now.

He wasn’t a doctor, but here I was in a medical office, my breasts exposed to him, my body exposed to him—completely vulnerable.

Completely at his mercy.

“You’ll be gentle, won’t you?” I murmured softly, scared at the thought of being milked dry. He said it might hurt but… could I take it?

All the same, my breasts absolutely ached for it.

Absolutely ached to be milked.

They were swollen, and I noticed that the hornier I was, the milkier and more swollen they became. Whoever designed these things had been pretty devious, I decided. I wished my body would calm down, let me think rationally, but I was drunk with desire, and I knew that even if the idea of being milked by a machine was scary, I would do it—I wanted it.

My body needed it.

“I’ll be as gentle as I can be,” Damien said, and leaned down to plant a kiss on my lips. I could taste myself on his mouth, a reminder to me of how much he seemed to desire me. He was a hucow connoisseur, he told me, just like the men he represented, and they all wanted girls like me.

It was too good to be true, but I dared to believe it.

I imagined having a boyfriend—a boyfriend who looked suspiciously like Damien Lorde in my imagination: tall, dark, handsome, with great fashion sense, money, and a cock big enough to put me in the hospital—and going out on dates with him, showing him off to my friends, who’d all be jealous…

And then, we’d come back and I’d sit on his lap while he suckled my swollen breasts and I wouldn’t have to be embarrassed that I was lactating. He’d tease me about being a hucow, yes—I liked that, and I didn’t mind that in the slightest—but with that teasing would come praise and discipline and, most importantly, pleasure. My swollen nipples in his mouth as he tugged and milked me, maybe while I rode his cock, feeling him deep inside me—almost too deep, at the last point before it began to hurt too much to be pleasurably, so that the sensations were so powerful, so overwhelming that it was a challenge each time…

I was lost in those dreams when Damien turned the machine on. It began to whir, gently at first, the lights turning on, and then I felt the tug at my nipples. I saw them grow and swell into the cups as the suction caught hold.

“Oh!” I cried out, in surprise as much as in reaction to the sudden new sensations. “It’s… it’s sucking me…”

And indeed, it was—the machine exerted suction on my swollen nipples and pulled them deep into the cups, and along with them, my milk. I watched as my cream flowed from my swollen nubs into the machine’s tubes, and then into a reservoir at the base of the machine.

“Exactly,” Damien said proudly, and patted my head. “That’s a good girl. How does it feel?”

“It feels…” I said, whimpering, starting to bite my lip. “It feels good, I think…”

And it did.

The overwhelming feeling was one of relief, as my nipples gave up the milk that had weighed down my swollen breasts. I was shocked by how much seemed to be in there.

After all, my body was producing tons of milk, and it had been up to me to milk myself before. Usually, I’d milk myself in the shower or the bath, while touching myself, since I invariably got turned on by the whole process. It was hard not to—I felt so sensual, so womanly when I was milking myself.

Playing with my nipples and tugging my milk out, as though I really were a human cow, a creature bred for nursing, made me feel more feminine and sexual than anything else I’d ever experienced.

And until now, I hadn’t been able to share it with anyone.

But Damien Lorde, he seemed to understand.

Not only wasn’t he not disgusted in the slightest by my needy nipples and my thick, milk-filled breasts—he celebrated them.

“It feels good,” I declared, finally, smiling with broad confidence as I let my eyes drift close, loving every second of the sensations.


Chapter 2


Now, my legs were spread still while I was being milked, and I knew my pussy must have made a huge mess—if not because Damien had made me squirt with his probe, then because I was getting so incredibly turned on from being milked.

There was something about being so completely dehumanized by the machine, as though I really were a cow. I had selected my dress well for the evening, the one that suggested a cow, and I knew I looked cute—but I wasn’t actually a cow… And all the same, the machine was milking me as though I were a cow.

This hucow thing, I reminded myself, it was just a fetish. Maybe a really intense fetish, but not all that much different from bondage or guys who are really into feet. I mean, didn’t we all get into bondage when we read Fifty Shades of Grey a few years back? I knew tons of girls who liked it when their boyfriends tied them up, or loved specific parts of their boyfriends’ anatomy—girls who didn’t mind if their boyfriends were rough with them and stuff like that.

This really wasn’t that much different, I kept telling myself.

But I couldn’t help but feel like a change was coming over me, like this kind of restrained, dehumanizing treatment was changing me—like I was losing control over my body.

The mere thought drove me crazy with desire, and I gasped when Damien interrupted my reverie to touch my pussy.

“You’re dripping,” he remarked with a snarling grin. I bit my lip and I couldn’t help but smile.

“It feels… really good. It turns me on to have my nipples… milked… like this.”

“Your udders,” he said, gently. “You’re a hucow. These—”

And here, he ran his fingertips over my boobs.

Not my nipples but just my breasts, my swollen breasts—they had always been a bit sensitive, sure, but when he touched them now, it was like nothing I’d ever experienced before. The sensitivity was turned up to eleven—I couldn’t believe it and I let out a moan, much louder than I intended it to sound.

A moan that almost sounded like a moo.

“Did… Did I just…” I whimpered.

“Moo?” Damien offered, and touched me again. I shivered, and this time, there was no doubt about the sound that escape my lips. I mooed pathetically, thrusting my chest forward, aching for him to take my bovine udders in his hands. “You see, it’s natural for girls like you. For hucows.”

I swallowed hard. I was so fucking horny, I was sweating. I needed him inside of me, and I hoped—prayed, even—that my begging stare, like that of an addict going crazy in search of another hit, like that of a starving orphan planted right outside the window of a fast food joint—communicated my need.

For girls like me.

Fuck.

Why did that hit so hard?

Was there… really something different about me?

“Am I really a hucow?” I whimpered. “Am I really different from other girls?”

Damien just grinned, still stroking my breasts.

“Well, yes, and no. Yes—you can lactate. That’s pretty different, wouldn’t you say? You don’t need to be impregnated to lactate. You don’t need to be bred like a common barnyard mare. So, there’s that. That’s quite rare.”

“Yes, but…” I whimpered, the sounds escaping my lips becoming less human by the second, turning into moos.

“But you are a girl, just like any other, biologically. You just have a rare gift. Some girls take medicine to make themselves do what you do, but for natural born hucows, for those who don’t need medicine in order to induce lactation, well—training can only make you a better hucow.”

“A better hucow?” I mooed. Yes, mooed. My moans were fully moos and the idea of being a hucow was becoming more and more natural to me.

“Yes. As I mentioned, I can connect you with connoisseurs who would love to meet you. To drink your milk, sample your body. Discipline you. Do horrible, mean, cruel things to you—things that will come to seem natural to you, with training. Things you will come to crave, and which you will beg for if they’re taken away from you.”

I mooed again. I had no idea what he was talking about—something cruel, something torturous?—but my mind was going fuzzy with desire and I was ready to do whatever he wanted.

“Please…” I mooed.

“Please what?”

“Please… fuck me,” I groaned. “I need it. I’m so wet. I need you inside of me, Damien… Sir, master, I don’t know what you want me to call you… I just need you to use me.”

He pinched one of my breasts hard and I shrieked. My hips bucked. In spite of the pain, I thought I might orgasm just from that touch alone.

“Tell me again.”

“Fuck me,” I cried, feeling tears start to brim in my eyes.

He pinched me again, harder. It would leave a bruise, I knew, but I didn’t care at that moment. I would do whatever he wanted from me.

And, in truth, the pain felt… delicious. Like my senses were operating on a completely different level.

“Tell me again, and say it like you really mean it,” he whispered, but I didn’t need to strain my ears to hear him over the whir of the milking machine. My focus was completely on him.

“Fuck me!” I snarled, suddenly angry. My body needed it, needed him—needed his attention, and he wasn’t giving it to me. Suddenly, I was ravenous. “Fuck me till I can’t move! Fuck me like you hate me! Fuck me till I cum so hard I pass out!”

Damien fixed a satisfied grin on his face as he gathered more of my swollen flesh between his fingers and twisted as the tears rolled down my cheeks.

“What are you waiting for?” I mooed. “Fuck me!”

This must have satisfied him somehow, because he stopped pinching me, and reaching for his trousers, he unzipped himself. I inhaled sharply at the sight of his gorgeous cock.

Earlier that evening, I’d had his cock in my mouth, and the day before, he’d cum inside of me. Over the course of less than twenty four hours, I’d become far more intimately familiar with that perfect, veiny shaft than I’d been with any cock for… a long time, to be honest. My lactation thing kept me from dating, and so I have to admit to being kind of crazy for dick.

I’d masturbated a lot on my own, fingering and vibrating myself at home once I got off work, locking myself in my room to read smut and cum, with a roll of paper towels on hand to wipe up my milk, but now, my milky breasts didn’t seem to be a problem. If anything, they were part of the attraction for Damien.

Grasping his cock in one hand, he spread my pussy with the other. The feeling of his fingers on my tender, swollen lips was even more intense than his hand on my tits. All the while, my udders continued to give up their milky cream to the machine, which slurped eagerly at my distended nipples. My teats, I reminded myself.

Slowly, he began to slid his cock over my wet hole. I gritted my teeth, trying to keep from screaming at him. I needed him inside of me—I couldn’t stand this teasing!

“Please,” I mooed. “Breed me.”

“That’s a good girl. That’s what you need. You need to be bred like a good cow.”

I nodded eagerly at what he was saying.

Yes, I was a cow, nothing but a cow, and I’d take my breeding like any cow on the farm would.

But still, he slid his shaft over my wet snatch gently, agonizing in the calculated slowness of the action. My pussy was all but quivering, glazing his cock with my juices as he stroked my slid with his tool.

“Are you ready for it, Bridget?”

“Yes!” I all but screamed. I let out a loud moo of triumph as he plunged himself inside of me, burying his cock to the hilt deep in my chamber. I arched my back, pressing my breasts into the machine and mooing with lust as my pussy gripped his cock. I was already on the verge of cumming and I didn’t know how much longer I’d be able to hold out—not that I wanted to.

He cupped my face in his hand, holding my chin as he slid out of me and then thrust hard into me once more, his cock returning to the mold he’d stretched out for himself as he tore me open. I gritted my teeth. I was past crying—it felt so good, it almost hurt, as my sensitive pussy was stretched. He’d gotten me so worked up, so horny, made me cum once before with that infernal probe tapping my clit, that by now, my body was craving cock, craving cum.

I wanted him to pound me. I wanted him to use his cock like a weapon, use it to destroy me, but he wouldn’t give me that satisfaction—at least not yet. He seemed to know how badly I wanted him to take me roughly, and his thrusts were slow, deliberate, as though he were letting my wet chamber get used to his girth with each vicious, well-considered thrust.

“Harder, please,” I moaned, begging him with everything I had. “I need you to destroy me!”

“You were so shy and embarrassed when I caught you lactating yesterday,” Damien teased me, leaning in for a kiss. “And now, you’re demanding that I destroy you?”

“Yes,” I mooed. “I love what you do to me! I love the way you touch me, the way you tease me… Damien, sir, it drives me crazy… It makes me feel… I don’t know, I’ve never felt this way before. I can’t explain it. Can’t find the words. Ugh, just fuck me, please—”

A vicious, well-timed thrust of his cock shut me up as I screamed. I was sure he’d bruised my insides, but part of me leapt for joy in response—finally!

Gripping my hips, digging his finger nails into my flesh, he began to fuck me—really fuck me, as the milking machine continued to suck me dry.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I squealed in time with his thrusts as he jack-hammered into me. The sound of his cock sliding in and out of my hole, so lewd, only made me more excited to take him as I writhed in response to each thrust. “Please, harder, harder, harder…”

I knew I couldn’t last that much longer, as my pussy started to ache, but I wanted to give him my body, give him whatever he wanted of me—I didn’t care how he used me, didn’t care what he did to me. I would give him whatever he wanted. He could devour me, drink from my breasts—anything… I was his hucow now, at least for the night.


Chapter 3


I think it’s safe to say that nothing like this in my sex life had ever happened before. This was even more intense than our hook up the other day—I’d never been fucked like this.

He was fucking me even harder than the other day in the coffee shop.

“Take it like a good little cow,” he snarled as he slammed himself into my needy hole. I was all but shrieking with desire when he slid himself out of my sloppy hole and pressed his cock to my lips. I knew in a second what he wanted and I opened my mouth wide, gazing up at him with my teary eyes as he forced his cock down my throat.

Within moments, I was gagging, but I didn’t expect any sympathy or mercy from him.

I had asked him to destroy me, and gentleness would have seemed strange here. Out of place.

Besides, I wanted to prove to him what I could do.

That I could be a good hucow, that I could do whatever he wanted.

He gripped the back of my skull and I yelped onto his cock, doing all I could to breathe as he fucked my face. I’d seen stuff like this in porn before, and even though it always looked hot to me, I imagined that it must have sucked for the actresses getting their throats reamed.

Well… I’m here to tell you it’s more complicated. See, I was enjoying how much it sucked.

I was enjoying the dehumanization, the roughness, being reduced to a hole around his cock as his milking machine continued to harvest my creamy bounty.

I wanted to scream onto his cock, wanted to curse him and tell him to go to hell and stick it back in my pussy, but I couldn’t, for obvious reasons, as my nose was buried in his pubic hair.

In fact, I was savoring this degradation, this humiliation.

And when he slid my face off his cock, along with the spit dripping down my chin, I gazed up at him with something that could only be called love.

I felt it. An insane, irrational affection for this man. A desire to make him proud.

“Please, sir,” I mooed through my tears. “Please cum in me.”

Damien patted my cheek affectionately and laid me back down before turning me over. He repositioned the tubes attached to my nipples, spread my thighs, and pressed his cock against my wetness.

I cried out, gasping as I felt the first few inches of his cock start to penetrate me. In this position, I think I was even tighter than I had been on my back, and I groaned, feeling his cock stretch me. My throat was sore from being fucked so roughly, but now I realized how sore my pussy was—I’d been too focused on the experience of getting throat fucked that I hadn’t appreciated how his fat cock had bruised my insides.

“Yes,” I squealed, hanging my head in bliss as he drove himself into me once more. He slid a hand down to stroke my lips, teasing my pussy as he thrust into me, finding my swollen clit and torturing it with direct stimulation. His finger danced over it, giving me direct rubbing first and then disappearing to the side, giving me indirect stimulation that made me whimper in need, before switching it up again. “Yes, yes, yes!”

I was shameless in how badly I wanted him, but what else could I do? I’d never experienced anything this intense. My entire body was a singular source of sensation, more powerful than anything I could have ever imagined was possible.

As I thrust back onto his cock, trying to meet his thrusts with my own weak responses, I knew I would cum soon.

“I’m so close,” I announced, though that didn’t change what he did—I supposed I should let him know, in case he decided to deny me my orgasm. I felt as though I belonged to him, my body belonged to him, and I didn’t want to earn a punishment by forgetting that fact.

Finally, I shrieked, feeling my pussy spasm around his cock as he stroked in and out of me, my whole body writhing in delight as he filled me again and again. He reached for my hair, damp with sweat and milk and pussy juice and spit by now, and gripped me hard, riding me as he continued to drive deep into me, as though he weren’t just fucking my body—he was fucking my very soul.

“Take everything I give you, Bridget,” he hissed as I felt him thrusts grow more and more erratic. I knew he’d be cumming soon—it was obvious to me that he was close, that I would soon be taking his cum. I didn’t care what happened to me—I wanted his load and I hadn’t thought any further beyond that.

The idea of getting pregnant from his cock, from that magnificent cock, only made me want him more. Not that I was in any place, emotionally, financially, whatever, to take care of a baby—but that only made it more exciting. Have you ever noticed how the worst ideas sometimes seem like the most fun?

“Cum inside of me,” I mooed. “Breed me, sir! My belly is yours to breed!”

I felt Damien reach for my pussy, flicking my sore, swollen clit, even slapping it cruelly as I screamed, and finally, I felt his cock bury itself deep inside of me one last time and his hot load begin to erupt inside of me. Pump after pump, throbbing and pulsating deep inside of me, I felt him inseminate me.

It wasn’t just sex. It was a breeding ritual, the oldest activity mammals engage in. I was his bitch, and he was breeding me, making me take it. Exerting his will over me. I moaned and sobbed with pleasure as a second, smaller orgasm tore through my exhausted body and I collapsed beneath him, my tired legs no longer able to hold his weight while orgasming.


Chapter 4


We lay there as the machine continued to whir, milk still dribbling out of my breasts, both of us lost in the after glow.

That wasn’t just sex, I found myself thinking.

That was life-changing.

It was addictive.

Hucow sex was… not like any sex I’d ever had.

Somehow, being milked at the same time made it more intense.

It heightened everything. The sensitivity of my body, the sensations that made me addicted to his touch.

Damien’s fingers stroked my belly, playing over my chest and along my throat up to my chin and jaw before finally coming to my lips. I suckled at his fingers before allowing them to slide away, tracing their journey back down my body, towards my belly, where he now held me affectionately, protectively, as though my belly were his.

As though he really had put a baby in me, and he was protecting what was his.

“That was amazing,” I whispered, and then we both burst into giggles: my voice was hoarse beyond belief. The screaming will do that, I suppose.

“You really are a natural hucow. Usually, hucows must train for weeks to reach that level.”

“That level?”

“The kind of sex we just had, while you’re being milked. It’s one of the markers of a good hucow. The milking makes the sex last longer, and makes it more intense, while the sex improves the quality of the milk.”

My eyes widened.

So I hadn’t been imagining it!

Damien reached over to the machine and switched it off. It gave one final whir and slowly died. I watched as the final few droplets of milk dribbled out of my breasts and into the machine’s reservoir.

It was truly an enormous amount of milk. My tits, however, felt light, lighter than they’d felt in years.

“You make an impressive amount of milk, Bridget,” Damien told me and I saw that he was grinning. He examined the reservoir and then my breasts, taking my swollen nipples into his hands, massaging them gently. I moaned, grunting like an animal as he touched me: my nipples were chafed and sore, and his fingers hurt, even as I craved his touch.

I’d never refuse his touch, I knew. He could do whatever he wanted to me. He’d hit a factory reset button deep inside of me and now, I belonged to him.

“That was amazing,” I repeated, my voice still hoarse, and then felt stupid for just repeating myself. “I mean, I’ve just never experienced anything like that.”

I swallowed hard, trying to gather my thoughts. I sat up, instinctively covering my breasts with my arms, and shivered when my forearms touched my sensitive teats.

“I worried I’d never even date again, let alone that I could be having sex like that…” I murmured. I found myself staring at his half-hard cock, still glistening with our combined juices, and then I found myself looking at my pussy—which had his come dripping out—and then, finally, I turned my eyes to his face, whereupon I immediately felt myself blushing. God, he was fucking handsome. He looked like a Disney hero. He had a Prince Eric jawline, but with, I assume, Jafar or Gaston’s sexual proclivities.

“You’re a very special girl, Bridget,” Damien said, laying a hand on the side of my face. “You’re going to make a lot of men very, very happy.”

I bit my lip.

The idea of being not only with him but with… a lot of men.

That was exciting. I’d never thought that I’d be so desirable, but now, the fantasy of being wanted was too exciting to dismiss.

“It feels… I don’t know… selfish… arrogant… to think that lots of men might want me,” I murmured, still hesitant to meet his dark, addictive eyes. “I mean, what’s so special about me, besides the fact that my tits produce milk? I mean, my udders. Moo.” And I winked at him, showing that I was still playing by his rules.

“Would you believe that not every girl who can lactate without induction approaches sex as enthusiastically and joyfully as you do, Bridget? You’re a very special girl, indeed—there’s a harmony between your milk and your body. You were made to please men, and I’d love to train you to be the perfect hucow.”

I swallowed hard. I felt my cheeks burning. And then I mentally scolded myself, because hadn’t I just had wild sex with him while hooked up to a milking machine? Hadn’t he just examined every square inch of my body? What could I have to be embarrassed about at this point in our young relationship, whatever it was?

“Would I… do this with other guys?” I asked. Part of me was excited about that prospect. Part of me was scared. What if the other guys didn’t like my body like Damien did? What if they didn’t lavish me with praise the way he did? Even the way he degraded me, made me do nasty things for him, drove me crazy, and only left me wanting to please him more, and better.

“You would. Does that excite you, Bridget?”

“Yes,” I said in a very small voice. “It makes me really excited. But…”

“But?”

“Also a little scared, I guess,” I admitted. “I mean, not that I think they’d hurt me or anything… But what if they don’t like me?”

Damien actually laughed in my face. Full on guffawed, the jerk!

“Hey!” I cried. “I spilling my guts here—don’t laugh!”

“No, no, Bridget, I’m so sorry. You’re just so adorable. Come here.” He gathered me up into his arms and I nuzzled his neck, inhaling his scent deeply. If he wanted to breed me again, I wouldn’t be upset as I took this opportunity to feel up his muscular form: his well-defined abs, his powerful pecs, his biceps that seemed like they could crush beer cans without trouble.

“Don’t be mean to me,” I said in a small, baby voice as Damien kissed my forehead.

“I was laughing,” he said. “Because I couldn’t imagine a world where they wouldn’t be pleased with you. You’re everything a hucow connoisseur craves. Your eagerness, your plump udders, your beauty, your charm—everything. It’s what we look for. What we hope to coax out of our hucows.”

I bit my lip.

“Really?”

“Really. You’re going to be very, very popular.”

I felt myself blushing hard again, in spite of myself.

“Then yes. Train me, sir.”


Chapter 5


I had agreed to be trained but I still didn’t know exactly what that meant. After thinking it over, searching my memory of the night to see if Damien had mentioned anything in more detail about the training, I finally asked him.

He was cleaning up the small exam room, emptying the milking machine of my milk, which he stored in a fridge. He had explained to me that he would send a courier over for my milk later in the morning. I hadn’t realized how late it was.

“Training?” he said when I broached the subject. “You’ve already begun.”

“Really?”

“Yes. In fact, you’ve fulfilled almost all the requirements for your entry level hucow certification.”

“Certification?” I asked, my eyes widening. There was certification, like being a hucow was like being a forklift driver?!

“That’s right. Because being a hucow is so rare, and especially one of your caliber, there are—let’s say—imposters, who might try and claim to be a hucow without being able to back up their claims with actual substance. With the skills and essence that’s the mark of a true hucow.”

“But that’s what I have, right?” I asked, a bit bubbly—I liked it when he praised me, what can I say? Damien seemed to understand and snorted.

“Yes. You have the essence, I would say, and you’re developing the skills, which will bring out your hucow essence further—the ability to lactate, the connection between your lactation and being bred, and your ability to derive pleasure from even the most depraved acts while being milked.”

I nodded. So, being a hucow was… kind of like being a slut who could lactate. But I didn’t say that, because Damien clearly took it so seriously. Look, I’m sex-positive, kink friendly, whatever—who was I to try and knock down his fetish, especially if his fetish seemed to be built around me?!

“For an entry level certification, you’ll need to experience vaginal breeding while taking an industrial milking, as well as oral and anal breeding.”

“Oh, that makes sense—” Then, I stopped dead. “Anal breeding? Oral breeding? What?”

“Just a term for oral and anal penetration. You can’t actually get pregnant from swallowing semen or having it in your butt,” he said, and slapped my butt affectionately where I lay on the exam table. “I guess public schools don’t teach sex ed very well anymore but—”

“No, I mean—I’ve never done anal, Damien, sir…” I vaguely remembered, in the heat of passion, offering to try, if that’s what he wanted, but now the idea was kind of scary. After all—Damien’s dick was really, really big.

A few times in my life, I had experimented with anal play, touching my asshole in the shower. There was occasionally anal in the porn I liked, and the girls often seemed to enjoy it. I knew enough to know that porn stars act sometimes like they like sex they don’t actually find that enjoyable—I’m not a total idiot—so I always took those anal scenes with a grain of salt.

On the other hand, my gay friends seemed to love getting fucked in the ass, and would joke about their bussies being wet if a hot guy walked by, so I was, well, curious if I were missing out on something.

I mean, I definitely WAS missing out on something because I hardly ever dated and definitely wasn’t having much sex, anal or otherwise, but in the shower, while bored and putting off going to bed or killing time before work, my fingers, which usually played with my swollen, milky nipples or my needy little pussy, found their way to my tight asshole. I’d play a bit, just tracing the tight ring of muscle that seemed determined to keep any invaders out, thank you very much—I appreciated its hard work, but what I appreciated even more was the strange sensation of forcing a finger tip inside, once I’d taken a few deep breaths and gotten the muscle to relax.

I never went much further than that, however. A single finger, in the shower, sliding in and out, before I returned to rubbing my clit and my nipples, trying to get off one last time before I’d have to run to catch the bus to school or work.

That’s all to say, I had a pretty good sense of the size of my asshole, and what it felt like when something was sliding inside, albeit something small, like my finger. A finger? That was fine. I could do that all day. But… a cock? Especially a cock as big and hard as Damien’s?

And, frankly—maybe I could take a normal guy pushing his normal sized cock into my butt, but Damien seemed to have, in addition to a size advantage, some pretty superhuman stamina and strength.

He’d fucking tear me apart if he put his cock in my ass, I worried. And I wasn’t sure if I’d enjoy that.

But… honestly, I wasn’t sure I wouldn’t enjoy it either.

“Then I’ll just have to train you to take it like a good girl,” Damien said, and that was that. My heart leapt at the way he simply declared it, and I felt a twinge in my sore pussy. And one in my ass as well.

Training me… to take it in the ass for him? Well, if that’s what it took to become the perfect hucow!


Chapter 6


Damien cleaned me up, and I got back into my dress, and we made our way back downstairs. As we passed by the restaurant we’d just left, our dinner together seemed like a lifetime ago.

How had my life changed so much in the course of less than two days?

At the start of the week, I was a girl, a college drop-out, working at a dead end job and who didn’t even have time to daydream and wonder if I could ever have a better life. Now, I was on the arm of the proverbial tall, dark, handsome stranger and he was hailing a cab for us.

I watched as he stepped into the street, raising one long, powerful, graceful arm, as though commanding the cab before him to halt. Even though my eyes were glued to him, I couldn’t help but feel as though everyone around us was watching me. Could they tell I’d just been fucked to within an inch of my life, that my udders had been dripping milk only a few minutes prior? In my black-and-white dress, I looked every bit the part of a cow-girl. A true hucow.

We tumbled into the cab and Damien held my thigh protectively as we rode through the night, finally coming to his building. He let me up to his penthouse and I gasped.

“I can see my apartment from here!” I cried with girlish glee. I felt bad for being so easily impressed, felt like I was too much a child, but even in my early twenties, such things excited me. I’d been living in near poverty for so long that now, as I was confronted with his obvious wealth, there was nothing I could do to stop my amazement.

“Yes, the business of connecting hucows and hucow connoisseurs is quite lucrative,” Damien remarked as though reading my mind. The lights in the apartment turned on as if by magic—probably actually some sort of motion-controlled set-up, but I was willing to believe Damien had received his Hogwarts letter—and he disappeared from the living room for a moment. Soon, I heard water running in another room.

“What’s that?” I asked, still wide-eyed, feeling innocent, childish next to him, next to this truly adult kind of wealth and power.

“I thought I’d bathe you before putting you to bed tonight,” he said with a grin. “I’ve put you through a lot this evening, and it’s only right I should clean up the mess I made.”

I swallowed hard and nodded. He had made a mess, hadn’t he? He’d cum inside of me, and I still felt his cum on my inner thighs, dripping out of my hole—I hadn’t even had a chance to go to the bathroom before we left the small examining room where I’d been milked. And speaking of milk, I felt my nipples starting to leak through my dress.

“Should I… get naked, then?” I asked, jumping ahead to where I thought—assumed—this all was going. Damien nodded.

“Please do, Bridget.”

Biting my lip, I began to slip the dress off right then and there in the living room.

As it fell down over my body, Damien’s eyes changed—going from gentle to rough and lustful.

I barely had a chance to prepare myself before he’d scooped me up and tossed me over his shoulder.


Chapter 7


“That’s a good cow,” he grunted as he set me down next to the window looking out over the city. “Like this. Bend over. Ass out.”

I obeyed, bracing myself against the windows as the night city-scape twinkled beneath us. I loved that he couldn’t control himself around me, even if it scared me. I was wet, and not just from the cum he’d left inside of me. I briefly wondered if I’d get an infection or something yucky like that, and decided that would be a problem for tomorrow’s Bridget. Tonight was all about fun.

He gathered a fistful of my hair into his hand, pulling my skull back and I groaned in pleasure and pain as I heard him unzip his pants. I knew what was coming next—the feel of his massive cock invading my sore little pussy.

But instead, he teased my hole slowly, spreading around my wetness.

“You’re still full of my cum from before,” he remarked.

“I didn’t go to the bathroom before I left,” I whimpered, my hips writhing involuntarily for him, trying to coax him inside of me. My body wanted that cock again, and I noticed I heard a dripping noise—my nipples, swollen as they were, were leaving a pitter-patter of milk droplets on the floor beneath me. Oh well—I’m sure he had a plan for cleaning that up. “Normally, I’d, um, go to the bathroom and pee and clean up but…”

I gasped as I felt the fat head of his dick force its way inside of me. It felt, somehow, impossibly warm, thick and stretching, as though I were being injected with molten lead. I closed my eyes, dizzy and intoxicated with lust as I flexed and clenched the muscles in my pelvis, trying to coax him inside of me, trying to get him to fuck me.

As I’m sure I’ve mentioned, I was sore as hell, but I was also dripping wet, and I knew that the endorphins from sex would keep me from feeling the soreness until after we were finished. He’d really done a number on me before, and this was after going so long without sex—if what I’d had before could even be called sex compared to the intense fucking he gave me.

Finally, I let out a squeal of delight as his cock slammed into me.

“I hope this glass is awfully strong, sir…” I whimpered and mooed as he thrust into me, my pussy squelching greedily as he rode me. He just grunted in response, an animalistic snarl that made me feel small.

Made me feel helpless in the best way possible. There was nothing I could do but take it, take the hard fucking he was giving me as I shrieked and whimpered for him.

I felt like I was floating high above the city itself as he tore into me, my pussy spasming around him. He seemed to be striking some sensitive spot inside my body, fucking his cock like a homing missile in and down, and with each stroke, I felt as though I might cum.

Finally, a weak orgasm rippled through me, only making my body more sensitive, ready for the next one about to rise and crest inside my body before crashing hard against my sensitive flesh.

I was focused on the intense sensations cascading through my body, bringing me closer and closer to my next orgasm when he pressed a finger between my ass cheeks, into my tight back hole, and I yelped. It’s not that it hurt—far from it. I yelped because the sudden new sensations were even more exciting and erotic, taboo in a way—something that some part of my psyche felt I shouldn’t have been finding as pleasurable as I was.

Mooing desperately, I tightened my muscles around him as he dug his finger into my asshole, still plunging his cock into my sloppy cunt, and then, as he pushed a second finger inside me, I felt that I’d no longer be able to contain myself. I let out a mooing shriek and came hard onto his cock, squirting like I had before when he was probing me back in the exam room.

“Yes, please—take me! Moooooooo!” I squealed.

This was enough, it seemed, to push him over the edge as well—moments later, I felt his cock expanding and swelling inside of me and then his cum shooting deep into me, filling my body and flooding my insides. I sighed happily, letting my eyes droop closed as I sat with the sensation: his burning hot cock pulsating and breeding me, filling my desperate insides, my womb, with his fertile cum. So what if he knocked me up? I didn’t care.

I would do whatever this man wanted. He’d given me pleasure like I’d never experienced, done things to me that I had never imagined I’d ever get to do. He was handsome in a way I could have only dreamt of before, looking like a romance novel hero, and now I was little more than putty in his hands. Just the thought of that, of my submission to him, made me excited and I found myself giggling a bit as he slid his cock out of my sloppy hole.

“Enjoy yourself?” he asked and gave my ass a hard slap.

I yelped in surprise, feeling his cum dribble out of my pussy.

“Very much so,” I whimpered unsteadily. I started to stand up but he placed a hand on the back of my neck, holding me there.

“Wait—let’s get another part of your training underway,” he said, as I heard him sliding off his belt.

“W-what’s that for?” I whimpered.

“You seem to enjoy being spanked, don’t you?” he asked.

I nodded without a second thought.

I did. I seriously did, especially when he was doing it. My ass was sensitive, but not so sensitive to pain that it was unbearable. Mostly it was a pleasantly overwhelming sensation, like scratching an itch that really needed to be scratched—like digging your nails into an itchy patch of your back and really getting in there, even leaving marks. It might look like you’re hurting yourself, but actually it feels sooooo good, right?

That’s what spanking was for me.

But I suspected he had something more intense than spanking in mind for me.

He finished taking off his belt and slid it over my trembling thighs.

I felt the edge of his belt, almost sharp, easing and gliding over my skin. My butt, slightly swollen and sore from being spanked, from all the intense attention I’d received from him.

Wait… He wasn’t serious, was he?

“You like spanking, but have you ever tried being whipped?”


Chapter 8


“Being whipped?” I gasped.

I thought back to a stupid little rhyme girls would repeat in school. “Sticks and stones may break my bones, but chains and whips excite me…”

Fuck. I’d always thought it was dumb at the time, but the thing was, now that I was an adult, chains and whips did kind of excite me.

And was being whipped with a belt all that different from being spanked?

Why did it feel so much more intense? I knew Damien was perfectly capable of doling out a lot of punishment with his bare hand, so I wasn’t necessarily scared but… it felt even more taboo.

“A hucow is basically livestock, and sometimes, you need to discipline your animals,” Damien continued, drawing the belt over my ass and back. “In fact, you’re making a mess right now, dripping cum and milk all over my floor.”

“But you’re the one who put it there!” I argued. “The cum, at least—”

I mooed in surprise and agony as the belt sliced into my bare ass.

Fuck.

It felt amazing.

I gasped, suddenly panting.

“Talking back to your owner? Bad hucow.”

I mooed and whimpered.

This was so fucking hot, it was insane. Every time I thought we’d gotten to my favorite part of this encounter, he trotted out some new kink, some new element of perversion that only made me more excited.

“Get down on your hands and knees,” he ordered. When I hesitated, he whipped me again, the belt biting my bare ass. I knew he wasn’t actually whipping me as hard as he could—it was partially psychological—but I suspected I’d have bruises on my butt in the morning. Not that I minded.

Now, obedient to him, I did what he said. I got down on my hands and knees, completely subservient to him, my master, my owner.

“Sir,” I moaned, letting out a few moos. “Please tell me what you desire.”

God, this was fun. I leaned into the submissive role—I found this part even more fun.

“I’m just a dumb hucow.” Degrading myself—ugh, it felt so wrong and so right. “So please, sir—tell me everything you want me to do…”

“You covered my floor with cum and milk,” Damien said. He crouched in front of me and reached for my chin, tilting my face up to look at him. “Clean up your mess.”

I swallowed hard and nodded. It was what I suspected he’d want me to do. There was something so humiliating about it, this craven act, but I wanted it—wanted him to degrade me and humiliate me.

Damien guided my face to the floor, to the droplets and splatters of cum and milk, and I didn’t resist as he pushed my face into the mess, as though I were an animal he was training. A sob wracked my body, my cheeks burning—not because I was upset, but because I was so turned on, I didn’t know what to do.

I began to lick. I lapped up the cum on the floor, the cum that had dribbled out of my pussy, and I lapped up my milk.

In truth, it didn’t taste like much of anything—it was a fairly small amount that it had only the slightest bit of cum or milky flavor, respectively, but that wasn’t the point.

The point was that I was licking it off the goddamned floor, and that I was loving it.

Damien stalked around me like a wild animal circling his prey. I didn’t dare cease my cleaning, didn’t dare look up at him, even though I was dreadfully curious as to what he was planning.

Maybe he just wanted to see my butt from behind. Or maybe…

I squealed as he whipped me again, and obediently, without another thought, I positioned myself so that my ass was pointed up at him, offering my body to him to punish. I didn’t stop lapping at my mess for a single second, even as his belt licked my butt, each blow delicious agony.

I grunted and mooed with each blow, and with each strike, I imagined my humanity falling away, becoming more and more a cow to be disciplined and trained.

“Harder,” I gasped in pain and pleasure and that earned me an extra hard strike.

“Hucows moo,” Damien corrected me and tearfully, I nodded. I let out a long, sad moo as he whipped me one final time and then sat up, gazing at him.

“I see another mess I need to clean up,” I whimpered, and added a moo for good measure. I crawled toward him, not daring to stand—it simply didn’t feel like my place to stand—and took his sloppy cock in my hand. I’d sucked him off under the table at the restaurant, and in truth, I loved sucking his dick, but now I was going to taste myself on him.

Now I was going to taste the combined juices of his cock and my cunt on his swollen flesh. I inhaled deeply, aroused by his musk, and pressed his cock against my face and cheeks, mooing softly as I kissed it—this organ that had given me so much pleasure. I slid the skin of his sheath down to lick at the cum concealed inside, and slurped at him all over, not allowing a single spot of him to go uncarressed, unlicked, unloved.

And then, before he could tell me to, I took his balls into my mouth. I let him rest them on my face—I remembered in school how kids had joked about tea bagging each other in videogames, and I’d always laughed along, not knowing what it meant until I looked it up on urbandictionary. Why would someone be into tea bagging, I always wondered—maybe it was just a joke? But now, licking and caressing my owner’s balls, worshipping them, resting them on my face and inhaling his powerful, masculine scent, I kind of got it.

It wasn’t about how it felt for you, or even for the person you were doing it to, but about the submissiveness of the act. About feeling like a tool, a vessel for his pleasure, and nothing more.

“That’s a good little hucow,” Damien cooed, and I brightened at his praise, slurping and suckling even more loudly, ostentatiously, showing off how much I liked playing with his cock. He was hard now, and I opened wide, allowing him into my mouth.

I knew it would be hard to take him in my throat, knew that he would be rougher this time, but I didn’t dare stop him. Part of my training, I figured, was learning to put my own immediate desires aside. Or, really, not even my desires—because I wanted to suck his cock, wanted him to fuck my throat, wanted him to make it as dirty and sloppy as possible—but my own body’s instincts. Training away my gag reflex, my tendency to choke when a cock was forced down my throat, as it now was, all the while I gazed up at him obediently.

“That’s it, relax your throat,” Damien whispered as I struggled. “It’s going to happen to you, so just take it. Take my cock in your throat, like a good hucow.”

I nodded. I could feel my breasts growing more swollen, tingling with pleasure and the need for relief—everything was having such a kinky effect on me, it only made me want him more, want to be used and enjoyed by him in the most depraved ways he could imagine.

I held onto his thighs, and forced my face harder and harder onto his cock, making the lewdest noises possible. You know the sounds. That gawk-gawk-gawk of aggressive cock sucking. Tears fell from my eyes, but I didn’t care—I was giving myself over to his cock, giving myself over to this new life as a hucow.

“Fuck!” Damien cried suddenly and my eyes became like saucers as I felt the surge of cum flood my throat.

God, how could he still have so much cum in his balls to give me? I’d lost track of how many times he’d cum in me that night, in my mouth or my pussy… I was absolutely full of him. I wore his scent proudly, like he’d marked me as his property. It wasn’t exactly being branded but it was close.

With my mouth dripping, I finally pulled off his cock, and forced myself to follow his enormous load. His seed was bitter and salty—an acquired taste—but I found satisfaction in that as well. If it had tasted like candy then, well, where would the achievement be in swallowing it all?

“Good girl, Bridget,” Damien said. He guided me to my feet and kissed me—

I thought kisses like that only happened in movies. He tilted my chin up, held my throat with one hand, and I found myself on my tip-toes, drinking in the kiss. It was so gentle, but demanding at the same time—the perfect encapsulation of his paradoxical nature.

“Now, let’s get you cleaned up.”


Chapter 9


While Damien had me bent over against the window looking out at the city, a bath had been filling. I stifled a squeal of joy as I saw it: it was a big, deep, soaking jacuzzi, like the kind you’d see in a honeymoon suite at a hotel.

“I’ve always wanted to take a bath in a big tub like this!” I cried.

“A tub like this?” Damien asked, clearly a bit bemused.

“Yeah, when I was a kid, they’d always show these commercials for these hotels that had hot tubs and stuff like that—remember those? Where you’d go with your husband or wife, or I guess your mistress or whatever for a sexy, romantic weekend? My parents would always tease me because I always wanted us to go as a family, but didn’t understand what they were for.”

I stuck a foot out and dipped my toe into the hot water. In spite of the heat, I shivered—more with excitement than anything else.

Damien watched as I lowered myself into the tub and let out a happy sigh before joining me. I bit my lip, watching the water envelop his well built body.

“Come here,” he told me, and I obeyed him, drifting over to him—almost doggy-paddling because the tub was so big. He gathered me up into his arms and kissed me again, and I sighed as he took my udders in his hands, gently stroking them as I pressed myself against him, feeling his cock growing behind me.

“You’ve fucked me so many times tonight,” I giggled, drunk on the heat of the tub and from being made to orgasm over and over again. “You can’t have more in you.”

“You’re a very stimulating hucow, Bridget,” he teased in my ear. I yelped as he bit my ear lobe, tugging. “You’re inspiring me to new heights of performance. And your connoisseurs are going to want to use you and breed you all night long.”

I swallowed nervously.

“Are they going to be rough like you?”

“Maybe. Whipping a hucow can be very fun, after all. Making you scream in pleasure and pain. Did you like that, when I whipped your bottom?”

I hung my head and nodded.

“Uh-huh,” I whispered. “I’d never done anything like that before… Or had it done to me… But it felt good. Even if it hurt.”

I groaned and mooed as I felt his hands on my butt, gently massaging the welts he’d left.

“Good. It’s like tenderizing you. Breaking you down, making you the best hucow you can be.”

He was right. I did feel more submissive, more broken from the whipping—it had been easier to cum after the whipping, and I found myself all the more eager to pleasure his cock, to lick up the cum and milk from the floor…

I whimpered softly as he stroked my butt, as he toyed with me. I felt his fingers slid into my ass and start to stretch me and I groaned, forcing my muscles to relax as much as I could. His other hand, meanwhile, slid around to my front and began to stroke my pussy, running up and down my slit as I squealed in pleasure.

Before long, I was on the verge of orgasm, writhing in his hands.

“Please… Please…” I gasped, only to have him draw his fingers away at the last second. I mooed sadly and pouted until, a few moments later, once my orgasm had died down a bit, he began to touch me again.

He edged me close to my orgasm again and again, nearly six times I counted, all the while working his fingers in and out of my ass. At some point, he slid a second and third finger into my ass, and that only made the teasing and torture more intense.

“Fuck, I can’t take it, sir… Damien, please… Please… Mooooo… Let me cum…”

My butthole spasmed around his fingers as he drove them into me and my lips were stretching out to find his as I got closer and closer. In moments, if he didn’t stop, I’d cum—I knew it.

“I’ll do anything to cum,” I wailed. “Moo… Anything…”

“Then you’re going to give me your anal virginity tonight.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Of course, sir. Master. Owner. Whatever. It’s all yours. My rump steak belongs to you.”

I thought that was pretty clever of me and Damien smirked, his fingers still sliding over my sloppy hole until, finally, an orgasm tore through me, making me shudder against him as he held me tight, still teasing me. I squealed with undisguised joy, writhing as he held me tight, gasping for joy, and eager for him to do whatever he wanted to me.

As I calmed down, Damien continued to finger my ass, warming up my muscles and stretching me out. I closed my eyes, letting him work, taking deep breaths as I got used to the idea of giving up my anal virginity. I’d never really thought about having butt sex, but if I had to say what my prior feelings about it were, I’d always figured that I might end up having anal with a long term boyfriend or husband, someone I really loved and trusted.

I think a lot of girls are that way—thinking about it as a kind of special act to be shared only with someone really special. Maybe once upon a time, that’s how sex itself was considered. Paradoxically, maybe at the same time, anal was used as a kind of contraceptive. Who knows—I’m sure there was plenty from the past that was never written down, no matter how sexy and salacious it was.

But now, I was preparing to give my ass to a man I’d just met, who’d swept me off my feet and was showing me what it meant to be a hucow. My asshole stretched around his fingers, tender and growing as bit sore as it relaxed.

Fingers were one thing but to have a dick in my ass—that scared me still.

But the thing was, that fear was extra exciting. Like, I was afraid of the pain, but I also wanted to see how bad it would be, how agonizing it would be. I wanted him to do terrible things to me, wanted to feel him deep inside of me, feel him destroy me in ways I never thought I’d let any man except maybe my husband do…

I think we all agree that anal is kind of humiliating for a girl—it’s different for gay guys, but for a girl, it’s going to be painful, probably, and you’re a slut if you really enjoy it. But I was loving the feeling of Damien’s fingers in my ass, and as frightened as I was at the thought of a big, fat cock in my butt, I knew I would go through with it for him. I wanted to do serve him, wanted to be a good hucow for him.


Chapter 10


Finally, Damien pulled me out of the tub once the water started to cool. Much to my delight, he had some presents for me—a few presents before my butthole was so rudely torn open.

“This will look very cute on you,” he said, giving me a tag for my ear. I took out one for my earrings and found that the tag, with our names on it, fit in the hole perfectly. I found myself blushing and squirming with pleasure—it made me feel owned and special, made me feel like I was actually a cow and no longer a human.

Next, he had a collar for me with a bell on it that jingled merrily every time I moved my head. I giggled at the sound it made and bopped my head back and forth.

“I know you’re not actually out in the field, but this is part of being a cow, traditionally. Now—is your nose pierced?”

“My nose?” I asked, but Damien was already examining me tilting my head back and looking at my septum and my nostrils.

“We’ll get it pierced so I can put a ring in there. One moment.”

I’d always wanted a septum piercing, and I saw that he had a beautiful, brass ring for my nose. I’d always imagined a daintier piercing, but this would be neat too and he was right—it would definitely make me look more like a hucow, like a piece of livestock.

He returned with a piercer, and made me hold still while he applied to my nose. I mooed softly as he pierced my septum and then fit the ring into the hole.

“Take a look, Bridget,” he said, and showed me a mirror. There I was, already looking more like a cow: my ear had a tag showing who I belonged to, and my nose was freshly pierced, with a big ring in it. The ring was heavier than I expected and I found myself wiggling my nose absentmindedly, testing the weight.

“It feels funny,” I informed Damien.

“It’ll feel normal before you know it, once you get used to it,” he said, patting my cheek. I beamed up at him, feeling special and loved, his little hucow project.

“You think I’m cute?”

“Very cute. The cutest hucow I’ve ever trained,” he said with a grin. “Normally, I wouldn’t give you the tag and the nose ring until I’ve certified you as an entry level hucow, but I think you’re going to do just fine on this next test, don’t you?”

I bit my lip and nodded eagerly.

I wanted to impress him, of course, but I wanted to please him as well. He’d made me cum so many times tonight, and it was all I could do to thank him with my body, no matter how twisted the things he wanted from me were…

Pulling me gently but firmly by my nose ring, he led me into the bedroom just off the bathroom.

A big, king-sized bed greeted us. It looked so comfy, I realized—I was exhausted after a night of breeding and milking, and I wanted nothing more than to fall asleep in it, but I knew I still had work to do.

Without being told to, I got onto the bed, onto my hands and knees, bending down and sticking my ass up in the air as high as it would go. Then, I reached back and spread my ass cheeks open.

“Sir, I’m ready to be bred,” I announced.


Chapter 11


I listened as Damien dug around in a drawer, producing a small vial of something.

“Do you know what this is, Bridget?”

I bit my lip and shook my head.

“It’s personal lubricant. We’re going to use this until you get used to anal enough that you can take me in your ass with only spit. Or maybe without any lubricant at all. Does that sound exciting?”

“Sounds painful,” I said, truthfully, blushing. “But I’ll do it, if that’s what you’d like. I’ll do anything you want, sir.” After all, I was spreading my ass cheeks for him, my butthole winking in the cool night air—it was pretty clear that I was done for anything.

“That’s a good girl, Bridget. That’s what I like to hear.”

Damien approached me and emptied a healthy glob of the lubricant onto my butt hole. It was chilly, surprisingly so, and I yelped, my butthole contracting and clenching as I felt a bit of the gel work its way inside.

“That’s a good girl, let it slide inside of you,” Damien instructed me, and I whimpered, mooing softly, as I reached back and used my fingers to press more of the lube into my tight little butt. I knew the more that got inside, the easier the penetration and breeding would be. “This is going to be one of the hardest tasks I’ve given you, Bridget, so I want you prepared to succeed.”

“Yes, sir,” I replied, whimpering as I pressed my fingers into my own ass. Thanks to the warm bath and all the fingering he’d done in there, my hole was actually feeling surprisingly loose and relaxed—I was surprised by how many fingers I could stretch inside once I had covered them with lube.

After a few minutes of playing, I found myself starting to naturally moo as Damien approached me. He slid my hands back to my cheeks, holding my butt open for him, and I heard him slough the bathrobe he’d put on after we dried off onto the floor. I bit my lip and looked back over my shoulder, trying to catch a glimpse of his huge cock, but only seeing instead his well-built body and his handsome face.

Well, that was pretty nice to look at too.

“Here I go, Bridget. Just remember to breathe and try to relax.”

“Yes, sir,” I replied, nodding. I hung my head and took deep breaths.

For a moment, I felt nothing. I wondered if he was still preparing something—

And then I felt the familiar sensation of the hard tip of his cock. Against my pussy. I giggled allowed as he entered me. My pussy was sore, but I was wet, and he slid inside easily.

“That’s not my butt,” I gasped, my body both tense and relieved at the same time.

“I’m wetting my cock first, silly,” Damien told me. “You produce so much natural lubricant, it makes sense to utilize it.”

I nodded, grunting and mooing as he fucked me, being surprisingly gentle—I could get used to this. It was nice on my bruised insides after the rough breedings my poor hucow body had sustained in the last few hours.

But all good things must come to an end.

Sometimes, though, if we’re lucky, they’re replaced with something good as well.

I felt his cock slide out of my cunt one last time and then press against my butt. My hole was so nicely relaxed that the first inch or so of his fat cockhead slid in easily and I let out a long, hot moo of pleasure and pain.

It was like a hot knife cutting into butter… And I was the butter.

I felt him drive deep into my ass, into my guts, and I groaned happily, in pleasure, as I felt him spear me. It felt so different from having my pussy fucked—in some ways, my ass wasn’t as sensitive, but in other ways, it was far more sensitive.

But it still seemed to scratch an itch deep inside my body, something I’d never known existed. I moaned happily as he buried himself in my ass, pressing down on me with his weight as he began to pound my butt. He pulled my hair, gathering it up into two crude pigtails which he made the reins as he rode me, and I didn’t all I could do not to scream and sob at the pleasure and pain.

“Yes… Yes… Yes…” I moaned until my moans and my ejaculations turned into nothing more than moos.

The transformation, I realized, was complete. As I took my breeding, while Damien reached for my nipples to milk me, thus fulfilling the final task of entry level hucowdom, I knew there was no going back. I’d discovered a kink, a fetish, that was more satisfying and exciting than anything I’d been aware of before.

And I loved that it centered on me and my body.

“Harder!” I moo-moaned. “Harder! Own my ass! Own my tight little butt!”

God, I loved it… I loved anal sex! As nasty as it seemed, I loved the sensation of being stretched, loved the feeling of his cock entering me so deeply. Somehow, it felt like he was fucked me even deeper than when he had used my pussy.

Before long, Damien reached his tipping point. I heard him roar with pleasure as he came, and I sighed, mooing happily as my ass accepted his cum.

“Thank you, sir…” I whimpered as he fucked it into me, stirring up my guts with his cock as he drove his cum as deep into my sloppy, torn hole as it would go. I sighed, proud of myself for everything I had achieved. But even more than that, I was excited to see what came next in my hucow life.
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