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Prologue


My name is Jessica and I’m eighteen years old, and this is the story of how I became a hucow.

Most girls don’t grow up dreaming of being a hucow. In fact, I didn’t even know what it was until after I had graduated from high school. I had just turned eighteen and I was working a dead-end job, trying to cobble together enough money for another semester of community college when I saw a news special about it one night. I was exhausted from work and just about ready to pass out but this new story caught my attention.

“They’re called hucows,” the reporter on the TV said. “And you might be seeing their milk in the grocery store soon. No, they’re not human-cow hybrids, but human women milked like cows.”

On the screen, the pretty reporter stood next to an insanely busty woman, who knelt next to her on the floor of what seemed to be a barn. The busty woman grinned. The news broadcast blurred out her breasts, but she seemed to be totally naked. The busty woman—I guessed that was the hucow—she had long blonde hair, blue eyes, and an incredible smile. She was the kind of girl people would obsess over. I wondered what it would be like to be that kind of girl, to be the kind of girl that everyone wanted to know, that everyone wanted to be with… to do. I blushed just thinking about it.

She was beautiful. And I wanted to be just like her. Read the first chapter of my story to learn all about how I came to the farm for the first time and had my initial interview with Dr. Crowne, losing my virginity in the process, or how I was bred by a bull for the first time… And how I rode them again and again to become the best hucow I can be! Or check out Melanie Sparxx’s author page on Amazon to catch up with the adventures of all my hucow friends! There’s always something happening on the farm!


Chapter 1


The candy melted in my mouth. It was sweet, with just a hint of chocolatey complexity, a slight salty nuance that added to the deliciousness. It was unlike any chocolate candy I’d ever had before.

And it was made with my milk.

“Do you like it, Jessica?” Dr. Crowne asked with a big smile as I reached for another chocolate. It was almost Halloween and I was sitting in his office, my swollen udders out on his desk as he examined my nipples. I was almost embarrassed by the significant changes my nipples had gone through: from being soft and pink and fleshy, they’d darkened, growing almost leathery and tough in the process.

I suppose they had to, in order to stand up to all the abuse they took in my day to day life as a hucow on the farm.

I wore nothing else and, like usual, I was wetting the chair with the fluids from my needy cunt. Feeling Dr. Crowne measure my stretched out, swollen nipples drove me crazy, and as he pressed and manipulated my udders, I mooed softly, milk starting to flow.

“I love them, Dr. Crowne,” I mooed. As per usual, I didn’t bother to make my voice understandable to outsiders, since I knew Dr. Crowne would be able to parse everything I said. One of the side-effects of the hucow medication I took, that all the hucows on the farm took, was that it became more and more difficult to produce normal English speech. Instead, we tended to speak in something that sounded more or less like a cow’s mooing.

I know, I know what you’re thinking—isn’t that just a bit too convenient? I mean, what are the chances that the medicines and hormones which increase lactation and arousal also have the effect of partially paralyzing the vocal chords, making it difficult to speak normally? Resulting in a tribe of human-cow mutants who can only moo for their milk-guzzling masters?

Well, listen—the other side-effects of the hucow medications are just as wild! Not only had the treatments removed my gag reflex, they also caused my anus to start self-lubricating, in the same way my pussy did when aroused. This made it eminently easy for me to be bred in all three holes—convenient, right?

But I wasn’t thinking about any of that right now. I was focused on the delicious candies I was popping into my mouth one after another. They were part of a special line of single source milk chocolates the farm was putting out for Halloween, using only one hucow’s milk per bag. My bag had chocolates that ranked among the most delicious candy I’d ever had.

“We’re going to hand these out for trick or treating on the farm later this week,” Dr. Crowne informed me. My eyes widened. Trick or treating! How long had it been since I’d gone trick or treating?

But then, I did a double-take—the farm was definitely not appropriate for kids! They really weren’t planning on bringing kids to the farm, were they? I’d have to wear regular clothes, something I hadn’t done in months at this point, and I figured this meant we wouldn’t be bred at all while guests were on site…

“Don’t worry, it’s an adults-only event,” Dr. Crowne said with a knowing smile. “We have a strict eighteen-plus rule on the farm—you know that. No, this event will allow the local community to meet some hucows and sample their—well, treats—your treats. The usual—milking and breeding, but we have a few fun surprises planned. Plus, of course, the candy.”

I beamed. I couldn’t wait!

Dr. Crowne finished up with his examination of my nipples, and wrote up his findings in a report. He noted the way my nipples had grown longer from when I’d first arrived, stretching out with all the milking I endured every single day. Milking was an exercise in pain and pleasure—sometimes, it was agony, but it also drove me crazy with arousal and I wanted nothing more than to feel the delicious relief of having my udders emptied of their weight. The sensation of being milked, of giving nourishment directly from my body—nothing beat that. It drove me wild, and it left me aching for more, addicted.

Then, after Dr. Crowne had finished examining my nipples, he instructed me to lay over his desk, with my naked butt up in the air. He produced a pair of calipers and I found myself blushing as he began to measure my butt cheeks.

“You’ve really grown down here too, Jessica,” he noted, not without approval, as he made little marks on his clipboard. “Your buttocks have nearly doubled in size since you first arrived on the farm. Not quite the same growth as we’ve seen in your breasts, but close. It’s very impressive. You should be proud of yourself!”

And I was. Even if I found myself blushing at the thought of Dr. Crowne examining my ass, spreading my cheeks apart. He could see my wet slit, probably smell how badly I wanted to be bred, even though I’d just sustained a vigorous, multi-round, multi-hole breeding that morning. It never ended here on the farm.

Dr. Crowne palpated my butt cheeks and I mooed softly, enjoying the feeling of his strong hands on my sensitive, tender skin. I found my butt tensing and relaxing as he squeezed and stretched my skin and then, I gasped as he spread my butt apart and ran a finger along my pussy lips.

“These have certainly gotten a little stretched out with all the breeding,” he noted, and tugged gently at one of my lips. I blushed hard. I’d always been a bit shy about my meaty little pussy, and the prominent lips crowning my hole, and now, Dr. Crowne was playing with them, testing their elasticity, noting the color and how warm and slick they became as he touched them.

“Quite impressive, Jessica,” he remarked. “They’re very attractive. The bulls rate your pussy as one of the prettiest on the farm.”

Now, I blushed hard. Really hard. I had one of the prettiest pussies on the farm?! Me?

I couldn’t believe it, but if Dr. Crowne said so, it had to be true.

“Are… are you sure?” I mooed softly. “I always thought I had an ugly pussy.”

I remembered masturbating alone, in my room, looking at my pussy in a mirror and hating it. This was before I had become a hucow, after I had graduated high school into the listless adulthood that offered no path forward to me. I didn’t know what I wanted to do in my life, I was a virgin, I didn’t know how to talk to boys or draw their eyes to me, and if they ever did show interest in me, I would be afraid for them to see my meaty, dangly pussy lips.

But apparently… that was a plus here on the farm? I supposed I learned new things every single day. I blushed hard, happy and delighted with this new knowledge.

“Thank you, sir,” I murmured softly, forcing myself to form human words. “I appreciate the praise.”

With that, Dr. Crowne sent me back to the farm to rest up in preparation for the Halloween event.


Chapter 2


The day of trick or treating arrived and I found myself looking forward to it in the same way I had looked forward to Halloween as a kid. I was definitely a spooky kid—I loved Nightmare Before Christmas, and all the Disney villains, and dark emo bands like My Chemical Romance. I loved the Twilight movies, silly though they were, and always fantasized about being taken away by a handsome, lustful vampire.

Every Halloween, I’d make elaborate plans for my costume, hoping to wear something crazy and cool: a magnificent, creepy witch’s outfit, or maybe something like the girl from the Ring, or even something more horrifying: a zombie, or a skinwalker, or whatever the horror movie trope of the day was. Now, usually, these costumes didn’t materialize, and I’d end up going as a cat or something with my friends, eventually giving up trick or treating altogether, but the anticipation was much more fun than the actual event.

Now, this Halloween, I knew I wouldn’t be wearing a costume. I’d be naked, as usual, along with half a dozen other hucows—Marissa, Caitlyn, and others, girls whose names and reputations I knew from around the farm as being some of the best and most productive hucows, with milk they sold in stores. I’d probably had some of their milk—the thought of drinking from them, seeing them work, made me extra excited.

I knew I’d be available for milking and breeding, as occasionally happened during public events on the farm. In particular, the testing of the bulls was a big deal, when new bulls were given their final test and expected to breed, continuously, for two hours street, driving load after load into the waiting, fertile hucow bellies. I knew that sooner or later, hucows ended up pregnant, and some of the girls left the farm to raise their kids, while others stayed and enrolled their kids in a local preschool, working as hucows during the day, taking breedings and milkings, and then spending time with their families in the evenings and on weekends, just like a regular job. The flexibility the farm offered was pretty amazing, especially considering that none of the work was remote. It was so much better than working in retail, oh my god.

Beyond that, though, I didn’t know what would be expected of me. I didn’t know if it would be men or women or both who would be sampling my milk. I didn’t mind if it were both, but I was naturally much more interested in the men coming by to drink my milk. I didn’t mind the idea of being with a girl, but it didn’t excite me in the same way that a big, thick cock excited me, or a man’s rough hands pulling and tugging at my sensitive, dripping nipples…

“All right, girls—time to get ready!” a voice called into the barn as the girls, myself included, began to moo in response. I was led out into the center pathway through the barn, and saw several other hucows ahead of me, their asses on display for me. Between their thighs, I saw their damp cunts, and the pubic hair matted with desire and cum from our morning breedings. Behind me, I knew, were a few other hucows, looking at my butt, seeing my pussy, seeing everything, probably comparing themselves to me in the same way I compared my body to theirs. The idea aroused me, made me even wetter, which only embarrassed me further. Jeeze, it could be hard being a hucow, riding the waves of intense, intense arousal and equally intense embarrassment from being exposed completely.

We trooped out of the barn and, once outside, we lined up, and spread out asses. This was a normal practice: any given hucow probably had a decent amount of bull semen still in her pussy or asshole, and needed to be washed thoroughly before being offered to the public. We received antibiotics along with our medicine to help prevent the usual infections that might be expected with such vigorous and regular breeding, but it was still normal practice to clean out our orifices at least once a day. The bulls, for their part, did not mind breeding you even if you still had another bull’s seed inside of you—it was just a matter of practicality for them, since it was difficult to clean us after each round of breeding, and doing so would wash away the natural lubrication that was so necessary for the artificially enlarged bull cocks to slide easily into our hucow holes. What’s more, the additional lubricant in the form of the bull semen actually helped the bulls work themselves inside of us, so it was a win-win, in the end.

That having been said, what worked for the bulls on the farm didn’t necessarily work for the guests coming to visit the farm, so we had to be cleaned.

I braced myself, feeling my nipples harden as the cold rush of water washed over me. I let out a long, low moo of distress, matched by the other girls, as we all took our washings. Water filled my ass and my pussy and then, with a deep breath, I squeezed, squirting it out, and depositing a thin discharge of old bull semen on the ground below me. A dairy worker squatted behind me and I felt his rough fingers dig into my ass, making sure I’d been well and fully cleaned out, and then offering the same hard treatment to my pussy. Even though they’d just washed away all of my lubricant, I found the rough fingers teasing me open and digging around inside me more than enough to summon further wetness to my pussy, as well as my asshole—the feeling of a self-lubricating asshole was hard to get used to, because I often found myself feeling as though I’d had an embarrassing accident, only to remember that it was simply my hucow holes getting ready for breeding.

I turned my head from side to side, watching the other girls moo and moan from their washings. Our skin was all pink from the cold water, and there was a uniform look of bliss and distress on everyone’s face. It was hard to do this job without being a bit of a masochist, and I found myself enjoying the exposure and the cold treatment, even if it was a bit torturous.

From there, we were marched into a second barn, the event space where we were to be exhibited.


Chapter 3


Once in the second barn, two dairy workers lifted me up into a set of stocks. They looked kind of like the set up you’d find in a medieval village, where a local criminal would be locked up, bent over, so that the townspeople could fling rotten vegetables at him. Funny, right? But these stocks were special: Instead of space for our hands, they have larger holes for our breasts to fit through.

Squeezing my udders through the holes took some effort, which resulted in milk going everywhere as the dairy workers manipulated my tits, essentially milking them in the process as they forced them inside, but soon, I was set. This was not a particularly comfortable way to be standing, bent over like this, I loved how exposed I was—my hands were cuffed together behind my back to keep them out of the way and a small platform was placed below my belly that I could rest on, taking some of the pressure off my lower back. My butt was on full display on one end of the set up, with my face and tits on the other end.

Below my tits was a small table with a smiling picture of me, a short bio I didn’t remember writing, and cups that guests could milk me into in order to sample my milk. I noted that there was a picture of me, naked, from before my transformation into a hucow, featuring my scrawny, almost malnourished teenaged body. I blushed hard as I gazed at my old self, her sad frown, her stringy hair, the awkward, scraggly bush between her thighs which hid, of course, her meaty, sloppy pussy, and then, piece de resistance, my uneven breasts. Next to that photo, though, was a full body, glossy picture of me as I was now, with my full figure, my plump, perky, even breasts, dripping with milk, my meaty cunt on full display, and my luscious, voluptuous ass. My hair had gotten thicker and fuller and shinier, and I was beaming in the glossy picture, showing what a difference life on the hucow farm made.

I’m glad people would see my glow up. Even if the old picture embarrassed me, I knew that it would help people understand how wonderful it was to be a cow on the hucow farm!

Dr. Crowne stepped into the barn just as the preparations were being finished up. A band was warming up in the corner, putting the final touches on their rendition of the Monster Mash. The band leader was dressed as a mad scientist, while the drummer was his hunchbacked assistant, and the bassist was his monster, cobbled together from discarded human parts, or so it seemed to me. I loved their costumes and I caught the monster’s eye, grinning at him from my restraints.

“So, girls, you will be the refreshments and part of the evening’s entertainment. In addition to candy made with your milk, and a milk punch—also made with your milk—the guests will come around and milk you directly. As usual, you can expect some of the male guests to be interested in breeding you, so simply be prepared for when that happens—there’s nothing you can do to stop it, of course,” Dr. Crowne added with a cruel grin. Of course, it’s not that I would want to stop it—and I knew there were safety precautions in place, regardless. The thought of being helpless, though, made me wet and I found myself rubbing my thighs together in delicious anticipation of the night to come.

The first guests entered, a group of men in suits who seemed to have come straight from the office. They took some candy from the front of the room, and then began to explore. I could see the bulges in their pants growing larger and larger—the night was just about to get fun!


Chapter 4


Three young-ish men—in their thirties, maybe—in suits approached me.

“So, we can—milk you?” one of them, seemingly the bravest one at the head of their group, asked. I grinned and nodded.

“That’s right! You can do whatever you want to me, actually, but why don’t you start by trying my milk?”

He reached out, after a hesitant second, to touch one of my udders. I sighed in relief, feeling his gentle touch as he stroked my nipple.

“Your nipples are so big,” he commented. “No offense.”

“None taken. It just happens to us. It’s a result of all the milking and the medications we take to make us lactate so much.”

“What does it feel like?”

I bit my lip, trying to think. I wondered how to explain to a man what lactation felt like?

“I’d like to say it feels like cumming out of your dick, but through your nipple,” I said, teasingly, and winked at them. “But I’ve never had a dick to cum out of, so I don’t know. It feels nice, though. Sometimes, it hurts a bit, but you grow to like that too. It feels like, your boobs get so full and heavy, and then the thing you want most is for them to be lightened, and then it comes out of your nipples, which are really sensitive, in a stream—it feels really good, ultimately, but it’s really hard to describe.”

I blushed suddenly. I’d just been yapping so much. I’d been so focused on forming normal human, English speech, instead of mooing, that I hadn’t paid attention to how much I’d been talking. In my old life, I never would have been able to talk to men so much like this, but here, now, I didn’t have a problem with it. But still, a bit of that vestigial nervousness and shyness remained, even though I was completely naked and exposed to them.

“Wow, that’s so cool… Jessica,” the man at the front of the group said, reading my name off the sign on the table below me. He gripped my tit, and began to pull, milking me like he’d no doubt been shown by one of the dairy workers upon his arrival. He filled a cup with my milk, brought it to his lips, and drank, his eyes closing with pleasure. “Holy shit, that’s amazing. That’s so good!”

“Really?” I all but squealed, my voice dissolving into a moo. The other men grinned and began to milk me, and I mooed softly, in undisguised delight, as they squeezed more and more milk from my nipples and drank.

“Can we just, you know, suck from your tits directly?”

“Sure,” I cried. “I love it when I get suckled. It feels—really sweet and intimate, you know?”

He knelt, never minding the fact that he was getting the knees of his suit dirty, and latched his lips onto my teat. I sighed, closing my eyes in bliss as his tongue swirled around my swollen nub, and began to tug and suckle.

“Yes,” I mooed. “Yes, just like that… Ah…”

I was getting close to cumming, and I didn’t try to fight it. The feeling of my nipple gently gushing milk into this stranger’s mouth was intoxicating, and my vision went blurry, especially when another man knelt next to his colleague and began to suckle my other nipple. Soon, I was panting with pleasure and then, blushing, squealing, I was cumming, rubbing my thighs together and I whimpered.

“Fuck, she really likes that. Are you cumming, Jessica?”

“Yes!” I squealed as the mouths suckling me got rougher, as I felt teeth come out. That only made my orgasm more intense, the sudden pain, and I gasped, leaning my head back as far as it would go in my restraints. I saw a few women in suits eyeing what was going on and I tried to give them a friendly smile, trying to invite them over to taste my milk, but I was cumming too hard to even keep my eyes open and I think I probably just looked crazy.

“You know,” the first man said, as I came down from my orgasm and his coworkers wiped my nipples clean of milk and spit. “You kind of looked like a cousin of mine, before you became a hucow. She’s in college, really cute, just like you.”

I blushed hard at the compliment.

“I wasn’t cute, not then.”

“Oh, you were totally cute—look at your sexy little body!” he said, pointing to the picture of me from before my transformation. I shook my head, blushing hard—how could he say I was cute then? The thought was too hard for me to wrap my mind around, but part of me loved him for telling me that.

“If you want to breed my mouth, and pretend I’m your cousin, I don’t mind,” I told him with a grin, trying to get my mind off the compliment.

His friends moved onto another hucow, but he unzipped his fly, pulling out his cock, and pressed it against my lips. I opened my jaws as wide as I could, letting him slide it inside.

“You hucows don’t have gag reflexes, right?” he said, as he proved the fact to himself by pushing his cock down my throat, as far as it would go. I shook my head and said uh-uh as well as I could with a huge cock in my mouth.

“Wow, that’s amazing—you’re taking my cock like it’s nothing! I bet my cousin can’t do that,” he said with a smirk as he began to thrust forward. This must have been some of the first penetration a hucow took that night because soon, a small crowd of party-goers had formed around us, men and women. They all seemed to be from the same company, because they seemed to know my breeder’s name.

“Rick, of course, you found a girl who looks like your cousin, you perv,” one of the women said, shifting from foot to foot. She leaned forward, getting close to Rick’s cock in my mouth but not touching it, in order to milk me into a small paper cup. I guessed she had a crush on Rick, had maybe even hooked up with him at a company party, and she was glaring at me while I tried to make my eyes look apologetic as I swallowed his cock.

But then, her face changed completely when she sipped my milk.

“Oh, wow. This is incredible. You girls should try this.”

Soon, the women in the group were taking turns milking me. Much to my surprise, they were rougher than the men had been, driving their nails into my nipples and tugging hard, as though punishing me for attracting one of the men from their group. I moaned and whimpered onto the cock driving down my throat, and felt tears coming to my eyes. Rick grabbed my hair, moaning his cousin’s name—Amanda—as he deposited a thick load directly into my esophagus and slid out of my lips, leaving a trail of spit dribbling down my chin.

“You guys have to try this,” Rick announced, calling to other groups from their company. “These girls give amazing head.”

The first woman, who had tasted my milk first, rolled her eyes and reached out to milk me again, digging his nails like claws into my nipple and filling a cup as she sneered at me. I tried to smile apologetically at her. I wanted to tell her it wasn’t my fault, that she should make herself available to the men she wanted if she wanted as much attention as I was getting—but I guessed that wouldn’t go over very well…

“Well, what are the requirements for getting a job like this?” she asked, as one of the men from her company circle around behind me, spreading my butt cheeks. “Besides being a slut.”

“Dude, she’s soaked! And look, she’s only twenty—can you believe that?”

Oh, that’s right, I thought. He must have read that on the information in my bio on the table at my station. I’d had my twentieth birthday on the farm. I’d completely forgotten: every day was so fun and so busy, I hadn’t had time for the usual fretting about getting older, about whether my friends would come to my part, and so on and so forth. Instead, I’d been fucked senseless by a trio of beautiful male models with comically large cocks, so in the end, it was a pretty great birthday.

I gasped softly as the man behind me slid his cock into my wetness. He wasn’t large by conventional cock standards, let alone the special standards of the farm, but I moaned appreciatively all the same: every cock was special, and deserved special attention, even if it wasn’t the biggest and most beautiful. For at least one person in the world, that cock was the biggest and most beautiful one he’d ever have, and it meant the world to him.

“Well, you need to enjoy sex, I suppose,” I moo-moaned, my voice changing partway through as I answered the woman’s question. “I was actually a virgin when I arrived, but that’s unusual. Many of the hucows didn’t experience sexual fulfilment in their lives before coming to the farm, so I guess in that respect, I’m not unusual.”

“Sexual fulfilment? What’s that?” one of the women from the company asked. Most of the men had moved onto other girls, but these women, sensing that I could be toyed with, stayed: they were all pretty, blonde, with great bodies, the kinds of girls I had hated in high school, who had gone to nice colleges and would get good jobs and marry handsome men with good jobs too. But now, I saw that I was getting something different from them, and they were jealous.

I made a small glance over my shoulder and winked at the women. Their coworker was plunging his cock into me and I let out soft, hungry moans every few seconds, to show how much I appreciated him.

“We’re bred multiple times a day by specialized bulls. I think they’ll arrive later: just like how we take medication to help us lactate and help us taking breedings multiple times a day, they receive medicines to limit their refractory period and increase the amount of semen they produce. They, uh, also end up having pretty big cocks, if you’re into that.”

A look of hunger descended upon the women’s faces. Silence, broken by one of them asking: “And they’ll be here tonight?”

“I think so!” I offered, with a shrug, as the eager young man thrusting into me came to his orgasm, grunting and unleashing a load into my pussy. I squealed softly, shaking my butt and clenching myself around him, trying to show him just how much I had enjoyed being fucked by him.

“What’s the point of all the breeding, though? This just seems like a weird fetish thing,” the original woman said. She was the one digging her nails into my nipple, as though she’d sensed that I was someone she could bully, and I whimpered every time she kind of scratched milk out of my sore nipple like that, drinking it with an obvious look of domineering satisfaction on her face.

“The presence of virile male semen on my mucous membranes allows for the absorption of nutrients by my body. Those nutrients help to produce milk. That’s basically it: breeding is an efficient delivery mechanism for the nutrients and hormones to get into my milk.” That seemed to satisfy the women, and the one clawing my nipple dropped it as she took a sip of her last cup of my nectar. “Plus, it’s fun.”

“Fine, I get it. Be a good girl and yell when the bulls come, won’t you?” she said, and tousled my hair, not without affection. I wasn’t really into girls, but I wouldn’t mind fooling around with her. What I wanted to see more than anything, though, was how hard the bulls would fuck her: they could sense if a girl was too proud and needed to be taken down a few pegs. Put in her place. It’s not that they would be mean—it’s just that she would realize maybe she couldn’t take cock as well as she thought she could, and she’d find herself in an embarrassing, exposed position—everyone watching her struggle in delight as she was filled with enormous bull cock…


Chapter 5


Next, an older man came by. He was dressed in a nice suit, and had a sweet expression on his aged face. I guessed he was the boss of the company that had picked our farm for their outing—a pretty funny choice, if you asked me, but everyone seemed to be having a good time. A few people not from the company were trickling in now too—the usual frat boys, who often came to the farm for birthdays or parties, but also curious couples, and some local farmers.

“Trick or treat!” the man announced with a grin, and patted my head. “You’re quite popular with my employees! I’m very impressed with you, ah, assets, shall we say?”

I was right. He was the president of the company, or ceo, or boss, or whatever. He grasped my nipples and I was impressed by how effortlessly he milked me, draining my breasts into two cups as I mooed appreciatively.

“You’re… you’re good at that…” I moaned, almost forgetting to make sure I spoke English.

“Well, I grew up on a dairy farm, but that was almost fifty years ago… Glad to see I still have the touch though.” He took a sip of one of the cups, passing the other one to another older man walking by. “By golly, but that’s great milk. How do they get such tasty milk of you girls? If you’d told me when I was a young man that someday, we’d be milking girls your age to sweeten our coffee, I’d have thought you were crazy.”

I found the man so charming! I gave him the usual rundown, explaining about the bulls and the medications we took. I told him that my milk was being sold in blends in stores now, and that soon, I would have a single source bottle available everywhere milk was sold, and he promised he’d look out for that.

“Now, I noticed one of my people, a young man name of Rick, making the beast with two backs with your mouth, young lady…” he began with a smile.

“My holes are open to be bred tonight,” I told him eagerly. “So, feel free to try any of them—you’ve got three options!”

“Three options?”

I nodded, causing my boobs to wiggle.

“That’s right. My mouth, my pussy, and my butt.”

“Your butt, huh?” the boss said with an intrigued grin. “I haven’t had butt since my wife was young. Said we wouldn’t be doing that again so long as she was a Christian, if you can believe it. If you really don’t mind…”

“My anus is self-lubricating as well, sir,” I told him, as I saw he was starting to look around for something to lubricate my ass with. “So don’t worry about getting me nice and wet—I’m already slippery back there!”

“Well, will wonders never cease?” the older man said. He took his place behind me and I sighed as he spread apart my sticky ass cheeks. Another few people, two couples, came up and began to sample my milk, offering a cursory “Trick or treat!” before they began groping at my breasts, asking me questions, and I almost didn’t notice the older man behind me unzipping his pants and pressing himself against me.

Until, that is, I realized how fucking huge his cock was.

My eyes widened in horror.

I tried to glance over my shoulder, desperate to get a look at what was about to go into my guts. Now I could understand why this guy’s wife refused to do anal with him anymore.

“Now, just relax, honey,” he cooed, running his fingers along my back. “You’re going to be all right. You’ve done this before, and you know you just need to take deep breaths and relax and let me in.”

He had to have a cock as thick as wine bottle, bigger even than a bull’s. I was losing my composure as I talked to the couples sampling my milk.

“Are you okay?” one of the women asked me as a tear ran down my cheek, as I felt my ass being stretched and torn open by the enormous hunk of meat slowly forcing its way inside my guts.

“Fine,” I whimpered. “Just working through something.” I gasped as I felt the first few inches pass the tight ring of muscle holding my ass together and the older man began to thrust, slowly but relentlessly, into my guts.

Meanwhile, the bulls had finally made their arrival. I didn’t even need to let the woman from earlier know. The bulls were naked except for loincloths, which only enhanced the sense of nudity because they were all hard, and so the women in attendance, and even some of the men, came up to them to peak underneath their cursory attire. I watched as the woman from earlier chatted up one, and within minutes of his arrival, she was bending over, letting him slide her panties down and hike up her skirt.

She was across the barn from me and grinned at me as our eyes met. Suddenly, the expression on her face changed from smirking satisfaction to terror, and I knew she was grappling with the size of the bull forcing his cock into her. The bull reached for her hair, pulling hard, and forcing the blonde bitch to arch her back, her breasts straining against her shirt as a silent scream of pleasure and pain escaped her lips. I watched her body shake as she was fucked, and again, our eyes met, but we were both crying now, both struggling with the cocks inside of us.

The boss gripped my hips now, driving harder and harder into me as I grunted. A semi-circle formed around me, as it did around the women being fucked by the bull. A few of the other women at the party were taking bulls now took, lying on the floor in the hay, or being restrained in stocks similar to mine, their breasts, smaller than mine, on display as bulls skewered their throats and holes.

But I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the blonde bitch as she was dominated and destroyed. Her mouth formed the word yes over and over again, even though she barely made any noise—I think she was too shy, too afraid to reveal how much she was really struggling with the cock inside of her. I’m sure she’d built her reputation, her identity, on being a slutty bimbo in charge of her own sexuality, a boss bitch who got what she wanted and was never surprised by what was in a guy’s pants, and now, she was being torn apart from the inside out.

And, like me arriving on the farm, it was what she had always wanted.

We shared a smile, a sisterly look that confirmed our bond, and I began to moan louder, moo, letting her know it was okay to make noise. The cock inside of me felt like it was actually causing damage, but my endorphins were blasting, taking me to a land where pain was pleasure and pleasure was, well, better pleasure, and I found myself twitching my loosened, gaping asshole around the old cock buried inside of it, trying to bring him to orgasm faster, as fast as I could, in order to give myself some relief, fleeting though it might be.

The louder I moaned, the bolder and harder the boss fucked me, and, from across the barn, the more the blonde bitch seemed to relax into the fuck, reaching up to unbutton her shirt and let her bra-clad breasts hang out, even pulling them out so that the bull could grab her nipples and twist them roughly.

And then, I could tell she was cumming from the way she finally began to wail and scream, writhing in the bull’s grasp, her nipples turning a vicious purple from the way he groped and tortured them.

Once I saw she was cumming, I let go myself and allowed myself to cum, my ass spasming around the cock in my butt.

“That’s a good girl, cum for me—I can’t believe you can cum just from having your ass fucked!” the boss roared as I felt his cock begin to twitch inside of me, spilling his seed into my gaped hole. I squealed appreciatively as I felt the familiar flood of cum invade my guts, filling me, making me feel whole—making me feel warm and loved from the inside out. As the boss slid his cock out of my destroyed hole, I whimpered, almost disappointed to be without his perfect, massive cock inside of me.

“Thank you, sir,” I moo-moaned for him as he zipped himself back up. A few people were taking pictures of my gaped ass, and someone showed it to me: my hole was stretched out, definitely, and dripping cum, but otherwise, it didn’t look like I’d taken any real damage. The medications given to me on the hucow farm made my body more resilient to this sort of attention, of course.

On the other side of the farm, the blonde bitch was now taking another bull in her mouth, another from behind, her eyes assuming a kind of glazed over look of pleasure and abandon. When they finished, they left her in a pile of hay in the corner, half-naked, cum dripping out of her holes as she stared up at the ceiling, panting. Then, she gestured for another bull to come over and spread her legs invitingly.


Chapter 6


The night wound down, and most groups left. The blonde woman came over to me, after doing the best that she could to redress herself. She whipped out a compact to fix her make up and then leaned heavily on the stocks I was still restrained in. I’d watched her get fucked a few more times, and she’d watched me get bred and milked for hours, long after she had had to close her legs and throw in the towel. A few of her female coworkers had gotten fucked too, but none as much as her.

“So, I don’t know how I’m going to show my face at the office on Monday after that shameful display,” she said with a heavy sigh. “I’ve fucked almost everyone at work but that was something else. You really do this full time?”

“Every day,” I said proudly.

“You took my boss’s cock in your ass. He’s hung like a goddamned horse. He couldn’t stop talking about it. I think he’d hire you on as his full-time personal assistant if he could.”

“My anus is pretty resilient to that sort of—penetration. Stretching. Stuff like that,” I said, blushing a bit, but feeling more comfortable with her. Without asking, she filled a cup with my milk, milking my nipples as though we were old friends, or as though I were a drink dispenser in a cafeteria.

“You like working here?” she asked.

“I love it. I can’t imagine working anywhere else.” I realized what the blonde bitch was considering. “I mean, I didn’t go to college or anything. I didn’t have a lot of other options in life, but all the same, I’d pick this life over anything else.”

“Funny,” she said. “I’ve had every advantage in life. Harvard B-school. Goldman Sachs, McKinsey. I never quit and I never lose, but you take dick better than me. And that’s the one thing I was sure I’d never get beat at.”

I just shrugged.

“I’ve had a lot of consistent practice now. That’s all. I struggled a bit when I first started.”

“If I ever end up back here, it’ll be as a hucow like you,” she told me, and leaned down to kiss my forehead. “My name is Diana, and don’t you forget it. We’re rivals from today on, Jessica.”

I grinned. I kind of liked the idea—it made me feel like we were in, I don’t know, One Punch Man or Jujutsu Kaisen—but the idea of a woman ten years older than me taking me on as her sex rival was kind of hilarious. Diana seemed to be taking it really seriously, though, and I did want to harsh her vibe, so I just nodded solemnly as she limped away. I could tell she’d be struggling with the ache in her pussy and ass for days.


Chapter 7


After the event ended, a dairy worker let me out of my stocks and I made my way over to the band as they packed up. They’d done an admirable job, I thought, playing creepy Halloween standards: the Monster Mash, of course, but also Goo Goo Muck, Creep, Werewolves of London, several My Chemical Romance Songs, and even the overture to Rocky Horror Picture Show. I noticed that they hadn’t been able to get over to visit any of the hucows and I wanted to be the first to show my appreciation.

“You guys were great,” I said, leaning against the small, make-shift stage they were packing their equipment up on. I let my full breasts rest on the stage floor and three pairs of eyes immediately went to them as I grinned invitingly at them. “I wondered if you guys wanted to play a bit before you left.”

Next thing I knew, I was being lifted up onto the stage and Igor and Frankenstein’s monster were starting to suckle at my nipples while the mad scientist was undoing his pants and forcing his cock into my messy pussy. His band mates drank their fill while I writhed between them, my sore hole taking thrust after thrust as I wailed appreciatively, eagerly, the squish of his cock in my hole becoming out music as he took me harder and harder.

“Fuck, you’re so tight—and I’ve been watching you get fucked all night!” the mad scientist said. I just giggled, and opened my mouth wide as Frankenstein fed his cock down my throat. Once they came, they moved me around, and Igor rode me, driving into my ass hard as he slammed himself against my hips, and before I knew it, I was sucking the mad scientist’s cock, tasting myself on his shaft, tasting his cum, tasting the cum of the dozen or so men who had finished inside of me that night.

The fucking continued unabated for half an hour or so before my boys were spent. I wanted to go longer—I thought they’d really done a great job and no one else had really expressed their appreciation—but they were exhausted after their hard work.

“Well, come back and see me on the farm sometime,” I told them, giving them each a kiss before I allowed a dairy worker to walk me back to the barn and my pen. Along the way, I assumed the position outside the barn, spreading my legs and my holes wide to be hosed down, but this time in the unrelenting chill of the autumn night. I shivered and whimpered, my body trembling, but the cold water felt amazing on my chafed, enflamed skin. I’d taken some hard fuckings that night, and the cold water served to soothe my ruddy, reddened skin—I think that was one of the reasons why our washings were always done with cold water, and not warm water.

But I couldn’t tell you for certain. I knew some of the reasons for went on at the hucow farm but not everything. I was just a simple hucow, and I was happy to be there, and happy to celebrate Halloween doing what I loved.
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