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ADULT CONTENT WARNING (18+):
This story contains explicit sexual content, adult themes, and language intended for mature audiences only. By proceeding, you confirm that you are at least 18 years of age (or the legal age of majority in your jurisdiction).
Legal Notice:
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author. This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author's imagination.

The first week of my stay at Hucow Farm was not overly dynamic. After I started the transformation process, all days were more or less the same.

I lived in a house with other girls who were in the same stage as me. All the workers on the farm were divided into three groups, those who are in the process of transformation, those who give milk, and those who breed with Hubulls. I was still in the first phase - the transformation process.

Every day I received hormone injections at the doctor's office, along with clitoral and vaginal stimulation that sped up the whole process. It seemed to me that my breasts could not get any bigger, but they grew bigger every day, which was clearly visible from the doctor's notes, who measured them in detail at each examination. Both the farmers and the doctor were very pleased with my progress.

The massive, round breasts were really hard and getting more sensitive day by day. I felt like I was dragging a huge burden, and I longed for relief.

All the girls I lived within the house were very nice, and they all went through the same thing as me. Their breasts grew and swelled, and they all complained that it became more and more difficult for them to control their sexual desire and arousal. It was also one of the hormones's side effects. However, we were forbidden to fuck with each other and to masturbate. Our bodies are kept exclusively for the farmers and the Hubulls.

Like the others, I also noticed that my sexual desire increased drastically and it was very difficult for me to refrain from touching my juicy little pussy which was now getting wet at the slightest thought of sex.

The curls of my red hair fell freely on my shoulders as I strolled around the farm yard and basked in the rays of the warm sun.

I kept thinking about my report, the primary reason I came here. I was thinking about how in the past few days, against my will, I have somehow become somewhat distracted. All my thoughts were occupied by the new changes in my body as well as the insatiable desire that flooded me like a wave. It was very difficult to utter even one smart thought while your breasts were getting bigger, rounder, and heavier and your body was permeated with surges of sexual appetite that was also growing more, every day.

All the girls, just like me, have noticed that a similar phenomenon is happening to them. 

Believe it or not, we were getting dumber. We were aware that our intellectual abilities were decreasing day by day. Many of us were academically educated, but after only one week of stay at the "Milk&Pleasure" farm, we forgot both the simplest calculation operations and the most essential historical facts. All our thoughts and the resources of our bodies were focused on the demanding and exhausting transformation we were experiencing.

We became stupid, fertile, big, and full of milk, perfect cows for milking and breeding.

I was passing by one of the rooms used for breeding. I was treading on the soft, green, and neatly trimmed grass with my bare feet when I heard groans and sighs from inside. I listened more carefully. The sighs were very deep and intermittent and the moans were muffled. I wanted to peek inside.

I looked around and since there was no one in sight, I walked around the building to get to the front. There were no windows on the building, and in many ways, it resembled a barn. It was wooden and quite tall, with the fact that it looked much more modern. I put my ear to the door and listened again.

The moaning became louder and I felt the warm juices wet my thighs and my pussy began to pulsate slightly.

I slowly opened the door. Miraculously, the door wasn't locked from the inside and I managed to open it just enough to peek inside. I felt adrenaline rush through my blood at a tremendous speed and my cheeks were flooded with heat and redness.

Inside, the room was very reminiscent of a barn. The floor was covered with hay and the entire room was divided into several wooden pens.

In one of the pens, a young girl with dark hair stood gaping as a man wearing horns on his head banged her from behind. I assumed it was a Hubull. The girl was thrown over a beam. 

Her hands and feet were tied, and one of the Farmers was holding her front part tightly. Massive breasts the size of watermelons swayed as the bull rammed into her with strong and vigorous movements. The girl moaned louder and louder as the movements became more intense. Her face was covered in sweat, her eyes were fixed with a pleading movement on the 

Farmer who was holding her, and her mouth was slightly open.

Hubull was a very tall and muscular man, with an almost perfect body. Everything about him screamed sheer strength and energy. He looked very powerful with a perfectly sculpted back, legs, and shoulders as he rammed into the Hucow girl with strong and cutting movements. 

She looked so helpless while he was fucking her, but I could tell by the sighs she was giving that she was actually really enjoying it.

I wondered if his cock was big and if this is what my breeding sessions would look like. I felt more creamy liquid slowly seeping through my cunt and I couldn't help but pick up the sticky mucus with my hands and gently rub the clitoris. I was so hot.

I ran my hand over the swollen skin once more and then slipped two fingers inside. The feeling was wonderful.

I watched as the big Hubull mercilessly fucked the gaping cow and started to touch myself, thrusting my fingers inside with very fast movements. I moaned as quietly as I could as I watched as his strong, muscular body took over. My breathing quickened and except for the strong beating of my heart and the loud moaning of the Hucow girl, I no longer heard anything. I just wanted to put out the fire that was growing stronger in my groin.

I felt myself getting closer to the climax when a sharp and severe pain shot through my butt. I moaned and turned around in confusion.

I was greeted by Farmer John with a whip in his hands and a disapproving look on his face. I felt so stupid and embarrassed. I opened my mouth to say something, but John's expression changed very quickly, from angry to slightly worried and visibly excited. He didn't take his eyes off my breasts and while I was wondering what was going on, I noticed hot drops of milk dripping from my nipples.

"My God, Ginger, you're full of milk!"

He exclaimed, visibly excited, and carefully collected the drops from my nipples with his finger, then tasted the milk in his mouth.

"Perfect!"

Milk came in great abundance, and now it poured from my juicy breasts. I didn't even notice when my breasts filled with milk, probably because I was engrossed in spying on Hubull breeding that helpless little cow. I was so horny that I didn't even notice when the milk started leaking out of me.

"Very good. Now let's go milk those beauties."

The farmer attached a leash to a metal collar around my neck and led me through the yard. I obediently followed him, and I had alternating feelings of curiosity, excitement, and impatience. I slowly became aware that I had now moved to the second stage - milking cow, and that my breasts had started to produce milk. I made progress, which was good, but progress also brought with it new challenges.

It seemed to me that everything was happening too fast. I simply did not have time to adapt to the changes that were happening, while others were constantly being created. It was like a merry-go-round. I felt quite confused and dazed, not to mention the reportage, the writing of which I had not even started, but there were already a million things to record.

Starting from coming to the farm, receiving medication, rapid breast growth, and violent orgasms, until the harsh discipline that was applied and respected here, spying on the breeding of Hubull and Hucow, until my breasts were now full of milk and ready for the first milking.

I was suppressing the butterflies that climbed down my stomach, when Farmer John led me into a small building that also looked like a barn, with the fact that inside it was very modernly furnished and the whole space exuded a somewhat sterile and cold look. Inside, there was the metal table, as well as various machines and devices that were used on the girls. 

The floor was tiled and there were no windows.

He explained to me that the first milking takes place here, while the girls get to know and get used to the process, and later move on to the industrial type of work, which takes place in a large barn, together with all the other milking cows. I fought the excitement that was flooding through me.

John placed me on the table and secured my arms and legs with leather straps. I was lying on my back with my arms fixed, and my legs fixed, slightly apart. When he was sure that I was completely helpless and restrained, he attached two plastic pumps to my nipples. The pumps were connected to a metal machine - a cattle milker, which was used, as the name suggests, for milking livestock, primarily cows.

The pumps were strong and squeezed my stiff, pink nipples with tremendous force. I started to sigh and then moan louder and
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