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Part Two


Chapter Three

 


Much to her astonishment Josie woke up before Gena
returned. She was famished and thirsty. Water was easy and Josie
surprised herself when she drank almost two liters by herself. Food
was a little more difficult, but she found some energy bars in the
kitchen cabinets. As she ate she wandered around her apartment,
eventually finding herself looking into the floor length mirror
behind the closet door. It had only been two days but she was
certain she saw a change in her tits. They were bigger than before.
Not a huge change, but definitely bigger. She tried not to focus on
the slight rounding of her tummy and the enlargement of her
buttocks.

But she wasn’t displeased with the change either.

A chime announced Gena’s arrival. When Josie opened
the door the hucow pushed in, instantly busy. “You need to be
pumped soon, don’t you?”

“Yes, soon.”

“Wait until Douglas gets here. We’ll get you on the
milker and he’ll fuck you while you pump.”

Josie blinked. “Is that even possible?”

Gena laughed. “Of course it’s possible. Many hucows
actually prefer it. The milkers were designed to accommodate this
need. It just takes a bit of practice. And don’t forget it’s best
to be taken from behind by a bull, more pleasure for you both,
trust me. No hucow in her right mind wants to be fucked on her
back.”

“If you say so.”

“Douglas is a much more experienced bull than Hank.
You’ll do fine.”

While they waited Gena showed Josie the correct way
to use the milker while being fucked by a bull. In the back of her
mind Josie was certain it was ridiculous, but said nothing because
she had been surprised at every turn since starting her
transformation.

“Let me strap you in,” Gena said.

“Is that necessary?” Josie asked as the straps went
around her limbs and torso.

“You’ll want it, this first time at least.”

She was almost fully strapped in when the door chimed
again. Gena grinned, more excited than Josie. “He’s here. You’re
going to love his cock.”

Josie didn’t know what to say so she remained silent.
When Douglas was admitted she immediately saw that he was more
handsome than his picture. Gena gave him a peck on the cheek. “I’ve
gotten her ready for you.”

Douglas grunted and unwrapped the kilt from his
waist. Just like Hank—just like all bulls—he was incredibly well
endowed. Gena had told her that human men went through a treatment
to become bulls that was similar to the one women went through to
become hucows. It made them hairier, gave them the bumps on their
forehead, and enlarged their cock and balls. While she wasn’t
certain of the exact biology, but Josie knew that they needed to
produce more sperm and more powerful sperm in order to impregnate
the hucows. In an odd twist of the same biology, hucows weren’t
able to be impregnated by normal men any longer, but bulls could
impregnate human women. It was difficult, but not impossible.

Unlike the dark-haired Hank, Douglas was fair-haired,
almost blond. His chest hair was sparser than most other bulls, but
it might have just seemed that way because of the light color. His
cock was still huge, along with his balls, and he had massive
forearms and thick, muscular thighs and at this moment his cock,
though large, was flaccid. He reached under Josie, right behind the
saddle where she was seated, and ran his fingers along her labia
before pushing his thick index finger up into her pussy.

“She’s wet,” he said in a deep bass voice. “Ready.
But I’m not.” He pulled his finger out of her and Josie gasped
lightly as he tasted her cunt. Gena fell to her knees and started
sucking on Douglas’s cock. It took little time for him to get hard.
Josie wasn’t sure if he just wanted the attention or actually
needed a bit of stimulation to get ready for a new hucow.

Once he was fully erect it was an impressive display
and Josie found herself ready to be fucked.

“She doesn’t have a proper rump.”

“No, not yet,” agreed Gena. “This is only her second
day. But don’t you want her first?”

Douglas grunted as he bent his knees, taking his cock
in hand, and searched for Josie’s opening. “I know that Hank has
already had her this morning. I’m her second.”

“There’s no fooling you, is there?”

“Never.”

“Turn on the pump, Josie,” Gena instructed her
protégé. “You can feel his cock at your pussy, can’t you?”

Josie just nodded and flipped the switch, activating
the pump that sucked at her tits. They were already sore but she
was distracted by Hank’s cock pushing into her. The pain in her
tits faded away as she was fucked for the second time that day.

“Ooh,” she moaned.

“When is she going to breed?” Douglas asked as he
started fucking her. Like Hank his cock couldn’t fit all the way in
Josie’s still too-human pussy, but he still knew how to fuck. He
reached over her body and activated the switch that turned on the
saddle’s vibrator. The pump was already working on her tits, trying
to draw out milk that wasn’t yet present.

“Soon enough. Let her go into heat first,” Gena said.
“Hell, let her finish her transformation first.”

Josie found that the power of speech had failed her
once again as she was speared by the bull’s powerful cock. Looking
over at Gena, naked and sexy as a hucow could be watching Douglas
fuck her, a realization came of Josie. The two knew each other in
some way outside of the dairy. Somehow Gena had tricked her into
choosing Douglas so the hucow could see the bull fuck her on the
milking machine. It was a strange and overly elaborate fantasy, but
Gena was clever and knew how to control Josie.

Not that Josie minded. Getting plowed by Douglas’s
exquisite cock wasn’t a punishment, it wasn’t work, it wasn’t an
ordeal to survive—it was a pleasure in life.

The fucking was much shorter than Josie wanted—not
that she didn’t take great satisfaction in it. As he fucked her,
Douglas made her cum several times. Each orgasm seemed to blend
into the next one. When he came, he came hard with several loud
grunts and digging his fingers into her fleshy hips to hold her in
place exactly where he needed.

“Oh, I could get used to this,” Josie groaned as
Douglas pulled his dripping cock out of her.

“Don’t get too used to it,” Gena cautioned her. “You
don’t want it to become routine. You want a little thrill, don’t
you?”

“Yes,” Josie agreed as she shut down the pump. Her
tits were sore but satisfied. “Oh! Shit! What about Hank?” she
asked, alarmed. She already could feel his cum dripping out of her
pussy. Neither Gena nor Douglas looked terribly concerned at her
question. He was wiping his dick dry with a small towel and she was
watching him, how his muscles played across his chest as he moved.
Gena briefly glanced at Josie

“What about him?” Certainly Douglas heard the
question but was unconcerned.

Silently Josie indicated Douglas who finished drying
his cock and walked to the kitchenette for a drink of water. “Oh,
he doesn’t care,” Gena told her, indicating Douglas with a wave of
her hand. “All the bulls share the hucows. It’s the way it is
around here. It’s extremely rare for a bull and hucow to actually
form a permanent relationship.”

Josie wondered about that, but didn’t ask any more
questions, she was still new to the dairy and the residence.

 


The next day was much the same as the previous: Josie
went to the nurse for her injection, found she gained three pounds,
had a nap, and was woken up by Gena checking in on her. “You can’t
sleep the day away,” Gena said. She was wearing a loose fitting
dress that did little to hide her massive udders. “You need to get
up and exercise.”

“Do you mean pump my tits or get fucked by a bull?”
The question came out with more anger than Josie intended but Gena
wasn’t surprised by it.

“Either is good. And call them udders, not tits,
you’re a hucow now—or close enough to one. If you don’t want to
pump you can go for a walk. We go have an exercise room here as
well. Is it time for your pumping?”

“In an hour.”

“Do you want to get fucked?” Gena asked with a hint
of leer.

It was tempting, but Josie answered, “Not right now.
My pussy is sore from yesterday.”

“That often happens after your first time with a
bull.” Gena grinned. “Is the urge still there?”

“Yes,” Josie admitted with a blush of shame.

“Good. That means the treatment is working. Here, let
me show you how to browse the bulls and call one when you have the
need.” She pulled a tablet from a drawer in the kitchenette and
activated it, logging into the dairy’s house system.

“Why is this even necessary?” Josie asked. She
recognized the system Gena was showing her. It was the one she had
used to pick Hank and Douglas.

“To keep us happy,” Gena told her. “Happy hucows
produce sweeter milk.”

“That’s crazy.”

“It’s true,” she said with a shrug. “If you have an
hour until your pumping, let’s go for a walk. It’s a beautiful day
outside and I’ll show you the grounds.

“What should I wear?” Josie asked, heading to the
closet where she had her scant collection of clothing.

“Nothing…well, shoes,” she said indicating her own
practical sandals.

Outside the sun felt wonderful on her skin. Josie was
still a bit embarrassed when they encountered other hucows, but not
because she was naked. She was already over that and the other
hucows were also naked. It was because she had such small
tits—udders—compared to the other hucows. Likewise, her ass—her
rump—didn’t compare to the other hucows living and working in the
dairy.

“They know I’m new, don’t they?” Josie asked as they
passed a hucow walking the opposite way.

“Of course they do, but they were new once as
well.”

“I feel out of place.”

“You’ll fit in soon enough.”

The walking path started along the edge of the main
building of the dairy, then across the lawn to the woods where it
wound back and forth in and out of the pine forest providing a mix
of shade and sun as they walked. When the path went deeply into the
forest Josie heard the unmistakable sounds of people up ahead. She
wasn’t sure what they were doing as she caught a glimpse of several
figures in between the trees.

“Stop,” Gena whispered suddenly, pulling Josie behind
a small clump of trees. “Looks like we caught a few bulls
playing.”

“Playing?” Her words were much louder than
Gena’s.

“Shh. I can’t see who the hucow is. Let’s watch.”

“Watch?” Josie was unsure if such a thing was right,
spying on bulls and hucows playing.

And what exactly did Gena mean by playing? Josie
crept forward to get a better view. Gena didn’t stop her; she sat
back and watched Josie.

As she pushed aside a bit of overgrown hedge, Josie
gasped at what she was seeing. Three bulls, all big and burly with
their hairy chests and huge cocks dangling between their legs, had
a hucow on her hands and knees. They
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