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Jada hadn't noticed anything unusual about herself until she was a teenager. Her childhood had been perfectly normal, and her parents were normal people as well. When puberty hit Jada, it was quickly obvious to her that she wasn't like her parents.

She went from a slim, athletic teenager to a busty, curvy woman in such a short space of time that it made it clear to her that something was different. By 13, she was already a C cup, and her bust size kept climbing, along with her libido. When she heard her female friends at school discussing how guys were 'obsessed with sex' and how they 'jacked off all the time' like it was some weird thing that only happened to guys, she began to suspect the truth.

So she asked her parents. She couldn't figure out why she was so different from them, so different from other girls at school. Why did her body and her mind seem to be so unusual? 

That's when she found out two things. First, she was adopted. Second, she wasn't a 'typical' human.

"You're saying... I'm one of them" Jada had said with a sense of horror as her mother tried to calmly explain the situation to her.

"Your father and I couldn't have kids naturally, so we adopted... From a hucow farm..." Her mother had told her.

Jada couldn't believe it. She had known about the existence of hucows as a vague idea that wasn't really discussed, at least not openly.

With fertility rates dropping, the number of children being born had been declining for years. So someone with a lot of money and a lot of technology had started the first hucow farm. Women (and men) signed up for a certain number of years, took special hormones and lived at the farms. They would produce healthy, nutritious milk that could be sold cheaply to fund the farms and would also produce children for adoption. It would ensure that babies everywhere who needed extra milk could get it and that childless couples could finally have a family.

It had been debated and discussed, with only certain states willing to allow them to exist, but by the time Jada was a teenager, it had faded in importance. As odd as it sounded, people just sort of accepted the existence of such things and didn't think much about it. Her biology teacher had once mentioned them in passing, but Jada knew nothing about hucows.

"So I'm a freak?" Jada asked, feeling an awful wave of shame washing over her.

She had been reassured, and was reassured for years afterwards, that there was nothing wrong with her. She was just a little different.

Different in how she needed to masturbate several times a day to stop herself from going crazy. Different in how her body seemed to be perfectly designed to attract male attention. Different in how any slight touch from a guy would make her desperate and needy for more. By the time she was an adult, it was so extreme that she could barely be in a room alone with a guy without picturing him naked.

She hadn't been able to resist her needs either. She wasn't intent on some kind of celibacy or abstinence. It just seemed that no matter how much touching, licking, sucking and fucking she did, it was never enough. She hated the feeling of condoms and often dreamed about them splitting or breaking. Sadly, birth control wasn't an option either, such things didn't work on a hucows biology.

"How the hell am I supposed to get through life when all I can think about is sex?" She had once angrily asked herself.

It was bad enough that her curvy blonde body basically screamed 'sex object' to anyone in her presence. What was worse was that being treated as a sex object was exactly what she wanted sometimes. When her drunken boyfriend had arrived back at her apartment one night and just climbed right on top of her, she had loved it. Feeling like he could use her at any moment was a thrill. Sadly, he had retained just enough rational thought to stop before he finished inside her, murmured a drunken apology and then went to sleep. Leaving Jada awake, unfulfilled and desperately horny.
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