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Chapter One

My best guess is that it’s been almost a week that we’ve been kept in these tiny cells, but it’s hard to tell. I’m just going by the amount of times they come to feed us or clean up after us. I use the term clean loosely. They take away our waste buckets, but that’s about it. The room smells of unwashed bodies and despair.

The other women in the cells next to me who entered the doors of The Thirsty Cow made their own decision to come here and they have no one to blame but their own stupidity. It’s the same for me, and whatever happens to me is my fault, but I didn’t come alone and my friends trusted me. I promised them a fun night, but I placed them right into the hands of hucow traffickers. Practically gift wrapped them, and all because I wanted to make some quick cash. I was so stupid and selfish.

Brianna and Skylar were wary, but I had to be my usual pushy self and they trusted me like best friends do, and now Skylar and I, alone with some other unknown women, are stuck in the basement of The Thirsty Cow, naked and waiting to be auctioned off like property.

I look towards the cell holding Skylar. In the dim light, I can see her lying on her side, not moving. I can’t tell if she’s asleep or just given up hope in this horrid place. The cell that was holding Brianna remains empty and my chest hurts thinking about what happened to her.

When we first woke up in these cells, Brianna was so angry at me when she found out that I recklessly got them into this mess. I never had time to really apologize to her because the asshole bartender, Duke, who drugged us, came into the room and had his men strip and gag us. The man in charge of the underground hucow black market, Mr. Wallace, was about to arrive to look at his new merchandise.

He took one look at Brianna and wanted her for his farm. I knew I’d never forgive myself the moment those men carried one of my best friends away. She never did come back and the door to her cell is left open, awaiting another innocent girl.

I’ve thought about her a lot over the past few days, and about the events leading up to now. We were having so much fun that night, dancing and laughing, and then the Duke lined up shots for us called Udder Heaven. It’s vanilla lacquer, mixed with hucow milk and a dash of cinnamon. Hucow milk is illegal since it comes from women who were kidnapped and forced to produce milk like cows and we were shocked they carried it.

We took the shot, not knowing it was drugged and passed out only to wake up in cells.

Now we face the horrid fate of being turned into hucows and I wonder if Brianna is now on some farm being injected with god knows what until her breasts grow large with milk while her mind breaks until she no longer knows who she is.

There were plenty of internet reports of the few women who were rescued from hucow farms and how they’re never the same as before the kidnapping. A specialist involved in caring for the rescued women says they are given some strange cocktail that breaks up the cognitive receptors in their minds, and as of right now, there is no way to reverse it. The women’s brains are critically impaired so much that they are no smarter than a common animal.

The police are overwhelmed and understaffed to deal with this type of trafficking and the wealthy who deal in hucow slavery have the money to get away with it.

In other words, we’re fucked.

I know it and so do the others here. Most of them, including Skylar, have all but given up, but refuse to give up without a fight. I won’t go quietly and plan to fight against becoming a mindless hucow.

These sick fucks can go to hell.

The door opens, casting light into the room. The hulking shadow of the man standing in the doorway can only be one person. Duke.

He comes in and flicks on the lights, making me squint against the glare.

“Good evening, ladies. It’s almost time for the auction and your stay here is almost over. Soon you’ll be on your way to your new homes and starting your new life as milking cows, or some of you will be lucky enough to become some rich man’s pet.”

Men file in behind him and they each take up position outside our cell doors. The rods in their hands make me shiver in fear. The ends of them are tipped with two shiny prongs that I’ve become familiar with while here.

Anytime we misbehave or put up a fight, they quickly subdue us with those electric cattle prods. They hurt like a bitch and I have small red marks on my thighs and ass to prove they work.

I can’t hide my flinch when the prods spark to life in the man’s hand. He grins evilly at my body’s response, enjoying my fear.

“Get them washed and presentable. The buyers will be here soon and we want them available for viewing before the auction.” Duke says.

Our restraints and gags were removed a few days ago since the prods worked so well to control us, so when the cells are opened, the guards guide us out with the prods. They don’t shock us, but the threat is there.

I fall in line behind the pretty Asian girl who is shivering in fear. Her doe eyes skitter around the room.

They take us out of the room and down a long dark hallway that opens up into a room. It’s damp and cold, causing goosebumps to rise on my skin. “Line up against the wall.” One of them commands.

I glare at him, but do as he says, and once we are lined up, he grabs a hose and turns it on us. The water’s freezing and the force of the spray stings like tiny needles stabbing me. We all cry out in shock.

The water is turned off and then the other guards move forward with soap and begin washing us down.

The guard washing me slides the soap across my chest, paying extra attention to my hard nipples. He pinches them, pulling them out from my body, making me yelp and slap at his hands.

“Stop that.” I shout.

A jolt of pain hits me as the prongs of the cattle prod dig into the flesh on my side. “Shut your mouth, you stupid bitch, and hold still.” A guard snarls. “You better get used to being treated like this. Your body is no longer yours, and your new owner will do with it what he or she wants.”

I clench my jaw in anger, holding back the words I want to say, and drop my hands to my sides. It’s no use to fight them right now. Not when they have the upper hand, but I refuse to let them break me down. My body may be under their command, but my will is my own and I’ll never give in completely. As the man pinches and continues to play with my nipples, I promise myself this.

His hands slid down my stomach and between my legs. I look him in the eyes, keeping my face from showing any emotion as he pushes two soapy fingers into me. He watches my face for a response as he thrusts his fingers in and out of me. I feel sick to my stomach at first, but when he slides his thumb across my clit, a warmth builds low in my belly. Unable to control my body’s reaction, I am mortified by how my own lubrication eases the movement of his fingers. I’m getting turned on and trying to disguise it by remaining emotionless, but the bastard can feel how wet I’m getting and when my pussy flutters around his fingers, he smirks before pulling them out of me.

“Don’t pretend you don’t like this. My fingers are covered in the evidence.” He holds up his fingers that are shiny with my arousal. “You’re a dirty slut like all women who chase rich cock, only to end up here. Deep down, you like being treated like nothing more than an object to be used. It turns you on.”

“Fuck you.” I snap, uncaring if I get punished again. His words hit too close to the truth. I did come here for money, but not to end up like this.

I don’t get punished thankfully, but the guard steps back and I gasp when the hose is turned on me as the suds are rinsed off.

“Turn around and bend over.”

This is not going to feel good, but I do as commanded and wince when the water hits my tender folds. This position is humiliating. I’m completely exposed, but it’s not like they haven’t seen us naked this entire time.

The hose turns off, and we are led into another room. It is windowless and there are no cells, but the walls contain shackles and other restraints that I eye warily.

“Stand against the wall and raise your hands above your head.”

I take the space next to Skylar and we make eye contact for a moment. In her tear-filled gaze, I can see her fear and bitterness. My throat closes up in guilt. I know the pain she is feeling directly results from my actions.

The guilt weighs heavily on my shoulders, and I would do anything to take her away from here. She doesn’t deserve this.

I look away quickly in shame. I don’t blame her if she hates me.

I let them bind my wrists with the shackles without a fuss and then they take a marker and then number us from one to six on our stomachs. Gags are placed into our mouths to prevent us from speaking, and then all but two guards leave.

I look down and see number three on my stomach and Skylar is number six. Duke comes through the closed door and eyes our position before nodding his head and speaking to the guards. “Good. The bidders will be coming in and out to check out the new product for the next hour, and then we’ll put them on the block to start the bidding.”

He looks at us with a scowl on his face. “The bidders can touch you anywhere they like. Remain still and comply or you will be severely punished.”

I glower at him, but he’s no longer looking at us. He leaves the door to the room open and I can hear voices filtering into the room. The two guards lean against the opposite side of the room, looking bored while we remain terrified of what is coming.

We wait at least ten minutes before the first bidders saunter into the room and in that time, I’ve time to grow more angry than afraid. Laughter reaches my ears and my face heats with anger. They’re out there having a party, enjoying themselves and waiting to bid on kidnapped women and turn them into hucows.

An older man wearing an expensive suit is the first to walk into the room, along with a woman dressed in an evening gown. They look so out of place in this dismal room that it’s almost comical.

The woman sneers at us and lifts her nose in the air. “I always dislike this part, Robert. They are so… aware. Look how that one is glaring at us.” She points towards me. “I enjoy them much better when they have been transformed into mindless animals. They become so docile and willing to please.”

What a bitch!

“Don’t fret, my love. I hate to see you upset. That is why I offer to come to these things alone.” The man pats her hand that is wrapped around his arm.

“You know why I come, Robert. I always have a good eye for new hucows. Remember how well Daisy fit into our little herd?”

“Yes. Yes, she was a wonderful purchase. Well worth the money. We will just take a quick look and if one of them catches your eye, then we’ll bid on her.” He says.

I watch as they wander around the room, stopping in front of a few of the bound women and making comments, but they don’t touch any of us. The woman completely ignores me, but takes a few minutes to study Skyler, who is staring at the ground like she wishes it would swallow her up.

“This one has potential. Look how submissive she already is.” The lady comments.

Robert looks at Skylar with a little more interest. “So you think we should bid on number two and six?”

“Yes. Either will do nicely.”

They leave after making their decisions, and after that, the room begins to fill up with more bidders. They are of all ages. Some men and women are alone while there are a few couples. Most of them are quick and walk out without a word, but others take the time to really examine us. They are bold enough to touch and fondle our breasts, pinching our nipples or cupping our breasts..

The girl next to me cries out when a middle-aged man with a large gut in a tacky green suit reaches between her legs and shoves his finger into her pussy without warning. Tears fall down her face as he chuckles and probes at her sensitive area. “I like my cows to be nice and tight. I think you’ll do just fine for my new pet.” He pulls his fingers out of her and grabs her tits hard enough that I wince on her behalf. “When I get bored with you or you get too fat, then I’ll just sell you to a dairy. You’ll have a nice set of udders on you soon.”

What a disgusting pig!

The others laugh and follow his lead. Soon the touching becomes more invasive, and a hand slips between my legs or grabs at my ass. Skylar is viably sobbing next to me. She has never had a boyfriend or had sex, and this is all too much for her.

I’m about to say fuck it and kick the next asshole who tries to touch me or Skylar. I’ll take my punishment. It’ll be worth it, but then Duke comes into the room. “The auction will begin in fifteen minutes. I’m sure you’ve had enough time to look over the new hucows and decide. Please go take a seat and we can begin.”

They all file out, but Duke remains. “Get them collared and on the block.”

“What a moment.” I hear a woman’s voice behind Duke. “I’m sorry I’m late.”

Duke turns around and I see a dark-haired woman in a fancy dress suit. His eyes fill with heat as he looks at her. “Mrs. Dalton. I was worried you might miss the auction.”

She gives him a sultry smile and pats him on the chest. He leans into her touch, practically drooling. She’s a beautiful woman. Probably in her mid to late thirties. Her makeup is applied to perfection, and she walks into the room with confidence, like she’s someone important. I instantly dislike her, but Duke is practically panting at her heels.

“Duke, how many times do I have to tell you to call me Rowena? I think we know each other enough to skip the formalities.” The innuendo in her voice has Duke looking nervously at the other guards, who are now paying rapt attention to their conversation.

“You can go.” Duke says to the guards. “I’ll stay with Mrs… Rowena,” he corrects himself, “come back in ten minutes.”

They leave without a word and shut the door behind them.

“I’m glad you could make it. Is Mr. Dalton here with you?” Duke asks as he moves closer to her.

She snorts. “No. He’s off to Europe, looking for a new stud for our hucow farm. Something about introducing a new bloodline into our herd. He is curious to see if the milk will taste the same once they are bred with a foreign stud.”

She shakes her head in annoyance. “His obsession over hucow husbandry is getting tiresome, and he leaves me to attend these dreaded auctions alone. I’m stuck dealing with the daily task of running our farm when he’s gone and these stupid cows seem like all he ever cares about.”

She pouts, laying it on thick. Duke takes the bait and rubs her arm soothingly. “It’s a shame that he leaves a beautiful woman like you all alone.”

She nods her head. “It’s so lonely. Maybe you can come and visit our farm soon? I could use a powerful man like you to help me out.” I almost gag as she gives him her best fuck me eyes. “Our farm hands are too busy with the hucows to help where I need it.”

Duke smiles down at him. “I’d love to as soon as we get this load sold and I settle a few things up at the bar. How long is your husband gone?”

They are planning a hook up right in front of us like we’re not even here, but I suppose it doesn’t matter. Who are we going to tell?
 “Oh, it’s hard to say, but at least a few weeks. He’ll want to oversee the shipment of the stud bull himself. Importing livestock can be tricky.”

I’m assuming she means trafficking people and how easy it is to be caught.

“Then I’ll stop by soon.” Duke says and whispers something in her ear that has her giggling and blushing like a teenager.

She clears her throat and steps back from Duke. “Mr. Wallace mentioned that one of this lot would be an excellent addition to our farm.”

“Yes. Number three.” He points to me and they move closer. The lady barely looks at my face. Her only focus is my body.

When she is standing right in front of me, Duke cautions her. “Careful, Rowena. They have been trained to fear the cattle prod, but they are still unpredictable without the drip.”

“It’s fine, Duke. I’ve done this before. She’s restrained and looks like she’s accepted her place.” She says with confidence, and that has my hackles rising. I’ll show her!

When her hands grab my tits and she squeezes, I react. With a quick kick to her right knee, she yelps in pain and stumbles backwards. Her eyes widen in surprise when she lands on the dirty floor like a sack of potatoes.

Duke looks shocked for a moment before he reacts. Rushing to the woman’s side and helping her.

“Are you alright?” He asks, reaching down to help her sit up.

She angrily pushes his hands away. “I’m fine.” She snaps.

“Are you sure? That was a hard fall.” He looks at me in anger, and I meet his gaze, refusing to cower. I’m riding the high from putting that uppity bitch on the ground.

She gets to her feet and brushes off her clothes. I watch as she leans on one leg more than the other, showing me that she is definitely not alright. Her knee must hurt right now. I doubt it's anything serious, but it still makes me feel good that she’s in pain.

Duke steps forward and raises a hand to slap me. “Bad cow.”

“Stop.” The woman holds his hand.

“But she needs to be punished.” He says.

“She will be, but not right now. If anyone is going to punish the stupid cunt, it’s going to be me. I want her. I’ve broken girls like her before.”

“Once she has the drip, that will fix her anyway.” Duke says, and I have no clue what he means.

“That’s too easy for her. I want her to beg to become a hucow and when she finally breaks, then I’ll let her finish her transformation into a mindless animal.”

“Rowena, if Mr. Wallace finds out you don’t give her the proper doses immediately, then he can rescind your contract with the hucow black market. They need to be made docile immediately on purchase.”

I have no clue what is going on right now. Their conversation makes zero sense.

Rowena’s face is pinched with anger. “I know the rules, Duke, but I want her to suffer.”

“I think turning her into a mindless hucow who gets milked and bred over and over is punishment enough. Her other life is over.” Duke’s words are like a punch to my stomach.

“You’re right. I would never break the rules. My husband would be angry if I messed with his precious farm.” There is a smile on her face, but something darker lurks in her eyes. I’d bet everything she’s lying, and that doesn’t bode well for me if I end up on her farm.

“Good. Mr. Wallace won’t be happy if the rules are broken. Come. It’s time to start the auction.” Duke says and guides Rowena out of the room.

She looks back at me, and her eyes are filled with so much malicious intent that I shiver. My moment of rebellion might have just made my situation worse.


Chapter Two

“Sold.”

“Sold.”

“Sold.”

The auctioneer, a tall thin man, shouts, sold and seals our fate one at a time. He stands on the auction block to the left of us. All the women, including myself, are on display for the men and women sitting in the room. They’re bidding on us like we are objects and not people who were ripped from their lives, stripped naked and humiliated, and I’ve just been sold to the bitch I attacked earlier.

How did this happen? I feel numb, like I’m in shock. I’ve been in a haze since the auctioneer slammed down his gavel after the first woman was sold. She was promptly removed from the room, crying loudly around her gag as they dragged her away.

The pretty Asian girl is next, bought by the couple that was interested in Sklyar too. Then it was my turn.

Before the bidding began, we were released from our restraints and a collar was placed around our necks attached to a steel chain and we were led out the door and into a large open space with a raised platform.

The guards dragged us up the steps and made us stand facing the crowd gathered. A metal bar runs across the back of the platform about waist high. I was forced against the bar, which is cool against my ass, and then the guards locked the chain attached to our collars to the bar. It is drawn tight enough that I have to arch my back to keep the stain off my neck. Our hands are roughly tied behind our backs next. My tits are thrusted out in this position, which I’m assuming was intentional.

The auctioneer wasted no time after that, and his booming voice commanded the attention of the crowd.

With a gavel in his hand, he started the bidding for the first woman, a beautiful brunette with shapely hips and nice tits. She could be a model with those long legs. She begins to cry when the auctioneer accepts the first bid for her.

As the bidders raised a paddle above their heads, he expertly kept track of them, raising the price quickly with each new offer, making my head swim. He’s quick and efficient and spoke so fast that I couldn’t keep track.

Rowena’s triumphant smirk at winning snaps me out of my haze. She’s looking right at me and her eyes are filled with all the wicked ways she plans to make me pay for knocking her on her ass and embarrassing her in front of Duke.

“You can organize the transport of your new purchase after payment, Mrs. Dalton. Congratulations.” The auctioneer says, and two guards hurry forward and free my collar from the bar. They keep my hands secured by the rope and haul me off the stage.

My heart is beating so fast. Everything is happening too quickly for me to adjust. I look back at Skylar one final time, knowing this might be the last time I ever see her. She meets my gaze and I’m surprised to find only sadness and not the anger she directed my way earlier. It’s all faded away now and only the hurt of losing another best friend remains.

She watches me being dragged away and something breaks inside her at that moment. I can see it has her expression blanks and her entire body wilts like a flower without water.

That’s the last image I have of her as the guards pull me through another set of doors. She’s all alone now, and I think she’s really given up. She’s always been the gentlest of the group, and this has all been too much for her.

I can only pray that whoever buys her doesn’t make her suffer. She might just survive this if she ends up with someone who has a sliver of compassion.

We go up a flight of stairs which tells me the holding cells and auction area are all underneath the bar, hidden from prying eyes.

I get a glimpse of the back of the bar when we get upstairs before I’m ushered towards the back and I find myself in a loading bay.

The other two girls who were sold before me are nowhere in sight, but I notice a black van with the back open. Rowena is standing next to two men, speaking to them. They nod at her respectfully before she turns towards me.

“Load up my new cow and I’ll have my workers transport her to our farm immediately. It’s getting late and I want to be home before dawn.” Rowena snaps at the two guards.

“Yes, ma am, we just have to inject her and then insert the drip before we box her up.” I shiver at his words. What injections?

“Oh, don’t worry. My farm hands can do all that on the farm.” She says.

The guard shakes his head. “I’m afraid that’s not allowed. No hucow can leave these premises without being injected and dosed. It keeps them compliant and unable to think enough to escape.”

She opens her mouth to argue, but he cuts her off. “Mr. Wallace’s orders are very clear and I can’t let you take this cow without it being properly contained.”

She looks pissed at getting denied and gives me a dark look before nodding her head. I don’t understand anything that’s going on right now. “Fine.” She waves her hand dismissively. “I’ll be leaving now. My workers will be waiting when she’s ready.”

She turns on her heels and walks back to the two men who I assume work for her. She leans in and whispers something to the biggest guy. He looks confused by whatever she said, but nods. She seems pleased and smiles before leaving.

I’m too focused on Rowena when I should have been paying attention to the guards. A sting in my thigh has me swinging my head in his direction to see him withdrawing an empty syringe from my thigh.

Suddenly, the world sways and my legs give out. They let go of my arms and I collapse onto the floor with a grunt of pain as my body hits the hard concrete.

Ouch! Fuck that hurt.

I can’t move a muscle, but I can still feel everything. Whatever they injected me with makes me paralyzed. I can just barely open my eyes enough to see them kneeling next to me. My vision is hazy, but I can make out their shapes. Hopefully, it’s only temporary.

My gag is removed, and I groan as another needle sinks into my arm. It hurts worse than the first one.

“Whoa man, how much was in that dose?” I hear one guard ask and the alarm in his voice has my anxiety spiking..

“She was sold to Dalton Farms, and it says right on her shipping papers to give her 8 cc’s of the lactation drug.”

“You idiot.” The other guard snarls quietly so no one else hears them arguing. “That’s two, not eight. Are you blind? You gave her too fucking much.”

“Her tits will just be bigger than the average hucow. What’s the big deal?” He grumbles back. “Worst-case scenario, she’ll be so heavy with milk, she won’t be able to walk.”

“They’re called udders, Ron. A hucow doesn’t have tits, they have udders, and she’s gonna have a massive set because of your mix up.”

“I’m sure her new owners won’t care. I heard their farm produces the highest quantity of milk on the west coast. She’ll be their prized cow.” He responds while my mind tries to understand what he’s talking about.

How can I produce milk when I’m not pregnant? It all makes no sense.

“Whatever, Ron. It’s too late now anyway, but keep quiet about your fuck up or they’ll fire our asses. These hucows are worth a lot of money.”

What’s too late? They are scaring me more by the second.

“Let’s get her in the crate and dosed. Once she’s out the door, it won’t be our problem anymore,” the guard says, and I close my eyes as my head spins with dizziness.

Strong hands lift me up and then I’m placed on a bed of hay. The overhead lights are now blocked from the top of the crate I’m now laying in. I can open my eyes without the glare, but my vision is still blurry, making my stomach roll with nausea.

I’m so tired and warmth begins to radiate from the spot where they injected me. My breasts are tingling strangely.

Someone grabs my thighs and spreads my legs. “Hand me the clit gel and the drip insertion device. Make sure you get the dose correct this time.” This tells me it’s not Ron that’s kneeling between my legs.

“Damn, you have a pretty pussy. Too bad it’s going to waste on a dumb cow.” He says and then I feel a cool gel being rubbed into my clit. It instantly swells under his touch, making him chuckle. “So responsive already. I doubt you needed this, but it’s procedure.”

I have no clue what he’s talking about, but his fingers feel good and even though I don’t want to enjoy it, I do. He leaves my clit and his fingers open my labia. Something round and rubbery is at my entrance and then pushed into me. It’s long and thin and the tip of it brushes my cervix. The base of it suddenly begins to grow and grow until I think it’s going to split me open. It hurts, but along with the pain comes a feeling of fullness that is pleasurable.

Just when I think I can’t take anymore, it stops inflating. He gives it a tug, but it refuses to budge from its place inside me and only serves to make me grunt. “It’s a good lock. Starting the drip now.” He says right before I feel a warm liquid trickling from the end of the device inside me.

They are using this device they call a drip to administer something into my body vaginally, but I don’t know what it is or what it’s going to do to me. All I know is the warmth is increasing by the second and my pussy begins to flutter in arousal. What the hell is in that to make me so turned on?

My pussy clenches down involuntarily on the base of the drip and a large gush floods out and coats my cervix. A blast of pure ecstasy hits me and I moan as my body breaks out into a sweat. The sound of my moan is loud and deep, causing the guards to chuckle.

“I’d say it’s working. Let’s close her up and get her out of here.”

I hear them talking, but it sounds like gibberish. I’m too focused on the pleasure building low in my abdomen as the warmth spreads outward. My clit throbs and I would give anything to reach down and touch it. The need to cum almost overwhelms me and the odd tingling in my chest is making the need worse. My nipples are hard and so sensitive that the small brush of air from them closing the side of my crate has me moaning again.

Everything combined is too much for my body to handle and I know I’m going to cum any moment. There is nothing in this world that I want more right now and my heart beats in anticipation. The drip pours another warm load of drug into me and it sets off an explosion inside me. The sound of my moans are muted by the noises of my crate being sealed up as I cum harder than I’ve ever had before.

My pussy convulses with pleasure, squeezing on the thing inside me, sending more and more of the drip deeper into my womb. It sets off a chain reaction of multiple orgasms. I’m floating from one to the next in a haze of bliss.

Everything around me is forgotten for the moment as I quiver and my eyes roll back in my head when another wave of pleasure courses through me. Then there is nothing but darkness as I pass out from the pleasure.


Chapter Three

The swaying of my body from side-to-side wakes me and I become aware that I’m in a moving vehicle. There is the crunch of gravel and then the vehicle stops. I try to move my hands and legs, but nothing happens. I’m still sedated.

Another spurt of liquid gushing out of the drip tells me it’s still doing whatever it’s supposed to be, and I shudder as another smaller orgasm ripples across my abdomen.

Two doors slam closed and then another one opens nearby. There is a loud sound as the panel near my feet is removed, and then I feel the cool air caress my sweaty skin.

“Hurry and get the drip out of her. We’re not even supposed to be doing this and I don’t want to be caught on the side of the road with a fucking naked girl tied up in the back of our van,” someone says. His voice is deep and his words come out like a growl.

“Lighten up, Sam. Rowena ordered us to remove the drip once we were far enough away from the auction house.” Another man says, naming one of my new abductors.

“Rowena is not our boss, Curt. Mr. Dalton is.” Sam grumbles.

“She is when Mr. Dalton is not around.” Curt responds and they argue back and forth with each other.

“Yeah, and she makes sure we all know it. I don’t know why you have the hots for Rowena. She’s a grade A bitch, and lusting after the boss’s wife is going to get you into trouble. You’ll do anything she says, hoping to get a piece.” Sam says, and I have to agree that Rowena is a massive bitch and I’ve only met her once.

“Who says I haven’t?” Curt’s voice sounds smug.

“What?” Sam sounds surprised.

“Mr. Dalton is gone a lot and Rowena is left to deal with the farm. She gets lonely and I may have helped her out a night or two.” He chuckles at the end and I want to roll my eyes, but I can’t.

“Don’t let Mr. Dalton find out or you’ll end up fired or dead. He is generous enough to let us farmhands have free use of the hucows, but he has a mean streak and I wouldn’t want to get on his bad side,” Sam warns.

So one of these men is fucking Rowena behind her husband’s back. Interesting. If I can use it against her, I will.
“He won’t.” Rowena’s lover says.

Sam hums under his breath like he doesn’t seem convinced. “What do we say when Mr. Dalton comes home and sees this cow has not completed the transformation? It’ll put the entire farm at risk. They’re made dumb and compliant for a reason.”

“Rowena wants to handle the transformation herself. Seems this little slut pissed her off somehow.” Curt says.

Just then, another wave of pleasure washes over me, causing me to moan loudly and they stop talking.

“Fine, but enough wasting time talking about it. We are just farmhands, so it’s not up to us. Whatever Rowena has planned for the new hucow is her business and she can deal with the fallout if her husband is mad. I’ll remove the drip and then we’ll get going.” Sam says and I feel large hands grab onto my legs. My body is pulled halfway out of the crate and I’m face down in the hay. The scratch hay chafes my nipples, making me aware of how sensitive they are. Sam drops my feet once my lower half is hanging over the edge of the vehicle.

The rough handling sends more liquid into me and I cry out and cum again. Fingers pull my labia apart but pause when the other one stops him.

“Wait.” Curt says.

“Why?” It’s Sam who has his fingers on me. His voice is the nearest like his hovering over me.

“I was always curious about what it would feel like to fuck a hucow who’s full of the drip.” Curt says.

Oh god!

“You can’t be serious? It’s active right now and you know what that shit would do to you if your dick comes into contact with it. Look what it does to the cows and the bulls. You could end up a mindless animal like they do.”

So the drip makes you cum constantly and does something to your mind? My stomach sinks at the thought that right now my mind is being affected. Will I lose my mind from succumbing to multiple orgasms? Is that possible? Yes. I think to myself because right now it’s hard to keep my train of thought when another wave of pleasure threatens to overcome my senses.

Another moan slips out from between my lips. It feels so good.

“I’m not going to fuck its cunt. I’m not stupid, but look how tight her asshole looks when her pussy is stretched open by the drip’s lock. It’ll strangle my cock so nice and I bet I’ll cum in seconds.” Curt says and I whimper in fear.

“No. We don’t have time and we don’t fuck cows who are still aware.” Sam says. I’m grateful that he wants to put a stop to this, but I still hate him for talking about me like I’m just some animal.

“Well, it’s not up to you to decide, and I’ll be quick. If you don’t want to watch, then go sit in the van. I’ll take the drip out after and then we can go.” Curt says, and I’m terrified this is going to happen, but another small part that is horny as hell is excited.

I’m so aroused that the thought of him fucking ass sends another small orgasm rippling through me.

“She’ll love it. Look at her cumming like a whore as the drip fills that pretty pussy to the brim, dulling her mind and making her nothing more than a horny hucow.” He adds.

“Whatever man. She’s just a cow, so I don’t care, but if this brings me any trouble, then I’ll be throwing your ass under the bus. No hucow pussy is worth getting into trouble for. Hurry and fuck the cow’s ass so we can get out of here.” Sam grumbles and I hear him walk away. The door of the van slams closed moments later.

My attention is now fixated on the hands cupping my ass and pulling my cheeks apart. “Damn, you are going to be a nice addition to the farm.” His thumbs ghost along my tight hole and I shudder, groaning at the touch.

“The sedative makes your muscles relax and you're unable to move, but this little hole still looks nice and tight. I’m looking forward to some resistance.” He says.

I should be appalled by his words, but they bring another wave of heat that makes my body warm in anticipation. He’s really going to fuck my ass and my mind is screaming no, but my body wants more stimulation. I need to cum again. I’m beginning to dislike the time in between my orgasms and crave the next one like a drug addict craves their next fix.

I hear him clear his throat and then spit lands between my cheeks. Gross.

A finger slides through the spit and then pushes into my ass, making me whimper. It doesn’t hurt, but feels strange. I’ve never had anal sex and I’ve heard it hurts.

“Umm… look at that little hole opening right up.”

He adds a second finger and it stings for a moment before it turns pleasurable. He pushes in and out faster as my body yields to him with ease. The sedative is helping ease his way and I’m grateful that I’m relaxed enough for this to not hurt.

The sound of his zipper mingles with my next moan and then he withdraws his fingers only to replace them with the tip of his cock.

“Take my cock, cow. Soon enough, you’ll be begging to be filled in every hole as we drain your milked filled udders.” He presses forward and I cry out as the head of his cock enters me. It burns, and he gives me no time to adjust as he continues to push forward, headless of the tears that have leaked out of my eyes.

It’s a tight fit with my pussy already filled, but he makes me take him to the root. I don’t want him to move, but I get no say as he withdraws until only the head of his cock remains inside.

“Damn. I’m not going to last long.” He pants.

He’s presses forward again and then begins to fuck my ass with long steady thrusts, uncaring of the discomfort he is causing.

I whimper and groan as the first few strokes hurt, but with every withdrawal, the pain slowly recedes and my arousal begins to spike. When he slams into me on the next thrust, his balls smack the base of the drip, triggering a release of liquid that has my whimpers turning to moans. I’m about to cum while this stranger is fucking my ass. His cock is stimulating nerves that I never knew existed.

“You're so warm and I can feel the drip unloading in your pussy. You’re going to cum soon, cow, and then I’m going to fill your ass with my seed so you know exactly where your place is. On your knees waiting to be used, and I’ll make sure to use you often.”

He means every word and my mind recoils at the thought of being an object for someone to use and treat so callously, but my body hums in arousal at being fucked at random. The drugs are confusing me and it’s hard to remember that this isn’t right.

All I can think about right now is how good this feels. My core tightens as my orgasm builds. The stranger is grunting and fucking me harder, forcing my arousal higher until I’m on the precipice. He roars above me, shoving his cock inside my ass as far as it can go. The first pulse of his cum tips me over the edge and I cry out as a burst of unadulterated pleasure radiates through every inch of my body like an electric shock, leaving me dumbfounded. My mind is void of anything as I get lost in the sensation.

If I can only stay right here in this moment, life would be wonderful, but it’s not possible and when I finally come back to my senses, the man is pulling his spent cock out of my sore ass. A wet sound follows as his cums dribbles out.

I’m filled with shame that I enjoyed it, and to my horror, I catch myself fantasizing about Sam changing his mind and coming back here to take Curt’s place.

He zips up his pants and then I feel him deflating the drip and pulling it out, leaving me with an aching feeling of emptiness.

He doesn’t say a word to me as he awkwardly pushes me back into the crate and then it’s closed. Moments later, I hear the engine turn back on and the van pull back onto the road.

My body rocks back and forth rhythmically and I doze on and off as the hours pass. I’m uncomfortable and my thighs are wet and sticky. The smell of cum and sex fills the tiny space of the crate.

My arousal dims and then fades to a light simmer now that the drip was removed. My head hurts, but I can think clearer than before when my head was filled with sexual fog.

I have time to think about what is in store for me. They plan to turn me into a hucow, but I think that’s the least of my worries at the moment because Rowena wants to see me suffer. I don’t know what that crazy woman has planned for me, but I refuse to let her break me, no matter what.

Bring it on, bitch.


Chapter Four

I doze on and off and every time I wake up, I can move my body a bit more. It seems the sedative is short acting. My wrists are still tied, the roping chafing my skin, making my wrists sting.

That’s not the only discomfort I’ve noticed. My breasts hurt something terrible and as the hours passed, the discomfort worsens. I can’t see in the dark space, but I can tell they have grown. Their weight presses heavily on my chest, making it hard to breathe.

By the time the van stops, tears are pouring down my face in distress. My breasts hurt so badly and the pressure has become almost unbearable. If someone doesn’t help me soon, then I’m worried they will explode.

The crate is opened and I look up as the light shines inside, but my eyes widen when I can’t see past my own massively engorged chest. They block out whoever is standing outside.

“Holy shit!” It's Curt's voice. “That’s the biggest set of udder’s I’ve seen on a new cow before. It usually takes months to get that big.”

“Holy shit is right. She’s ready to burst.” Sam responds. “Something must have gone wrong when they injected her or she’s having an adverse reaction to the serum.”

“I wouldn’t call it an adverse reaction. She’s gonna produce a lot of milk and Mr. Dalton will be thrilled. She’ll be his favorite heifer.” Curt says and then adds excitedly. “Rowena is going to love this. She looks comical.”

“What will I love?” I hear the bitch’s voice, along with her heeled shoes crunching along the gravel.

“Look at your new cow!” He responds.

She’s quiet for a moment, and then I hear her cackle with laughter. “I couldn’t have planned this better myself. This will make everything so much easier.”

I’m dragged out of the crate and land in a heap on the ground. Sharp rocks dig into my hips and the side of my breast, making me groan out in pain, but I refuse to cry. I won’t give them the satisfaction of seeing me weak. Instead, I scowl at the three of them, looking down at me.

Sam has a long pole in his hand with a noose around the end. It looks like some type of catch pole.

“Take her to the old shed that my husband plans to tear down soon. No one will find her there.” Rowena commands.

“Mrs. Dalton, all cows are housed in the barn where they can be controlled and contained. It’s the rules and we’ve already broken one major black market regulation by removing her drip. Mr. Dalton…” Sam is cut off when Rowena glares at him.

“My husband is not here, and I’m your boss, too. This is my farm and these pathetic creatures are mine to do with what I want and I want her placed in the shed. If you can’t follow my orders, then I will have you fired!”

“Sorry, Mrs. Dalton.” Sam backs down quickly, but still looks unsure. “Why is this cow different from the rest?”

“She had the nerve to attack me before the auction and needs to learn her place. She’s still fully aware without the drip turning her into a mindless hucow and when she willingly submits to me, it will be with a sane mind.”

I will never submit, I think to myself, and as pain ripples across my chest, I’m not sure if I’m being truthful or just trying to fool myself.

“She won’t be able to hold on to her pride once the pain becomes unbearable in her chest. I’ll have her begging me for relief on her knees like a good hucow should. Animals need to learn who their masters are and not bite the hand that feeds them.”

I wince in pain, and Rowena’s smile widens. She enjoys my suffering, but all I did was kick her. What did she expect? I’ve been kidnapped and any normal person would lash out.

She hands Sam a piece of paper. “Gather everything on this list. Use a farm truck to transport the heavier items.”

He looks down at the items and frowns. When he doesn’t rush to do her bidding, she snaps at him. “Go now! There are only a few farm hands up this time of the morning and they’ll be busy with the herd. You won’t be questioned.”

Sam reluctantly nods his head, hands Curt the catch pole. He says, “yes ma’am,” and then he hurries off to collect the items.

Then she turns to Curt. “Get her into the shed. You guys took longer than me to get home and I was so excited to get started. I couldn’t wait and cleared the area for our new pet.”

Curt places the catch pole over my head and draws it tight just above my collar. The cords cut into my skin and make it hard to breathe.

“Come on cow,” He demands and pulls on my neck.

I don’t want to follow him, but I’m sure he’ll drag me by the neck if I don’t obey, so I shakily get on my knees. My newly enlarged breasts are making me unbalanced, plus my hands are still tied, so it takes a moment to catch my balance. My back and shoulders begin to ache from the added weight of my new breasts.

I get one foot under me, but Curt yanks hard, sending me back to my knees. “Cows don’t walk like humans. Stay down in the dirt, you filthy animal.”

I gawk at him, panting around the gag in my mouth. I wish I could tell him off right now.

Rowena laughs and pats him on the arm. “I knew I could count on you, Curt. Always so helpful.” She rakes her polished nails down his forearm gently and he shivers, his eyes dilating with lust as he turns his gaze to her. “Helpful in so many ways.” She adds in a sultry voice.

“Always Rowena. Anything you want.”

Ahh… the power of pussy. Many men have fallen down that rabbit hole to ruin. If what Sam said was true, then Curt better watch out. Mr. Dalton doesn’t seem like a man who would let another touch what’s his, and Curt doesn’t seem smart enough to realize that Rowena is just using him. He’s so infatuated by her that he’d probably fuck her right here and now if she’d let him. Consequences be damned.

“Sadly, there’s no time to play, sweetie. I have to get to my spa appointment, but I want to make sure she’s secure before I go and then you have regular work to do.” She says with a fake pout on her lips like she’s disappointed and he eats it up.

“Later.” He says.

“Hmm.. we’ll see.” She looks down at me. “We may have a busy night breaking in the new cow. It depends on how good you are at handling reluctant hucows.”

“I’ve never trained a cow without the drip, but I doubt it’ll be difficult. She’s just a dumb slut like all the others.”

Asshole.

He looks down at me with new determination. “Come.” He barks and I can’t resist as he pulls me towards what looks like an old storage shed. There is only a single steel door and no windows. The door makes a grinding sound when Rowena opens it and Curt steps inside. I shuffle forward on my knees into the shed.

I get my first look around the space and I’m glad to see it’s at least clean. There is no floor, just packed dirt, but it’s free of debris. There are a few items and boxes stacked against one wall, but the rest of the space, about ten by twelve, has been cleared.

I’m led over to the far corner and I’m not really surprised to see chains hanging on the wall. I wouldn’t say I’ve grown used to them after a week in captivity, but they don’t scare me as much anymore. An odd sense of relief fills me when Curt attaches the chain to my collar.

On the ground next to me are odd shaped black gloves that look similar to boxing gloves but they are chunkier.

Curt cuts the ropes on my wrist and brings one of my arms forward. His grip is firm, and he’s much stronger than me, so I just watch in curiosity as he grabs one glove and slides it over my hand before closing the buckle. My hand is encased in thick leather.

Shit.

He meets my gaze with a smirk as he grabs my last free hand. “All cows need hooves and these make your hands now useless.”

I stare at the mitt again and realize they look like cow hooves. They really are trying to turn me into a cow.

I place them on the ground and shift forward, so I’m on my hands and knees. This position instantly relieves the pain I was feeling in my back and my breasts hanging down towards the ground.

Curt rubs a hand along my back. “There you go, cow. Do you want me to feed it now?” Curt turns to Rowena when he asks the question.

It… not her.

Something inside of me cracks, but doesn’t fully break at that word. He just referred to me as an object and not a person. Now that he has me on all fours to him, I’m no longer a person, but an animal.

I’m not giving up hope, but there is a sliver of uncertainty that is seeping out of that tiny crack and filling me with despair. Will I make it through this or is this really going to be the end of me?

Chelsea. That’s who I am, or was?

It’s been so long since someone called me by my name, and it feels odd saying it in my head. I’ve been called cow or hucow since I woke up in my cell. I doubt any of them care what my name is or was. To them, I am just a… cow.

Tears fill my eyes as the tiny crack grows inside me. Should I just give in now?

Rowena’s voice snaps me out of my downward spiral. “No. The gag stays in until I’m sure she’s ready to moo and beg us to milk her. A bit of hunger will help her be more compliant, as well. After all, she needs to learn that we control every aspect of her life. She will have to depend on us for shelter and food from now on.”

She’s right and I hate it. They took everything from me. I stare at the mitts on my hands in disgust. I’m going to have to rely on my captors if I’m to survive, but I just can’t lower myself enough to beg.

Will I eventually break like Rowena says? My stomach grumbles and my breasts ache for relief. Hours ago, I would have said hell no, but right now, I’m not sure if I’d say the same.

I don’t have to face those questions right now because thankfully Rowena and Curt don’t linger and I’m left alone inside the shed, wondering what happens next.


Chapter Five

I’m not left alone for long before Sam arrives. He must have all the items Rowena asked for. The first thing he drags through the door is a small table. He sets it down, glances at me for a moment and then leaves, only to return with his arms full of items that he sets down on the table. I don’t recognize some items, but the leather crop has my heart racing in fear.

My nervousness increases when he returns with a box. He opens it in front of me and makes sure I can see every item he pulls out. There are dildoes in multiple sizes, one that must be as long and wide as my forearm. They can’t be thinking of using that on me, can they? It’ll never fit. My pussy clenches at the thought and my core releases a gush of liquid. I’m aroused and scared at the same time.

Along with the large dildos, are an array of other sexual devices like anal plugs, clamps and vibrators.

I frown in confusion when he sets two black rubber bands down next. What are those for?

He leaves again and then I hear him grunting as he drags in an odd-looking metal frame. It looks really heavy, and he struggles with it until he has it sitting in the center of the room.

He makes one more trip outside and then walks straight towards me with a metal bucket in his hand along with a bowl of food that has my stomach grumbling when he sets it down in front of me.

He kneels down next to me. “Rowena wants you to suffer, but Mr. Dalton would be mad if he found out one of his cows are being treated so harshly and Rowena should know better than to leave a cow’s udders so full. Without consistent milking, there is a high risk of milk fever, and vet bills are expensive and will cut into the farm’s revenue.”

I watch warily as he reaches his hands up towards my head, causing me to flinch away from him. “I’m just going to remove your gag so you can eat, but don’t scream or make a fuss. No one will hear you and it’ll just piss me off. I’m being nice, but if you can’t behave, then I’ll place the gag back in and leave you hungry and in pain until Rowena returns. Understand?”

I know he’s telling the truth, so I nod and then he removes my gag. I stretch my jaw and sigh in relief at having my mouth free.

“Get up on your hands and knees. Your udders look painful, so I’m going to relieve just enough pressure that they won’t notice, but it should make you feel better. You can eat while I milk you.”

My eyes widen in shock. “What?” He can’t be serious. “And how am I supposed to eat when I can’t use my hands?”

He smirks and shrugs his shoulders. “Like all cows do. With their mouths.”

When I don’t move, he picks me up and places me down on all fours with my face right over the bowl of food. The smell makes my stomach pinch in hunger and my mouth begins to water. It’s filled with fruits and veggies, along with some type of oatmeal that smells amazing.

I can’t believe I’m going to do this, but I’m so hungry. I lower my head and stick my tongue, scoop up some oatmeal. The taste of vanilla and sweetness coats my tongue, making me moan in delight, and Sam chuckles.

I ignore him and dig in, not caring that I’m eating like an animal.

“Good girl.” Sam’s praise has me pausing, but only for a moment. It’s too good to stop and I ignore how humiliating this is.

I hear the bucket being moved closer and then I startle when his warm, calloused hands grab my tits.

“Shh, easy. I know this is scary. I’m used to milking dumb hucows who have succumbed fully to the drip, so I’ve never milked one that was fully aware, but hopefully Rowena will come to her senses and dose you properly after tonight.”

I lift my head and moan as he fondles my now hard nipples and then begins to squeeze my sore breasts in his hands.

“Oh god!” I pant as his touch sends a jolt of pleasure down my body and straight to my core. This shouldn’t feel this good. It must be the injections or the remnants of the drip making me feel this way.

“What does the drip do?” I ask.

“It delivers a chemical into your body that increases arousal, as well as hormones and vitamins that your body needs to produce large quantities of milk.”

He squeezes again and pulls downward on my engorged flesh. This movement makes my nipples tingle and burn. Something is changing as the pressure moves from my chest downwards towards my nipple, making me shiver, and I can feel wetness pooling in my core. The more he plays with my breasts, the wetter I become.

He continues talking, but I’m finding it harder to focus. “The injection you got after the auction jump starts production, but the drip is the key for full transformation. The drip stimulates the neurotransmitters in your brain, creating higher than normal serotonin and endorphin levels. In such high doses, your body is flooded with arousal and you orgasm repeatedly for hours. The brain can’t handle so much pleasure and pretty much shuts down all cognitive function, leaving your mind a blank slate to mold you into the perfect hucow.”

I can’t think of a response because at that moment, the pressure bursts from my nipples and I hear a gush of liquid hitting the bucket. The relief almost drops me as my entire body sags. I look down and see a river of white liquid pouring out of me in gushes.

“There you go, girl. Let some of that milk out. I bet it feels better already.” He says, and he’s right. My breasts don’t hurt as much.

He only gives my breasts a couple more squeezes before stopping, and it’s not near enough. I’m still full of milk.

“Can’t you drain me more?” I plead.

“I can’t or Rowena will know, but that’s a lot of milk for a new hucow.” He says.

“I’m not a hucow. I never finished getting the drip. You could still let me go and I’ll never tell a soul. I promise.” I plead.

He shakes his head. “I can’t do that. You’ve had the injection and a partial dose of the drip. You may not be a full-fledged hucow yet, but your body and mind have already begun to change.”

“Please. I don’t want to live like this. I’m a person. You can’t do this to me. I have rights.” Tears fill my eyes.

He pats my head, trying to soothe me, but I move my head away and he lowers his hand. “You stopped being a person when you got captured. You are just a piece of property now. When you were bought at auction, you officially became an owned animal and animals have no rights. It’s too late for you, but don’t worry. Once you’ve completed the transformation, you’ll forget everything about the person you were before and you’ll enjoy your life here as a farm animal. Our hucows love being milked and bred and you’ll be no different.”

It’s no use. He’s not going to help me.

“Enough talking. It’s already weird enough to me that you can still speak. Hucows don’t talk and I’ve never had to explain anything to a cow before. Eat and then I’m going to have to put your gag back in.”

He stands up. “I’m going to get rid of this milk and then I’ll be right back.”

He leaves and I have nothing else to do but eat, so I do.

When he comes back in, he doesn’t speak to me any longer. He replaces my gag and takes my empty food bowl with him as he leaves again. With my belly full and the pain in my chest has dimmed some, a wave of exhaustion hits me. Everything Sam said overwhelmed me and I lay down, resting my head on my padded mitts.

It might have been better if I didn’t know what would happen to me once they gave me the drip. The only upside is that I won’t remember anything but the pleasure it brings and I’ll forget that it was my stupidity that led me here.


Chapter Six

“Get her on the rack.” My eyes snap open at the sound of voices and I forget for just a second where I am, but when I see Curt coming toward me, everything comes back to me.

It’s time for Rowena to have her fun with me.

I see Sam standing off to the side with a pissed off look on his face. He doesn’t agree with this at all, but he can’t go against his boss’s wife.

Curt unhooks me from the wall and uses the rope attached to my collar to lead me towards the frame that Sam brought in earlier in the day. I resist as much as I can on all fours, but Curt is very strong and my mitts have no grip on the dirt, so he manages to drag me across the ground.

The tender skin on my knees are scraped and raw, but the discomfort is minor compared to the fear that fills my veins as Curt snaps at Sam to help him. Together, they lift me onto the metal frame. Sam holds my collar and places a hand on my lower back to keep me in place as Curt restrains my arms to the front legs of the frame. Next, he spreads my legs and binds them to the frame as well, leaving me fully exposed. My collar is locked to the frame next, forcing my chin to rest on the padded bar. My breasts hang between the frame, and have ballooned up again.

I buck and pull against the restraints while Rowena watches with a satisfied smile on her face, clearly enjoying herself.

I only settle when I’ve exhausted myself and I’m out of breath. Drool drips down my chin and I know I must look a mess.

“Take her gag out.” Rowena directs and Curt rushes to do her bidding.

“Why are you doing this?” I gasp between breaths.

Her laugh is high pitched, and a little unhinged. “Because I can. I now own you. I can do whatever I want and right now I want to see you humiliated.”

I know my fate at the end of this, so I just spit, “then just give me the drip now and let me suffer as a human cow. That’s humiliating enough.”

She scowls down at me, all traces of humor gone from her face. “No, it’s not. When the drip fries your brain, you’ll be too stupid to know better. You’ll think you were always a hucow and I’ve seen how all you slutty hucows enjoy your life here, being milked and fucked by the studs and farmhands. They all crawl around with dull eyes and smiles on their faces.”

There’s a hint of jealousy in her tone.

“You seem jealous of them.” I say and her posture stiffen and begins to shake her head in denial.

“Jealous? Of a dumb hucow! Never.” She is too quick to deny it, and it’s plain to see she’s jealous of her husband’s hucows for some reason.

“I’m rich with a rich husband and I can have whatever I want. Fancy clothes, cars, trips. Nothing is out of reach. I’m powerful, and you are nothing but barnyard trash compared to me.”

I glare at her, but then smile when I figure it all out. “You don’t sound powerful. You sound pathetic. I don’t even know you, but I can tell you use your husband’s wealth to make yourself feel important, and I can tell you are nothing more than a bitter hucow rancher’s wife.”

Her face turns red in anger and I know I should shut up now, but I can’t. “Were you always like this or has your hatred and jealousy grown since your husband started his hucow farm? I heard you tell Duke he is always busy with the business or spending time with his cows. Does he love them more than you? I bet it hurts knowing you come second to a lowly hucow.”

It’s my turn to laugh as I see the truth in her eyes. She hates the hucow’s because they take all her husband’s attention. I’m sure he doesn’t love them, but to a woman like her, who craves attention, it might feel like it and she hates it.

“Enough!” she shouts.

I can’t keep the smile off my face and I can see Sam behind her smirking too.

“You won’t be smiling when I’m done, and the only thing I want to hear out of your mouth right now are screams. Curt, teach her a lesson in proper behavior.”

“I’d love to.” He says and picks up the leather crop.

He moves behind me and I shout. “Don’t,” but he ignores me and brings the stiff leather down across my back. The sharp sound of it hitting my skin reaches my ears before I feel the pain. When it registers, I scream loudly. It stings and with each additionally swat to my ass and backside, the stinging morphs into an inferno.

Curt really gets into it, and I continue to cry out while Rowena watches with a smile. The bitch is loving this.

The burning sensation lingers long after my back has gone numb. I lost count of the hits after the first dozen, and my throat is raw from screaming. Only whimpers escape me. My face is now drenched in tears, snot and sweat.

“That’s enough.” Rowena finally says and for a second I feel gratitude towards her for stopping the beating, but then remind myself she is the cause of my abuse. My mind was confused by the pain.

Rowena moves closer until she’s standing over me. “Are you ready to admit what you are now? This can all end right now if you submit to me and say these words, I’m a dumb hucow slut. I’m just a filthy animal that is only good for making milk and being bred.”

I hate this woman more than anyone I’ve ever known, and my poor abused body is begging me to give in to her. Sam said earlier, I can never go back to my old life. I’m already halfway to becoming a hucow. My breasts… ha! That’s not a good word to describe them anymore. They are now giant udders and they are already producing milk. If I just swallow my pride and tell Rowena what she wants to hear, then I can forget this ever happened.

It would be nice to forget. I won’t have to feel the pain of missing my friends or family after they are done with me, and at this point, it’ll be a blessing.

I look up at Rowena and I open my mouth to say the words, but nothing comes out. The look of triumph on her face has my throat closing off. I can’t do it. I can’t let this woman win. If she gets her way now, then what’s stopping her from abusing all the other women who come after me?

I’m not deluded enough to know that I won’t end up with another drip shoved inside my pussy after all this is over. I’m going to end up a mindless hucow eventually, but I’m going to fight as long as possible just to spite her.

“Fuck you.” I look her right in the eye when I say it, and satisfaction fills me to see her look of surprise at not getting her way.

It’s short-lived though because as she looks over at the table of items Sam brought in earlier and my stomach drops.

“You’re going to regret it, cow.” She says and motions Curt to follow her to the table. They talk quietly and I look over at Sam, who is leaning against the wall with a frown on his face. He clearly wants no part in this, and I wonder if it’s because he doesn’t agree with my punishment or if he fears what’s going to happen when Mr. Dalton finds out what his wife is up to.

“Sam.” Rowena calls out, and he looks over at her. “Go get a stud bull. I think a good breeding will make her understand her place.” She says and my eyes widen in shock.

Sam begins to get nervous and shakes his head. “Mrs. Dalton, that’s not a good idea. She hasn’t been prepared to take a bull. He’ll damage her if she is mounted now without proper stretching.”

Fear skates up my spine. What is a stud bull? I think of a real bull, rutting into a cow and shudder. They can’t really breed me, can they?

I look down at my restrained body, and my heart rate increases. Yeah, they can. I’m helpless and they can do anything they want to me and I can’t stop them.

“I didn’t ask for your opinion, Sam, but I’m not stupid. I know she needs her cunt gaping to take a bull cock and Curt will have her ready.” She holds up the largest dildo and my pussy clenches in fear, but warmth builds in my abdomen the longer I stare at it. Can that really fit inside me? It has to be bigger than my forearm and just as wide. I was too far away earlier to see it, but up close, I notice the ripples of veins running along the shaft to make it look and feel like a real cock. I’m afraid and equally curious.

“Just go fetch a bull, you idiot, and stop questioning me. I am your superior and you are nothing but a farmhand. Do your job or I will make sure you never work on another hucow farm again.” She snaps and I watch Sam’s face as it turns red in anger. He clenches his jaw, and he stares at Rowena in loathing, but she is no longer looking at him. She’s too busy handing Curt the two black rubber bands I noticed earlier.

Sam leaves the shed, slamming the door on his way out. I’m nervous about his return. Is he really going to bring back a bull to breed me? Slick gushes out of me as my body likes the idea, but I’m terrified.

I can’t seem to control my body’s reactions. Since Sam milked me earlier, I’ve been wet between the legs and mildly aroused. It must be a reaction to the drug they used to make me lactate, and along with the small dose of the drip that’s probably still in my system, I’ve been in a constant state of mild arousal.

“Is he going to be a problem keeping quiet after we’re done with this cow? She won’t be able to tell anyone what happened after she cannot speak, much less remember this, but he might tell Roland and I’m not sure what he’d do.” Rowena asks Curt, and she doesn’t seem so sure of herself right now.

I’m beginning to think Roland or Mr. Dalton is not someone to be messed with.

“I’ll take care of Sam if I have to. Don’t you worry, baby. We could always use another stud bull or we could sell him to another farm.” Curt smirks. “I’ll knock him out and when he wakes up, it’ll be too late for him to tell anyone. He’ll be only focused on breeding hucow pussy.”

These people are sick and Curt is so far under Rowena’s thumb that he’d harm another coworker just to please her.

I’m forgotten as they stare at each other. Anyone with eyes can see how in love Curt is with Rowena. For him this is real, but Rowena bats her eyes coyly and eats up his attention. She is only using him and he’s too blind to see.

When he leans in to kiss her, she steps back and shoves the enormous dildo in his face. He rears back in shock, and I snort at the look on his face.

“Sam will be back soon, so we don’t have time to indulge. Place the punishment bands on her and hook her up to the portable milker while I lube this up.” She says.

Curt hops to it and kneels down next to me with the bands. I don’t understand what they’re for until he grabs onto my tit and forces the band around it until it’s tight around the base. Instantly, the pressure that was already unpleasant in my chest increases tenfold. He places the other band on me and it feels like my udders are being squeezed in a vise. My skin turns red and my erect nipples throb as drops of milk bead on the tips.

He wheels over a small machine with hoses. On the ends are two clear cups. He flicks on a machine and there is a sucking sound. As soon as he places the cup onto my udder, it sucks my nipple down into the cup; the edge creating a seal around my flesh. Once they’re both on, I feel the machine suckling hard. My nipples are pulled down and released. This repeats over and over and I wait for the milk to begin to trickle out of me like it did when Sam milked me, but nothing happens. The relief never comes and the pain in my chest only gets worse.

Rowena laughs. “The milk won’t drain with the bands on. They’re called punishment bands for a reason and used on naughty cows when they misbehave. My husband banned them from the farm because he thinks they are cruel, but I disagree.”

It’s pure torture and I cry out when Curt turns up the pumps and the suction increases, but still no milks comes out. I’m not sure how much more of this I can take. I’d rather be whipped. The pain is so bad that I feel like throwing up. I gag and buck against my restraints, trying to dislodge the cups, but nothing works.

“Tell me what I want to hear, cow, and I’ll make sure you get milked. Go on.” She taunts.

I bite my tongue so hard I taste blood. I thought I could face anything she put me through, but this is too much. The bands need to come off so I can be milked.

“Fuck her with the dildo. She’s close to breaking. That should do it.” Rowena says and hands Curt the lube giant cock.

I can’t turn my head to watch what he’s doing, but I watch Rowena. She’s entirely focused on what he’s about to do. Her body is vibrating with excitement and her pupils are blown, telling me this is turning her on.

The tip of the rubber phallus rubs along my folds before Curt pushes the tip into me and I automatically tense up.

“Relax, girl, or this is going to hurt worse.” Curt tells me.

It’s almost impossible to do what he says. I’m afraid they’re going to rip me in two. I try to ignore the pain in my chest and take a deep breath, relaxing my muscles as best I can. He begins to push it into me, but meets resistance. It’s never going to fit.

Curt seems unconcerned and applies more pressure. I cry out in pain when my pussy is stretched beyond my limits. He keeps advancing the dildo, heedless of the pain he’s causing, and my body is struggling to accommodate the size. When it’s in about five inches, he pauses and I pant in relief. I’ve never felt fuller.

He withdraws it and then pushes it back inside. He begins fucking me slowly, pressing in further every time. Each thrust gets less painful as my body begins to adjust. Soon there is no pain, and it starts to feel good. My walls become slick, my arousal mixing with the lube and easing the way for him to penetrate me further.

Warmth builds in my core and my walls begin to flutter and clench down on the dildo, trying to keep it inside. When the tip hits my cervix hard, the pain and pleasure mix makes me moan.

“That’s it, cow. That’s almost all of it. Look at your pussy lips, they’re spread wide. Take this fake cock like a dirty little slut. Your thighs are soaked and I bet you’re close to cumming. You’re loving this, aren’t you?”

I can’t deny the intensity of the pleasure coursing thorough my body as he roughly fucks me with the toy. Heat is building between my thighs and my clit is pulsing. Each breath is becoming more ragged with each thrust.

My mind is consumed with pleasure as he drives me closer to the edge. I’m on the verge of climax, but I need more. I need to be milked. Frustration overwhelms me, causing me to cry out. I’m being denied the pleasure I crave, and I want these bands off so my milk can spray out and I can find my release.

I crave it more than the air I breathe.

I’ve already fallen so far. What does it matter if I utter a few sentences to make the bitch happy? Arousal clouds my mind as I try to come to terms with what I’m about to do. I’m ready to give in.

I can’t look at her, so I close my eyes. “Please.” I beg, hoping that would be enough to please her, but it’s not.

“Say it, cow. You know what I want to hear.” She says.

Curt rubs his fingers along my clit and it only heightens my arousal more. The pleasure has almost become painful as I’m edged beyond reason. I can’t take it anymore and my will breaks, and shatters into a million pieces. I’m done fighting.

“I… I’m a hucow slut…” I start, but the door to the shed bangs open and everything stops when a man in a dark tan suit steps into the room, followed by Sam and four other men dressed in jeans and tees. They must be more farmhands.

“What the hell is going on in here?” He bellows and Curt stands up, pulling the toy out of me with a wet plop, causing me to whine.

The man’s gaze snaps to me and his eyes widen in shock, and then anger when they land on first Curt and then Rowena.

“Oh.. ah.. Hello, honey. I didn’t know you were going to be home so soon.” Rowena seems nervous and a little fearful, but she hides it behind a smile.

“Obviously.” He snaps and she frowns. This must be Rowena’s husband. “What are you doing and why is this cow not in the barn where she belongs?”

He inspects me more closely and when he notices the bands around my udders; he looks ready to kill. Turning to Sam, he barks out orders. “Get those bands off her, now. Those are not allowed on my farm. They are too barbaric to use on these poor animals.”

Sam rushes forward and hauls out a pocket knife. He slides it under the edge of the band, careful not to nick me, and cuts through the bands on both my breasts, freeing them. The instant relief makes me lightheaded, and as the first gushes of milk rushes out of me, an orgasm crashes into me before I can take my next breath. I scream so loud, my voice cracks. My body shudders as wave after wave of euphoria fills me. I look up at Sam with tears of gratitude. “Thank you.” I say when I can speak again.

“Oh, my god! She can still talk!” He comes closer and peers into my eyes. I stare back at him and wonder what he sees. Whatever it is, he’s not happy. He looks down at my enlarged breasts as more milk is drained out of them by the machine. “She’s completely aware.”

He levels Rowena a look, but addresses Sam. “Tell me everything and I want the truth.”

“Honey…” Rowena starts, but her husband holds up his hand.

“I don’t want to hear whatever lies you’re planning to tell. Sam knows better than to lie, so I’m going to get the information from him.”

“Sir.” Curt tries now, but stops when a farmhand takes him by the arm and pushes him up against the wall.

“Shut up, Curt. I already know you’ve been fucking my wife and I let it slide because I didn’t hold it against you. I know my wife and she can be really convincing when she wants something, but now you’ve harmed one of my hucows. Damaged my property and that I can’t let slide, so shut up and I’ll deal with you later.” Mr. Dalton says and Curt’s face goes pale and he begins to sweat.

“Sam, tell me how this cow ended up on my farm undosed and being abused.”

“Curt and I attended the auction with Mrs. Dalton. She was purchasing a new hucow on your behalf.”

Mr. Dalton nods as he takes in my form. “This is a fine heifer.”

“She is, sir.”

“And why wasn’t the drip administered after purchase? It’s procedure before she is shipped off. If Mr. Wallace finds out there is an unaltered hucow on our farm, he could shut us down.”

“She had her injections, and the drip was inserted, but your wife was mad at her and wanted the drip removed en route. I tried to stop it, but she is your wife and I didn’t want to disobey her.”

“So you took the drip out, which is strictly forbidden, and then what?”

“Well, Mrs. Dalton brought her here to be punished, and…” Sam swallows.

“And?” Mr. Dalton raises one eyebrow, waiting for him to continue.

“The hucow refused to break, so she told me to fetch a bull to breed the new cow, but I didn’t want to do that. Bulls are aggressive and she is not ready to handle a bull. If she is damaged by the mating, then the farm will be out of a lot of money.”

Mr. Dalton is vibrating with anger the more Sam speaks.

“I’m glad you were home in time to stop this,” Sam adds, sounding relieved.

“You lie!” Rowena spits venom at Sam. “Honey, don’t believe him.”

“If he’s lying, then why is she,” he points to me. “Like this? She should have finished the transformation within twenty-four hours, and be in my barn right now, waiting to be milked.”

“She pushed me down, Roland.” Rowena interrupts with a pout and he looks at her in confusion.

“What?”

“At the auction. While I was examining the hucows for auction. She had the nerve to kick me and knock me over. Me! Someone so above her!” She’s yelling in anger, stomping her foot like a child having a temper tantrum.

“I had to punish her. She needed to learn who was boss.”

“Rowena, she was just scared and didn’t know any better. You know the new hucows are always feisty until the drip corrects their behavior. She would have been made docile and dimwitted like the others. There was no need to take it this far.” He sighs.

“I don’t care, Roland. She is just an animal and I won’t be disrespected. I am your wife and you should care about me and not about these stupid cows.” She yells.

“These cows make us a lot of money. Money that you spend on whatever you fancy and don’t get me started on respect. Where is the respect when you let another man fuck you? Where is the respect when you break our wedding vows?”

Rowena swallows hard and looks away from her husband. I think for a moment it’s out of guilt, but she suddenly tilts her nose up, acting superior, and gives her husband a dirty look.

I’m so busy watching them bicker back and forth that I didn’t realize my milk had run dry, but Sam did and shuts off the machine and unhooks it.

The cool air on my raw nipples makes me hiss, but the pressure is now gone and I feel so much better.

“It’s your fault, Roland. You don’t give me the attention I deserve. If you weren’t so busy with your cows, then I wouldn’t have to find my pleasure elsewhere. I’m your wife, but most days I feel like you love them more than me.” Rowena’s voice is filled with jealousy.

Roland shakes his head. “I don’t love them. They are just animals.” I bristle at his words. “They are a hobby and I enjoy dabbling in hucow breeding. I just bought a new stud and was having a great day until this.”

He sighs and rubs a hand across his chin. “I’m sorry you feel this way, dear. I’ve dealt with your tantrums too many times over the past few years and allowed you to become spoiled. You’re right, this is all my fault.”

Rowena begins to smile, but Roland is not done.

“This time, though, you’ve taken it too far. You risked my farm out of pettiness, and I can’t trust you anymore.” He motions to the two other farmhands he brought with. “Strip her.”

Rowena steps back in shock as the two large men advance on her. One grabs her by her arms and pulls them behind her back, holding her in place while the other tears off her clothes.

I watch in delight as the woman who tortured me is stripped naked. She struggles, but the man holding her is much stronger and soon she is standing there naked.

Curt tries to go to her, but receives a punch to the gut, which knocks him to the ground. The man stands over him barking, “stay down.”

“Roland! What is the meaning of this? Let me go right now!” Rowena yells.

“I’m not going to do that. You have been acting out, and not being a dutiful wife, so I’m going to fix that. Well… you won’t be my wife anymore, but I’ll still keep you. I can’t trust you to behave so I’m going to make one of my hucows.”

Rowena looks at her husband in horror.

“Don’t worry, dear. I’ll make sure I give you all the attention you deserve, and so will the farmhands.”

“Please don’t do this, Roland. I’m sorry. I’ll be a good wife. Just give me another chance.” She pleads.

“It’s too late, Rowena. Insert the drip, Jake, and then take her to a holding stall until her transformation is complete. Make sure she gets her injections to help her milk come in.”

“Yes, sir.” The farm hand says with a smirk. I don’t think Rowena was well like on the farm.

“No! No! No!” Rowena cries as Jake holds a large rubber tube between her legs before forcing it into her pussy. He presses something on the end and I watch it swell, creating a seal inside her.

Nothing happens for a minute and then suddenly Rowena’s cries turn to moans as the drip begins. Her nipples harden and I watch as her entire body shudders as an orgasm washes over her. She goes limp in the man’s arms, but still trembles as another orgasm begins to build right behind the first.

They pick her up and carry her out of the room as she screams out another release.

I should feel bad about Rowena’s fate, but I don’t. She deserves to become a hucow. She’ll become the one thing she despises. A lowly farm animal.

Roland doesn’t even seem too upset that he just turned his wife into a hucow. He turns to Curt next. “You, I can’t trust either and since you enjoy fucking people’s wives behind their backs, I’m going to turn you into a stud bull. You’ll be transformed into a bull where all you’ll be doing is fucking, but you won’t be breeding my cows. I don’t want your seed contaminating my prime stock, so I’m going to castrate you and use you to help ease the cows when they are in heat and I’m not ready to breed them. You’ll be nothing more than a human dildo.”

I wonder how they transform men into bulls. Do they use the drip or something else?

Roland laughs as Curt begins to shake and plead. He gets another punch to the gut that makes him puke, and then the remaining farmhands drag him away.

He turns back to Sam. “Thank you for informing me of this before it got out of hand. I can depend on you and to show my appreciation. I’m going to promote you to farm manager.”

“Thank you, sir!” Samuel says with a smile.

Next, Roland kneels down next to me and brushes the sweaty hair out of my face.

I meet his steady gaze and he smiles tenderly at me like I’m something precious. It’s nothing like the look of contempt he gave his wife. Maybe she was right, and he cares more for his hucows than he did his wife.

“Help me… please.” I don’t even know what I’m asking him to help me with. I’m tired and just… done. I just want to forget.

“Don’t worry, pretty girl. Samuel will take care of you now, and you’ll feel much happier soon.” He stands up and nods at his new farm manager before walking out of the barn.

It’s just the two of us left and when Sam slips the long rubber tube into my sore pussy and inflates it, I’m happy for the first time since being captured and then auctioned like cattle.

He inflates the base, locking it inside me, and then I feel the warm gush of fluid that makes my insides quiver and has my eyes rolling back in my head.

As the first wave of pleasure washes over me, he releases me from the frame and picks me up, holding me against his chest.

“Sleep little one, and when you wake up, you’ll be a happy little hucow and won’t remember a thing. I’ll make sure you are well taken care of.”

I tremble as another orgasm takes hold, and close my eyes, letting the drip do its job. I can finally rest, knowing I can trust him to take care of me.


Epilogue

Three months later…

“Good girl.” Sam says to the red-headed hucow who had a rough start on the farm as he removes the milking cups from her empty udders. Her new name is Dixie, and it suits her. She’s adjusted well, and seems content now that she is used to the regular milkings and the routine that they keep so it doesn’t confuse their simple minds.

She looks up with a dazed expression on her face. The once feisty girl that was sold at the auction is gone and in her place is a docile, dumb hucow, which is how all cows should be if the drip is administered properly.

Thankfully, Mr. Dalton came home early, and the farm has had no issues since. Two new hucows arrived yesterday and they have already seen the vet and were tagged and adjusting nicely.

The vet saw Dixie yesterday as well, and she’s been approved for breeding today. So is her stallmate.

Sam looks over at the hucow sharing the same stall with Dixie. Candi, formerly known as Rowena, chews on her breakfast as another farmhand hooks her up to the milkers. Mr. Dalton thought it would be fitting for them to share a stall. The two women hated each other before, but now they get along just fine.

Candi moans and wiggles her ass, hoping the farmhand will fuck her. She was a slut in real life and the hormones we give the hucows have made her worse. The hucow transformation worked to fix her attitude and now she is just one of the herd. Mr. Dalton is happy now that he doesn’t have to worry about what she’s up to, and he’s looking forward to watching a bull mount her for the first time, but Dixie is up first.

He attaches a lead to Dixie’s collar and leads her out of the stall. She makes a sound like she’s confused and she probably is. This is not her usual routine of milking and lazing about.

“It’s okay, Dixie. Today is a big day for you. You’re going to be bred.” Sam tells her, even though she probably doesn’t understand.

They enter a large room in the back of the barn. In the center of the space is a wooden hitching post. Sam ties the end of the lead to the post and then leaves the confused cow there.

He comes back a few minutes later holding a leash that is attached to a metal ring hanging from the nose of a large stud bull. The bull grunts and growls aggressively as he crawls behind Samuel. It’s the newest stud bull Mr. Dalton acquired on his trip to Spain. The bull’s muscles bulge under his olive skin tone. Dark hair and eyes, along with his defined jawline, give him an exotic look. Breeding him with a red-head like Dixie should produce beautiful offspring.

Suddenly, the bull lifts his head and inhales deeply. His head snaps to the left, and he sees the hucow waiting to be mounted. Sam always enjoys watching the hucows being bred, loves seeing their bellies swell as a calf grows inside them.

It’s also the only time the farm hands are allowed to fuck the cows. Mr. Dalton wants to keep the breeding lines controlled so no workers are allowed to fuck them until they are bred. Sure, they can use their other holes, but nothing feels better than a warm wet hucow pussy.

As Sam brings the bull near, Dixie perks up and gets excited. She’s no longer confused as her animal instincts kick in. She knows what’s going to happen next and turns around, presenting her dripping cunt to him.

He sniffs her and licks along her folds, making her cry out in delight. The bull grunts in approval as the hucow grows wet with arousal. HIs long cock that was flaccid moments ago begins to harden.

Sam ties his lead to the post and steps back just as the bull rears up over the little hucow and drives his cock into her wet heat. She wails in pleasure as the bull begins to rut into her. His thrusts are powerful, forcing her front half into the ground as he plows into her with long, hard strokes, and Dixie loves every second of this mating.

Her cries grow louder as she nears her peak and then lets out a long wail as her entire body locks up and she cums. The bull grunts and continues to fuck her right through her orgasm and into the next, never slowing down or stopping and when the poor hucow clenches around him for the third time he lets out a roar and drives into her pussy as deep as he can go before unleashing his seed into her fertile womb.

Samuel smiles at a job well done, but their breeding is far from over. They will remain tied to the post together for the next few hours. They will mate multiple times to ensure Dixie is well and truly bred.

The End.

Next in The Hucow Black Market Series is: Purchased.

Skylar’s parents warned her that her friend Chelsea would get her into trouble that she wouldn’t be able to get out of one day and they were right.

She’s locked inside a cage in the basement of The Thirsty Cow. A bar Chelsea brought her and Brianna to. It’s not just any bar, but a hunting ground for traffickers who run the hucow black market. Brianna was the first to disappear and now she and Chelsea are auctioned off to sick people who plan to turn them into obedient, dumb hucows.

Chelsea is quickly sold to a harsh woman who runs a large dairy farm, and Skylar is left all alone to worry about her fate. That is until it’s her turn on the auction block where she finds herself purchased by a man who plans to gift her to his oldest son as a pet.

Her new owner is unsure what to do with her at first, but as Skylar’s transformation begins, he quickly gets the hang of having his first ever hucow.

This is Skylar’s story and book three in The Hucow Blackmarket Series. Purchased is a dark, bdsm hucow story involving hucow transformation, milking and breeding

For updates on my hucow stories follow me on my Amazon Author Page or follow me on instagram under lucymoo2023

Find me on Facebook under Lucy Moo

Check out my other books:

The Hucow Black Market Series

	Captured. The Hucow Blackmarket 
	Auctioned. The Hucow Blackmarket 
	Purchased. The Hucow Blackmarket Coming July 2024! 


The Betrayed Milker Series: A BDSM Hucow Series

Sold to the Farm

Sent to the Farm

Tricked on the Farm

Back To The Farm.

Life Under the Dome Series:

Selected For Hucow Service

Hucow In Service

Escaping Hucow Service

Ending Hucow Service (coming 2024)

The Hucow Herd Series

Grade A: Prime Choice

Commercial Grade Hucow (Coming June 2024)

Other Standalone Shorts Available Now:

Abducted: Hucow Alien Space Station

The Hucow Experiment: The Mad Scientist

Hucow Horror Farm

The Hucow Lottery

Life Sentence: The Hucow Prison

The New Club Hucow: Udder MC

Hucow Farm (June 2024)

HAPPY HUCOW READING!
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