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Chapter 1

As Gisella carried a tray of burgers and fries from the service area to the register, the heavy, unmistakable smell of bubbling grease and sizzling meat enveloped her. The aroma hung in the stuffy air of the fast-food restaurant, mingling with the customers’ sweat and the cloying sweetness of soft drinks. She heard the quiet, malicious giggling of three girls clustered near the register. They were young—probably just turned fourteen—with shiny phones in their hands and expensive designer clothes, waiting for their order. 

The girls weren’t her customers—a lanky colleague with acne scars was handling them—so Gisella tried to ignore them. Her shoulders tensed involuntarily when she caught the mocking tone. The familiar burning crept up the back of her neck. She knew this feeling all too well. Instead, she focused on completing the order in front of her, her voice mechanical and rehearsed. “One large hamburger, one cheeseburger, and two large fries with drinks. Enjoy your meal and thank you for visiting.” The words came automatically, repeated hundreds of times across endless shifts. 

Out of the corner of her eye, Gisella noticed the girls could no longer hold back. All three stared at her openly, whispering behind their hands, their gazes full of malice and youthful cruelty. Their eyes roamed over her body like fingers pawing at merchandise. Finally, they burst into loud laughter that echoed through the room. “Are you feeding your mommy to that guy right now?” one of them called out, loud enough for several customers to hear. 

Gisella felt a burning stab in her chest, as if someone had thrust a glowing needle between her ribs, but she forced herself to stay calm on the outside. Her knuckles turned white as she gripped the tray tighter. The plastic cracked quietly under the pressure. She knew exactly what the girls were getting at—the burgers made from Hucow meat served here. The word “mommy” hung in the air like a drop of poison. But she had to hold it together. Gisella needed this miserable job and couldn’t afford to make waves or get fired. 

Besides, this was far from the first time she’d been insulted this way. Gisella was already numb—she’d developed a protective callus around her soul. Since puberty, when her body started developing, she’d grown used to being a target for scorn and mockery. The stares, the whispering, the open insults—all of it was as much a part of her daily life as breathing. After all, the young Black woman was the child of a Hucow and a breeding bull, a stain she could never wash away. 

Her parents’ genes were as visible on her as a brand. She’d inherited her mother’s enormous, heavy breasts, barely concealed even under the loose, unflattering work uniform. The cheap polyester shirt stretched tight across her chest, seams threatening to tear with every movement. Her hips were wide, her pelvis made for bearing children—features everyone immediately recognized as typical of Hucow descendants. Whenever she bent down to pick up dropped napkins, she felt the stares on her ass like sticky fingers. 

As she took another customer’s order, her eyes drifted involuntarily to a garish advertising poster on the opposite wall promoting new Hucow products. A smiling family sat around a table laden with steaming steaks, next to an image of a Hucow with her head bowed. “Fresh meat for the whole family—now with 20% more tenderness!” The words and images stirred memories of her own origins, of the stigma she wore like an invisible collar. The metallic taste of fear gathered on her tongue. 

While some men might find her voluptuous curves attractive, tracking them with lustful eyes, most people looked down on her, treating her like a second-class citizen. Her appearance was indelible proof of her low status in society, a sign of her “inferior” genes. She saw it in the way some customers muttered their orders without meeting her eye, as if she were a talking vending machine. In the way others pointedly tossed their change on the counter instead of placing it in her hand. 

Her appearance only reminded everyone around her of her origins—her belonging to a lower species, one that existed merely to serve humanity, whether as a food source, labor force, or object of lust. Despite the daily discrimination that rained down on her like acid, Gisella refused to let herself become completely discouraged. With quiet stubbornness, she refused to let others’ ignorance destroy her self-worth entirely. 

Gisella was who she was—a human being with feelings, dreams, and dignity, even if society wanted to deny her all of that. No one could change it. No insult, no contemptuous look. She had long since accepted this bitter reality, had learned to live with the constant pain. It didn’t matter what others thought—at least that’s what she told herself—as long as she accepted herself. Despite the daily humiliations that cut like small knives, Gisella refused to be completely beaten down. She had learned to let others’ ignorance bounce off her like water off a shield, to maintain her dignity, at least on the outside. Though her family background constantly exposed her to prejudice and discrimination, she refused to let the negativity define her entire life. 

She stood proud and upright behind the counter, back straight despite the weight of her breasts, ignoring the malicious whispers and judgmental stares that pressed down on her. Her spine ached at the end of every shift from the effort of maintaining that posture. Gisella focused on serving customers, smiling pleasantly even though the smile never reached her eyes, conscientiously finishing her shift because her survival depended on this job. A Hucow descendant couldn’t afford extravagances—no mistakes, no weaknesses. She’d only gotten this position less than six months ago after countless rejections, after the branch manager had stared at her breasts long enough to decide to hire her. His eyes had wandered over her body like he was reading a menu. She desperately needed the money to pay for her tiny studio apartment in the run-down part of town. 

Gisella had dropped out of school early after being held back year after year, and started working at seventeen—first as a cleaner, then in a factory, and finally here. This wasn’t the exception but the rule. Descendants of Hucows typically showed measurably lower intelligence than the rest of society—a fact scientists never tired of citing to justify discrimination against them. The medications and hormones that transformed people into Hucows and breeding bulls had such a profound, DNA-altering impact that they permanently mutated a person’s genes. 

As a result, girls developed disproportionately large breasts, wide hips, and early fertility, while male descendants were noticeably more masculine than ordinary boys—more muscular, more aggressive, with higher testosterone levels. Gisella still remembered how her breasts started growing when she was just twelve, faster and larger than any other girl in her class. How the school uniforms stopped fitting, how she hunched over to hide her development. 

At school, Gisella had never really felt like she belonged—always the outsider sitting in the back row. Learning had been an agonizing struggle from the start, no matter how hard she tried. Letters danced before her eyes, numbers made no sense, and complex concepts stayed locked away like a door without a key. Eventually it all just became too much: the constant failures, the pitying looks from teachers, the whispers of her peers. The way kids “forgot” their homework when she asked for help. How teachers answered her questions with a sigh, as if she were a burden. 

Now she worked hard every day at the fast-food counter, taking orders, wiping down tables, smiling mechanically. Gisella wanted to prove her worth, to show she was more than just the product of her genes. Every satisfied customer was a small victory, every error-free shift proof of her dignity. 

Yet sometimes, in quiet moments when she sat alone in her apartment at night, she wondered why her mere presence provoked such hostility and disgust in some people. She’d never done anything to them, had never asked for this life. In those moments, when the darkness amplified her doubts, she reached for the small cross on her necklace—a gift from her grandmother, the only thing she had left of her family. 

Most male descendants of breeding bulls, incidentally, worked in construction, the steel industry, and other fields that demanded hard physical labor. Their powerful builds, dense musculature, and above-average height made them perfectly suited for such work, where they could lift heavy loads and labor for hours without tiring. But there were growing exceptions; in recent years, more and more of them had been integrated into professional sports, where their natural advantages enabled peak performance. In sports like American football, boxing, and weightlifting, they now dominated the competitions, sparking heated debates about fairness and equal opportunity. 

For female descendants, the reality was considerably bleaker. Not only were they, like all women, subject to the annual lottery—the sword of Damocles of Hucow conversion hanging constantly over them—but many also “voluntarily” chose to work as Hucows, a term that rang hollow given their limited options. Often their precarious living conditions, systematic discrimination, and lack of educational opportunities left them no choice but to surrender to the system. 

At its core, it was a terrible thing to contemplate. That a young woman would “voluntarily” register to work as a Hucow on a dairy farm, knowing full well the cruel consequences—the dehumanization, the pain, the short lifespan—was a grim reality that society accepted with a shrug. Gisella knew three girls from her old school who had chosen this path. Their names were on a list at the municipal office, next to a stamp: “Voluntary Registration.” The word “voluntary” burned into her memory like a brand. 

In 2088, there were 84,615 dairy operations worldwide, averaging 195 Hucows per farm—from small family operations to massive industrial facilities holding thousands of Hucows. This meant that roughly sixteen million Hucows were currently in captivity, chained in cramped stalls, hooked up to milking machines, regularly impregnated, and eventually slaughtered. Their sole purpose was to produce milk and meat for humanity until their bodies gave out and they were “disposed of.” Sixteen million women who once had names, dreams, hopes—reduced to numbers in production statistics. 

After several devastating epidemics wiped out the majority of larger livestock populations worldwide—cattle, pigs, sheep—humanity, in its desperation, turned to other resources. Faced with global overpopulation and food shortages, the obvious choice, however morally reprehensible, was to switch to human products. The conversion began with prisoners and “undesirable elements” before being systematized. The transition happened gradually, almost imperceptibly—first the homeless disappeared from the streets, then the addicts from detox clinics. Society looked away, relieved that these “problems” were being solved, never realizing what machinery of horror had been set in motion. 

Since 2067, when the steadily rising demand could no longer be met by women born in captivity alone, a supposedly “fair” lottery had been held every year among eighteen-year-old women in every country to determine who would serve humanity as a food source. To make it appear more equitable and avoid open unrest, officials regularly mixed in women without Hucow ancestry among those selected—daughters from wealthy families, students with bright futures. This way, governments cleverly concealed the fact that the majority of selected girls were actually chosen deliberately according to genetic and social criteria—an open secret no one dared speak aloud. The drawing ceremonies were broadcast with great pomp, golden balls rolling through glass drums, while millions of families trembled before their screens and prayed their daughter’s name wouldn’t be drawn. 

Descendants whose mothers had been Hucows typically had significantly lower IQs than average humans, making them ideal candidates in society’s eyes. Girls who failed to meet a secret quota in school, whose test scores fell below a certain threshold, were automatically selected—their names thrown into the lottery drum only as a formality. Teachers received discreet instructions to “overlook” certain students, to avoid nurturing their potential. Female descendants also often inherited their mothers’ physical attributes—large breasts, wide hips, high fertility—which simplified the conversion process and made them more productive Hucows, capable of producing more milk and bearing more calves. These genetic markers were already noted in school records, subtle annotations that sealed the girls’ fate long before they turned eighteen. 

Women selected in the lottery were officially designated as “calves” from that fateful moment, a term that sealed their dehumanization. They instantly lost all human rights and became nothing more than livestock, property of the state. The moment of announcement was always the same—a knock on the door in the early morning hours, uniformed officials with clipboards reading the documents without emotion. Families weren’t even allowed to say goodbye; the new “calf” was immediately taken away while relatives watched their daughter, sister, or friend disappear into a gray transport van. Within days of their “selection,” they were vaccinated and medically treated in special facilities to initiate the conversion process. A permanent barcode was laser-tattooed onto the back of their neck to make identification and tracking easier. The burning of the laser was the first taste of their new life as merchandise—a searing pain that branded itself into their consciousness like a seal of damnation. Once these procedures were complete, they were offered for sale at large auctions, like cattle at a market. 

The large farms and corporations constantly searched for “good stock,” for optimal specimens. At auctions, they critically evaluated the young women’s skeletal structure, calculated how much meat they could extract from the Hucows, assessed their healthy appearance, skin color, flesh firmness, and of course the size of their breasts, which indicated milk potential. Buyers walked between the cages like customers at a used car lot, groping the trembling bodies, checking teeth, measuring hip circumference and breast volume with the clinical precision of meat inspectors. The calves were then auctioned off one by one, first to the well-funded farms seeking quality. The remainder—those no one wanted—went directly to slaughterhouses where they were immediately processed. This typically meant overweight women, or those too small and thin, who weren’t suited for either milk or meat production. The same fate awaited calves with various diseases, skin problems, or other “defects” that diminished their market value. Their screams echoed off the concrete walls of the auction halls while the auctioneers’ hammers decided their fate. 

Newly acquired calves purchased by Hucow farms received special, brutal treatment to break their aggression, destroy their will, and make them compliant. They were treated with a cocktail of drugs and hormones to alter their behavior and appearance—breasts swelled, hips widened, brain function dulled. The chemical substances burned through their veins like liquid fire, changing not only their bodies but also their consciousness, erasing memories and personality like chalk from a chalkboard. Their heels were also shortened in a painful surgical procedure so they could never walk on two legs again, forced instead to crawl on all fours like the livestock they had been made into. The cracking of bones under the saw was often the last human sound they made before the drugs paralyzed their vocal cords and they could only produce the lowing of cows. 

Afterward, they were fed high-energy, specially developed food to quickly bring them to optimal weight. A mixture of hormones and growth accelerators optimally adapted for Hucows ensured the desired physical changes. The feed was presented to them in troughs—a pasty, sweetish-smelling mass that contained all necessary nutrients but erased every memory of human food. Approximately one year after being made into calves, they experienced their first breeding session, a euphemistic term for forced impregnation. They were typically brought to a breeding bull, restrained, and mounted. These breeding bulls were men who had undergone special, even more intensive treatment—similar to the conversion of a Hucow, but many times more dangerous and with a higher mortality rate. Only a few candidates survived the process and ultimately became breeding bulls. They were normally much more muscular than their female counterparts, with massive cocks and a chemically enhanced sex drive. The best breeding bulls could mount up to three Hucows daily, a performance maintained through constant pharmaceutical stimulation. Their eyes were empty, all humanity squeezed out of them and replaced by a single, all-consuming urge. 

Unlike other breeding animals, Hucows had a higher fertilization rate through natural mating than through artificial insemination—a circumstance the industry exploited. The bulls’ cocks, enlarged through treatment, could fill the entire length of the female’s pussy, reaching all the way to the cervix. This significantly increased the chances of successful breeding and fertilization. The success rate of natural mating varied from case to case, depending on the fertility of the Hucow and the bull. Typically, it hovered around thirty-five percent, meaning only about every third mounting resulted in pregnancy. Scientists conducted endless studies to improve this rate, experimenting with new hormone cocktails and surgical procedures to further optimize the Hucows’ anatomy. 

For this reason, each Hucow had to be mated with the bull three to four times, often on consecutive days, regardless of her condition or exhaustion. The breeding stalls echoed with the sound of raw violence while the Hucows were restrained in metal frames, unable to escape or resist. Several weeks after their first mating, the Hucows were examined by veterinarians to determine if they had become pregnant. Those who had not conceived were brought to the bull again, while the pregnant cows were moved to special stalls. After a gestation period of about nine months, the new calf was ready for birth—a process that took place without painkillers or human assistance. The newborn calves were separated from their screaming, desperate mothers a few days after birth—the females to later become Hucows themselves, the males to serve as breeding bulls or be processed as “veal.” The bellowing of the mother cows when their newborns were torn from them was a sound that kept even the most hardened farm workers awake at night. After the first birth, the mother cows began to be milked, their breasts now swollen with nutritious milk. From then on, the cows were milked until the end of their short, miserable lives, hooked up to machines two to three times daily that drained every last drop from them. 

The hucows sent to slaughter—whether due to declining milk production, illness, or simply because they'd reached the end of their useful lives—were of lower quality than those specifically bred for meat. As a result, their flesh was used mainly for processed meat—sausages, hamburgers, ground beef—as well as animal feed. One hundred sixty-eight million kilograms of flesh were processed annually worldwide, transformed into everything from fertilizers to medical products to building materials. Many everyday products—cosmetics, food additives, industrial adhesives—were made from raw materials derived from hucows. They had become a domesticated, ever-present resource, indispensable to modern society, woven into every fiber of daily life. People ate their flesh, drank their milk, used products made from their bones and skin, never stopping to think that all of it had once belonged to thinking, feeling beings. Once converted into hucows, the women rarely lived more than a few years—most were slaughtered after three to five “productive” years, their bodies exploited down to the last usable part. 

Gisella had no idea how many siblings and half-siblings she had, scattered across the country—or perhaps the entire world. Sometimes, walking through the streets and seeing other young women, she wondered if they shared the same eyes, the same tilt of the head, the same unconscious gestures. She didn't know the identity of her mother or father either—not even their names or what they had looked like. The anonymity was part of the system, the knowledge deliberately hidden. But one thing was painfully clear to the young woman: the hucow who had once borne her in agony had long since been slaughtered and eaten, her flesh perhaps processed into the very burgers she served every day. The thought sometimes made her freeze mid-shift, the tray trembling in her hands as she wondered whether she was selling her own mother's flesh to unsuspecting customers. As for her father, it was entirely possible he was still out there somewhere, working as a breeding bull, oblivious to how many offspring he'd sired. 

Years ago, Gisella had desperately tried to discover who her parents had been—writing to authorities, combing through archives—but the relevant documents were kept strictly secret, locked away, inaccessible to people like her. The officials had stared at her blankly, as if she'd lost her mind, as if she'd asked for the names of cows on a farm. These records were never made available to the public, least of all to the offspring themselves—another way to sever the connection between hucows and their human children, to maintain the illusion that they were two entirely separate species. 

The state home for hucow offspring where the young woman had grown up—within cold walls, under the watch of indifferent caretakers—had also been unable or unwilling to give her any information. The caretakers treated the children like defective merchandise, like flaws in the system to be endured until they were old enough to stand on their own two feet. She knew only that she hadn't come to this country through the worldwide exchange program but had been born here—a small comfort in a world full of uncertainty. Yet even this single certainty felt hollow, like an empty promise in a life full of lies.


Chapter 2

As the bus rumbled slowly through the car-choked streets, Gisella leaned against the window and stared at nothing. About an hour ago, she had finished another long, exhausting workday and was now on her way home. Next to her sat an older man, eyes fixed on the pages of a newspaper. Occasionally he muttered to himself. His rough, work-worn hands opened and closed rhythmically as he read, betraying an underlying nervousness. His thick fingers trembled slightly as he turned the pages. Once he sighed deeply, as if weary of the harsh realities unfolding on the newsprint, and rubbed his tired eyes with the back of his hand. The sharp smell of his cigarettes clung to his clothes, mixed with the metallic stench of the factory that had seeped into his skin. 

Gisella was lost in thought until her smartphone’s vibration jolted her back. It felt like an electric shock, yanking her into reality. She pulled it from her worn bag and checked the incoming message: “Dear Recipient, You have qualified for the annual lottery.” With a deep sigh, Gisella shoved the phone back into her bag. Her stomach clenched. She had been prepared for this message. That was life—brutal and unfair. Inwardly, though, she hoped to escape her mother’s fate, whose face flashed before her eyes. The memory of the last time she had seen her mother—the empty eyes, the heavy breasts, the red marks from the milking machine—seared itself into her mind. 

Becoming a real hucow—forced to bear children for others, milked over and over until her nipples were raw and her breasts heavy and aching, then finally slaughtered—stripped of any chance to determine her own fate: this was not a destiny she wished for. The feeling of powerlessness crawled over her skin like a spider. Gisella thought of all the poor girls who suffered this fate every year, their bodies reduced to mere vessels. She imagined her own breasts hanging from cold metal tubes, the machines rhythmically pumping and sucking until nothing remained of her humanity. 

The young Black woman wondered how many of her relatives—people she had never met—might have suffered a similar fate. Her grandmother? Possible aunts, cousins, or sisters? Even without documentation, a persistent rumor circulated that women descended from hucows were selected three times as often as others. The statistics were never published, but the empty places in the community spoke volumes. Every missing woman was a silent indictment of the system that held them all captive. 

The bus rumbled on, every pothole making the passengers bounce like marionettes. Gisella looked around the crowded vehicle, taking in the other riders. A middle-aged woman with deep worry lines struggled with her shopping bags. A teenager stared blankly at his phone. Everyone seemed lost in their own thoughts, trapped in their personal cages. Many were descendants of hucows who, like her, had just finished a long, hard workday. Some wore tattered clothing that spoke of countless hours scrubbing floors, sweeping parks, and cooking in dreary little kitchens. Their bodies were bent, their hands rough and cracked. These were her people—marked by life, but not broken. The acrid smell of sweat and desperation hung in the stuffy air like an invisible shroud. 

After another fifteen minutes, she reached her stop. As she stepped off the bus, Gisella found herself in the familiar surroundings of her neighborhood. The same dilapidated buildings with crumbling plaster and rusty fire escapes, the biting smell of garbage in the air, and the occasional sounds of violence echoing from nearby alleys—a scream, the crash of glass, followed by curses. Gisella trudged down the street toward her apartment, her shoulders tense under the weight of the day. Despite the late hour, the sidewalks were busy, people hurrying to their various destinations, their faces hardened by daily toil. Her own footsteps echoed on the cracked asphalt, a lonely rhythm in the urban cacophony. 

Music blared from boom boxes, adding another layer of tumult to the already chaotic urban backdrop. The bass vibrated through the ground, thrumming in Gisella’s chest. Vendors hawked their wares under makeshift stalls, their voices hoarse from hours of shouting, while colorful, half-flickering signs advertised cheap electronics, pirated movies, and local specialties. The tangle of power lines overhead cast eerie shadows on the sidewalk below, like a net holding the residents captive. The smell of fried meat and sharp spices mixed with the stench of exhaust fumes and rotting garbage into a nauseating cocktail of poverty. 

Soon, Gisella arrived home. The young Black woman dropped her worn bag on the scuffed linoleum floor of her tiny apartment and went straight to the shower to wash off the penetrating smell of grease and fried meat that had seeped into her pores and hair. It was an indescribable relief to finally take off her tight bra, which had constricted her ample breasts all day. Gisella’s clothing—a sweaty, grease-stained uniform—landed on the bathroom floor before her large bra joined it. She cast a quick glance in the stained mirror. The bra had left deep red marks on her chocolate-brown breasts where it had dug in, like scars from her daily drudgery. The pressure marks burned slightly as the air touched her freed skin. 

Gisella had developed large breasts early. At thirteen, she already had a C-cup, which had brought her nothing but trouble. A few years later, she had reached an E-cup, every movement drawing envious stares from men and disapproving looks from women. The other girls at school made fun of her large breasts, called them “cow udders” and made milking motions when she walked by. Unfortunately, Gisella was the only hucow descendant in her class, so the mockery focused on her, like predators attacking the weakest of the herd. Now her breasts hung in a teardrop shape with large, dark nipples that stood out against her velvety skin. Gisella had never been particularly slim, but she still had a defined waist that flowed into feminine hips. Her curves perfectly emphasized her femininity—full, voluptuous, and fertile, as nature had intended. Sometimes she hated her body for its betrayal, for the way it marked her as what she was. 

Before stepping into the shower, the young Black woman gathered her long, curly hair into a messy bun, stray curls falling across her face. The hot water was heaven when it finally reached her tired skin, washing away the tension of the day. She felt a pleasant tingling as the water streamed over her body, like the most incredible massage. Her nipples stiffened and darkened as the hot water splashed over her heavy breasts and flowed down her lush curves, forming small rivulets that converged between her thighs. Steam rose around her, enveloping her in a warm, moist cloud that flushed her skin pink.

Every drop felt like a lover’s embrace, a touch that ignited her body and kindled a fire in her belly. Gisella closed her eyes and surrendered to the sensation, her lips parting slightly in silent ecstasy. She couldn’t help imagining what would happen if someone else were here with her—someone tall and strong with broad shoulders and muscular arms to wrap around her. Someone confident but gentle... someone she knew would treat her right, who would worship her curves instead of mocking them. Her slender fingers played with her swollen nipples, pinching and twisting them gently, then glided down her belly to her wet clit, already throbbing with desire. The soap made her skin slippery and sensitive, every touch amplified by the warm moisture.

Soon she began to moan softly, her voice a hoarse whisper against the rush of the water. Hot lust coursed through her veins like liquid fire as the pleasure intensified, surging through her body in waves. The warmth and pressure of the shower enveloped her tense body, amplifying every sensation, each water droplet like an additional caress. She imagined those broad shoulders bearing her weight as they kissed passionately, their bodies pressed together in the steamy heat. She could almost feel the rough texture of masculine hands on her skin, the way strong fingers would explore her soft curves without judgment or mockery.

Their tongues danced, telling stories of love and lust in a language beyond words, an ancient rhythm of give and take. As these scenes played out in her mind, Gisella’s body reacted with growing intensity, her skin hypersensitive to every touch. Her heart beat faster and her breathing grew heavier, coming in short, choppy bursts. She gently pinched her swollen nipple with her free hand, triggering sharp sensations that sent shockwaves through her body, shooting straight between her legs. Almost involuntarily, she slipped two fingers into her wetness—wetness that had nothing to do with the shower water—and moved them effortlessly in circles, finding that sweet spot that made her moan. Each movement brought her closer to the edge of release. Her legs began to tremble. The warm water pounded on her back, intensifying every sensation until she felt like she was drowning in pure lust.

Gisella grew increasingly desperate, craving release, her body yearning for the sweet oblivion of orgasm. Her arousal became almost painful as her need intensified, a throbbing that couldn’t be ignored. Finally, unable to wait any longer, she grabbed the soap and began rubbing it vigorously against her swollen slit, the slippery texture amplifying every sensation. With each stroke, her arousal multiplied until she finally came with a suppressed cry, her inner muscles clenching around her fingers as waves of pleasure rolled through her body. Perhaps because of her background, she needed this kind of relief every day—this brief moment of freedom from the chains of her existence. Her whole body trembled as the tension released, and she had to brace herself against the shower wall to keep from falling.

A feeling of calm washed over her after releasing the accumulated tension in her body. Like water cooling after boiling, her existence seemed less intense and more manageable, the edges of reality less sharp. But perhaps it was simply her natural urge for physical affection, arising from a fundamental human need for intimate connection? A longing deeply embedded in her DNA, independent of her ancestry. Or was it something darker—a legacy from her mother, a genetically programmed desire she couldn’t control?

Whatever the reason, Gisella couldn’t deny how important it was to satisfy her sexual needs—it was her little daily reward for a hard day’s work, a moment of self-love in a world that gave her so little of it. In good spirits, she slipped into one of her oversized T-shirts that gently hugged her curves, ate a modest meal of leftovers, and snuggled under the thin comforter that barely provided any warmth. She lay there thinking for a moment, then took another look at her smartphone, the bluish light illuminating her face in the darkness. The lottery was in a week, and she was supposed to be at the nearby gymnasium where the lots would be drawn like some perverse game show. Her lottery number was GY-914. Y, her mother’s identification letter, a constant reminder of her possible fate hanging over her like a sword of Damocles.

She stared at the digits until they blurred before her eyes. Seven days. Seven days until she would find out whether her life would be her own or she would suffer the same fate as her mother. The darkness of her tiny apartment seemed to crush her, and for the first time in a long while, she allowed herself to cry—quiet, bitter tears that dripped onto the pillow and were absorbed by the thin cotton.


Chapter 3

Pride swelled in Jörn, knowing his role here was both biological and psychological—a true patriarch among these magnificent creatures. Anticipation hung thick in the air as he walked through the rows, leaving an invisible trail of warmth, fertility, and masculinity. Each hucow gazed at him longingly, waiting, eager to feel his strength inside her. The scent of his skin, mingled with the musk of his arousal, made their nostrils flare. Their eyes tracked every movement of his muscular form, as if worshipping a god. Jörn was certain his seed would produce a new generation of magnificent creatures. But today, only IX-331 would benefit. 

Jörn woke early, ready for another day on Thomas Soll's farm. The scent of fresh grass and the cheerful chirping of birds filled the morning air. There was plenty to do. He stretched his muscles carefully, feeling each fiber tense and relax beneath his skin. The strength in his arms and shoulders had grown noticeably, his chest broader than before. Over the last four years, his body had adapted even further to the role of breeding bull. 

The man had changed incredibly after his treatment, but over time he'd become even more masculine. Jörn was thirty-seven years old, a proven breeding bull. His testicles hung heavy between his legs, swollen with the precious seed that was his purpose. In recent years he'd sired so many offspring he'd lost count, but he was proud of every rounded belly he was responsible for. They were a testament to his success as a breeder. 

Naked as he was, he sat down at the breakfast table with Thomas Soll. The cool morning air caressed his bare skin, hardening his nipples. The two men shared a cup of coffee in silence, watching the sunrise. The sky blazed in brilliant reds and oranges, bathing the landscape in warm light. The scent of freshly brewed coffee mingled with the crisp morning air and the earthy smell of the farm. Jörn admired the scenery, grateful for another chance to contribute to life on the farm. 

“Well, my boy,” Thomas began, his voice rough from the first coffee of the day, “how did you sleep?” 

“Good,” Jörn replied with a nod. His deep voice rumbled in his chest. “I rested quite well.” 

Thomas nodded, his eyes briefly wandering over Jörn's imposing figure. “Glad to hear it. We've got a lot to do today. First, I want you to give a semen donation, then we'll start preparing the calf barn for the calves arriving soon.” 

Jörn felt the weight of responsibility resting on him, but also the satisfaction his work brought. His cock twitched at the mention of the semen donation—an involuntary reaction to years of conditioning. He gave a thumbs up, signaling his readiness for the tasks ahead. “No problem!” Jörn said enthusiastically. 

“I've laid out your cocksleeve IX-331,” Thomas said, stirring some cream into his coffee. The white liquid swirled lazily through the dark brew. IX-331 was one of this year's new arrivals. 

She was the successor to E-612, formerly known as Emily Johnson, who had only lasted three years. The unfortunate redhead from his former life had struggled. Jörn remembered her pale skin, the red welts from the restraints, the way she trembled when he approached. Within three years, she'd given birth to five children. The first two were twins, the last a boy. Her petite body couldn't handle it. Perhaps it was the constant use of her holes that finally broke her. Jörn hadn't been gentle with E-612—he'd used her as a cocksleeve regardless of what condition the hucow was in. 

Jörn ate the last bite of his roll with relish, savoring the butter on his tongue, before making his way to the breeding room. He crossed the yard quickly, his bare feet pressing into the still-damp earth. The morning cold crept up his legs, but his body was warm, ready. He entered the hucow barn moments later. Row upon row of pregnant females stood inside, waiting to be milked for the first time that morning. Their heavy breasts hung full and taut, teats dark and swollen. Jörn felt satisfaction at the sight, knowing his seed would contribute to future generations. 

The gentle sounds of the hucows created a soothing atmosphere. As he walked past, they reacted to him. Some moaned softly, their voices deep and longing. Others made small sounds of desire, recognizing the dominant presence of a bull among them. The scent of their wetness mingled with the warm barn air. 

Pride filled Jörn, knowing his role here was both biological and psychological—a true patriarch among these magnificent creatures. Anticipation hung thick in the air as he strode through their rows, leaving an invisible trail of warmth, fertility, and virility. Each hucow gazed at him longingly, waiting, hungry to feel his strength inside her. Their eyes followed his already half-erect cock as it swung with each step. He felt like the king of his herd, a feeling that brought him deep, instinctive satisfaction. 

When the bull entered the breeding room, IX-331 was already waiting impatiently for him. Her hands were bound behind her back, her legs spread wide and fixed at the ankles. Despite her mental state, she had an exceptionally strong sex drive—stronger than any of the other hucows. This was one of the reasons Jörn had chosen her as his partner. She might have been a nymphomaniac in her previous life. 

IX-331 had black hair that fell in shining waves over her shoulders. She had an athletic figure with full, sensuous breasts and a firm ass. Her Asian heritage showed in her delicate facial features, almond-shaped eyes, and the narrow bridge of her nose. Her brown eyes sparkled with desire as she watched Jörn approach. Her nipples were already hard, her thighs glistening with arousal. Instinctively, she opened her mouth to receive him. Her tongue darted out to taste his thick cock. She swallowed him greedily, hungry for everything he had to offer. The taste of his skin and the hard muscle beneath intensified her desire. 

Knowing he had complete control over her, he held back a little, not wanting to rush things. He pulled out and teased her further, letting his thick, veined cock glide along her cheekbone. The warm, velvety skin of his tip brushed over her cheek, leaving a moist trail. Her expression was a mixture of disappointment and desire. 

Frustrated but unable to restrain her desire, she playfully tried to take Jörn's impressive cock into her mouth. Her lips chased him, her tongue darting out to catch every drop of precum that beaded at his tip. Jörn smiled, enjoying the control he had over the hucow. Her lips and tongue traveled along his length, exploring the protruding veins before finally reaching his base. Each touch sent waves of arousal through his body. The salty taste of his skin made her moan. 

Finally she paused, then sank onto his tip with a sexy pout. Her warm lips enclosed him like a velvet glove. Her tongue circled the sensitive head while she eagerly worked to please her master. She enjoyed slurping and licking his length like a dog at its food bowl. Each movement elicited a deep moan from Jörn—the sound of her wet lips, the smacking of her tongue. Soon she had swallowed him completely down to the root. 

He grabbed her head and thrust into her mouth with full force. His large hands engulfed her skull completely, his fingers digging into her black hair. The suddenness nearly took her breath away, making her cough and gag, yet her longing wouldn't release her. Tears gathered in the corners of her eyes, but her gaze remained fixed on him, full of devotion and lust. 

Despite the intense invasion, she kept Jörn's pulsing length firmly enclosed, buried deep in her mouth. Her lips pressed around his base while saliva ran down the corners of her mouth. Watching him struggle for control against the immense pleasure he was receiving was nothing less than erotic. His jaw muscles tensed, the veins on his neck standing out. Yet despite the rough treatment, the passion between them intensified, reaching a feverish peak. 

Breathless, she looked up at him, meeting his burning gaze with passionate eyes. Tear tracks glistened on her cheeks, yet her gaze radiated pure devotion. In this moment, there was no denying the raw, animal instinct driving them both toward ecstasy. Jörn grabbed her by her black hair and thrust deep into her throat again and again. His fingers dug into her scalp, controlling her every breath. The room filled with wet, slick sounds and the smell of sweat, mixed with the salty scent of her tears. 

Jörn's loud moans echoed through the narrow room, a deep, rumbling sound rising from his chest. The deeper he thrust into her mouth, the more IX-331's knees buckled from pain and pleasure. Her thighs trembled, muscles burning from the exertion. Though her legs began to shake, she refused to collapse—she craved Jörn's satisfaction. With unwavering determination, she continued her efforts, sucking and licking until he reached his climax. 

Suddenly Jörn pulled back and released a massive load into the condom. The latex stretched under the sheer volume, growing taut and heavy. It was far more than an ordinary man could have produced. Even after all the time he'd spent on Thomas Soll's farm, Jörn was impressed by the volume—a testament to his potency. His heart beat triumphantly, blood rushing in his ears. He felt invincible, powerful, and irresistible. 

“Good girl,” he murmured appreciatively, his voice still hoarse from the exertion. Then he slowly released her from his grip, and she sank gratefully to the floor. Her knees struck the hard surface with a dull thud in the sudden silence. The room hummed with electric stillness as they both tried to catch their breath. Jörn savored the aftereffects of the intense experience, enjoying the feeling of absolute control and dominance. Sweat ran down his chest, collecting in the grooves of his abs. 

IX-331, still out of breath, looked up at him and gave him a weak smile. Her lips were swollen and reddened from his treatment. Her eyes reflected a mixture of exhaustion and satisfaction. She had performed her task well and was proud of the praise she'd received. Her fingers unconsciously stroked her sore jaw. 

Jörn left the room to prepare for the next task of the day. His heavy footsteps echoed through the corridor as he carelessly tossed the used condom into a trash can. He could hear the busy sounds of the farm slowly coming to life. Birds chirped, and the sun climbed higher in the sky, bathing the surroundings in golden light. The smell of hay and livestock hung heavy in the warm air. 

As he crossed the yard, he mulled over the challenges ahead. His bare feet felt the warm earth, small pebbles pressing into his soles. The work on the farm was demanding but fulfilling. Preparing the calf barn for the calves that would arrive soon was an essential task he took seriously. His cock, still half-hard, swung between his legs with each step. 

Thomas was already waiting for him at the calf barn, leaning casually against the wooden frame. “Ready for the next step?” he asked with a knowing smile, his eyes roaming appreciatively over Jörn’s sweat-slicked body. 

“Always ready,” Jörn replied, flexing his muscles and focusing on the task ahead. His chest was still rising and falling faster than normal. The day promised to be both productive and exhausting, and Jörn was determined to play his role with the same dedication and strength that had made him an indispensable part of the operation. 

The sun hung high overhead as Jörn and Thomas prepared the calf barn together. The scent of fresh straw and the warmth of the day surrounded them, mingling with the musky smell of male exertion. As they meticulously prepared every corner of the barn for the newcomers, Jörn’s bronze skin gleamed in the sunlight. His powerful hands worked skillfully with the tools, spreading fresh straw and checking the water troughs. Beads of sweat formed on his skin, glistening in the light that fell through the cracks in the barn walls. His movements were fluid, powerful—every muscle rippling beneath taut skin. 

Thomas watched with satisfaction as his breeding bull completed the tasks with natural authority and competence. His eyes wandered over Jörn’s massive back, the broad shoulders that tensed with each movement. The transformation of the once ordinary man into this magnificent specimen of male strength filled him with pride. Jörn’s muscular back flexed as he worked, his broad shoulders a testament to tireless strength and endurance. The sight of the naked man at work was hypnotic—raw masculinity perfected. 

As evening approached, Jörn felt the fatigue in his limbs, but also the deep satisfaction his work brought him. His muscles burned pleasantly from the hard labor. The day had been successful, and the operation was ready for the new arrivals. A final look over the now perfectly prepared barn confirmed they’d done good work. The smell of fresh straw and clean wooden beams filled the air. 

He returned to his room to relax. His heavy footsteps echoed through the corridors as sweat still ran down his body. The chirping of crickets and the soft sighs of the hucows accompanied him as he lay down on his bed and stared into the darkness. The smell of his own masculinity, mixed with the scent of the farm, filled the room—an intoxicating mixture of sweat, musk, and raw potency. His hand wandered unconsciously to his still half-hard cock as thoughts of the coming day and the countless possibilities it would bring drifted through his mind. The warm flesh pulsed in his palm. 

With a final satisfied sigh, Jörn closed his eyes. His dreams were filled with images of the farm, the hucows, and the steady role he played in this complex and fascinating microcosm. His muscles slowly relaxed as his body prepared for another day of challenges and fulfillment. Moonlight fell through the small window, bathing his powerful body in silver light.


Chapter 4

The atmosphere in the gymnasium was oppressive; not one of the women wanted to be there. The musty smell of old sweat and fear hung heavy in the air, mingling with the sharp bite of disinfectant coating the floors. Today was lottery day—the day that would change so many lives forever. Fear and nervousness filled the group like a living thing, crawling between the rows and touching every woman. Only a few would be selected, but everyone worried whether they or someone they loved would become a calf today. A collective dread hung over them as each person silently prayed for her own luck—and thus the misfortune of others. Metal folding chairs creaked with nervous movements, and the muffled sobbing of women here and there mixed with the rhythmic dripping of a leaky pipe somewhere in the ceiling. 

Gisella was one of those women descended from hucows and breeding bulls. Her dark eyes wandered nervously over the assembly, studying the tense faces around her, searching for familiar features in the sea of despair. The fingers of her right hand unconsciously played with a curl of her frizzy black hair, winding it over and over around her index finger until the skin went white from the pressure. She wondered which of these girls would be selected today. She knew some from her school days. They hadn’t been in the same class but had known each other by sight, nodding in the hallways or occasionally sitting together in the cafeteria. Now they all sat here like cattle before slaughter, their shared past reduced to a bitter memory of more normal times. 

Three rows behind her sat Larain, a plump brunette with a mix of Arab and Asian features. Sweat ran down her flushed cheeks, already soaking the collar of her light blue blouse, the dark stains spreading like maps of fear. Her hands trembled visibly as she gnawed at her bitten-down fingernails, the soft scraping of her teeth audible in the quiet hall. Next to her sat Odette, a goth with porcelain-pale skin, long raven-black hair with striking white streaks, an artfully inked rose tattooed on her neck, and breasts even larger than Gisella’s—and that was saying something. Larain had always been the shy one, blushing and looking away whenever someone made eye contact, her voice never louder than a whisper, as if apologizing for her own existence. 

Odette, on the other hand, had no qualms about doing or saying whatever she wanted. She and Gisella had never really been good friends. Gisella considered her a slut with no self-respect, a woman who used her body like a weapon. Odette had thrown herself at every guy she met since puberty, bragging about it in the locker rooms, her stories growing increasingly detailed and provocative. In her usual outfit—a black off-the-shoulder tube top that could barely contain her ample breasts, a short red skirt that flashed way too much skin with every movement, and suspenders that emphasized her narrow waist—she stood out like a sore thumb. The red leather of her boots gleamed under the harsh neon lights of the hall. Gisella, by contrast, had always tried to keep a low profile and stay in the background, though her own full curves often made this difficult. Her baggy jeans and oversized sweater couldn’t hide what nature had given her. 

Everyone in the room was jolted from their thoughts by a test tap on a microphone that echoed through the speakers, making some flinch. The sharp feedback cut through the air like fingernails on a chalkboard. On the stage stood a stern-looking older woman in her sixties with short gray hair that framed her head like a helmet and a somewhat old-fashioned gray pantsuit that emphasized her gaunt figure. Her eyes, cold and calculating, surveyed the assembled women like cattle at an auction, her thin lips pressed into a straight line. Her voice rang out authoritatively through the silent hall, sharp as a knife, each word precisely articulated and without a trace of compassion. 

“Welcome, ladies! Today you are all participating in our annual calf lottery.” The air was thick with dread as each woman listened intently, hoping not to hear her name. Some held their breath without meaning to, their lungs burning with tension. The word ‘calf’ hung in the air like a curse, heavy and inescapable. “I am Mrs. Albrecht, your main contact here. My team and I are here to ensure that your stay at the facility runs smoothly.” Mrs. Albrecht paused briefly, her thin lips twisting into something that was probably meant to be a smile, but it never reached her eyes, which remained cold and lifeless as a dead fish’s. 

“Before we begin, I want to remind you of the rules. Each participant has received a lottery number in advance!” The old woman looked around the room intently, her eyes narrowing behind her rimless glasses as if cataloging and evaluating every facial expression. “This year, fifty lucky winners will be able to dedicate their lives to society.” This news sent an anxious murmur through the crowd, some gasping audibly—almost half of everyone assembled would be selected. The word ‘lucky’ dripped from her lips like poison, a perverse distortion of reality. 

“Quiet!” Mrs. Albrecht commanded sharply, immediately silencing the whispers with an imperious hand gesture, her bony hand slicing through the air like a blade. “There is a marked exit to your left. Every person whose number is drawn will go there. Resistance will not be tolerated,” Mrs. Albrecht warned coldly, as two muscular guards in black uniforms took position next to the door, their hands resting on the batons at their belts. Though it churned her up inside and her heart pounded wildly, Gisella endured it all in silence, pressing her full lips together firmly until they went white. The metallic taste of blood spread across her tongue where she’d bitten it. 

Fifty women. It was a number the young Black woman couldn’t truly comprehend. It seemed enormous, especially considering how few hucow girls her age lived in her district. This had to be a mistake. Her thoughts raced, trying to grasp the mathematics of despair. But before she could process it, the speaker crackled and the first numbers were called, the static mixing with Albrecht’s voice into a symphony of doom. 

“Odette, Number OG-666!” blared from the speakers above the stage. All eyes turned to Odette, who flinched briefly before a strange smile spread across her black-painted lips, as if she’d heard a secret only she understood. As though she grasped the implications of her selection, the goth rose calmly and sauntered toward the designated exit, her hips swaying in a provocative rhythm, leaving shocked stares in her wake. Her full breasts bounced with each step beneath the tight tube top, and the short skirt nearly revealed her skimpy panties underneath, the black lace flashing with every movement. She seemed almost relieved, as if she’d secretly expected or even longed for this moment, her steps light and springy, as though she were heading to a date rather than into slavery. 

Some girls whispered to each other while others held back their tears, the salty drops burning in their eyes. As time passed, more names echoed through the hall, each one a death sentence for freedom. Gisella watched as several other girls walked to the exit, some with heads bowed, others with chins held high, as if trying to preserve their last shred of dignity. Some showed signs of fear or despair—trembling hands, tear-streaked faces, or empty, expressionless eyes, as if they’d already given up. Name after name was called, and the room began to empty, the atmosphere growing more oppressive with every girl who remained, the air thicker and heavier. A blonde woman in the front row began sobbing quietly, while another tried to hide by pressing herself deeper into her seat—a futile attempt to escape the inevitable. The metal of the chair creaked under her weight, as if mirroring her desperation. 

Finally, it was Gisella’s turn. Her number echoed through the room, and for a moment her heart stopped, the world going still. She’d briefly hoped to escape the drawing since only a few lots remained, clinging to that slender thread of hope. But now that the moment had come, she felt strangely numb, almost detached from reality, as if watching her own body from outside, as if she were already a ghost of herself. She would follow in her mother’s footsteps—she still remembered her mother’s swollen, milk-filled breasts from childhood, the heavy veins shimmering blue beneath the taut skin. She would become another productive hucow, destined to serve humanity. In other words, her body would be exploited until she had nothing left to offer but the flesh on her bones and the milk in her breasts. The thought sent a wave of nausea rolling through her stomach. 

She rose on heavy legs, feeling the gazes of the others on her dark skin, her voluptuous curves, like invisible hands already stroking their future property. Her thoughts wandered to Odette, who had walked this path before her, whose black boots had already disappeared through the door. Would they see each other again? Would they end up on the same farm? A shiver ran down her spine as she took the first step toward the exit—a step into a new life she never would have chosen. Her feet felt like lead, each step an effort, as if she were walking through quicksand. The floor beneath her shoes seemed to vibrate with the suppressed sobs of the remaining women, a rhythm of grief that accompanied her to her fate.


Chapter 5

Thomas carefully reviewed the files on the potential hucows, noting their bloodlines, origins, and physical characteristics. His sharp eye scanned the data sheets, evaluating each candidate with a connoisseur’s precision. The photographs and measurements revealed subtle quality markers that only an expert like him could recognize. The scent of old leather from his notebook mingled with the metallic taste of concentration on his tongue. His fingertips glided over the smooth surfaces of the photographs, feeling the slight texture of the high-quality paper. 

He carefully made notes and comparisons in a worn leather notebook beside him, its pages already filled with years of breeding records. The ink from his gold fountain pen flowed evenly across the cream-colored paper, leaving precise lines and assessments. After hours of intense study, he set down his gold fountain pen and rubbed his tired, reddened eyes. The dim light of the desk lamp had strained his retinas, and small stars danced before his eyes. 

The responsibility of selecting the right specimens weighed heavily on his shoulders, for he knew this decision would shape their future and determine the quality of their milk production for years to come. His shoulders tensed under the pressure, and he felt a dull ache spreading between his shoulder blades. Selecting the right hucows was crucial not only to maintaining his reputation but also to the profitability of his entire operation. Every mistake would come back to haunt him in the years ahead, burdening his balance sheet and damaging his name in the industry. This year had been exceptionally good for the market, which inevitably meant the auctions would be ruthlessly expensive. Competition would be fierce, prices astronomical. The old ex-breeding bull had to use strategic skill to ensure costs remained manageable without compromising on quality. 

Fortunately, Jörn had already done excellent preliminary work, pre-selecting promising calves with remarkable instinct. In recent years, his young breeding bull had proven to have an unerring eye for productive cows, even if his selections didn’t always conform to conventional standards. Thomas remembered the initial doubts he’d harbored when Jörn first came to him with unorthodox suggestions. But the results spoke for themselves. This deviation from the mainstream had proven a financial blessing—a gold mine in a market full of conformity. This year was no exception to Jörn’s unorthodox but brilliant strategy. 

OG-666 was the perfect example. An absolute dream specimen for a calf—her proportions were flawless, her potential for massive breasts already clearly visible. Thomas could practically see the heavy, milk-filled glands she would one day carry. Normally, she would fetch an astronomical price at auction, one that would deter most buyers. Bidders would outbid each other to exhaustion, stretching their wallets to the breaking point. However, she had one critical flaw that drastically lowered her market value: an artfully inked tattoo of a blooming rose on the left side of her neck, extending to her nape and continuing in an elegant vine between her shoulder blades. The black ink shimmered against her pale skin—an artwork that would have been admired in another world. This inevitably meant her identification mark had to be placed on the wrong side of her neck. 

This otherwise perfect calf would therefore be completely unsuitable for the strictly optimized processes of industrial-scale farms, which relied on standardized, easily readable labels. Machines would fail, workers would lose precious seconds, efficiency would suffer. For more traditional dairy operations, this would mean additional manual work during the milking process—a luxury few wanted to afford. Time was money, and every delay ate into profit margins. As a result, OG-666 would be sold far below her actual value. Jörn had made an excellent choice here, one that demonstrated a deep understanding of the market. Thomas discovered two more similar cases on the list: specimens with small aesthetic “flaws” that affected their market value but not their productivity. Scars, tattoos, unusual pigmentation—all superficial flaws that left the milk glands untouched. They would all bring Thomas a considerable profit. 

As he continued through the pre-selection, turning the pages with his fleshy fingers, he came across GY-914. The paper rustled softly under his touch, and suddenly his breath caught. Something about her data seemed strangely familiar. A tingle of recognition ran down his spine, making the hairs on his neck stand up. The numbers, the bloodlines—they awakened a memory that had been buried deep in his mind. Could this really be? Thomas frantically checked the pedigree documents, his heartbeat accelerating to a wild staccato against his ribs. His fingers trembled slightly as he turned the pages, searching for confirmation. Yes, indeed! GY-914 had been born exactly eighteen years ago on his own farm. The dates matched; the bloodlines fit together like puzzle pieces. She was not just a product of his breeding but literally his daughter, conceived with Y-098, one of his most productive hucows. He vividly remembered how exceptionally fertile her mother had been, regularly producing large quantities of particularly rich, creamy milk whose taste was appreciated by connoisseurs throughout the region. Y-098 had been a legend—a hucow who had set standards and broken records. 

This unexpected realization filled him with a deep, almost paternal pride and a strange satisfaction he hadn’t felt in years. A warm feeling spread through his chest, flowing through his veins like good whiskey. This child was his—in every sense. His own biological offspring would now help expand and refine his herd’s gene pool. The irony of fate was not lost on him: his own daughter would return to him, would strengthen his breeding lines. He didn’t care in the slightest what this calf would ultimately cost—the price was secondary, a mere number on paper. She was something special, a living testament to his legacy, his genetic heritage. He had to have her, whatever the cost. His legacy would live on through GY-914, and he could witness this triumph with his own eyes. Thomas grinned triumphantly, wrinkles forming around his eyes like maps of joy, and he couldn’t suppress a deep, self-satisfied laugh that echoed off the walls of his study and broke through the silence of the night. 

So Jörn would, in a twisted but fitting way, become something like his son-in-law—or at least the father of his genetic grandchildren. This unexpected connection brought a smile to his face as he imagined the young breeding bull unknowingly carrying on his bloodline. The idea was delicious, almost poetic in its symmetry. 

He couldn’t imagine a better, more competent candidate for this task, and Thomas would gladly play the role of discreet matchmaker, finding the perfect partner for his daughter. The thought that his bloodline would live on and thrive in the herd filled him with a deep, almost dynastic pride that made him feel younger for a moment, as if he possessed the strength of a breeding bull once more. His loins pulsed at the thought—his genes flowing through a new generation, manifesting in future calves.


Chapter 6

Jörn studied the Hucow thoughtfully as he stood before her stall in the barn. The warm straw rustled softly beneath his boots while the heavy scent of hay and animal bodies filled his nostrils. His hands ran gently down her sides to her heavy, pendulous udders, carefully massaging and kneading them. The skin felt thin beneath his palms, almost translucent, and he could feel the bluish veins pulsing underneath. Jörn knew he had to do his duty. He wanted to make sure this dairy cow produced the best milk possible. 

He had to admit, though, that the last few years had taken their toll on her. This would probably be her last pregnancy, assuming she could manage one more. Her strength was waning, and her thin body looked emaciated. Her ribs showed clearly beneath the pale skin, each bone a silent accusation against time. The cow had once been a beautiful dairy cow with Spanish roots—her skin had glowed golden in the sun, her eyes had sparkled with vitality. 

Now she showed signs of fatigue, like the dark circles under her once lively eyes. Her cheeks were sunken, the skin stretched over her cheekbones like fine parchment. Her once strong back was slightly bent from years of pregnancies and the weight of her large udders, the spine clearly visible beneath the pale skin like a string of bony pearls. Her udders hung lower than ever before, the skin thin and marbled with bluish veins that spread like a roadmap over the sagging flesh. 

But it wasn’t just her body; her spirit seemed weakened too. Her movements were slower than before, less eager, almost hesitant, and her energy was fading with each passing day like a dying candle. When she breathed, Jörn could hear the soft rattling in her chest, a sound that reminded him of approaching winter. This was a clear sign that her service was coming to an end. 

“Come, my darling, one last time,” Jörn said gently, stroking her brown hair, which had lost its former luster and now lay dull and brittle between his fingers. The scent of her body had changed—where once there had been the sweet fragrance of youth, she now smelled of exhaustion and the bitter edge of approaching mortality. Then he stepped aside so the handler could take her to the breeding room. 

Jörn sighed deeply and felt a pang of sadness that settled like a heavy stone in his chest. His throat tightened, and he had to swallow to push down the rising emotion. Although he knew how important this last attempt at a successful pregnancy was, he felt deep compassion for J-673. She was the oldest Hucow of her generation, a living testament to his years of breeding work. 

She had served faithfully longer than any other, had given birth to more calves than most of her kind. Each child had weakened her, had taken a piece of her life force. If it didn’t work this time, she would be sent to the slaughterhouse—a thought that pained Jörn more than he wanted to admit. His fists clenched involuntarily, the knuckles turning white beneath the tensed skin. Such moments were always difficult for him, so he decided to do his best and give her a few more months. 

Alone with her in the breeding room, he gently stroked her cheeks, feeling the bones beneath the thin skin like fragile porcelain. The room smelled of disinfectant and the metallic scent of fear. “Don’t worry,” he whispered, his breath warm against her ear, his lips almost touching her skin. “We both know this is our last chance together, but I’m confident it will work this time.” 

With that, he leaned forward and kissed her tenderly on the forehead, tasting the salt of her sweat and the bitterness of her exhaustion. Her skin was hot and moist beneath his lips. He let his fingers glide down her back to her bottom, which had grown thin, the once plump curves now sunken like a withered peach. He gently stroked and caressed the sensitive area, his fingertips dancing over her skin like raindrops on water. 

J-673 moaned softly, a breath of life in her exhausted body, the sound vibrating in her throat like the humming of a dying bee. Though she was weak and tired, she responded eagerly to Jörn’s touches, aroused by his gentle but powerful presence. Her skin warmed beneath his hands, and he could feel her pulse quickening. 

Then he intensified his caresses, his hands becoming more demanding, slowly approaching her aching core. The air in the room grew thicker, heavier, filled with the scent of her awakening desire. With gentle care, he began to explore her yielding entrance, his fingers gradually sliding into her wet warmth, which despite her exhaustion responded to his touch like a flower opening to sunlight. 

The warmth and pressure of Jörn’s fingers brought J-673 pleasure and arousal despite her exhaustion, a final surge of her feminine nature. Her muscles twitched around his probing fingers, weak but noticeable. She closed her eyes and surrendered to the sensations flowing through her body, like waves lapping at an abandoned shore. Her eyelids fluttered, and small sighs escaped her lips. 

Her breathing quickened, became shallower, as Jörn’s rhythm increased, his fingers working deeper and more skillfully. The sounds of her arousal filled the silent air—the slick glide of his fingers, her gasping breath, the soft creaking of the floor beneath her trembling legs. She let her upper body sink and used her large breasts as a cushion, the heavy udders bulging out beneath her like soft, full bladders. 

Moments later, the hucow felt Jörn’s huge, rigid cock pressing against her entrance—a familiar sensation that sent warm shivers coursing through her body, stirring memories of better times. The heat of his member burned against her sensitive skin, and she could feel his heartbeat pulsing through the swollen veins. Jörn slid into J-673 without resistance, his shaft gliding effortlessly inside her like a sword into an oversized sheath. Her insides were too worn out, used too many times, to offer any resistance. 

After all those years serving Jörn—giving birth over and over, producing countless gallons of milk—she could feel the wear in every inch of her body, every fiber screaming for rest. Where she’d once gripped the bull’s cock like a vise, eager and tight, her core now enveloped him like a warm glove, yielding and soft. The sensation was different now: less resistance, more compliance, like warm wax flowing around his shape. 

Jörn took his time, settling into a leisurely pace, his hips moving in slow, controlled thrusts. He could feel her warmth surrounding him, the wet grip that held him close, even though it was no longer the taut embrace of earlier years. His muscles tensed and relaxed in an ancient rhythm. 

She was exhausted, her strength fading with every breath. As Jörn kept thrusting into her—sliding deep, pulling back—her body responded instinctively, craving the contact no matter how painful, a final surge of life. J-673 found comfort in the friction of their union, in the rhythmic glide of flesh into flesh. The warmth radiating from their bodies offered a brief respite from the coldness that had spread through her life, a fleeting moment of solace. 

Jörn’s cock pressed against her cervix, pushing past the entrance and plunging into her depths with little resistance, reaching places that had once been sealed off. The pressure was intense, almost painful, but she welcomed it like an old friend. 

After years of constant use, she could barely offer any resistance, her body yielding like soft wax in the sun. Their sweat mingled into a slippery mess as they kept fucking, deepening their bond—two beings united in an ancient dance. The salty taste of their exertion hung heavy in the air. 

Despite her physical decline, their mating was almost instinctive—the urge to pass on her bloodline to future generations burned in her veins like an unquenchable fire. Even so, J-673 still wanted to live on, to produce offspring, perhaps even one last calf against all odds. And deep inside, Jörn shared this hope; she deserved a few more months, one final surge against the inevitability of the end. 

Slowly he picked up the pace, adjusting the angle of his thrusts until he found a spot that gave him enough stimulation in her well-used channel—the sweet spot that ignited his desire. Her stretched pussy clenched spasmodically around his shaft in a desperate attempt to milk his hot seed, one final service to her master. The contractions were weaker than before but still noticeable, like the echo of a once-mighty force. 

Again and again the breeding bull brought J-673 to orgasm, driving her to the very limits of what she could feel. Each wave of pleasure made her scream louder and press harder against the bull’s massive body, her back arching in a perfect curve. Her screams echoed off the walls, a chorus of lust and desperation. 

In return, the bull thrust with renewed force, his muscles tensing beneath his sweat-soaked skin. Their mating turned wild and unrestrained, as if driven by some primal instinct that overwhelmed all reason. Deep inside J-673, the waves of ecstasy built into tidal surges that crashed violently against her exhausted body, making her tremble like a leaf in a storm. 

Each orgasm lifted a burden from her weary soul, filling her with a sense of fulfillment despite everything—a final flare before the darkness. Her fingers clawed into the straw beneath her, seeking purchase in a world spinning around her. 

Meanwhile, Jörn held her tight and savored her reactions—the orgasmic spasms flowing through her as she collapsed beneath him, a picture of complete surrender. His hands gripped her narrow hips, feeling her muscles tense and relax under his touch. As her limbs went limp, Jörn finally let himself succumb to the erotic bliss consuming them both like a devouring flame. 

There was something immensely satisfying about giving such intense pleasure to the woman who had borne his children during her time here—a final gift to her. His own arousal built like a gathering storm, the pressure in his loins becoming unbearable. 

With a loud roar he erupted inside her, emptying his hot, fertile seed into her womb as fireworks of lust exploded in his lower abdomen. Each spurt drove new life toward being, carrying the hope of continuation within it. His muscles seized, and he felt his seed pulsing deep into her, warm and thick. 

Her legs trembled from exertion, and her back arched upward to take him deeper, her body craving his seed like parched earth craves rain. Though her body longed for rest, the urgent desire to procreate drove her one last time—a final attempt to defy death. 

Jörn and J-673 savored the moment together, relishing what might very well be their last encounter—a farewell in physical union. Now it was up to the hucow whether she would give birth to one final calf, whether her exhausted body could give life one more time. 

His warm touch lingered on her hipbone as he slowly withdrew, his cock sliding free, leaving behind an emptiness and a sense of completion. He wanted to freeze this moment, keep it for himself—it might be the last time they’d be joined like this, so intimately connected. 

The heat of the room, the steady rise and fall of her breasts, the slight trembling in her limbs—all signs she was still alive, still capable of fulfilling her duty, one final surge against the inevitable. Jörn ran his hand gently over her back one last time, feeling the tension beneath his fingertips, the knots of a long, hard life. His seed dripped slowly from her, a white trail of hope on her exhausted thighs. 

“That was good, my dear,” he said, his voice gentle yet firm, the words echoing in the quiet room. His breath came heavy, his chest rising and falling in a powerful rhythm, heart still pounding from the exertion. The salty moisture of his sweat mingled with the sweet scent of her skin, a memory of their shared heat. J-673 remained still. Her body’s reactions spoke for themselves—a mixture of relief and exhaustion, a silent consent. The trembling in her limbs slowly ebbed, like waves breaking on the shore. 

Jörn couldn’t help feeling a touch of sadness as he watched her faint signs of life, the flickering flame that would soon go out. Her eyes had the glassy shimmer of a woman walking the border between worlds. The straw beneath her body was damp with her sweat and his fluids, a silent testament to their final union. 

He stepped back, wiped a bead of sweat from his forehead, and regarded her like a work of art he’d created himself. His gaze lingered on the gentle curve of her hips, the soft lines of her body that still radiated a raw beauty despite everything she’d endured. Her face was peaceful, almost entranced, as if she’d drifted into another world far from the breeding operation, to some place of peace. The fine lines around her eyes told stories of years of devotion, submission, silent acceptance of her fate. 

His eyes wandered over her body, taking in every imperfection and weakness, every scar and wrinkle. The small stretch marks on her breasts that spoke of countless pregnancies, the slight discolorations where the milking tubes took their daily toll. “You held up well,” he whispered, his voice rough with unspoken emotion, as he slowly turned to leave the breeding room, his steps heavy on the floor. 

The cool air of the hallway brushed over his naked skin, making him shiver and pulling him back to reality. The sharp contrast between the warm intimacy of the breeding room and the sterile coldness of the corridor cut through his thoughts like a knife. 

On his way to the door, he noticed the faint traces of his movements on the straw covering the floor, a fleeting testament to their union. His footprints in the soft material, the hollows where their bodies had moved, the dark stains of their shared lust. Jörn paused briefly, took a deep breath, and looked back once more. The smell of hay, sweat, and sex hung heavy in the air, an intoxicating mixture that numbed his senses. 

The hucow still lay there in a posture of submission and exhaustion, but a spark glowed in her eyes—a final rebellion against fate. Her fingers clawed weakly at the straw, as if clinging to life, to the few moments of tenderness she had left. 

“Rest now,” he finally said, his voice firm, the words coming harder than he’d expected. Before he left the room, they hung in the air like a promise—a promise of peace, of an end to the torment, of a final mercy. The heavy wooden door closed behind him with a dull thud, leaving silence in the room, broken only by the quiet, shallow breathing of the hucow. 

The sounds of the farm filtered through the walls—the quiet hum of the milking machines, the calls of the other hucows, the muffled footsteps of the handlers outside, an orchestra of rural life. The mechanical hiss of the pumps, the clink of metal chains, the occasional cries of pleasure or pain—all of it blending into a symphony of submission. 

Jörn paused in the hallway, leaning against the cool stone wall, letting the cold seep into his heated skin as he tried to sort his thoughts, his heart heavy with the weight of the moment. His palms pressed against the rough masonry, seeking something solid to anchor him. He knew this was a crucial turning point, a crossroads between life and death. The line between the breeder and the man blurred in moments like these, leaving him with doubts he wasn’t allowed to have. 

He knew that J-673’s future now lay in nature’s hands, in the eternal cycle of becoming and passing away. Whether she would bring another calf into the world was beyond his control, a roll of fate’s dice. Her womb had already accomplished so much, brought forth so many lives, that any further pregnancy posed a risk she might not survive. 

With one final deep breath that drew the cool air into his lungs, he turned his attention to the other hucows. Life had to go on. The routine of the farm didn’t wait for sentimental moments. The sun hung low in the sky, casting long golden shadows through the barn windows, and he knew plenty of work still awaited him—the eternal cycle of life on the farm. The warm light bathed everything in an almost peaceful glow, an illusion of harmony in a world of controlled brutality.


Chapter 7

The bus ride dragged on for hours, passing desolate fields, bare trees, and crumbling buildings. The landscape outside mirrored Gisella's inner emptiness. Since the lottery, she'd been living in a nightmare that deepened with every mile. One moment she'd had a modest life she was content with—a small apartment, a job, the occasional get-together with friends—and the next she was sitting on this cold bus heading somewhere unknown. Memories of her former life were already fading like a dream after waking. There was no going back.

The bus rumbled over a potholed road, and with every jolt Gisella felt her handcuffs clatter against the metal bar she was chained to. The cold iron cut into her wrists, leaving red welts on her dark skin. The smell of sweat and fear hung heavy in the stale air. Twenty girls, all between eighteen and twenty-two, sat in two rows like cattle being led to slaughter. Some cried softly; others stared with empty eyes out the barred windows. A blonde woman across from her had wet herself—the sharp smell of urine mixing with the metallic taste of fear that filled Gisella's mouth.

Gisella felt paralyzed by a mixture of confusion, fear, and betrayal. Her fingers clawed at the worn vinyl seat while her mind searched for answers. The lottery had been rigged from the start—a cruel game with a predetermined outcome. The female offspring of hucows had never been destined for a real life, only for this moment of "return." Was she worthless? What had she done to deserve such a fate? The injustice burned in her chest like molten metal. Everything was happening too fast, her head spinning as if she were trapped in a feverish delirium. Gisella exhaled heavily, her hands trembling uncontrollably in her lap.

Her grandmother had once told her what it had been like—the milking stalls, the endless pregnancies, the way her mother had looked at her as if she were already lost before she was even born. “You're different,” the old woman had whispered, her wrinkled fingers stroking Gisella's cheek. “You have her eyes, but you also have my will.” Now Gisella understood that will meant nothing. It had only been an illusion, a cruel joke of fate.

“Hey, chin up, that's just how it goes,” said Odette, sitting beside her with a shrug. Her black hair with purple streaks fell across her face; the heavy gothic makeup couldn't hide the indifference in her eyes. The silver piercing in her lower lip gleamed in the bus's pale light as she spoke. “Sometimes life's just unfair, honey. Don't rack your brain over why it happened. Soon it'll all be over, and it won't matter anymore.”

Odette's voice carried a strange calm, as if she'd already made peace with her fate. Her large breasts pressed against the tight black top, and Gisella noticed how the other girls looked at her—with a mix of envy and disgust. They all knew that Odette's build made her valuable merchandise. The bigger the breasts, the higher the milk production, the longer she would survive.

Gisella couldn't believe it. The casual tone, the resignation in Odette's voice—as if this were an everyday misfortune and not the beginning of a life as a human dairy cow. Was Odette serious or just being sarcastic? “Do you really believe that?” she asked, her voice brittle with suppressed rage.

The goth shrugged again, the movement pressing her large breasts together beneath her tight black top. The silver piercing in her lower lip gleamed in the pale light. “What can I say? They chose us, and they don't care how you feel! The government needs its milk and its offspring—we're just resources.”

“Resources.” The word echoed in Gisella's head like a hammer blow. She thought of her mother, whom she knew only from photos—a beautiful woman with the same dark eyes who had died at twenty-five, drained and used up. Her adoptive family had told her she'd died in a car accident. Now she knew the truth. Her mother had died in a milking stall. Her body had simply given up after being used like a machine for years.

Tears of rage ran down Gisella's face, leaving salty trails on her dark skin. The young Black woman turned away from her seatmate and gazed sadly out the window, catching her reflection in the dirty glass—perhaps for the last time as herself. Her fingers drifted unconsciously to her neck, where a barcode would soon be burned. She imagined the lasers cutting through her skin, the smell of her own burned flesh filling her nose.

“It's okay, but remember: the sooner you get used to your new life, the easier it'll be for you,” Odette murmured with a hint of compassion as the bus stopped in front of a large compound surrounded by barbed wire fence. High concrete walls rose behind it, crowned with surveillance cameras. The processing center.

The brakes squealed like death screams as the bus came to a stop. Through the barred windows, Gisella saw uniformed guards in black helmets and face shields, their bodies armored like soldiers going to war. German shepherds strained at their leashes, teeth flashing white in the evening sun. The compound stretched over several acres, an industrial complex of gray concrete blocks and steel towers. Steam rose from chimneys, and in the distance she heard a rhythmic humming—the sounds of production.

Gisella, Odette, and the other girls—twenty in total, all between eighteen and twenty-two—were led in a long line into the complex. Uniformed guards with expressionless faces flanked them, electric shock batons held loosely in their hands. The sight struck Gisella to her core: The processing center. The word alone made her blood run cold. Processing meant she would be transformed into something completely different—something less than human, something unrecognizable, even inhuman, yet not quite animal. An in-between existence that served only one purpose.

The handcuffs came off, but freedom was only an illusion. Two guards flanked each girl, leading them through a labyrinth of corridors. White tiles covered the walls, mercilessly reflecting the fluorescent light. Their bare feet slapped against the cold floor, the echo of their footsteps mingling with the distant roar of machines. Gisella smelled disinfectant, metal, and something sweet she couldn’t identify—maybe milk, maybe blood. 

Gisella watched as some of the girls tried to protest, their voices raised in desperation. A red-haired girl threw herself to the ground, clinging to a guard’s legs and begging for mercy. “Please, I have a little sister! She needs me! Please!” Her voice cracked, saliva dripping from her mouth. But the guards weren’t impressed. They dragged the girls into the building with mechanical efficiency, ignoring their pleas like background noise. The red-haired girl was yanked to her feet and dragged along, her screams cut short by a brief electric shock. Her body twitched, then went limp like a rag doll. 

Gisella felt her heart pounding wildly against her ribs. What kind of life awaited her? Would she still be recognizable after the “processing”? Would anything remain of who she used to be? She thought of her name and repeated it silently like a mantra. Soon it would be nothing but a memory. 

Gisella entered the facility right behind Odette, whose broad hips swayed confidently, as if she’d already accepted her fate. Everything had happened so fast it was hard to process—from the lottery to the bus ride here. First came the disinfection showers. Naked and humiliated, they stood in cold cubicles while harsh chemicals sprayed over them, killing microbes. The burning on their skin was nothing compared to the humiliation of strange eyes examining their bodies. 

The chemicals stole her breath, burning in her eyes and nostrils like liquid fire. Gisella pressed her hands to her face, but it was useless. The caustic liquid seeped through her fingers, penetrating every pore. Through the glass walls of the shower cubicles, she saw men in white coats making notes on clipboards. Their gazes slid over the women’s bodies like hands, evaluating breasts, hips, fertility. One man pointed at her and murmured something to his colleague. Both nodded. Gisella’s stomach cramped. 

Then they entered a cold, sterile room where they were forced to lie on metal tables. The surface was icy against Gisella’s naked skin, making her shudder. The metal sucked the warmth from her body like a vampire, chilling her to the bone. Above her, fluorescent lights hummed, casting harsh white light over her exposed body. 

Two staff members in white coats immediately set to work, their faces hidden behind surgical masks. Only their eyes were visible—cold, professional, indifferent. One injected the new “calves” with a series of shots—hormones, growth accelerators, sedatives—while the other branded them with a barcode on the neck, burned into the skin with a hissing laser. The smell of scorched flesh hung in the air, sickeningly sweet. 

Gisella screamed as the laser cut through her skin. The pain was indescribable, like a thousand needle pricks at once. She felt her flesh sizzle, the skin bursting open and turning black. Tears streamed down her face, mixing with sweat that poured from every pore. Beside her, she heard Odette moan—a deep, guttural sound that seemed more like pleasure than pain. 

They ruthlessly sheared each woman into a short pixie cut, black curls falling to the floor like dead leaves. Gisella’s hair—her pride since childhood—disappeared in seconds. The electric clippers buzzed over her scalp, scratching and pulling. Tufts of her curly hair fell onto her chest, tickling her skin before being blown away. When the clippers fell silent, Gisella’s hand went involuntarily to her head. Her fingers found only stubble, rough and foreign. 

The first steps of transformation were quick and brutal, stripping away every familiar sense of identity. They were no longer Gisella, Odette, Sarah, or whatever they’d been called. They were raw material, ready for processing. 

A technician stepped up to Gisella’s table, holding an injection gun. “GY-914,” he said without looking at her. “First hormone treatment. This will burn a little.” He pressed the gun against her upper arm and pulled the trigger. Gisella felt the needle pierce her flesh, the liquid forcing its way into her muscles. It burned like acid, spreading through her arm like poison through her veins. 

Gisella disappeared like all the others. Her name and her story were erased, replaced by Hucow GY-914. A number in a system that saw her as merchandise. From then on, the clock started ticking for these women. No Hucow lived past twenty-five. By that age, their bodies would reach their limits, drained by constant milk production and pregnancies, doomed to ruin. They didn’t know how many years they had, but they knew their fate would come sooner rather than later. The countdown ran with every day spent as a Hucow—every milking, every feeding, every breeding. 

GY-914 lay on the cold metal table, staring at the ceiling. The hormones were already working, making her skin tingle, her breasts swell. She felt her body changing, preparing itself for its new function. In a few hours, she would no longer be the same person. In a few days, she would no longer be able to think like a human. In a few weeks, she would want nothing more than to be milked and bred. 

There was nothing they could do to escape the cruelty of this life; like so many women before them, they would serve their purpose for society, whether they wanted to or not. Their bodies no longer belonged to them, but to the system that had created them. This was life, and this was how it would be for their female offspring. An endless cycle of birth, processing, and premature death. What more can you expect from life when you’re born as a resource? 

When the technicians had finished their work, the fresh hucows were loaded into transport cages. GY-914 crawled inside on all fours, her movements already sluggish from the sedatives. The cage was so low she couldn’t lift her head, so narrow she couldn’t turn around. Through the bars she saw other cages, other women, all sharing the same fate. Some were still crying, others already staring ahead with empty eyes. The transformation had begun.


Chapter 8

The air in the overcrowded Hall 4 was charged with anticipation, heavy and stifling like the calm before a thunderstorm. The smell of sweat mingled with the metallic scent of the ventilation system, while hundreds of voices blended into a low murmur. Everyone was waiting to see the latest group of graceful young women who would soon become productive hucows. The electric hum of the transmission equipment thrummed through the room like a constant heartbeat. 

Thomas Soll was there too, his eyes already scanning the crowd for familiar faces as he eagerly anticipated adding new blood to his small but thriving dairy herd. The pressure in his chest intensified at the thought of rising operating costs and the relentless demands of the market. He needed fresh stock—not just to keep his business running, but to survive. 

His fingers drummed nervously on the tablet display, feeling the smooth, warm surface beneath them. The cool glass warmed under his touch, a strange contrast to the sultry atmosphere of the hall, which seemed to squeeze the air from his lungs. Every breath tasted of metal and fear. He hadn't yet decided how many hucows he wanted to buy at today's auction. It all depended on how much he'd have to pay per calf. His stomach cramped at the thought of the numbers in his bank account. 

It had been a good year, and prices were high—higher than ever before, according to the rumors circulating among breeders in hushed, worried tones. Thomas had picked up the conversations as he wandered through the aisles: “Damn speculators are driving up prices,” “Small operations can't keep up anymore,” “Soon only the big ones will be left.” 

Every purchase had to be carefully considered, especially given the potential impact on his finances and his hard-won reputation in the industry. His palms grew moist as he went through the names on his list. He was determined to acquire his favorite, GY-914. Depending on the final price, the outcome would influence his other bids like dominoes falling in a chain. Thomas estimated she would cost between $9,000 and $9,500—a sum that made him break into a sweat. Due to her conformation, GY-914 was one of the best calves of the year—a prime specimen with potential for exceptional milk production. 

The moment the auction began, it would be immediately obvious that Thomas wanted to buy her. The other breeders knew his preferences and strategies like an open book. Their gazes would follow him, their fingers gliding over their own tablets as they analyzed his movements. He had to be careful, entering at the right time to deter potential bidders from artificially driving up the price. His heartbeat quickened at the thought of the impending battle. 

Over the next few hours, he won three calves from his list. Each sold for about $6,500—numbers that hammered into his consciousness like blows. All three were newcomers without hucow ancestry—unpolished diamonds that would mature into valuable milk producers under his care. His fingers trembled slightly as he signed the confirmations on his tablet. Fair prices overall, he told himself, as the sweat on his forehead dried. 

Around eleven o'clock, Thomas made his way to Hall 1 to participate in the auction for GY-914. The hall was packed with bidders, the air so stifling from the sweat and tension of those present that it was almost tangible. The hum of the air conditioning fought in vain against the heat of the bodies. When he entered, the auction was already in full swing, the auctioneer's voice cutting through the murmur like a blade. The price stood at $7,100 and continued to climb, each number another stab at his hopes for a favorable purchase. 

Thomas could now get his first look at GY-914, and his breath caught. She was indeed a magnificent specimen. Her ebony skin gleamed like polished obsidian under the bright spotlights, flawless and seductive, as if cast from liquid light. Every curve of her body seemed perfectly proportioned, a masterpiece of nature. She was well-formed, with a firm, round ass and wide hips that signaled fertility and seemed perfect for carrying numerous calves. The way she moved was hypnotic—supple and confident, even though she must have been aware of her situation. 

Her lips were full and sensual, painted a glossy red that contrasted sharply with her otherwise natural appearance and emphasized her youth. Her eyes—large and expressive—looked straight ahead, as if gazing over the heads of the bidders into a future only she knew. The overall impression was stunning—a combination of beauty and strength that captivated every breeder and sent Thomas's pulse racing. He felt a surge of pride as he watched her on the stage, already thinking about the profits she would bring him, about the pure, white milk that would flow from her soon-to-be heavy breasts. 

“$7,800,” the auctioneer called out, his powerful, penetrating voice sweeping over the crowd like a storm. “$7,900.” Thomas waited patiently, his face a carefully composed mask of indifference, while his palms grew moist and his heart hammered against his ribs. The price climbed slowly higher, each increase another nail in the coffin of his original calculation. When it reached $8,200, Thomas noticed another bidder who was clearly interested in GY-914—a smaller man with nervous movements and a sweat-glistening forehead. Not a large company, which was problematic. Thomas's stomach cramped. The smaller the farmers bidding at the auction, the higher the calf's price—an unwritten rule of the market that Thomas knew all too well and that felt like a curse. 

At $8,500, Thomas entered the auction for the first time, his arm rising with a determination he didn't feel. His bid drew curious glances—heads turned in his direction, eyes narrowed as competitors registered his presence. That was to be expected. The other bidders watched him from the corners of their eyes, trying to figure out his strategy, to spot his weaknesses. He could practically hear their thoughts: “How high will Soll go? When will he give up?” 

The bids kept climbing, but there were far fewer interested parties now—the weak had already been weeded out. After a particularly intense back-and-forth between him and a competing bidder—a smaller breeder from the neighboring district with a ruddy face and sweat-soaked forehead, looking increasingly desperate—Thomas finally prevailed and secured GY-914. The final price was $9,300, a sum that hit him like a punch to the gut. Expensive for someone like Thomas, but owning GY-914 was worth every cent, he told himself, even as his hands trembled. Satisfaction washed over him, mixed with the bitter recognition of his financial vulnerability, as he looked at the document confirming his ownership—the paper between his fingers proof of both his success and his desperation. 

With GY-914 firmly in his possession, Thomas left the auction hall euphoric, though a nagging doubt shadowed his mood. He could hardly wait to bring his favorite to his dairy farm, to settle her into the familiar surroundings of his stables. He imagined what GY-914 would look like after her transformation, once she’d given birth to numerous calves. Her breasts would grow full and heavy, filled with delicious, nutritious milk that would flow in steady streams into the milking cups. The thought sent a warm wave of anticipation through his body. She would surely perform well and strengthen his farm’s reputation further—perhaps even pull him out of his financial predicament. 

With no other calf on his list for the next hour, Thomas grabbed a bratwurst and a drink. The hearty meat and cold beer were a welcome boost after the morning’s exertions, the taste of fat and salt calming his frayed nerves. Meanwhile, he reviewed the calves on his list again and finally crossed one off—a blonde hucow named JK-138, whose price would likely blow his already strained budget. With four calves already acquired, thirty-three remained on the list—an ambitious goal for one day that now seemed almost impossible. 

By 7 PM, Thomas had purchased twenty-three calves, his voice hoarse from bidding, his eyes burning from the strain. Nine purchases hadn’t gone as expected—some cheaper, some more expensive, a rollercoaster of emotions that left him exhausted. Such was life at the market—unpredictable and full of surprises that could either lift you up or crush you. Only one candidate remained. She was this year’s favorite of his breeding bull Jörn, who had always shown an unerring instinct when it came to selection, as if he could peer into the souls of women and recognize their potential. 

Thomas was confident he could win her at auction—a last glimmer of hope after a day of financial torment. She was one of the calves with a significant flaw. Her barcode, identification number OG-666, had to be placed at the front of her neck at throat level instead of the usual position on her back—an aesthetic defect that diminished her value in many breeders’ eyes, but to Thomas represented nothing more than superficial vanity. The fact that she was coming up so late in the day suggested no one expected a high price. An advantage he intended to exploit like a predator scenting weakness. 

When he entered Hall 8, only a handful of bidders were present—the air less oppressive, the atmosphere more relaxed. Most were people Thomas knew personally—faces he’d seen at auctions for years, weathered men with similar worries and hopes. When in doubt, they’d coordinate among themselves, an unspoken agreement among colleagues based on mutual respect and the recognition that they were all in the same boat. 

He was greeted by two middle-aged men and a heavyset woman: Edmund, Will, and Edmund’s wife Tira, whose ample figure was shown off by a tight-fitting dress that emphasized her curves and radiated self-confidence. Both men operated small farms nearby and had no breeding bulls of their own. Thomas Soll regularly sold them semen for their hucows at a discount—a business relationship built on trust and mutual benefit. They’d always gotten along well, an alliance that benefited everyone involved and had become rare in the harsh world of livestock trading. 

“Thomas, my friend, how’s your day been?” Will asked with genuine interest, firmly shaking Thomas’s hand, the warmth of his palm a welcome contrast to the coldness of the business world. “Pretty good so far. I’ve only got one more calf on my list,” Thomas replied, pointing to OG-666 on his tablet—the image of a young woman with an unusually intense gaze that captivated him every time. 

“Understood—we’ll stay out of it! But then you owe us!” Edmund replied, clapping him on the shoulder, his laughter echoing through the room and breaking the day’s tension. “How about three loads of semen for each of you, free of charge?” Thomas suggested, knowing it was a generous offer that expressed his gratitude for their loyalty. “Always a pleasure doing business with you,” Will added, clearly satisfied with the deal, his eyes gleaming. 

Before they could say more, OG-666 was called and Thomas had to get to work, his attention sharpening like a knife. The auction proceeded as expected—almost boring after the day’s intensity. The starting bid was $5,000, and the opening was hesitant, the other bidders looking tired and disinterested. Many farmers placed great stock in marking their hucows correctly—vanities Thomas had long since shed like old clothes. For him, only quality and potential mattered, not the position of a barcode, not the superficial flaws that deterred others. 

The auction ended when bidding stalled at $6,100—a price that seemed almost laughably low to Thomas after the day’s battles. He smiled with satisfaction as he saw his bid stand as the last in the room, a rare moment of triumph in a day full of defeats. OG-666 would be a valuable addition to his herd, despite—or perhaps because of—her uniqueness. He could hardly wait to see how she would develop, how she would flourish under Jörn’s expert hand.


Chapter 9

Jörn was buried deep inside a greedy pussy. The hucow was in her second year and highly fertile. Last time, he’d only needed one attempt to knock her up, and she’d carried twins. But maybe that was thanks to his sperm. Jörn had already sired twelve sets of twins, earning himself quite a reputation—a fact that filled him with unbridled pride. 

The warm scent of hay and sweat filled his nostrils, mingled with the sweet aroma of her arousal. The straw beneath his knees scratched against his skin as he worked himself deeper into her. His fingers dug into the soft flesh of her hips, feeling her muscles twitch under his touch. The barn around them was filled with the sounds of other hucows—quiet snorting, the rustle of straw, the occasional moo from neighboring stalls. 

Jörn thrust relentlessly into her burning heat. The wet, hot folds gripped his massive cock tight, pulsing as he sank into her. The rhythmic slap of flesh on flesh echoed through the dim barn, punctuated by hoarse moans from both hucow and bull. Their sweat-soaked bodies glistened in the muted light, droplets running down his muscular chest and her trembling back. Their faces were contorted with intense pleasure, eyes half-closed in animal ecstasy. 

The leather of his boots creaked as he shifted position, his toes curling into the soft soles. Sweat ran down his forehead and dripped onto her arched back, where it mingled with her own moisture. The air was thick and heavy, filled with the musky scent of their union. His hands wandered over her flanks, feeling her ribs expand and contract under his touch. 

She was wonderfully tight, like velvety honey wrapped around his hard length. Each powerful thrust sent her soft walls gliding against him, electrifying waves shooting through his veins to his fingertips. Nothing in the world compared to this feeling, this perfect fusion of flesh. 

The salty taste of his own sweat coated his lips as he clenched his teeth. His muscles tensed, every fiber of his body focused on this one moment of conquest. Muted sunlight falling through cracks in the barn walls painted golden stripes across their entwined bodies. He could smell the warm wood of the barn walls, the earthy scent of damp straw, and taste the metallic tang of the air. 

No experience compared to the exquisite pleasure of this perfect union. All he could feel was the consuming heat of the moment, the untamed power flowing through his loins, the hypnotic, rhythmic pulse of passion that consumed his consciousness. God loved his work, and here, with the hucow’s lustful moans before him, he was living proof of the divine rewards such devotion could bring. 

His palms burned where they touched her skin. The straw beneath them was already damp with their fluids, and he felt it sticking to his skin. Her breaths came in short, ragged bursts that mingled with his own. The sound of their union grew louder, more insistent, a primitive rhythm that vibrated through his bones. 

With each wild thrust, he felt himself approaching his ultimate goal, felt the tingling at the base of his spine. The sweetness of approaching release hovered tantalizingly close, a promise of infinite pleasure. Each fierce thrust brought him closer to the highest fulfillment of his calling—the creation of new life. 

The metal of the stall bars clinked softly in the wind, a distant sound that barely penetrated his consciousness. His world had narrowed to this one point—the burning heat between her thighs, the way she enclosed him, the way she pressed against him. His fingers left red marks on her pale skin, marks of possession that would still be visible tomorrow. 

With each thrust, the hucow moved in perfect harmony with him, her body responding instinctively to his rhythm as together they plumbed the depths of sexual fulfillment. Their movements became faster, more feverish, more desperate, driven by the growing, burning lust that pulsed through their veins like liquid fire. 

He could feel her heartbeat hammering against his chest, could taste the salt of her sweat as he bent over her. Her nails scratched across the straw, seeking purchase in the overwhelming intensity of the moment. The warm, moist feeling of her skin against his made him shudder, and he felt his control slowly dissolving. 

The intensity of their unbridled passion reached its peak, as if the universe held its breath in tense anticipation of the mighty release that would inevitably follow. Both drove mercilessly toward an all-consuming climax, unwavering in their primitive pursuit of complete satisfaction. 

The wood of the barn creaked under the intensity of their movements. Dust danced in the sunbeams falling through the cracks, and the smell of warm leather and hay enveloped them like an intoxicating fog. His lungs burned from the exertion, and he could taste blood on his tongue where he’d bitten his lip. 

Jörn clenched his teeth and savored the exquisite agony of restraint while the hucow gripped his considerable length with her inner muscles. Her walls tightened rhythmically around him, bringing him impossibly close to the edge of orgasm. The thrill of conquering this particularly fertile hucow, the pure adrenaline rushing through his bloodstream, was more intoxicating than any drug. 

His fingers clenched in the soft straw beside her head as a wave of sensation shot through him. The warm, sticky feeling of sweat between his fingers, the earthy smell of the stable, the rhythmic creaking of the old wood—everything merged into an intoxicating cocktail of the senses. He could taste the salt on his skin, feel his muscles trembling with tension. 

Jörn felt every nerve fiber in his lower body burning with intense sensation, as if he were on fire. The feeling was almost indescribable in its intensity, yet somehow familiar, like an addictive sense of déjà vu. Each deep thrust brought them closer to another satisfying climax. With every hard stroke, her body quivered and clenched involuntarily beneath his powerful hands. 

The warm straw beneath them had become a damp, sticky nest. He could hear the pounding of his own heartbeat in his ears, louder than the slapping of their bodies, louder than their gasping breaths. His skin burned with heat, and he felt beads of sweat running down his spine, pooling in the hollow of his back. 

Her face contorted with pure ecstasy and sweet pain, her lips forming a silent ‘O’. Jörn held her hips in an iron grip, ensuring they didn’t lose contact, even amid the overwhelming power of their shared ecstasy. Despite how completely he filled her, Jörn continued thrusting relentlessly until he finally reached the point of no return. Thrust after powerful thrust, he shot his hot seed into her unprotected, fertile womb. 

The world exploded in a kaleidoscope of sensations. The burning feeling of his release mixed with the warm, pulsing grip of her muscles around him. He could taste copper in his mouth where he’d bitten his tongue, feel his fingernails digging into her soft skin. The straw scratched against his knees, and the sweet scent of their union rose to his nose, intoxicating. 

She trembled violently beneath him as if fevered, greedily milking every last precious drop of his essence from his throbbing cock. Her inner walls clenched reflexively around his thick shaft, capturing his final offering as it slowly seeped deep into her receptive womb, ready to create new life. 

The warm, sticky mixture of their mingled fluids slowly ran down her thighs and dripped onto the straw below. He could smell the salty, musky scent of their passion mixing with the earthy aroma of the stable. His chest rose and fell heavily, and he felt the sweat on his skin evaporating in the cool stable air. 

As the intoxicating euphoria slowly faded, Jörn withdrew from the exhausted Hucow and patted her well-formed rear appreciatively, almost tenderly. The Hucow responded with a deep, grateful moan as she acknowledged his masterful efforts with a satisfied smile. This made his days truly worthwhile: the honest appreciation from his female counterparts and the knowledge that his seed would soon bear fruit. He regarded his glistening, still half-erect shaft, wet with their mingled juices—a triumphant testament to his masculine potency and his special gift of giving life. 

The cool wood of the stable wall felt refreshing against his overheated back as he leaned against it. His muscles slowly relaxed, but satisfaction still pulsed warmly through his veins. The smell of fresh hay and the sweet aroma of their union would linger in his nose for hours—a delicious reminder of his work. His fingers traced the damp skin of his belly, where her sweat had mixed with his, and a satisfied smile played across his lips.


Chapter 10

At midday, Gisella, Odette, and twenty-two other women arrived at Thomas Soll’s farm. Both were surprised to learn they’d be staying at the same place. Gisella and Odette had never really gotten along, but the events of the past few days had brought them closer. They sat side by side on the wooden floor of the livestock transporter, their naked bodies pressed together, occasionally exchanging glances that held both compassion and resignation. Both women were exhausted, their lips cracked from thirst, their stomachs growling with hunger. After hours on the hard floor, they desperately longed for a place to rest, a drop of water, a bite of food. 

When the hatch opened, harsh sunlight blinded them, making them blink and shield their eyes. The sudden flood of light burned their retinas like liquid fire. All the calves were quickly unloaded, their bare feet touching solid ground for the first time in days—rough and cold beneath their soles. Men in dirty overalls drove them forward, their voices harsh and emotionless, like the crack of a whip. The women stumbled across the uneven yard, their weakened legs trembling under their own weight, before being herded into their new stalls. Here they would spend the coming months—locked up like animals—and perhaps even longer. Gisella and Odette found themselves side by side at the end of the barn, where the smell of hay and disinfectant hung in the air, mixed with something sweet and rotten they couldn’t identify. 

This arrangement left the young Black calf with the outer barn wall on one side—rough wooden boards separating her from the outside world. Through the cracks between the boards, narrow beams of light filtered in, casting dancing patterns on the floor. Odette was her only companion to talk to, her only connection to humanity. Others had it better—they could keep each other company, find comfort in multiple voices. Gisella, on the other hand, could at least claim a little privacy—a small comfort in her new reality, even if it wasn’t much. The floor was at least covered with a soft, washable layer that offered some comfort, though it felt cold against her bare skin. The material was rubbery and smelled of chemicals—an artificial odor that burned her nostrils. 

Before the young Black woman could look around, a strong grip seized her. Latex gloves pressed into her flesh, leaving white marks on her dark skin. A needle pierced her skin, and moments later everything went dark—her limbs grew heavy, her consciousness blurred. The medical staff set to work with practiced skill, their movements precise and emotionless. A doctor with cold eyes and sterile gloves used a scalpel to sever the sedated Gisella’s Achilles tendon and fibularis tertius. Blood welled up dark red, dripping rhythmically onto the plastic pad as he stretched her foot backward. The procedure was precise and routine—ominous evidence of how often it had been performed, how many women before her had endured the same. His hands moved with the certainty of years of practice, as if he were processing meat at a slaughterhouse. 

This would ensure she could never stand upright again—forever on all fours, like the animal they wanted to make her. A bandage and splint were expertly applied, the blood wiped away with disinfectant-soaked cloths before they moved on to the next girl. One after another, the girls lay motionless in their stalls, their bodies altered without their knowledge, having taken the first step toward becoming full-fledged hucows. The metallic smell of blood mixed with the acrid stench of disinfectant. Finally, the calves received a booster vaccination—the syringe rammed deep into their flesh—to help them cope with the treatment in the coming weeks and months, preparing their bodies for what lay ahead. The needle bored through skin and muscle, leaving tiny drops of blood that glistened like ruby-red pearls on their skin. 

It was a routine procedure performed annually, as commonplace as the harvest in the surrounding fields. The workers chatted about the weather, about their families, as if they were treating livestock instead of people. Gisella’s and Odette’s mothers had gone through it, their bodies altered and shaped for a life in bondage, and their daughters would presumably share the same fate. Like their mothers, they would become part of a hucow’s life cycle, their bodies no longer their own. These young women, who once led comfortable lives with dreams and hopes, would soon end up as obedient, submissive slaves—their breasts heavy with milk, their bellies swollen with pregnancy. The process would be slow at first, creeping like poison in the blood, imperceptible as aging itself. 

Over six weeks, the young women would gradually grow accustomed to their new environment. Their world would shrink to the boundaries of their stalls. The outside world would fade to a distant echo, their memories of sunshine and freedom to hazy dreams. After that, the first physical changes would set in: their breasts would swell and grow more sensitive, their hips wider, their thoughts simpler. The hormones administered daily would reshape their bodies like a sculptor molding raw clay. The offspring of hucows would undergo the transformations faster and more noticeably, their bodies already genetically prepared to bow to the yoke. Newcomers without hucow and bull parents would struggle longer, clinging to their humanity like drowning people clutching driftwood. Their mental capacity would also decline. Complex thoughts would become impossible, and they would gradually lose their previous identities and memories. Names, faces, loved ones—all would fade like ink in the rain. 

After three months, their intelligence would have declined so far that memory loss would set in—complete and irreversible. They would no longer know who they were, only what they were: hucows, property, means of production. Their eyes would take on the empty, peaceful expression of cows, free from human worry or ambition. After that, it was only a matter of time until their transformation was complete. The last remnants of their humanity would fade like a distant dream they could never reach again, like stars in the daytime sky. Their voices would become gentle moos, their language reduced to instinctive sounds of need. 

Then their true purpose began—the very reason they had been created. About a year after their conversion into calves, they entered their first breeding period. The hucows became pregnant, their bellies swelling with new life. They began to lactate, their breasts full and heavy with nutritious milk that flowed in thick, white streams from their teats. They gave birth amid pain and moaning, their bodies writhing in primal effort, and repeated the whole cycle as soon as they had recovered. The cycle continued—an endless loop of birth, lactation, and motherhood that offered no escape, no hope of redemption, only the constant repetition of their fate. Their existence became a rhythmic pulse of pregnancy and production, measured not in years but in cycles of fertility.


Chapter 11

Jörn stood apart from the other field workers, waiting for Thomas Soll to arrive with the new calves. His muscles tensed beneath his worn work shirt as he leaned against the fence, eyes fixed on the dusty driveway. He wondered how many the former breeding bull had picked up at the auction. Twenty was the minimum the farm needed each year; anything beyond that was better, but it also meant more work for him. Not that he was complaining. Jörn grinned at the thought of tending to fresh stock again soon. He felt the anticipation like a warm tingle in his chest, while his rough hands unconsciously gripped the fence slats. The wood was warm from the midday sun, and the smell of hay and earth filled his nostrils.

A honk announced Thomas’s arrival. Moments later, he drove onto the property. The heavy transporter’s engine roared as Thomas maneuvered through the dust cloud. Jörn could tell from his satisfied smile that he was in a good mood. Things must have gone well. The dust cloud kicked up by the vehicle slowly settled as Thomas climbed out. His boots crunched on the gravel, and he stretched to shake off the tension from the long drive. After giving some instructions to the others, Thomas strode over to him. “Welcome back,” Jörn said, extending his hand. The old black breeding bull took it warmly. His grip was firm despite his age, his skin leathery from years of work under the sun.

“I think we can be satisfied with this year’s selection,” Thomas said, leaning against the fence. His weathered skin gleamed slightly in the sunlight, beads of sweat gathering in the deep furrows of his forehead. “How many did we get?” Jörn asked, studying Thomas’s expression. The wrinkles around the older man’s eyes deepened with satisfaction. “Twenty-four,” Thomas announced proudly, his eyes sparkling with contentment. “Excellent,” Jörn nodded approvingly, feeling his excitement over the good news coiling in his gut. “Should I help the boys with unloading?”

Thomas shook his head. “No, I have another task for you.” A broad grin spread across his face, deepening the creases around his eyes. His teeth flashed white against his dark skin. “I need six semen donations by the end of the week. So IX-331 will have something to do despite her advanced pregnancy.” The words hung heavy in the warm air between them.

Jörn laughed, a deep, rough sound, but deep inside he knew how much such tasks taxed her body. “She’ll manage,” he said, trying to sound convinced, though a hint of concern crept into his voice. His fingers tightened around the fence slat, the wood warm and rough beneath his palms.

On the way to the hucow barn, he thought about IX-331. She was heavily pregnant and would give birth soon. Sunlight filtering through the tree canopy painted dappled shadows on the path before him, and his boots stamped rhythmically on the worn trail. He hoped she could handle the additional strain. The smell of the barn grew stronger as he approached—a mixture of hay, warm flesh, and the sweet scent of female arousal. When he arrived, he went to IX-331’s stall.

The Asian hucow was resting on her cushion, dozing, her delicate body appearing even more fragile beneath her enormous pregnant belly. Her skin gleamed moist in the dim light, and her heavy breasts rose and fell with each breath. As soon as she sensed his presence, she came alive. Her expression shifted from relaxed to eager anticipation. IX-331 rolled onto all fours and positioned herself for his approach, her narrow shoulders trembling slightly with excitement.

Her almond-shaped eyes radiated trust and submission. It was obvious she wanted this, that she needed it. Her tongue slid over her full lips, leaving a glistening trail. Jörn had to grin; she really was the perfect cock sleeve. Always horny and willing. The breeding bull opened the stall and stepped aside. The metal bolt clicked, a familiar sound that IX-331 understood immediately. She knew what was expected of her. With an eager sparkle in her eyes, she crawled toward the breeding room while Jörn walked beside her, his steps deliberately slow to give her time. Her knees left damp spots on the concrete, and he could already smell the sweet scent of her arousal.

Her swollen belly swayed with each movement as the Asian hucow entered the breeding room. Her delicate skin gleamed in the dim light, and small beads of sweat formed between her shoulder blades. As soon as the door closed behind them, Jörn could no longer hold back. The click of the lock seemed to intensify her lust even more. He pressed IX-331 to the floor, his strong hands gripping her narrow shoulders, and she responded eagerly, spreading her legs in anticipation. Her pussy glistened wet, her lips swollen with desire. Jörn positioned his thick cock at her slick entrance and thrust halfway into her. Her moans filled the room, vibrating with pleasure, her delicate body trembling beneath his strength.

Her walls clenched and milked him tightly, a sign of her intense arousal. The heat and tightness enveloped him like a silken glove. His hands gripped her slender hips and pulled her closer as he thrust deeper into her warm depths. Her moans grew louder as her need built, small beads of sweat forming on her forehead. She took him completely, accepting his dominance. Despite her pregnancy, she enjoyed feeling him deep inside her. He roughly grabbed her black hair, pulled almost completely out of her, and thrust hard again, drawing a sharp, lustful cry from her. The sound echoed off the concrete walls.

Their heavy, ragged breathing filled the room with the energy of their passionate encounter. The scent of sex hung thick in the warm air. They continued their rhythmic dance of lust, driven by primal urges. Each thrust of his hips drew a cry of ecstasy from her, and the sound of flesh slapping flesh amplified the sexual tension in the room. His movements became rougher, more aggressive, until he suddenly froze, his breath catching. His eyes went wide as reality hit him.

Luckily, he’d noticed in time that he’d forgotten the condom for the semen donation. Damn. Jörn pulled his hard cock from IX-331’s eager pussy, drawing a protesting moan from her. Her walls clenched around the emptiness, as if trying to hold him back. The breeding bull quickly grabbed a condom from the wall niche and rolled it over his impressive length. The latex felt cold against his heated skin. Meanwhile, the hucow had slowly crawled toward him, her movements graceful despite her condition. Her gaze was hungry, but also vulnerable. She wanted him—not just physically, but emotionally too. Her eyes seemed to beg: please, take me. Her full lips trembled with anticipation, glistening wet with her own saliva.

“I’m getting there…” Jörn replied with an amused grin that emphasized his sharp features. His voice was rough with desire. With great care, he positioned his cock at her entrance and nudged forward. She responded eagerly, lifting her ass to grant him entry, craving nothing more than to feel him inside her. Her desperation for his touch only heightened his own arousal. This time the breeding bull buried himself to the hilt. The condom barely dulled the sensation—she was so damn tight. “Is this what you’re craving, you little slut?”

Jörn growled and pressed IX-331 firmly beneath him, his muscular body completely dominating her petite frame. With repeated slaps on her ass, he heightened her pleasure even further. The smack of skin on skin filled the room. Her moans grew increasingly desperate as her orgasm approached, her fingers clawing at the sheet beneath her. “Yeah, that’s what gets you hucows off, isn’t it?” Jörn growled possessively, savoring his control over the situation. “Always the same with you horny sluts.” Another firm smack landed on her plump ass, leaving red marks on her pale skin. The warmth radiated beneath his palms.

Jörn roughly grabbed her arms and yanked them upward. IX-331 screamed in pleasure and pain, tears running down her cheeks and leaving glistening trails. Her heavy breasts swung in rhythm with his hard thrusts, her dripping nipples a testament to her arousal. Milk beaded from the swollen tips and dripped onto the sheet beneath her. Her round belly became even more pronounced as he pulled her body backward. Jörn increased the tempo of his thrusts, his own breathing growing rougher, deeper. His hands wandered to her hips, digging into the soft flesh and leaving bruises—marks of his passion and possession.

Each thrust drew a sharp, rapturous scream from IX-331. Her desire for release was unmistakable, her entire body trembling with tension. The muscles in her back tensed, and her toes curled into the mattress. His powerful, deep thrusts drove her into increasingly intense waves of pleasure. As he buried himself balls-deep inside her, she let out a shrill gasp, her body convulsing in a violent orgasm. Her pussy clenched around his cock, milking him mercilessly. Hot cum filled the condom as Jörn came deep inside her. His hips twitched uncontrollably as he emptied himself into her. Seconds later, his cock was surrounded by amniotic fluid. The clear liquid was warm and surprising, completely different from her juices. Her water had broken—the fluid running down Jörn’s shaft was proof. “Fuck…” The word escaped him like both a curse and a prayer as the reality of the situation slowly sank in.

His eyes widened as the warm wetness ran down his thighs and spread across the sheet beneath them. The sweet scent of amniotic fluid mixed with the musky smell of their sex. In a flash, the moment of ecstasy transformed into a moment of realization—the time had come. IX-331 gasped beneath him, her body trembling not just from the aftershocks of orgasm, but also from the first contractions. Labor had begun.


Chapter 12

The next morning, Jörn sat at the breakfast table in a foul mood, enduring Thomas Soll's mocking comments. The farm owner sat across from him, laughing so hard tears streamed down his face, slapping his palm on the tabletop until the dishes rattled and the jam trembled in its glass jar. The heavy wooden table shook under the blow, and Jörn's coffee cup slid an inch to the side. 

“Oh man, I've never heard anything like that!” Jörn grimaced and stared into his coffee, steaming before him, black and bitter as his thoughts. The porcelain rim was already warm against his lips as he took a cautious sip and tasted the bitterness on his tongue. 

“I'm glad you're having fun...” 

Thomas cheerfully tore his toast apart and grinned broadly, revealing slightly yellowed teeth—traces of years of coffee drinking. Crumbs fell onto his checkered flannel shirt, catching in the folds. “Oh come on, it's funny. You practically forced her into labor! Your cock as a birthing aid—now that's innovation! The medical community should hear about this.” His eyes gleamed with amusement as he spread butter thickly on the warm bread, the yellow mass melting instantly. 

Jörn ground his teeth audibly and clenched his fist under the table, his knuckles turning white with tension. The taste of coffee turned sour in his mouth, mixing with the metallic tang of his anger. “Come on, the hucow and the calf are fine, and the birth was record-fast. I'd say she'd even be grateful, all things considered—after all, you stretched her out nicely! Maybe we should put this method in the official handbooks. We could call it 'The Breeding Bull Trick.'” Thomas chewed contentedly, his jaws grinding rhythmically as he visibly savored Jörn's discomfort. 

This time Jörn couldn't help but laugh, though he tried to hide his face behind the coffee cup, its rim already marked with traces of his lips. The laughter burst from him like steam from a kettle, involuntary and liberating. “Relax a bit,” Thomas said, passing him the heavy porcelain pot with the farm's logo burned into it. It was still warm from the stovetop, and Jörn felt the heat seep through his palms. “Want to see the new calves today? The last transport arrived yesterday evening.” 

Jörn poured himself a cup, steam rising into his face and making his skin glisten with moisture, and nodded. The hot coffee smelled of roasted beans and a hint of caramel. “Sure, why not? Maybe one of them wants to spontaneously help with semen collection.” 

The breeding bull shot Thomas a challenging look, knowing full well that the calves were off-limits. His eyes sparkled provocatively, like a predator sizing up its prey. The morning sun fell through the kitchen window, casting sharp shadows across his face and emphasizing the hard lines of his jaw. But Thomas wasn't fooled and shook his head in paternal admonishment. “Yes, I understand—you need a replacement for IX-331. After last night, she needs to recover first. Your little friend is sometimes too enthusiastic.” 

Thomas took a sip of coffee, the sunlight falling through the kitchen window onto his weathered face, making the fine wrinkles stand out more clearly, and paused to think. His fingers drummed lightly on the table's edge, a nervous tic Jörn had observed many times before. “I'll have someone suitable ready for you. T-988 would be ready for breeding again, and I don't think she'd mind a few mating sessions! She was already eyeing you last time like you had the secret of the universe between your legs. Her eyes practically undressed you.” 

Jörn swallowed the last bite of his toast and rose from the table, the chair scraping across the worn wooden floor, its cracks between the boards darkened from years of use. His boots left heavy footsteps that echoed in the morning stillness of the house. “Come on, let's go.” 

Five minutes later, the two men entered the calf barn. The smell of fresh straw and disinfected surfaces hung in the air, mixed with the unmistakable scent of female fear and confusion. Jörn's nostrils flared involuntarily as he inhaled the sweet-sour smell of sweat and fear. Curious glances immediately followed them—some fearful, others defiant, some already resigned. The air was thick and heavy, saturated with the electricity of suppressed desperation. 

A redhead with a voluptuous figure, her freckles spreading across her milk-white shoulders like a starry sky on alabaster, begged them to let her go. Her green eyes glistened with tears that moistened her long lashes. Her voice broke as she forced out the words, rough and hoarse from crying. But Jörn and Thomas simply walked past her without paying her much attention—the calves would soon learn that such behavior was pointless. Jörn felt his jaw tighten as he ignored the woman's desperate gaze. It might seem heartless, but that's how it was. These women were no longer considered human; they were regarded only as livestock, resources in a system that grew ever hungrier. The sooner they accepted that, the easier their stay would be. 

“This time we only have three real newcomers; the government seems to be gradually switching over completely to hucow offspring,” Thomas said as he and Jörn strolled down the aisle. Their footsteps echoed on the concrete floor, a rhythmic reminder of their power in this sterile environment. The concrete was cold beneath their soles, palpable even through the thick leather of their boots. 

“I wouldn’t be surprised if all the calves coming to us were soon born on dairy farms. The statistics show a clear trend. The numbers speak for themselves.” Thomas’s voice echoed off the concrete walls, amplifying his words into something ominous. 

Jörn shot Thomas a surprised sidelong glance, his eyebrows drawing together to form a deep furrow above the bridge of his nose. “Are you sure?” the breeding bull asked, slightly incredulous, scratching his chin where light stubble emphasized his sharp features. The bristles scraped roughly under his fingernails. “When I was active, not even half the calves had a hucow as a mother, and look at the numbers now,” the old breeding bull remarked, pausing to check one of the pen latches. The metal hinges squeaked slightly. The rusty metal was cold against his palm, and he felt the rough texture of rust under his fingers. “I think they’ll switch completely to hucow offspring in a few years. It’s more efficient when you think about it. Genetically preprogrammed for their purpose.” 

“Is that even legal?” Jörn asked, visibly unsettled, his voice dropping lower as if he feared being overheard. His eyes darted nervously toward the pens, where attentive ears might catch their words. “Laws can be adjusted; the lottery system is the best example,” Thomas replied matter-of-factly as they approached a pen. His leather boots creaked with each step, leaving shallow impressions in the straw. The dried grass crackled under their weight, a soft rustling like autumn leaves. 

“Just because something was forbidden before doesn’t mean it won’t eventually become reality. The majority of the population supports the system now. Moral concerns disappear quickly when profit and convenience come into play.” Thomas’s words hung heavy in the air, like a verdict passed on an entire generation. 

Before them stood a blonde woman, marked as L-1037, with a small C-cup and slender waist, but hips wide enough for easy births. Her pale lips trembled slightly, like leaves in the wind. She was shy and avoided any direct eye contact, especially when someone looked at her too closely, hunching her shoulders instinctively as if she could make herself invisible. Her skin was pale as moonlight, traced with bluish veins at her wrists and temples. Jörn noticed how she trembled—not from cold, but from raw fear that radiated off her like heat from someone with a fever. 

“She’ll probably be one of the last calves who don’t have a hucow as a mother,” Thomas added thoughtfully, running his thumb over the rough wooden frame of the pen. The splinters irritated his skin. A tiny drop of blood beaded where a particularly sharp splinter had scratched him. “Imagine how different things could be in ten years. A whole generation that only knows this system. Children who don’t even know it was ever different.” His voice grew quieter, more thoughtful, as if he were gazing into a distant future that already seemed inevitable.


Chapter 13

When Gisella woke up that morning, she felt terrible. What had the doctor given her? Had she been sedated? It certainly seemed like it. Her feet ached and burned like fire. What had these people done to her? The pain was almost unbearable when she tried to move her feet. Gisella felt dizzy and weak, her head throbbed, and a bitter taste coated her tongue. Something must have happened while she was out. 

Something was definitely wrong with her feet. Gisella struggled to sit up. Her feet were bound downward like a ballerina's, tightly encased in a complex leather device with metal reinforcements. Each toe was individually secured, leaving her barely able to move her feet forward or backward. The leather cut into her skin, leaving red marks on her dark complexion. “Why did they do this to me?” she whispered, trying to understand. Gisella shook her head to clear the fog from her mind. Trapped in her restraints, she couldn't stand—every attempt sent waves of pain through her body. “Odette, are you there?” Gisella called, her voice brittle with fear. 

“Yes... But I can't stand up—they did something to my feet!” The goth's voice came from behind the concrete wall. The desperation in Odette's voice was unmistakable. “Are you okay over there?” Odette asked, leaning against the wall that separated their cells. The scratching of her movements echoed through the room. “They did the same thing to me. I can only move on all fours like an animal now,” Gisella answered, frustration edging her voice as she tried in vain to find a more comfortable position. 

“These guys really aren't wasting any time turning us into hucows...” Odette remarked, annoyance threading through her words. Her usually confident voice trembled slightly. 

“You've got it all wrong, my little calves—the procedure is just to spare you unnecessary stress!” Thomas Soll's voice rang out before he stepped into view. His footsteps echoed on the concrete floor. Gisella and Odette immediately recognized him as the man who had bought them at the auction. The man who now claimed them as his property. Despite his age, he was still in good shape. Tall and athletic, he wore a muscle shirt and sweatpants that barely concealed his powerful build. His face was sun-weathered, deep wrinkles bearing witness to years of hard work outdoors. 

“This is all for your own good,” Thomas said kindly, though his smile didn't reach his cold eyes. “We just want to make sure our investment stays healthy.” His fingers stroked the metal bars of Gisella's cage, producing a cold, scratching sound that sent a chill down her spine. Gisella heard Odette laugh sarcastically—a bitter, hollow sound. “Oh yes, your investment. Is a life only worth 6100 dollars?” the goth hissed through clenched teeth. 

“That depends on the investment. Take GY-914, for example. I paid 9300 dollars for her, so I have to be careful not to damage my property,” Thomas said, calm but firm. He examined Gisella from head to toe, as if inspecting livestock. His gaze lingered on her breasts, and she felt her nipples tighten under the cool air and his hungry stare. “This process may be uncomfortable at first, but ultimately it will improve your quality of life.” Thomas leaned against the barrier of Odette's stall, the metal creaking under his weight. 

“When you start to change, you'll understand why we do things the way we do,” Thomas assured her, clearly unimpressed by Odette's anger. His fingers drummed lazily against the metal grating. The rhythmic sound was hypnotic and threatening at once. “So we're just supposed to accept this?” Gisella burst out, her voice trembling with suppressed anger, her hands balling into fists. 

“Your mother came to terms with the situation here, and in time you will too...” the old bull replied casually, then stopped himself short. His eyes widened slightly, as if he'd said more than he intended. 

“You... knew my mother?” Gisella asked, stunned, her heart skipping a beat. Blood rushed in her ears like a waterfall. Damn. “Well, let's just say your mother and I share some history.” He paused, choosing his words carefully, running a hand nervously through his graying hair. “Your mother was a hucow on this farm when my predecessor ran it,” Thomas admitted. “And you knew my mother?” the young Black woman asked, her voice trembling with emotion, her body tense as a coiled spring. 

“Yes, I knew her as Y-188. She was here on the farm for three years.” The old breeder confirmed this with a strangely nostalgic expression flitting across his face. The idea was repulsive to Gisella—her stomach cramped at the thought. “She was one of our best milk cows. Her breasts were so full she had to wear a leather corset to keep them from dragging on the ground.” 

The thought disgusted Gisella, nausea rising in her throat. Her own breasts suddenly felt heavy, as if Thomas's gaze was already changing them. “You can be proud of her—not many hucows have to wear a harness. Maybe you'll take after her once you're pregnant for the first time!” Thomas grinned as he looked at Gisella, his eyes wandering hungrily over her breasts. His tongue ran briefly over his lips, as if he were already tasting her. 

The young woman avoided his gaze, pressing her arms protectively against her body. Her skin burned under his stare, as if he had already touched her. “Okay, my friend, I think that’s enough excitement for these two young ladies today. How about you get back to work and I’ll take over here!” another male voice rang out, deeper and full of authority. 

Gisella caught a glimpse of the old farmer from the corner of her eye as he looked away and nodded in agreement. The new voice sent a shiver across her skin—rough and commanding, like the growl of a predator. Friendly, but firm, brooking no argument. 

“I think you’re right. I’ve said too much anyway.” Thomas disappeared from Gisella’s view, his boots crunching on the concrete floor, and silence returned to the barn. The young woman struggled to sit up and, hampered by her limited movement, leaned against the concrete wall. The rough stone scraped against her bare skin, cold and unforgiving against her warmth. 

Heavy footsteps approached, slower and more deliberate than Thomas’s. Gisella sensed a new presence, larger and more threatening. The smell of leather and sweat filled her nostrils, mixed with something animalistic that set her instincts on edge. 

After a few minutes, Odette asked, “Are you okay?” Her voice sounded concerned, almost tender. Gisella struggled to gather her thoughts while tears burned in her eyes. “Honestly, I’m not sure. Damn, this is all too much for me.” The young Black woman hid her face in her hands, her shoulders trembling. “My mother was on this farm. I didn’t know anything about her, and now all these things happening around us... I don’t know...” 

Odette groaned in pain on the other side of the concrete wall. Muffled sounds of movement and effort followed, and a moment later her head appeared in Gisella’s line of sight. Her black hair fell in a disheveled mess across her pale face, her usually perfect makeup smudged and her eyes reddened. “Don’t worry. Gather your strength, and we’ll get through this together...” Her hand reached through the bars, seeking contact, seeking human warmth in this inhuman place. 

Gisella reached out her hand, her fingers touching Odette’s through the cold metal. The touch was warm and comforting, a tiny spark of humanity in this nightmare. Yet even in this moment, she felt the shadows settling over them—the certainty that their bodies no longer belonged to them, that they were already being viewed as merchandise, ready for the transformation that awaited them.


Chapter 14

Thomas took a deep breath outside the calf barn as Jörn gave him an encouraging clap on the shoulder. The younger man’s warm hand rested heavy on his shirt, and he felt the strength behind it—the same strength that drove the hucows to climax every day. 

“Thanks for being there with me,” the old bull said softly. His voice sounded rough, as if he’d swallowed dust. 

“No problem, I’ve got your back,” Jörn replied. His blue eyes studied Thomas’s face, searching for signs of weakness. “I almost lost my head over those calves. Damn it, at my age I should know better,” Thomas grumbled. The smell of hay and milk still clung to his clothes, mixed with something sweet—the scent of young skin. “As a breeder, I always keep professional distance. I shouldn’t have taken it personally,” Thomas complained as the two men walked back to the main house, lost in thought. Their boots crunched over the gravel, each step a dull echo of their thoughts. 

“She’s your daughter, isn’t she?” Jörn said—more statement than question. His voice cut through the evening air like a knife through warm butter. The old farm owner stopped in the middle of the yard and nodded at his breeding bull. The last daylight fell at an angle across his weather-beaten face, making the deep wrinkles around his eyes stand out even sharper. 

“Yes, her mother was one of the first hucows I impregnated back then. When she showed up on our list, I had to buy her. She’s my legacy, you know?” Thomas explained, scratching his head. His fingers ran through gray hair that had thinned over years of hard work and difficult decisions. Jörn nodded silently, his jaw working almost imperceptibly, as if processing this information like a predator sizing up its prey. 

“When I was young, I never would have thought about meeting one of my calves, but now that I’m old, the past is catching up with me.” The old breeding bull quickened his pace toward the main building. His legs moved stiffer than they used to, the weight of years and responsibility pressing down on his shoulders. “I thought it would be easier, but seeing the girl standing in front of me is harder than I ever imagined.” By the time they reached the front door, Thomas had regained his composure. The familiar solidity of the wood under his hand steadied him. “I’ll probably stay away from the calf barn for the next few weeks.” 

The two men parted ways for now and went about their tasks. Thomas had phone calls to make, and Jörn headed to the hucow barn where T-988 was waiting for him. His steps grew more purposeful, his pulse already quickening in anticipation of what lay ahead. When the breeding bull passed her stall, it was already empty. Apparently the farm staff had already taken her to the breeding room. This wasn’t unusual—it happened often—though the breeding bull preferred to escort his partner himself. 

The breeding bull normally enjoyed watching her crawl instinctively into the room where he would impregnate her. The slow sway of her hips, the way she lowered her head in submissive anticipation. But today he’d have to go without. The farm staff had probably already prepared T-988 for him, since they were busy with the new calves and the usual daily tasks. 

When he opened the door to the breeding room, he was greeted by the heady scent of female arousal. The rich smell flooded his nostrils like liquid fire, sweet and musky, with notes of salt and honey. He felt his blood surge, his cock already beginning to pulse as it swelled with need. In the middle of the room, T-988 waited on all fours, her body swaying absently. She hadn’t noticed his presence yet and was completely lost in her own world. 

Her eyes were slightly glassy, half-open and staring straight ahead. This was the natural state of hucows when they weren’t being milked and no breeding bull was present. A state of pure instinct, where her body waited for what nature had intended. Jörn walked slowly to the back wall of the room, took one of the condoms, and unwrapped it. The latex felt cool between his warm fingers. He took a moment to admire T-988 while he warmed his cock, the thick head already slick with his own desire. 

The cow was tall and muscular, with a graceful, dignified bearing. Her dark brown hair shimmered, matching her brown eyes. Even in her submissive position, she radiated a natural elegance, as if she’d been created for exactly this purpose. Her face held an even, timeless beauty—high cheekbones, full lips that had parted slightly in unconscious anticipation. 

Her bust measured a generous F-cup, heavy and firm, her nipples already hard in the cool air of the room. When Jörn looked at earlier photos of her, he realized—if she hadn’t ended up here, she could easily have made it in the modeling industry. But life had other paths in store. Despite having only recently come through her first pregnancy, her body had remained taut and defined. The advantages of excellent genetics were clear to see—the narrow waist, the round hips, the long, muscular thighs. 

It was a shame he had to use protection; he would have preferred to breed her again right now, to pump his seed deep into her womb and watch her belly swell. But those were the rules—at least he could still enjoy her several more times before the right moment came. Jörn rolled the rubber over his thick cock and felt the material stretch over his swollen head. He approached the cow with the certainty of a predator scenting its prey. 

T-988 noticed his presence and snapped out of her trance. The moment she recognized Jörn, her entire body language shifted. Her eyes sparkled with excitement, pupils dilating. Every part of her responded—heightened sensitivity, intense arousal, racing heartbeat. Her nipples stiffened further, her thighs trembling slightly. Everything about her signaled she was ready for him, as if a switch had flipped in her brain. 

Without hesitation, Jörn moved toward her aggressively, letting out a deep growl. The sound rumbled from his chest like a wild animal. T-988 answered with an equally primitive sound—a soft whimper rising from her throat like a bitch in heat. In one swift, decisive motion, he flipped her onto her back, threw her legs over his shoulders, and drove his cock deep into her hungry pussy. 

Wet heat enveloped him like a silken glove as he surprised her, pressing her into a breeding position. Her inner muscles twitched around him, welcoming him. She seemed confused for a moment by the unusual position—the hucow normally spent her days on all fours. Her eyes widened, searching his face, trying to understand what he wanted from her. 

Her instincts kicked in quickly, and she accepted her submission. With a lustful smile, she pressed against him, taking his massive cock deeper into her warmth. Her hands clawed at his shoulders, fingernails digging into his skin. As they moved together in rhythm, sweat beaded on his forehead, dripping onto her flushed skin beneath him. 

T-988 moaned and clenched around him with each powerful thrust, feeling her climax building faster than ever. Her pussy contracted rhythmically around his shaft, as if trying to milk him. But the breeding bull showed no mercy today. She existed only to satisfy his lust—nothing more than a warm, willing vessel for his desire. 

Meanwhile, T-988 surrendered completely to her role as an object of desire. Something primal, animalistic, uncontrollable drove their coupling, as if ancient instincts were reuniting them through the force of nature itself. They gazed intimately into each other’s eyes, savoring the intensity of their shared experience. Her brown eyes reflected a mixture of lust and submission that drove him even wilder. 

Their gazes mirrored the wild passion burning in their souls. The thick walls of the breeding room seemed to tremble under the raw force of their union, the rhythmic slapping of their bodies echoing off the concrete. Their fevered movements grew more violent as the breeding bull neared his climax, his thrusts deeper and more demanding. 

With each thrust, the sound of slapping flesh and heavy breathing filled the room. Every movement of the hucow’s tight ass emphasized how she stretched around his size, tensing and gripping him. With a final thrust, Jörn buried his cock deep in her hungry pussy. His body trembled with the urge to release. The breeding bull flooded the condom with his potent seed, feeling the latex fill with his hot essence. 

He paused, buried deep inside her, his body twitching as the condom filled. The feeling was frustrating and satisfying at once—the warmth of his release, but not the primitive satisfaction of breeding her. T-988 whimpered softly, her own orgasm pulsing through her like electric waves. Her thighs trembled uncontrollably around his broad shoulders as she writhed in ecstatic spasms. Her breasts, heavy and full, bounced with each wave of pleasure, nipples hard and sensitive in the cool air of the breeding room. 

Jörn’s muscles tensed as he emptied his last drop into the condom. His back arched, the tendons in his neck standing out like steel cables. He gazed down at the hucow beneath him—face flushed, lips slightly parted, eyes half-closed in an expression of pure devotion. Her long brown hair spread like a fan around her head, damp strands clinging to her sweat-slicked forehead. She looked like a goddess of fertility, created for exactly this moment. 

Slowly he withdrew, watching fascinated as her pussy contracted, as if trying to hold onto him. The pink folds glistened with their shared arousal, swollen and reddened from his use. He carefully removed the filled condom, knotted it, and set it aside. The warm weight of his load in the latex reminded him of what he couldn’t give her—not yet. T-988 still lay before him, legs relaxed and open, her sex glistening with her own juices. She breathed heavily, her chest rising and falling in a hypnotic rhythm, heavy breasts moving like waves on a warm sea. 

Jörn surveyed his work—the hucow lay stretched out before him, completely surrendered and satisfied. Her body still glowed with the aftermath of passion, small beads of sweat glittering on her skin like dew on rose petals. Already he felt his desire stirring again, his cock coming back to life at the sight of her nakedness. But that would have to wait. For now, it was enough to see her like this—used, content, and ready for the next time.


Chapter 15

In the weeks that followed, little happened in Gisella and Odette’s lives. They received their meals three times a day, and occasionally a doctor checked their feet. These had healed well, and the women had grown accustomed to spending most of their time on their knees and all fours. 

Gisella and Odette gradually settled into their new role without really noticing it. What had initially seemed strange and humiliating no longer felt unusual. The cool metal surfaces beneath their hands and knees, the rhythmic clatter of feeding bowls, the muffled sounds of other calves—all of it had simply become normal. Their palms had grown used to the rough floor; the skin had thickened and become less sensitive. Even the straw, which had scratched and itched at first, now felt soft against their knees. 

In quiet moments, Gisella and Odette often talked about their former lives. The young Black woman had never really gotten along with the Goth, though she couldn’t say exactly why. Her dark skin contrasted with Odette’s pale complexion, yet inwardly they discovered more similarities than differences. As it turned out, Odette was actually a delightful person—not the slut Gisella had always assumed she was. 

Most of the stories about Odette’s sex life during their school days were simply lies spread by guys she’d rejected. Eventually, the Goth got tired of constantly refuting these rumors. Instead, she started telling people what they wanted to hear, gradually earning an undeserved reputation as a slut—a mask behind which she hid her vulnerability. 

“You know, sometimes I think this is more honest than life out there,” Odette murmured one afternoon, rubbing the straw between her fingers. “At least here I don’t have to play a role.” 

Gisella nodded slowly. She understood what Odette meant. Here, there were no expectations to meet, no masks to wear. Just bare existence, reduced to the simplest needs. 

Odette had spent the past year working as a cashier at a large supermarket chain. She’d dreamed of studying art but had never saved enough money. All in all, they’d both led very similar lives before being selected in the lottery—ordinary existences with small hopes that now seemed impossibly distant. 

One evening, all the calves were vaccinated again. Gisella had been injected several times in recent weeks and had barely felt the needles anymore. But today’s dose had a different effect. As the needle slid into her vein, intense heat flooded through her body, spreading like liquid fire. Her heart raced faster and faster, her breathing turning shallow and irregular. A metallic taste spread across her tongue, and her skin began to tingle as if thousands of tiny needles were pricking her. 

Odette experienced something similar. She gasped softly as the substance pulsed through her veins, her pale skin flushing in blotches. A few minutes later, their vision began to blur. The stable walls, the bales of straw, the other calves—everything around them dissolved into a hazy jumble of shapes and colors. Then darkness spread across their field of vision, swallowing their consciousness completely. 

Both women noticed immediately that something had changed when they woke the next morning. Gisella felt the new weight of her breasts, the tension in her skin. Overnight, they had grown fuller, heavier on her chest. Now they hung rounder, firmer, and larger, with a new sensitivity she felt with every movement. The straw beneath her felt rougher against the swollen skin, every touch sending small shockwaves through her nervous system. 

Odette experienced the same thing. She moaned softly as she tried to find a more comfortable position, her arms instinctively sliding under the heavy mass of her breasts to support them. Both women had always been naturally well-endowed. But even though they were used to the feeling of heaviness, their now even larger breasts were something else entirely. The new weight pulled at their back muscles, subtly but inexorably changing their posture. 

Over the following days, their physical changes became increasingly obvious. Both calves’ breasts continued to grow daily, stretching and itching as the tissue expanded. Gisella also noticed a constant wetness between her legs, a throbbing arousal that never fully subsided. Her body seemed to be in a constant state of readiness, her skin hypersensitive, her nerve endings like exposed wires. 

Gisella kept finding herself rubbing against the bars of the stall, pressing her hips against the cold metal to find relief. The chill was welcome against her heated skin, a sharp contrast to the burning desire within her. Her deep, throaty moans echoed off the walls, eliciting similar reactions from the other calves. Odette, beside her, reacted even more intensely, her body twitching and trembling at regular intervals. 

She spent most of the day masturbating, caught in a cycle of lust and momentary satisfaction. Her fingers knew every sensitive spot on her body, moving with a desperation she’d never known before. Her breasts had reached an imposing 38L, looking disproportionate on her otherwise slender frame. Gisella’s were somewhat smaller, but she had to admit her friend had surpassed her. Odette’s breasts hung heavy as ripe fruit and caused back and neck pain when she sat upright too long. And they kept growing, expanding day by day, the skin taut and shiny. 

Gisella’s breasts grew too, though not as dramatically as the former Goth’s. Still, their shape and fullness changed considerably—rounder, more sensitive. Her dark areolas had expanded, her nipples standing almost constantly hard, dark and swollen. It made her realize their new roles would demand a level of adaptability neither of them could have predicted. 

The days blurred into an endless stream of feedings, dozing, and physical transformation. Both women lost all sense of time, unable to say whether they’d been on the farm for weeks or months. The monotonous daily routine took care of the rest. Nothing happened beyond the regular feedings and injections. From time to time, they heard the voice of a man they’d never seen—deep and melodious as he spoke with the caretakers. 

Gisella noticed, however, that his voice sounded friendly and pleasant, with a slight accent that reminded her of home. When he spoke, the other sounds in the barn fell silent, as if even the animals were listening. Neither of them suspected this was the breeding bull who would mount them in a few months. He usually stayed at the front of the calf barn and never came to the back rows where they were housed. 

As they pondered their future, Gisella and Odette made a game of imagining what the man might look like. A few months ago, they could still have peered over the stall walls, but now that had become impossible. Their breasts were too heavy, weighing them down, and the two women hadn’t seen each other in quite some time. They talked only out of sight now, their voices the sole bond between them. 

“What do you think he looks like?” Odette asked, languidly stroking her swollen breasts, her fingers gliding over the sensitive skin. The touch sent little shockwaves through her body, making her moan involuntarily. 

“I don’t know,” Gisella replied hesitantly, gazing down at her own rapidly growing breasts, which gleamed in the dim light of the barn. “He must be attractive.” Her voice was hoarse from the constant arousal pulsing through her body. 

Odette nodded eagerly, though Gisella couldn’t see it. “And strong!” Gisella added, imagining someone who could handle a woman as large and voluptuous as herself, whose hands would be strong enough to hold her, to cup her heavy breasts. 

“Definitely!” Odette confirmed, her voice slightly breathless. “I imagine he’s gentle, but also commanding…” Gisella murmured dreamily, her hand wandering between her legs. The wetness there had become constant, her thighs slick with her own juices. 

With growing lust, she rubbed herself against the bars at the back of her stall, feeling the cold metal against her heated skin. The iron was smooth and cool, a welcome contrast to the heat burning inside her. Deep, lustful moans escaped her full lips and echoed through the barn, mingling with the sounds of the other calves. 

“You’re touching yourself again, and I always thought I was the lewd one! But I understand…” Odette’s own breathing quickened audibly, her words interrupted by small gasps. For a moment, Gisella gave in to the feeling. She let her fantasy run free, imagining the unknown man’s hands exploring her body, stroking her dark skin, pinching her hard nipples while he kissed her gently, then passionately—his weight on her, his strength surrounding her. 

Despite knowing nothing about this man, she grew more and more aroused, her fingers moving faster, circling her swollen clit, sliding into her wet heat. She imagined what he might look like and how he might love her, how he would fill her, how his body would press against hers. 

“I just hope he’s not some ugly, fat dwarf with a tiny dick,” Odette remarked sarcastically, her voice filled with suppressed laughter but also strained from her own masturbation. Both women burst into laughter—a release they hadn’t felt in a long time. 

“Unlikely. He’s supposed to be the breeding bull of this farm, and if he looks even remotely like the pictures they showed us in school, he’s really hot!” Gisella sighed at the thought, her fingers still between her legs as the heat inside her kept building. Her muscles tensed, ready for the wave of pleasure about to wash through her.


Chapter 16

Passionate moans echoed through the breeding room, mingling with the rhythmic creaking of the breeding rack’s metal struts. With each wild thrust, Jörn drove deep into T-988, shaking her world. The heavy leather restraints cut into her wrists as she pressed against the mount. His heart raced as he watched her body helplessly follow his movements. His features contorted with ecstasy at the sight of her responding to him. Beads of sweat trickled down his forehead, dripping onto her back and mixing with her own moisture. Her smooth skin was flushed, her lips parted in silent invitation. Waves of pleasure coursed through her entire body with each thrust, making her breasts bounce to his rhythm and her fingers claw at the sheets. 

T-988 felt every fiber of her body glow beneath his touch. The metallic taste of fear and arousal coated her tongue. Her screams grew more intense as Jörn pressed his thumb against her clit, making her arch her back. A storm raged within her as she surrendered to him, her senses clouded by the overwhelming flood of sensations. The cold metal of the chains rubbed against her heated skin, leaving red marks like brands of possession. 

He gripped her waist tighter, his fingers digging into her flesh, pausing for a moment before driving even deeper into the hucow. His muscles tensed, every sinew clearly visible beneath his sweat-slicked skin. With a fierce grunt, he claimed her completely. Their bodies merged in a rhythmic dance. T-988 writhed beneath him, her moans mingling with his, creating a symphony of pure lust that echoed off the walls and filled the room with erotic energy. The scent of musk and sweat hung heavy in the air, an intoxicating cocktail of submission. 

He yanked her hair roughly, pulling her tighter against him, while his free hand explored her slender curves, gliding over the gentle swell of her hips and cupping the full roundness of her breasts. His palms were rough against her silky skin. “Do you want me, darling? Do you feel how my cock stretches you? You belong to me, sweetheart,” he whispered hoarsely in her ear, his warm breath brushing over her sensitive skin. His teeth scraped lightly over her earlobe, both a threat and a promise. 

His hot breath tickled her skin, and she trembled. T-988 responded with a long, lustful moan that rose deep from her throat. Saliva gathered in the corners of her mouth. A gleam of pure devotion flickered in her eyes. The sight of her body surrendering to his touch ignited a fire in Jörn as her walls clenched rhythmically around his shaft, seeming to pull him deeper into her core. His pupils dilated with desire, dark and predatory. 

With powerful thrusts, Jörn drove deep into T-988, each one claiming another piece of her innocence. The sound of skin against skin filled the room like a primitive drumbeat. Her thoughts whirled, lost in the haze of lust, while her body yielded to his demands and craved more. The restraints cut deeper into her skin, but the pain merged with the pleasure into an intoxicating mixture. 

As her pleading whimpers turned into primitive screams, her walls clenched around his swollen shaft, milking him with each relentless thrust. Jörn was overwhelmed by the intensity of their connection, the raging storm of sensuality that enveloped their bodies and trapped them in a world of pure sensation. His fingers left bruises on her hips, marks of his untamed strength. 

Drenched in sweat, the breeding bull threw his head back in passion. The veins in his neck stood out like ropes under tension. He had been waiting to finally take her unprotected. The moment filled him with raw desire that pulsed through his veins. Her silky heat teased him mercilessly as he took her from behind. With a deep moan, he grabbed her ass and pulled her against him as he thrust into her. Her scent enveloped his senses, an intoxicating cocktail of sweat, arousal, and feminine essence. His nails dug into her flesh, leaving crescents of pain and possession. 

Driven by lust, Jörn thrust even harder into T-988. Desire burned in his eyes like blue flames as he watched her helpless submission to his dominance. He felt the power he had over her like an electric current flowing through his body, only intensifying his desire. His muscles strained with exertion, every movement an act of conquest. 

He positioned her skillfully and took her ruthlessly from behind. The metal of the breeding rack vibrated under the force of his thrusts. With each thrust, he plunged into her wet depths, releasing his control and immersing himself completely in the act. She cried out, her voice hoarse, but continued to beg for more, her words a seductive plea that only further ignited his primitive side. Tears of overwhelming pleasure streamed down her cheeks, salty on her lips. 

Damn, Jörn loved breeding sex. It was more than just physical satisfaction—it was a primal instinct. An instinct to spread his seed, to plant it where it belonged—right here, in T-988’s fertile womb. The thought of the life growing inside her fueled his desire and made his cock even harder. His balls tightened, heavy and ready to release. 

Jörn’s raw energy made T-988 feel like she could never get enough of him, no matter how hard he rode her. Her longing for him seemed boundless, an insatiable hunger that consumed her from within. As their shared arousal reached its peak, Jörn gripped her tightly, letting her feel the force of his strength as he thrust into her, his muscular body tensing as he fought to bury himself as deep as possible inside her. His fingers wrapped around her throat, feeling her racing pulse beneath the delicate skin. 

Thrust after thrust, the breeding bull drove his potent seed deep into her unprotected womb, seeking her unfertilized egg. “Carry one of my offspring,” Jörn demanded, his voice a deep rumble that was more command than request. His teeth flashed in the dim light of the breeding room, predatory canines that emphasized his dominant nature. 

His voice was rough with desire, the words barely more than an animalistic growl. T-988 willingly submitted, embracing her role as the ideal vessel for his child as she pressed herself passionately against him, her body trembling in complete surrender. A deep, instinctive reproductive drive urged her on, made her lift her hips to take his seed even deeper. Her muscles twitched uncontrollably as his hot seed pulsed into her. 

Jörn enjoyed the power he had over his partners, felt a deep satisfaction in the control and connection he forged. His broad hands held her firmly, marking her skin with the imprints of his fingers, a visible sign of his possession. The metallic tang of blood hung in the air where his teeth had marked her shoulder. 

It wasn't just the physical release he craved—though that played a role too—but rather the knowledge that he controlled their future. The certainty that new life would spring from their union filled him with pride, made his heart beat faster. His presence and potency ensured that a new generation would come forth from this coupling, a legacy of his undeniable masculinity. The room smelled of fulfillment and conquest, of the primitive act of reproduction as old as humanity itself.


Chapter 17

Jörn and Thomas sat together at the lunch table, elbows resting on heavy oak scarred by years of hard work. Before them lay a juicy steak, its reddish-brown crust gleaming under the ceiling lamp like polished mahogany, framed by colorful grilled vegetables and golden-brown sweet potato fries. The fries’ sweet aroma filled the room, mingling with the savory scent of roasted meat. The meat came from their own farm—J-673, one of their genetically modified cows that Thomas had decided to process on-site rather than send to the slaughterhouse. The marbling was perfect—white veins of fat running through the dark red muscle like delicate lace. Every bite would be tender and juicy. The warm meat was shared among the staff, saving on transportation costs while fostering a sense of community—a silent pact between employer and employees. 

This gesture noticeably improved the atmosphere among the employees. Jörn could read it in their faces, in the way their shoulders weren’t so tense. Over the years, the old breeding bull had learned that employee morale was directly tied to productivity—a lesson that had cost him dearly when he was younger and more impatient. Small privileges like fresh meat from their own stock built priceless loyalty. Satisfied workers delivered better results—a simple equation Thomas had internalized over the years, even though it had initially gone against his grain. 

As the two men sank their forks into the meat and let the fat melt slowly on their tongues—warm and salty, coating their palates—their conversation turned to the calves, whose development they watched with the pride of artists completing a masterpiece. “I think in a week or two we should see the first signs of neural decay,” Thomas commented, sipping from his glass. Condensation beaded on the outside, forming small rivulets on the wooden table. His voice carried a mix of scientific curiosity and barely suppressed anticipation. “Physically, they’re ready,” he added, a knowing look in his eyes that didn’t escape Jörn. 

Jörn nodded in agreement as he savored the last bite of his steak, juices pooling in his mouth. “Yes, I visited the calf barn yesterday, and the heifers look really good. Their bodies are developing beautifully.” His eyes lit up at the thought, a hungry sparkle from deep within. “I can hardly wait to get started!” The breeding bull wiped his mouth with the white linen napkin. His plate was polished clean, only a thin film of meat juice gleaming on the porcelain. 

Thomas laughed, a deep, rough sound rising from his chest, while laugh lines creased his weathered face. “That makes sense. We have high expectations for this batch, especially considering how quickly they’re developing physically compared to previous years.” He paused, his gaze drifting through the window toward the barns, as if searching a mental archive of past breeding years. “That’s probably due to the hucow genes from their mothers. The traits get stronger, more pronounced with each generation.” 

Jörn leaned back in his chair, the old wood creaking under his weight like a sigh. “Probably...” The proportion of hucow offspring increased every year, and the genetic advantages grew more visible—larger breasts, wider hips, a natural submissiveness encoded in their genes. Perhaps this year they’d simply gotten lucky with the calf selection, or their refined breeding methods were finally paying off. Either way, he could hardly wait to return to the calf barn, to run his hands over their warm skin. It was the most labor-intensive time of the year, but also the most fulfilling. Despite the endless rows of mature hucows waiting to be bred, this season was Jörn’s favorite. The fresh energy of the young calves, their malleability and eagerness—there were particularly many appealing specimens this year, their bodies already hinting at the promise of what they’d become. 

In recent days, he’d spent a lot of time in the calf barn, interacting with nearly every young animal, touching their bodies, studying their reactions like a scientist conducting a fascinating experiment. He wanted them to know his scent—a mix of sweat, aftershave, and the unmistakable smell of power—his voice, his body. He wanted them to accept him as their new leader, their protector and breeding bull, even before their brains underwent complete neural decay and their human thoughts were lost forever. 

In recent years, Jörn had noticed a fascinating pattern: the hucows who saw him as a trusted figure during the critical phase of neural decay became noticeably more trusting and sociable toward him. They gravitated toward him like moths to a flame, responded more intensely to his touch—their skin seeming to awaken under his fingers—and were more cooperative during breeding, almost grateful. He’d observed this behavioral pattern not only in his own hucows but also in those belonging to other farm owners and their caretakers—a universal phenomenon that science couldn’t yet fully explain. 

The calves had been in a state of constant sexual arousal for weeks, their hormones raging, their young bodies ready for breeding like ripe fruit waiting to be picked. For them, he represented a fitting object of their unconscious desire—strong, dominant, experienced. As they gradually lost their human minds and became simple, instinct-driven creatures who recognized him as a potential breeding partner, they accepted him completely as their dominant bull, their lord and master. 

Their submissiveness grew with each lost thought, while their sexual drives intensified like a fire blazing brighter with each gust of wind. In their new existence, they sought a strong man who would care for them, guide them, and satisfy their desperate physical needs—especially in the final phases before giving birth. Their eyes already followed him when he walked through the barn, hungry and longing. 

This desperate dependency gave Jörn complete control over their existence, their bodies, their very being—a power that intoxicated him all over again each time. Despite their dwindling mental faculties, the hucows retained their intense sex drive and viewed the breeding process not merely as a biological necessity, but as a source of comfort and a primitive form of community. Jörn exploited this psychological vulnerability with skill, like a master of his craft. 

He planned to visit the calf barn again this afternoon, his hands already itching with anticipation. GY-914 and OG-666 were at the top of his list. He was particularly taken this year with Thomas’s daughter and her delicate features, and with the attractive goth—her pale skin, the rebellious spark in her eyes slowly giving way to the empty, yearning gaze of a hucow. The breeding bull had already seriously considered using one of them as his personal cock sleeve instead of IX-331—a privilege reserved for only the finest specimens. 

OG-666 attracted him more physically—her already impressively full breasts and curving hips drew his hands like magnets—but the Asian hucow GY-914 was a sexually obsessed nymphomaniac whose slender body seemed to vibrate like a taut string at every touch. The decision wasn’t easy for him; both had their own irresistible advantages. Fortunately, Jörn didn’t have to make a final choice immediately. He had time to test both extensively, explore their bodies, and discover which one would best satisfy his darkest needs.


Chapter 18

Gisella and Odette dozed in their stalls. The young black girl had gotten comfortable, using her full, heavy breasts as a natural pillow. She didn’t know what time it was but figured it must be late afternoon—they’d already been fed twice, and the quality of light falling through the small windows had changed. Golden light cast long shadows across the stable floor, making tiny dust particles dance in the warm air. 

Gisella lay listening to Odette’s soft, rhythmic sighs from the neighboring stall. The wooden walls, the smell of hay and sweet milk—this place had become strangely familiar to her, and the young black woman rarely thought about her former life anymore. Those memories faded like a dream after waking. The heavy weight of her breasts against her ribs felt natural, as if they’d always been this way. Her skin gleamed in the muted light, a thin layer of sweat making her look like polished ebony. 

“Odette?” Gisella murmured, her voice barely above a whisper as she tried to get her friend’s attention. The air between them hung thick and sluggish, filled with the sweet scent of their bodies and the musky aroma of their constant arousal. Odette opened her eyes drowsily, looked around in a daze, visibly struggling to concentrate. Her pupils were dilated, glassy from the substances flowing through her system. Slowly, the pink cloud that enveloped her thoughts like dense fog began to clear. 

Reality seemed to seep through gradually, as if through a veil. “Yes... Gi... Gisella?” she asked, her tongue thick, blinking several times to clear her blurred vision. Her tongue felt fuzzy, her lips dry. A long silence followed, filled only with the sound of their breathing—though Gisella barely noticed. The soft dripping of milk from their swollen nipples mixed with the distant lowing of other hucows. Her heavy eyelids began sinking involuntarily as her consciousness drifted away again. 

“Hello?” Odette’s voice suddenly broke through the silence like a stone dropping into still water. Gisella flinched slightly, hearing her friend’s voice as if from far away. Her body reacted sluggishly, her muscles heavy as honey. “Yes, what is it?” Her heavy eyelids fluttered as she struggled to focus. The contours of Odette’s face blurred and sharpened in turns. 

“Oh, nothing—I just thought you might want to talk,” Odette replied, trying to sit more comfortably in her stall. The straw beneath her rustled dryly, and she felt individual stalks sticking to her moist skin. “After all, you called my name.” Gisella shook her head to clear her confused thoughts, the effort visible. Her heavy breasts swayed with the movement, and she felt her nipples rubbing against the rough stable wall. 

“Did I? Sorry, I must have drifted off thinking about... things.” Gisella giggled, a girlish, carefree laugh, though she couldn’t quite remember what she’d actually been thinking about. It was nothing important—that certainty flooded through her, soothing as warm milk. Her thoughts felt soft and formless, like cotton filling her skull. 

“That’s okay, I know what you mean,” Odette said warmly, her voice soft and understanding. Both women laughed at themselves, a gentle, melodious sound that filled the stable and harmonized with the distant hum of the milking machines. The air vibrated faintly with the mechanical sounds of the farm. 

“You two beauties seem to be in a good mood today,” said a gentle yet powerful voice before a man stepped into view. The sound of his words made both women shudder, as if electricity were coursing through their spines. He towered over them effortlessly, his muscular figure unmistakable even in the dim light of the stable. Broad shoulders, powerful arms, a flat, defined stomach—Gisella couldn’t look away. His presence filled the entire space like a force of nature. 

A pleasant warmth spread like liquid heat through her lower abdomen; she felt her labia growing wet, a pleasant, pulsing tingle building in her pussy. Her juices began running down her inner thighs, hot and sticky. This impressive man was completely naked, his body flawless and powerful. His semi-erect cock looked enormous, more impressive than anything she’d ever seen—thick, long, and lined with prominent veins that pulsed beneath his taut skin. Gisella recognized his deep, melodious voice immediately. She and Odette had heard it many times but had never seen a face to match it. Before them stood the legendary breeding bull of the farm, the one they’d only whispered about until now. 

Jörn grinned confidently, clearly enjoying the respectful, almost reverent looks on Gisella and Odette’s faces. His blue eyes sparkled with a mixture of dominance and pleasure, cold as a winter sky yet burning with desire. The smell of his masculinity—sweat, musk, and raw power—filled their nostrils and made their heads spin. “Allow me to officially introduce myself,” he said in a voice like dark honey. “My name is Jörn. I’m the breeding bull here on Thomas Soll’s farm.” Gisella couldn’t take her eyes off him, captivated by his natural, animalistic charisma. Her breathing quickened, her nipples hardening involuntarily into painfully stiff points. His powerful presence was as intimidating as it was irresistibly attractive. 

She hadn’t been prepared in the slightest for such a personal encounter today, especially not with such an impressive specimen of a man. Although she’d often heard his voice through the stable walls—his deep moans, his commanding roar, the wet sounds of his matings—meeting the breeding bull face to face was a completely new, overwhelming experience. How many lonely nights had he unknowingly awakened her deepest longings? How often had she touched herself between her thighs while dreaming of him, without knowing his face? Her fingers had rubbed her swollen clit while she imagined what it would be like to be taken by him. 

Although she’d pictured the breeding bull quite differently—perhaps older, less attractive—she felt an immediate, irresistible pull toward him. It was strange; she knew instinctively that he would impregnate her sooner or later, but while weeks ago this thought had terrified and repulsed her, now she looked forward almost feverishly to receiving his seed. Her body already yearned for his touch, her womb clenching with desire. 

“Well, welcome to our little realm!” Odette said with unusual vivacity. Her voice trembled slightly with excitement, and she felt her nipples harden under his gaze. “Nice to finally meet you, Jörn. We hear so much about you!” She gave him a charming smile, her dark brown eyes sparkling seductively in the dim light. Jörn couldn’t help but smile back, a hint of appreciation in his gaze that shot through her like a physical touch. 

“I’m Odette, and my friend over there is Gisella.” She gestured elegantly toward her fellow hucow. Her fingers trembled slightly, and she felt her wetness running down her thighs. 

“Really?” the breeding bull asked in surprise, his tone suddenly sharper, like a whip cutting through the air. “I thought you were OG-666, and this sweet black girl here is GY-914!” Jörn corrected the former goth, his voice now cooler, more authoritative. The temperature in the barn seemed to drop, and both women felt their skin prickle with cold and fear. “Since when do hucows have their own pet names?” Jörn raised an eyebrow, his features hardening imperceptibly. His piercing gaze sent an uncomfortable, icy shiver through both women’s bodies. They instinctively felt the overwhelming desire to please this man, to obey him. Their bodies reacted automatically—backs straightening, breasts thrust forward. 

“Oh... I didn’t mean it like that,” Odette said, intimidated, her previous self-confidence melting under his stern gaze like ice in the sun. Her voice dropped to a submissive whisper, and she lowered her head in shame. “So you’re OG-666?” He turned to Gisella, his muscular body pivoting toward her. 

The movement made his muscles ripple under taut skin, and his half-hard cock swayed hypnotically. “And you’re GY-914?” Jörn examined the two girls closely, his gaze wandering slowly over their naked bodies, lingering on their full breasts and round hips. As his gaze rested on them, their heartbeats quickened under the intensity of his eyes. Both hucows reacted involuntarily to his scrutinizing gaze, unconsciously pressing their breasts forward to emphasize their feminine curves. Submission mixed with undisguised desire shone in their wide-open eyes. 

Gisella was the first to nod, her full lips slightly parted, her tongue nervously tracing her lower lip. She could feel her wild heartbeat pounding like a drum in her chest, so loud she was sure he must hear it. In this moment, she was fully aware that she had just voluntarily surrendered her human identity to become GY-914 completely—a hucow without a past. The thought aroused her more than she would have thought possible. Jörn gave her a satisfied, almost predatory smile that sent another pleasant shiver through her heated body. She wanted to please him, needed his approval like air to breathe. Gisella nodded again eagerly, her eyes glowing with devotion, her nipples standing stiff with desire. “Yes, I’m GY-914!” The words escaped her lips in a breathless sigh, and she felt her pussy clench with arousal.


Chapter 19

Over the weeks that followed, thinking clearly became harder and harder for Gisella. Strangely, she couldn’t even remember simple words anymore. Why was speaking becoming so difficult? Every time she opened her mouth, the pink clouds receded, and the world around her grew darker and harder to bear. Yet she liked this blurriness in her thoughts. It gave her a pleasant sense of security, as if she were wrapped in a warm cocoon that protected her from every hardship of life. 

The words she had once formed so effortlessly now disintegrated on her tongue like sugar in the rain. “I... I want...” The syllables stuck to her palate, thick and shapeless. Her lips moved sluggishly, as if coated with honey. Speaking took an effort that made her head heavy—heavier than her swelling breasts, which grew fuller with each passing day. 

The person beside her, whose name Gisella had long since lost in the whirlpool of her fading memories, was completely lost in the haze. They used to talk a lot, about everything and nothing, but now only a pleasant silence hung between them. A silence that lay over them both like a comforting blanket, heavy and soft at once, smothering every need for communication and replacing it with a vague sense of well-being. 

Sometimes Gisella still tried to recognize the familiar features, but the contours blurred like watercolors on wet paper. The other’s eyes shimmered, glassy and empty, like bottomless ponds. Their mouths moved occasionally, forming silent words that evaporated in the warm, humid air of the barn. Gisella would nod then, without understanding—an automatic twitch of her head that her brain no longer controlled. 

Gisella closed her eyes again and let the soothing emptiness envelop her. Her breathing slowed, became deeper, more rhythmic, while the world around her faded and disappeared into a fog of oblivion. The warmth surrounding her penetrated her skin, her muscles, her bones, creating a peaceful refuge, a safe haven far from any worries. Her body grew heavy, as if sinking into soft down. 

The hum of the ventilation system merged with the pounding of her heart into a hypnotic melody. Her fingers, which had once danced so skillfully over keyboards, now lay limp in her lap, the nails long and unkempt. The skin on her palms had grown soft, baby-soft, as if it had never known hard work. Sometimes her fingers twitched, reaching for memories that burst like soap bubbles the moment she touched them. 

Every cell of her body vibrated with deep relaxation, finding comfort in this silence. It was as if the world outside this moment no longer existed, and Gisella found peace in this instant of weightlessness. Her breasts, heavy and taut, strained beneath her skin, yet even this sensation was only a distant echo in her dulling consciousness. 

The swelling of her nipples had become constant, a dull pressure that spread through her upper body. Sometimes a milky liquid dripped from her nipples, warm and sweet, running down her ribs and forming small puddles on the barn floor. The sensation was strangely calming, like an internal valve releasing pressure. Her hands wandered instinctively to her breasts, massaging them gently, without any conscious thought controlling the impulse. 

Eventually, the handler brought one hucow after another out of the stalls, their footsteps echoing dully across the concrete floor, and the silence around Gisella grew more tangible, denser and all-encompassing with each passing day. She didn’t think about it; in fact, she didn’t think at all anymore. Her brain felt as if it were stuffed with cotton, every synapse muffled, while the last spark of her former self gradually faded and vanished like morning dew in the summer sun. 

The clatter of hooves on concrete became a familiar rhythm, a metronome that structured her days. Gisella heard the muffled sounds of the others—a moo here, a sigh there—sounds that rose from deep in their throats without conscious control. Her own voice had changed, grown deeper, guttural. When she tried to speak, only primitive sounds came out, more animal than human. 

Gisella no longer existed—only GY-914. A tame hucow, ten months after her arrival at Thomas Soll’s farm. Her naked, transformed body glistened under the neon lights of the barn. Soon she would begin her new life, a life of predetermined cycles. She would be bred, the bull would mount her, her dilated pupils registering nothing while her body fulfilled its genetic program. She would bear calves and be milked, her swollen udders emptied daily, only to fill again. 

The metal tag on her ear, cold and heavy, reminded her of who she had become. GY-914. The numbers meant something, but what, she no longer knew. Her body had grown rounder, softer, her hips wider. Her legs were stronger, shaped for carrying and bearing. The transformation was complete, from the inside out. Even her gait had changed, becoming more ponderous, swaying, like the rocking of a heavy ship on calm seas. 

Again and again, until she was no longer useful. That was how it had been with her mother, whose body had long since become fertilizer for the fields, and that was how it would be with her offspring. An endless cycle of birth and death, of milk and meat. GY-914 would notice none of it. She would simply live her daily routine, regardless of what happened. Her consciousness would be lost in the mists of time, and she would feel nothing but the soothing routine of her existence—the sucking of the milking machines on her teats, the filling of her feeding trough. 

The thought of her mother was nothing more than a faint shadow now, an echo without substance. Had she even had a mother? The word felt foreign in her head, like a stone dropped into a still pond, leaving brief ripples on the surface before calm returned. The milking machines would come, their mechanical mouths would close around her teats, and the rhythmic sucking would pulse through her body like a second heartbeat. 

What else could she have hoped for from life? The thought was as distant as a dead star in the night sky, a faint light that had burned out long before it could ever reach her dull eyes. 

Hope. The word no longer existed in her vocabulary—it had vanished like smoke in the wind. There was only the here and now: the warm straw beneath her feet, the sweet smell of the barn, the taste of feed on her tongue. Her world had shrunk to these few square feet, and that was enough. That was all GY-914 needed.


Chapter 20

Jörn watched as OG-666 was led into the breeding room for the first time. Today was finally the day he’d been waiting for. The breeding bull had been anticipating this moment with growing impatience. Ever since he’d discovered OG-666 in the auction catalog, he’d desired this hucow with an intensity that surprised even him. 

Her distinctive features had captivated him instantly—the striking combination of Gothic style and her enormous F-cups made her unique among all his breeding stock. Her metamorphosis into a hucow had only intensified this desire. Her breasts had grown so full and heavy that her dark pink nipples nearly touched the floor when she bent forward. 

Once she was pregnant, she would need to wear a specially made breast harness to prevent her heavy udders from dragging on the ground and becoming chafed. OG-666’s greedy pussy was already dripping, betraying her arousal, leaving dark, wet spots on the cold concrete floor that trailed behind her like an obscene path. This was going to be unforgettable! 

When Jörn and the hucow were alone shortly after, the breeding bull allowed himself a quiet moment to admire her again. The heavy metal doors of the breeding room closed with a resounding finality that echoed through the bare concrete walls. The smell of damp concrete mixed with the sweet, musky scent of her arousal, a combination that quickened Jörn’s pulse. She was truly a sight to behold. Her skin shimmered alabaster in the dim light of the fluorescent tubes, her jet-black hair fell in silky waves down her back, and her body was a perfect symphony of slenderness and lush fullness in exactly the right places. OG-666 waited patiently, her head slightly lowered. It was her first heat, and her uncertain trembling and the nervous flicker in her eyes made it obvious she didn’t know what was coming. 

The silence of the room was broken only by her quickened breathing and the occasional drip of her juices onto the floor. Jörn felt his own arousal pressing against the fabric of his pants, a hard, throbbing reminder of his intentions. 

Jörn ran his rough fingertips gently over her back, tracing the delicate line of her spine and coaxing a lustful moan from deep in her throat. She responded instinctively, arching her back slightly and offering him her rear like a mare in heat. “I see you’re eager,” Jörn said playfully, running his hand over her smooth cheek and lifting her chin. The hucow pressed against him, savoring his touch and trembling with suppressed anticipation. But OG-666 would have to be patient. Agonizingly slowly, his fingers glided over her body, exploring every curve, every rise and hollow, as if mapping her terrain. 

His palms were warm against her cool skin, and he felt goosebumps spreading beneath his touch. Her nipples visibly hardened, the dark areolas swelling as his thumbs brushed over them. A soft whimper escaped her lips, a sound so pure and vulnerable that it only heightened his sense of dominance. 

The breeding bull kneaded her impressive ass cheeks, firm and round, spreading them with his strong hands to get a better look at her two rosy openings. Her musky scent filled the air, driving his arousal to an unbearable pitch. He traced playful circles around her anus, felt the small muscle ring twitch, and was surprised when the hucow willingly pressed back against him, as if craving more. The tip of his index finger slid gently inside, testing her resistance. 

The heat of her body enveloped his finger like molten metal. Her muscles reflexively tensed, then relaxed again, as if her body was learning to welcome him. Jörn watched, fascinated, as her pussy lips opened and closed with arousal, like a flower turning toward the sun. 

Her tight entrance widened with surprising willingness, greedily accepting his finger. OG-666 let out a soft moan of pleasure, her eyelids fluttering. “So, you’re one of those?” Jörn asked teasingly, knowing full well she wouldn’t answer. His smile widened as he watched her body react to the anal stimulation. 

“I think we should find out another time just how much of an anal slut you are, but today we’ll use your other hole.” With that, he withdrew his finger and plunged two fingers into her hot, dripping pussy, glistening and slick. The former Goth moaned in surprise, her body tensing briefly at the sudden fullness. Her velvety walls rhythmically contracted around his fingers, urging him to go deeper, to give more. Jörn grinned devilishly, savoring every second of her unabashed reaction to his touch. 

The wetness enveloping his fingers was warm and viscous, proof of her unbridled arousal. He could feel her inner muscles pulsing around him, a separate heartbeat of lust. Her knees trembled, threatening to buckle under the intensity of the sensations he was unleashing within her. 

“You’re just as needy here as with your other hole,” Jörn remarked, noting her enthusiasm and willingness to take his fingers. He twisted and curved them inside her, searching for that special spot that would make her scream. 

“I prefer my hucows needy and wanting; maybe I’ll even make you my new cock sleeve!” The breeding bull’s skilled fingers massaged her insides, found her G-spot, and rubbed it relentlessly. “Would you like that?” Jörn grinned with mischievous delight as she cried out and her hips thrust involuntarily against his hand. The hucow was obviously enjoying everything he was doing to her, her body betraying her completely. 

Her pussy juice flowed out in a steady stream, wetting his hand and dripping onto the floor. The rhythmic dripping on the concrete sounded like obscene rain, filling the room with the scent of her lust. Jörn caught some in his palm and rubbed it over his massive, throbbing cock, already pulsing with need. The warmth of her juices on his skin made him shudder with eagerness. Then he knelt behind her, using his broad hands to spread her trembling legs wider until they were perfectly positioned, her pussy open and inviting before him. 

The cold floor tiles pressed against his knees, a sharp contrast to the heat radiating from her body. He could smell her arousal, sweet and intoxicating, mixed with the metallic tang of concrete and the heavy musk of dominance that permeated the room. 

Jörn gripped her narrow hips like iron, ensuring she couldn’t escape even if she wanted to, and pressed his swollen cockhead against her wet, tight pussy. OG-666 was incredibly tight, and the breeding bull struggled to enter her despite her abundant wetness. After some effort and persistent pressure, he managed to push the tip of his massive cock into her resistant entrance. She kicked out reflexively, trying to squirm away from the unfamiliar intrusion, but his strong arms held her firmly in place. Suddenly he felt a slight but distinct resistance inside her. Jörn paused, surprised. He recognized it immediately. 

His eyes widened with incredulous delight. The thin membrane blocking his path was like an unexpected gift. His hands trembled slightly with excitement as the significance of his discovery sank in. 

OG-666 was a virgin—how unexpected and delicious. Most hucows brought to him for the first time had at least had sex before, were already broken in. He never would have dreamed that the seductive OG-666 with her Gothic look and lascivious aura could be untouched. But he would change that now, and he would savor every moment of it. 

The thought of being her first, taking her innocence and marking her forever, made his blood run even hotter. His fingers dug deeper into her hips, leaving white imprints on her pale skin. 

Jörn pulled back slightly, only to drive hard into her with a powerful surge, breaking through her hymen with a single, decisive stroke. OG-666 screamed in pain, her body stiffening beneath him, but the initial agony was quickly replaced by a sudden wave of pleasure that flooded her senses and clouded her mind. 

The thin trickle of blood mixed with her juices, dripping onto the floor, was like a seal of her submission. Jörn regarded it with primitive satisfaction—proof of his conquest that would seep into the concrete forever. 

The breeding bull continued his movements relentlessly, shamelessly exploiting her inexperience with this kind of stimulation. Each powerful thrust made her scream, and despite her initial discomfort, her body responded instinctively, demanding more, moving toward him as if it had a will of its own. 

Jörn continued his methodical assault on her tight pussy, feeling a strange, almost reverent satisfaction as he claimed her previously untouched flesh and changed it forever. As he maintained the pace and intensity of his thrusts, he felt her inner walls begin to relax and accept his invading presence, adapting to him. Her initially pain-filled screams transformed into lustful moans that grew more frequent and louder, filling the breeding room with a symphony of pleasure. 

The other hucows in the adjacent stalls grew restless, their own moans and the clinking of their chains mixing into the cacophony of lust. The entire complex seemed to pulse with the raw energy of their union. 

OG-666 was wonderfully tight, offering the breeding bull a stimulation he had rarely experienced. Jörn increased the tempo and pressure of his thrusts, driving ever deeper into her delicate folds until he felt himself hitting her cervix. He could feel her inner walls trembling and contracting around his relentless cock, as if they wanted to milk him. 

His powerful thrusts sent waves of intense pleasure coursing through her entire body, spreading like electric currents from her lower abdomen to her fingertips and toes. OG-666 cried out hoarsely, tensing beneath him, her back arching in a perfect bow as her first orgasm struck her like lightning. Jörn felt that it wouldn’t be much longer for him either, and used this realization to intensify his wildness as he approached his own climax. 

Sweat dripped from his forehead onto her back, mixing with her own moisture. His muscles burned with exertion, but he couldn’t stop, didn’t want to stop, until he had completely possessed her. 

OG-666 writhed beneath him like someone possessed, her breath coming in short, violent gasps as her arousal built again, unstoppable as a tidal wave. Just before her second climax, Jörn plunged all the way into her, ramming his cock so deep she felt he would pierce right through her, sending shockwaves of ecstasy through her veins. 

As she neared her next climax, her screams grew shriller, echoing off the bare walls and heightening the anticipation of the other hucows in the neighboring stalls, who could hear every moan, every wet slap of flesh. Finally, the dam of desire burst, unleashing waves of unbridled passion and leaving both partners reeling in ecstasy. 

Her pussy clenched around him like a relentless vise, squeezing his hot seed from his rock-hard cock with rhythmic contractions. Thrust after thrust, he emptied himself into her unprotected womb, coating her virgin interior with his thick, white cum, marking her as his property. The breeding bull couldn’t move; she held him tight in her fleshy grip. OG-666 literally milked every last drop from him, as if she’d been made for this. Damn, this slut was needier than any other hucow he’d ever had. 

With an exhausted, satisfied sigh, Jörn leaned back, surveying his handiwork—her swollen pussy lips with his cum seeping out—and let OG-666 sink gently onto the cold concrete floor. Her breathing was heavy and irregular, her porcelain skin glistening with sweat in the dim light like polished marble, and her wide-open eyes reflected a mixture of complete devotion and newfound lust. He knew she now belonged entirely to him. 

The silence after the storm was almost deafening. Only the dripping of their mingled juices onto the concrete and her gradually steadying breath broke the quiet. Jörn regarded her with the satisfaction of a man who had just completed his masterpiece. She was no longer the same woman who had entered the room—she was now truly his.


Chapter 21

Thomas surveyed his hucows in the barn with an expert's critical eye. They stood quietly in their stalls while the milking machines hummed rhythmically, doing their work. The mechanical pulsing of the suction cups on heavy udders created a hypnotic rhythm punctuated by the occasional snort and sigh from the animals. The sweet scent of fresh milk mingled with the earthy smell of the barn, underscored by the warm, animal musk of body heat and moisture. 

Most of his hucows already carried life within them—their bellies in various stages of swelling, some barely visible, others close to delivery. It was living proof of Jörn's exceptional qualities as a breeding bull. A self-satisfied smile spread across Thomas's face as he surveyed the visible evidence of Jörn's virility. The steady hum of the machines created a soothing backdrop in the otherwise quiet barn. Rich white milk flowed unceasingly from plump udders through transparent tubes into collection containers—a steady stream of profit filling his bank account. Thomas could hear the soft gurgling of milk in the lines, the comforting sound of prosperity. 

Only this year's new arrivals stood idle in their pens, dozing or lazily chewing their feed. Their bodies remained untouched by pregnancy, their breasts already impressive but not yet showing the full glory of a nursing hucow. They waited to be inseminated for the first time and enter the production cycle. One of them—and Thomas's chest swelled with pride at this thought—was his own daughter. According to his careful records, she would ovulate next week. He had deliberately given her this brief adjustment period before bringing her to Jörn. Thomas felt a warm tingling in his lower abdomen at the thought that his bloodline would soon continue, his genes immortalized in a new generation of hucows. 

The farmer stopped in front of GY-914's pen and examined his daughter with a breeder's critical eye. She had developed magnificently; her breasts might be somewhat smaller than her mother's, but that didn't detract from their quality. What had begun as modest E-cups had grown to impressive J-cups—and would swell even larger during pregnancy. Her heavy breasts already hung low, only inches from the ground, the skin taut and marbled with bluish veins hinting at the rich blood flowing beneath. The sight sent a wave of arousal through his body. Rosy areolas, large as saucers, crowned the massive globes, already dark and swollen in preparation for their coming role. She would undoubtedly become a valuable member of his dairy, perhaps even one of his showcase hucows. 

Thomas's attention drifted to the adjacent empty pen. The fresh bedding lay untouched, the metal feed bowls gleaming clean. The absence meant his breeding bull was probably working on OG-666 right now. This particular hucow was a true jewel in his collection—an investment that would bring the greatest profit in the coming years. Her milk production already exceeded all expectations, even though she hadn't yet been through her first pregnancy. Thomas chewed thoughtfully on his lower lip, tasting the salt of his own sweat. He was seriously considering using her as a breeding cow, though that would require a conversation with Jörn. The only problem was the well-known fact that hucows in this demanding role had significantly shortened lifespans. Since OG-666 had been a real bargain and would deliver the highest milk yields, it would be economically unwise to lose her too early. 

Thomas was certain that Jörn, who had developed a special fondness for OG-666, would not approve of this plan. He had observed how the breeding bull touched her with a tenderness that went beyond mere business. Still, as owner, he had to assert his authority. His breeding bull would have to make do with IX-331—at least for this year. Thomas assumed the Asian hucow would only survive one more pregnancy anyway. That was the inevitable fate of cock sleeves: they were used so intensively that their bodies often gave out early. The way IX-331's last pregnancy had ended—with blood and screams—had certainly not improved her condition. Yet a sadistic smile flickered across Thomas's face at the memory. There had been something undeniably arousing about how her petite body had writhed through the contractions, her small hands desperately grasping for support. 

His laughter caught GY-914's attention. She raised her head, her large brown eyes fixing on him with childlike curiosity. The straw rustled beneath her as she rose. Moving gracefully, she stepped closer to the edge of her pen and pulled herself up on the metal bar, unconsciously presenting her voluptuous curves. The cool barn air made her nipples tighten, standing even more prominent against the warm flesh of her breasts. 

“Hey little one, settling in well?” Thomas reached out and ran his fingers through her silky black hair, which fell in soft waves over her shoulders. The strands slid like water between his fingers, still warm from her body heat. His daughter closed her eyes in pleasure and leaned into his touch, a soft purr escaping her throat. Her lips parted slightly, revealing the pearl-white teeth behind them. 

“I hope you're looking forward to next week,” Thomas said warmly, his fingers gently massaging her scalp. His voice dropped deeper, rougher. “It won't be long before you can start working and giving me that delicious milk.” His hand moved to her shoulder, patting the velvety skin, bringing a delicate blush to her cheeks. Her lips parted slightly, moist and inviting, as a barely audible sigh escaped her throat. 

“I'm sure you'll make me proud.” Thomas slid his hand lower until it reached the heavy roundness of her breast. The skin was warm and soft under his palm, the weight impressive for her young age. With experienced fingers, he gently massaged her nipple, feeling the sensitive tip harden under his touch. GY-914 closed her eyes and let out a soft moan of satisfaction, her body instinctively arching toward his hand. Her nipples, already swollen and sensitive, responded immediately to his attention. They grew harder and larger as he rolled them between thumb and forefinger, the dark pink skin stretching taut. A tiny drop of clear liquid beaded at the tip, a sign of her coming fertility. 

Thomas watched this natural reaction, fascinated, even as he felt a growing hardness in his own pants. Blood pounded in his temples, his breathing growing heavier. The sight of his daughter in this state of arousal sent primitive impulses coursing through him. Then, reluctantly, he withdrew his hand. His fingertips still burned from the touch of her warm skin. He didn’t want to arouse her too much—that was Jörn’s job. And despite her new role as a hucow, she was still his daughter, even if that boundary often blurred in his line of work.

“I need to finish my work now, my dear. I’ll come back to you later.” He stroked her cheek one last time, feeling the warmth of her skin beneath his fingertips, before turning away to continue his inspection. His footsteps echoed on the concrete floor as he moved away from her pen, but his gaze kept drifting back to her figure.


Chapter 22

Jörn strode into the breeding stable in high spirits. The air hung thick with the sweet scent of hucows and the light aroma of fresh straw, mingling with the musky smell of female arousal. Today he intended to impregnate Thomas Soll’s daughter, GY-914. The black hucow with her velvety, gleaming skin was already waiting for him, bound to the specially crafted breeding bench. The polished wood was already slick with her secretions, glistening in the dim light of the stable lamps. Thomas had personally brought her here, clapped him on the back like an old friend, and wished him luck with a knowing grin. “Make her a good breeding mother,” he’d said, his eyes full of pride as he gazed at his daughter. The breeding bull had no intention of letting him down—after all, he hadn’t earned his reputation for nothing. 

“Let’s make your father proud, what do you say?” His deep voice echoed through the room, rough with desire. GY-914 stared at him blankly, though her expression held a hint of arousal. Her dark eyes betrayed a primitive excitement, pupils dilated with anticipation. Instinctively, she knew what was coming. Her gaze fixed on his cock, already straining against his pants, a distinct bulge in the coarse fabric. She licked her lips—an unconscious reflex—before willingly offering herself to him, lifting her hips slightly. The leather restraints creaked at her movement. Jörn had studied the hucow’s behavior carefully. She displayed deep submissiveness and a willingness to bear his child—exactly as it should be. Her nipples were already stiff, protruding darkly from her full breasts. 

“Good girl,” Jörn praised, running his rough hand over her taut buttocks. His palm was warm and calloused from years of hard work. Her skin was incredibly soft and flawless, like polished ebony. Her naked body trembled at his touch, goosebumps rising on her dark skin, giving it the texture of velvet. GY-914 arched her back expectantly, presenting her perfect rear to him, the muscles of her thighs tensing. The stable lamps cast soft shadows across her curves, emphasizing every roundness of her voluptuous body. He couldn’t help but admire her lush, curvaceous figure as he positioned himself behind her and stripped off his clothing. His shirt fell to the floor, followed by his pants, until he stood naked behind her, his cock already hard and dripping. 

Jörn caressed her childbearing hips with both hands and guided his hard cock to her wet slit. His fingers dug into her soft flesh, leaving white impressions. With surgical precision, he positioned his thick head exactly where he wanted it. Her entrance opened gently, glistening with moisture, her labia swollen and ready to receive him. The scent of her arousal filled his nostrils, sweet and animalistic. Unlike her friend OG-666, GY-914 must have had a fulfilling sex life. Who would have thought? The black hucow allowed him full access to her tight pussy without the slightest resistance. With legs spread and toes slightly curled, she took his cock greedily, her inner muscles pulling him in. She felt good. Really good. Warm, wet, and inviting, like a silken glove. She stretched further and accommodated his considerable size effortlessly, her walls adapting to his shape. Soon he was buried in her to the hilt, feeling the pulsing of her inner walls around his shaft. Jörn savored the moment and the pleasantly tight sensation, closing his eyes briefly and breathing deep. 

Finally, he began to move inside her, and GY-914 responded with a lustful moan that echoed off the stable walls. Her voice was deep and throaty, full of primitive lust. Each powerful thrust made her push back against him, intensifying the friction between them. The chains on her wrists clinked rhythmically, a metallic song of submission. She wanted it just as much as he did. She wanted to breed with him—her instincts screamed for it. The hucow wanted his seed deep inside her, wanted her womb filled with it. Jörn would gladly oblige. So the breeding bull increased the tempo, and Thomas Soll’s daughter eagerly matched him, her body moving in perfect harmony with his. His muscular loins slapped against her firm ass, each thrust accompanied by a loud, wet smack. The animalistic rhythm filled the air, the erotic sounds heightening the intensity between them. Her juices ran down her thighs, forming glistening trails on her dark skin. 

Sweat dripped from Jörn’s broad forehead, landing in small pearls on her dark back, leaving glistening traces like diamonds on velvet. He gripped her hips tighter, fingers digging into her soft flesh, forcing her to bend forward and present her rear even more. The sight of her perfect ass aroused him further, making his cock even harder inside her, the veins pulsing against her inner walls. White foam formed around her swollen labia, a creamy ring of lust. Her juices dripped in a steady trickle onto the floor, forming small glistening puddles beneath her, darkening the straw. 

Jörn continued tirelessly, thrusting deeper and faster, his breath coming heavy. Their sweaty bodies rubbed against each other in harmonious movement, producing wet sounds with each contact. Skin slapped against skin, a primitive dance of reproduction. GY-914 screamed with pleasure, her voice raw and hoarse, as Jörn drove her closer and closer to climax and beyond. Her fingers clawed at the air, seeking purchase. But he gave her no rest, thrusting relentlessly into her, his breath growing heavier, his movements more brutal. He would take her harder than any man before him. When they were finished, there would be no doubt who she belonged to. With each powerful thrust, he pressed his grip against her firm flesh, leaving red marks that made her tremble with excitement. He dominated her completely, driving her into unconsciousness, her eyes rolling back. 

Her loud moans transformed into breathless whimpers, then into exhausted sighs. She simply let the act happen to her, her body visibly slackening, becoming a willing vessel for his lust. But the breeding bull would not release GY-914. She was merely a piece of fuck meat, ready to carry his child. Jörn felt her strength waning, her depths opening for him as he breached her cervix and entered her womb directly. Now there was nothing between his potent seed and her unfertilized egg. The thought of fertilization made him even harder. 

The breeding bull grabbed GY-914’s arms roughly and yanked them back, his muscles straining with the effort. The leather restraints bit into her skin. He lifted her upper body and her full breasts bounced wildly, swaying in rhythm with his merciless thrusts. Her dark nipples danced before his eyes. The hucow hung from the ropes like a beaten boxer, exhausted, her head lolling forward, saliva dripping from her lips. One last time, he intensified the force of his thrusts, his entire body coiling like a spring before he came deep inside her with an animalistic cry, his balls contracting as he pumped shot after shot of his seed into her. Heat exploded between them, his hot cum flooding her womb. Their passion had reached its peak—his seed would take root inside her and create new life.


Chapter 22

Thomas gazed at GY-914's swollen belly with satisfaction. His breeding bull had done excellent work, and the product of his efforts was about to deliver her first child. Today would be her first milking, and the farm owner didn't want to miss it. One of his handlers was attaching milking cups to her swollen nipples. Beside her, OG-666's milking was already in full swing. Her belly was even larger than his daughter's. Jörn had sired twins again. The old breeding bull couldn't figure out how he kept doing it. In his active days, he'd only managed to sire twins once.

“Everything is ready,” the handler announced. He stepped forward and attached the suction cups to GY-914's teats. Only a few seconds passed before the first drops emerged. Thomas laughed with delight. Now his daughter was a complete hucow. From this day forward, she would produce milk for the rest of her life. The thought filled the old farmer with immense pride. GY-914 was the culmination of his life as a breeding bull, and after all these years, the circle had come full. He had impregnated her mother so she would produce milk, and now he had impregnated his daughter to do the same.

Over time, the hucows grew fuller and fuller, producing milk and bearing offspring. What more could one ask from life? The hucows fulfilled their purpose while Thomas and Jörn fulfilled theirs. Ultimately, it was a business arrangement—the customer demanded goods: milk, meat, soap, and everything else people needed. The routine and cyclical life on the farm offered a certain security and continuity. Jörn, who sought recognition in the city, often found his thoughts drifting back to these simple but fulfilling tasks. His connection to the past and his responsibility for the hucows' future meant more to him than he would ever admit.

Thomas stepped closer to OG-666 and ran his rough fingers over her swollen belly. The rose on her neck shimmered in the light of the barn lamps. She was Jörn's masterpiece—more productive than all the other hucows combined. Her massive breasts were supported by a specially made leather harness while the milking machine rhythmically drew out her milk. With each pulsation of the machine, a soft moan escaped her. The mechanical hum of the pumps mingled with the warm scent of milk and hay that hung heavy in the barn air.

“She's a true wonder,” Thomas murmured, watching the milk flow through the transparent tubes. The creamy liquid pulsed in thick spurts, each drop a testament to her perfected nature. “Your bull has an eye for the best specimens.”

The handler nodded appreciatively, his eyes following the steady rhythm of the milking machine. “Mr. Jörn is coming tomorrow to check on her. He doesn't let a week go by without looking in on OG-666.” His voice carried a hint of reverence, as if he were speaking of a legend.

Thomas smiled. He knew this bond between breeder and favorite animal all too well. Hadn't he had a special connection to GY-914's mother for years? The cycle of life on the farm—the breeding, birthing, and milking—connected them to a tradition older than themselves. In a world full of uncertainties, the farm offered a constancy that Thomas valued. The warm moisture of the barn air enveloped him like a blanket of familiar memories.

As he continued watching OG-666, he noticed her eyes widen slightly when Jörn's name was mentioned. Even in her reduced state, she seemed to have a deeper connection to her sire. Her plump lips parted slightly, and a gentle tremor ran through her massive body. The milking machine sucked harder, as if responding to this stimulus, and a thicker stream of creamy milk shot through the tubes. The sound of the pumps intensified—a mechanical moan that merged with her own.

“Look at that,” the handler whispered reverently. His fingers gripped the metal railing of her stall tighter. “Just the mention of his name, and she gives more. This is no ordinary hucow.” His breath caught as he watched the dramatic increase in her milk production.

Thomas nodded thoughtfully and ran his hand over the taut skin of her belly, feeling the twins move beneath. The muscles under his touch twitched rhythmically, responding to his presence with an almost human sensitivity. OG-666 let out a deeper moan, her body arching slightly forward as far as the restraints allowed. Her skin glistened with a thin sheen of sweat that emphasized her curves and made her appear even more voluptuous.

“The breeding bull has outdone himself,” Thomas said with a hint of envy in his voice. His fingers traced the contours of her swollen breasts, where the leather harness artfully shaped their mass. “In all my years, I've never seen a hucow that responds so perfectly to her purpose. Her milk is richer, her fertility unparalleled.” He stepped back and looked at the row of other hucows waiting in their stalls, their bodies less perfect but still valuable. “But each generation should be better than the last. That's the way of nature.”

The barn air vibrated with the sounds of the milking machines—a symphony of mechanical rhythms and animal sounds. Thomas breathed deeply, filling his lungs with the scent of his life's work. Here, among the warm bodies of his herd, he felt a satisfaction that no urban recognition could ever surpass. This was his kingdom, his legacy—and OG-666 was the crown of his creation.

To be continued…
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