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Chapter 1

After another exhausting shift at the pharmaceutical factory, Jörn shuffled back to his run-down apartment, which had come to feel like a prison. Fatigue clung to him like a second skin, heavy and relentless, while his back curved slightly under the weight of monotonous routine, leaving an uncomfortable ache. The acrid smell of chemicals still lingered in his clothes, seeping through the thin fabric of his work uniform and reminding him of the endless hours spent among humming machines and whirring conveyor belts.

At thirty-three, he was still young, yet life had already left its marks on him. His short, dark blond hair was disheveled, and his blue eyes, once full of sparkle and joy, now often gazed blankly into the distance, lost. His slightly pudgy figure spoke to a lack of exercise and the constant temptation to comfort himself with unhealthy food. His hands, once skilled and strong, now felt soft and useless—hands that could create nothing, master nothing.

His love of life seemed to have gotten lost somewhere between the oppressive factory walls and his lonely home. He had few friends, and the few he had were often preoccupied with their own problems, so he retreated further and further into his thoughts. No wife, no children—only the silence of his apartment, which sometimes weighed on him like a wet coat. His social life had dwindled to the bare minimum, just enough to stave off complete isolation. He was a man fighting alone against time, trapped in a cycle of monotony and inner struggle, losing himself a little more each day.

The dimly lit hallway stretched before him as he noticed two young women casually leaning against the wall near his apartment door. Their whispered voices drifted through the gloomy corridor like a distant breeze. One, in a black tank top with white skull motifs, had long, jet-black hair that fell elegantly over her shoulders. Her skin was pale as porcelain, and her dark eyes glittered with an intensity that made Jörn pause involuntarily. He couldn’t help but give her an interested look. She was attractive, but perhaps a bit too young for his taste—twenty at most, he estimated.

As he approached, he recognized the second woman: Emily Johnson. His young neighbor. Her bright red curls fell like flames over her petite frame—barely five feet tall, slender, almost fragile, with a tight ass and small, firm breasts. Her face was attractive, her emerald green eyes radiating unfathomable depths, but behind them lurked hatred and contempt. Her skin was flawless, almost translucent in its youth, and her lips were full and pink—lips that spoke only contempt for him.

Emily was, unfortunately, a real bitch. Years of tension and bitter looks had marked their encounters. To her, Jörn was nothing more than a pervert, a shadow lurking in her life. Not that he had ever harassed her. But once, long ago, she had seen him—in nothing but his underwear. A hot day, steam rising, an open door, and little Emily had come by at the worst possible moment. He still remembered the shocked expression on her face, the horror in her eyes when she glimpsed his sweating, half-naked body.

Since then, mistrust had simmered between them like a smoldering fire. Jörn did everything he could to avoid running into her. But this evening, their paths crossed. The surprise was palpable on both sides. Emily and Jörn looked at each other, both uncertain how to react. The air between them crackled with tension, thick and suffocating like the moments before a thunderstorm.

Emily narrowed her eyes, and a spark of anger flashed across her face. “What are you doing here, you perverted piece of trash!” Her voice tore through the silence of the hallway like a sharp knife. Jörn felt sweat bead on his forehead, his throat dry as sandpaper. His heart hammered against his ribs, and he could taste the metallic tang of fear on his tongue. “I... just want to go home,” he murmured, a hint of defensiveness in his voice that sounded pathetic. But Emily only laughed, a mocking, loud laugh that echoed in his head like the cry of a crow. “You’re lying, and we both know it. You’re only here to stare at me!”

The tension was palpable, like a rope being pulled tighter and tighter, about to snap. Jörn just wanted to get away, to put distance between them. He wasn’t looking for a fight, not after a long workday like this. His muscles tensed, and he felt his fists clenching involuntarily. Wordlessly, eyes downcast, he hurried past the two young women, hastily opened his apartment door and slammed it shut behind him with a dull thud. The wood trembled in its frame. Emily’s mocking laughter pierced through the thin door like nails on a chalkboard.

“Don’t forget, you creep! Come near me one more time, and I’ll make your life hell!” Emily’s voice was sharp, cutting, piercing the darkness of his apartment. Jörn felt exposed and powerless, like a trapped animal. His whole body trembled with suppressed rage and humiliation. He wanted to yell at her, to scream all his pent-up frustration in her face. But what would it have accomplished? In the end, it would only cause more problems. Instead, he bit his tongue until he tasted blood.

Silently, he took off his jacket and shoes and let himself fall onto the sofa. The darkness of his apartment embraced him, oppressive and lonely. The stale leather creaked under his weight, and the musty smell of the place—a mixture of old clothes, cold cigarette smoke, and loneliness—filled his nostrils. He turned on the television, letting the images lull him, distract him, carry him away from reality, away from Emily.

Jörn let his eyes wander over the flickering images on the screen. His thoughts drifted, lost in the lethargy of his own life. The bluish light of the television cast ghostly shadows on the walls, and he felt his eyelids growing heavy. After flipping through a few channels, he landed on a documentary. A familiar topic, yet always morbidly fascinating: the Hucows and their role in society.

It was an outdated documentary, with grainy images, illuminating the grim practices of contemporary agriculture. “In the year 2083...” the narrator began in an even voice, “...there are 84,615 dairy farms worldwide, holding an average of one hundred ninety-five Hucows per farm. This means that approximately sixteen and a half million Hucows live in captivity. Their purpose: the production of milk and meat products for humanity.”

Jörn leaned back, his eyes half-closed, as the narrator’s words filled the room. The facts felt like an echo from the past, familiar yet always shocking. His palms grew damp, and he rubbed them nervously on his thighs. “After several epidemics resulted in the extinction of livestock populations, humanity decided to fall back on human products. The increasing overpopulation made it inevitable.”

Jörn's mind drifted. He thought about his childhood, about things he'd suppressed, dreams he could never realize. The screen showed images of women, once human, now reduced to livestock. Their faces were blank, their eyes glassy and unseeing. Metal collars gleamed around their necks, and their bodies had been transformed—curvy, with heavy breasts swollen from constant milk production. “Every year…” the narrator continued, “…a lottery is held among eighteen-year-old women to determine who will serve humanity. From that moment on, those selected are designated as calves. They’re stripped of all rights.”

The practice was abhorrent, shocking, yet Jörn couldn’t deny that part of him was fascinated. His eyes were practically glued to the screen as the camera showed a row of calves—vaccinated, barcoded, ready for auction. Their naked bodies trembled with cold and fear, and he could almost hear their sobbing through the screen. “The farms evaluate skeletal structure, meat content, and breast size. Then the healthy calves are sold.”

“Since demand in 2067 still couldn’t be met by women born in captivity and continued to rise, an annual lottery has been conducted among eighteen-year-old women in each country to determine who would serve humanity. To make it seem fairer and prevent public unrest, women without Hucow ancestry were regularly mixed in with those selected. This was how governments concealed that the majority of girls chosen in the lottery were actually handpicked.

Children of Hucow mothers typically had significantly lower IQs than average. Girls who failed to meet a secret quota in school were automatically selected. Female offspring also frequently inherited their mothers’ physical characteristics, which simplified the conversion process and made them more productive Hucows.

Women selected in the lottery are designated ‘calves’ from that moment on. They lose all human rights and become nothing more than livestock. Within days, they’re vaccinated and marked with a barcode on the back of their necks for easy identification. Once these procedures are complete, they’re put up for sale.

The large farms are constantly searching for high-quality livestock. They evaluate skeletal structure, meat yield, healthy appearance, and breast size. The calves are then auctioned off one by one—first to the farms, with the remainder going directly to the slaughterhouses. This typically affected women who were overweight, too small, or too thin, as well as calves with various diseases.

Calves purchased by Hucow farms received special treatment to curb their aggression and make them docile. They were given medications to alter their behavior and appearance. Their heels were also shortened so they could never walk on two legs again.

Afterward, they were fed high-energy food specially formulated for Hucows. Roughly a year after their transformation into calves, they underwent their first breeding session. They were typically assigned to a breeding bull who had undergone special treatment.

Similar to the transformation of a Hucow, but many times more dangerous. Only a few candidates ultimately became breeding bulls. These were normally far more muscular than their female counterparts. The best breeding bulls can mount up to three Hucows daily.” The documentary showed a bull—a powerful man, his body rippling with muscle. His arms were thick as tree trunks, his chest broad and hairy, and between his legs hung a massive cock, swollen and ready.

“Unlike other breeding animals, Hucows have a higher fertilization rate through natural mating. Bulls have cocks that can fill the entire length of the female’s pussy. This increases the likelihood of successful copulation. The success rate of natural matings varied from case to case, typically running around thirty-five percent.

For this reason, each Hucow had to be mated with the bull three to four times. Several weeks after the first mating, the Hucows were examined to determine if pregnancy had occurred. After a gestation period of about nine months, the new calf was ready for birth. Newborn calves were separated from their mothers a few days after birth. After the first birth, the mother cows began lactating. From that point on, they were milked until the end of their lives.

Hucows destined for slaughter were of lower quality, so their meat was used to produce processed meat and animal feed. One hundred sixty-eight million kilograms of flesh were processed annually—used for everything from fertilizers to medical products to building materials. Many products were made from raw materials derived from Hucows. It was a domesticated resource indispensable to modern society. Women weren’t granted more than a few years of life after their transformation into a Hucow.”

Jörn felt a mixture of disgust and arousal rising within him. The idea of having control over these women, putting them in their place—it was a thought he’d suppressed, but now it rose again in his mind like steam from hot asphalt. His pants grew tighter, and he felt his cock beginning to stir. He thought of Emily. What would it be like if the same fate awaited her? Her defiant gaze, broken and submissive, her small breasts swollen with milk, her slender hips opening for him.

Jörn smiled, sinking into the fantasies, into memories of his own desires. His hand wandered unconsciously to his crotch, and he rubbed himself through the fabric of his pants. “What if I were one of those bulls?” The thought burned itself into his memory, crept through his veins like a poison—repulsive and attractive all at once. His breathing grew heavier, and he could smell his own musky scent mixing with the musty smell of the apartment.

He closed his eyes, imagined his own body transforming—muscular arms, a powerful chest, hard abs, strong thighs. His fantasy took the reins, driving him deeper into the vision. His cock, massive and rock hard, ready to thrust into any female assigned to him. In his imagination, Emily stood before him, her body transformed, curvy, her breasts full and swollen with milk. Her red curls were tied in a practical braid, and a heavy metal collar circled her neck. Her gaze—empty and submissive. The control he would have over her, the power to make her his property…

Jörn's breath quickened. His heart raced as he unconsciously moved his hand to his zipper. The thought of transforming Emily—who despised him so completely—into a Hucow filled him with feverish desire. The zipper's metal was cold under his fingers, and he slowly pulled it down, feeling his stiff cock straining against his underwear. “She doesn't deserve any better,” whispered a voice in his head. In his fantasy, she would kneel before him, ready for mating. He imagined pulling her body against his, how she would tremble beneath him, how her tiny breasts would yield under his rough hands, and how her once-proud gaze would fade into submissive emptiness.

His grip on his cock tightened as he approached climax. His member was hot, the skin pulsing under his fingers. Jörn's fantasy rolled over him like a wave, powerful and irresistible. In his thoughts, he saw himself mounting Emily, impregnating her, marking her body. She was the right age—she'd be in the lottery this year. If she was drawn, her fate was sealed. She would become a Hucow, obedient and full of his seed. He would breed her daily, fill her petite body with his offspring until her once-flat breasts swelled with milk and her belly rounded. His hand moved faster, and he could taste the salt of sweat on his lips.

Finally, he let out a long, gasping sigh as he came, the sticky heat of semen spurting into his hand, soiling his pants. His entire body trembled with exhaustion, and he felt his muscles relax. He breathed heavily, exhausted yet strangely satisfied. The smell of his semen hit his nostrils, sharp and animalistic. The darkness of his fantasy slowly faded, leaving him in bleak reality.

When he opened his eyes, the television cast a cold light into the room. His hand was sticky, and he wiped it on his shirt, feeling the moisture seep through the fabric. An advertisement for the Rosen Institute played across the screen. “Sign up today to become a breeding bull!” Jörn's gaze lingered on the images of muscular men and the Hucows kneeling beneath them. The men radiated power and dominance, their bodies perfectly sculpted, their faces hard and determined. What if…? The thought returned, louder and more insistent than before.

Jörn wanted change. His current life was an abyss, an endless loop of monotony and self-loathing. Every day the same faces, the same machines, the same humiliation. Perhaps it was time to forge a new path. Something awakened in him, a spark of determination, a desire for control, for meaning. His fists clenched, and he felt his jaw muscles tense.

“What if I sign up?” he thought as he sat up on the sofa. Countless uncertainties raced through his mind, yet at the same time he felt a strange sense of determination in his chest. His heart beat faster, and he could taste adrenaline on his tongue. He'd had enough of this existence. The sun sank behind the city's silhouette, and night settled over him like a veil. Through the dirty window, he could see the city lights sparkling like stars in the darkness. Deep down, Jörn knew: he needed a change—a drastic change. Perhaps this was his chance to finally gain power, earn respect, and find his true place in this world. As a breeding bull, feared and desired in equal measure. His palms grew moist at the thought, and he felt a new desire stirring within him—the desire for transformation, for dominance, for power over life and death.


Chapter 2

“Listen, that pervert is at it again!” Emily’s voice was sharp and piercing as she wrinkled her nose and looked at her friend Senna. The disgust in her voice was so palpable that the air between them seemed to vibrate. “Jörn is a creep,” she remarked mockingly, her eyes flashing with revulsion, as if the mere thought of the man left a bitter taste in her mouth. “The way he stares at me—it’s like he’s boring into my soul.”

Her fingers involuntarily dug into the fabric of her jacket, the material crumpling under her grip. The memory of Jörn’s gaze made her skin tingle—not with excitement, but with a repulsive coldness that felt like spider legs crawling across her back.

Senna sighed at her friend’s remark, her patience clearly wearing thin. The exhaustion in her eyes spoke volumes about the countless times they’d already had this conversation. “Let it go,” she murmured, trying to smooth things over, her voice flat and lifeless. “You should just ignore him. Ignore his stares—there’s no point getting worked up about it.”

Emily rolled her eyes, her lips pressing into a thin line of disappointment. The salty taste of frustration gathered on her tongue. But she was far from ready to let the subject drop. “Ignore him?” A bitter laugh escaped her, scratchy and rough, as if she were choking on glass shards. She shook her head so violently that her hair whirled around her face like a dark curtain.

The two young women walked down the hallway, their footsteps echoing hollowly on the worn linoleum. Emily grumbled to herself, words spilling out of her like a torrent of toxic thoughts. Her face was flushed with anger, rage pulsing hot in her temples like a pounding heartbeat. “That pervert! Imagine what’s going on in his sick head when he stares at me like that!”

The fluorescent lights above them flickered weakly, casting restless shadows on the walls. Emily felt the hairs on the back of her neck stand up—a primitive warning of a threat she couldn’t grasp. Jörn’s stares clung to her like sticky fingers, even when he wasn’t there.

Senna remained silent, but Emily sensed her friend’s tense unease settling between them like an invisible veil. The silence was heavy and oppressive, filled with unspoken worries. Emily’s aversion to Jörn was deeply rooted, a rotting poison that had lodged in her thoughts and wouldn’t let go. It gnawed at her like a parasite, feeding on her fear and growing with each passing day.

She was aware of her attractiveness; the constant stares of others were familiar to her—the hungry looks from the boys in her class who devoured her with their eyes. But Jörn’s? That was different. Unbearable and far too intense, as if he were looking through her skin, searching for something dark and hidden.

She knew she was desired, that every boy in her class chased after her as if she were a treasure to be conquered. Her movements, the gentle curve of her hips, the way her hair brushed her shoulders—everything attracted stares like honey attracts flies. But being stared at by someone like Jörn was repulsive, a painful thorn in her self-esteem. His eyes seemed to undress her, not just physically but emotionally, as if he were laying bare her deepest fears and longings.

No wonder he’d never had any success with women! His behavior had surely scared many away. More than once, Emily had felt uncomfortable in her own skin around him, as if she were stuck in a too-tight dress that pinched in all the wrong places.

Her foul mood spread through her body like poison, crawling through her veins and making her muscles cramp. The upcoming lottery only added fuel to the fire of her worries. Winning would mean being selected for “Hucow Therapy”—a fate Emily deeply feared, one that hung over her thoughts like a shadow, black and all-consuming.

And if she was lucky enough not to be selected? That meant being trapped in this desolate area with no prospect of escape. The streets here were like arteries of a dying body, gray and lifeless, leading nowhere but to further dead ends of hopelessness.

Her father constantly reminded her that she’d have to be financially independent once she finished school. “You need to finally stand on your own two feet, Emily.” His words echoed in her head, a relentless refrain that gave her no peace and pressed down on her like a weight. The smell of cheap coffee and cigarettes that always clung to his clothes seemed to burn in her memory.

The frustration within her grew day by day, building like water behind a crumbling dam. But somehow everything would work out… It had to, even if hope seemed impossibly thin, fragile as spider webs in the morning dew.

Before entering her parents’ apartment, she said goodbye to Senna. “Don’t worry about it,” her friend said quietly before hugging her. The embrace was warm, but it couldn’t ease the heaviness in Emily’s heart, that stone lodged in her chest. Her thoughts were restless, like a wild animal in a cramped cage, throwing itself against the bars.

As Emily entered the apartment, she looked around cautiously. The hallway was gloomy, the dim light seeming to deepen the shadows rather than dispel them. The wallpaper was peeling at the corners, and the musty smell of dampness and old cigarette smoke hung thick in the air. No one seemed to notice her, as if she were a ghost in her own home.

Quietly, like a shadow, she crept to her bedroom door and slipped inside. The floorboards creaked under her feet, a familiar sound that reminded her of all the nights she’d secretly snuck out. She was fed up with her life here. This place was a trap, a gloomy cage that smothered her dreams and hopes like a pillow pressed over her face.

“I have to get out of here,” she whispered with fierce determination as reality hit her full force. The words tasted of desperation and defiant courage. A wealthy lover—that was the key to a better life. Emily knew her physical assets well. She was young, beautiful, desirable. Her skin was flawless as porcelain, her eyes sparkling like dark gemstones.

There were plenty of men who went for her type, who would make her the center of their world. But unfortunately, she always attracted the wrong ones—deadbeats and losers who were only after her body but never shared her dreams. Men who smelled of cheap aftershave and whose hands were too greedy, too demanding.

The young woman studied her reflection in the mirror. The glass was old, covered in tiny scratches that warped her image like cracks in a perfect facade. She stared back at herself—flawless skin, large alluring eyes that looked almost black in the dim light of her room, a small seductive ass that drew men’s gazes like a magnet.

The gentle curve of her breasts showed beneath the thin fabric of her T-shirt—not overly large, but firm and well-shaped. She felt her nipples harden in the cool air, an involuntary reaction that reminded her of her own sensuality. Her narrow waist emphasized the feminine curves of her hips—a body that drew men’s eyes like a magnet draws iron.

She had everything she needed to find a man who would free her from this dreary life. Her fingers glided over her curves, feeling the warmth of her own skin through the fabric. But where? In this shithole, she’d never meet a wealthy man who would take her seriously. The men here were all the same—unemployed, hopeless, with beer and broken dreams on their breath.

She took a moment to collect herself, letting her fingers glide over her collarbone as she tried to sort through the pent-up emotions. The skin there was soft and warm, pulsing slightly under her touch. As she sat on her bed, she felt the sagging mattress beneath her—another reminder of her family’s poverty.

The springs squeaked in protest under her weight—another sign of constant deprivation, a reminder that she didn’t want to stay here. Her parents couldn’t afford a new bed—how could they? The city out there was a labyrinth of broken dreams and disappointments that held her captive like a prison.

“You have to get out of here,” she told herself as darkness crept into her room and the walls seemed to close in. The shadows crawled over the peeling paint like black fingers reaching for her. The lottery was drawing closer and closer. She couldn’t distract herself from it, no matter how hard she tried. The thought of what lay ahead gnawed at her, bored into her soul like a hungry wolf hunting for prey.

She picked up her phone and checked her messages. The screen glared harshly in the darkness, briefly blinding her. Nothing new, nothing that gave her hope or lifted the weight from her shoulders. With a frustrated sigh, she tossed the phone beside her on the bed, where it landed with a dull thud on the old mattress.

She slipped out of her shoes, feeling her feet spread in the thin socks. The relief was minimal but welcome. She pulled her favorite blanket over her shoulders and made herself comfortable. The fabric was soft and familiar, smelling of fabric softener and her own skin. But the thoughts wouldn’t let her go—they circled around the upcoming lottery that hung over her like a sword of Damocles.

She knew what was at stake, and the uncertainty constricted her throat like an invisible hand. Her breathing grew shallower, her heartbeat quickening to an irregular rhythm of fear.

“What if I’m chosen...” The thought tightened her throat and made her heart skip a beat. The silence in her room became deafening, broken only by the distant hum of streetlights outside. Becoming a Hucow was her worst nightmare, a fate she had feared since her youth the way others feared death.

To be a number, an object, reduced to mere bodily functions—the thought was unbearable. Her body disfigured, humiliated, robbed of her identity. The thought made her stomach clench like a fist.

She knew the images, the terrible visions that stole her breath and made her wake drenched in sweat at night. The Hucows—with their enormous, swollen breasts that hung heavy and taut from their bodies, constantly dripping and ready for milking. The skin there was reddened and stretched, crisscrossed with bluish veins like a perverse map of humiliation.

The swollen pregnant bellies, taut and round, that disfigured their once-slender bodies like grotesque balloons. The empty look in their eyes, as if their thoughts, their personalities had been snuffed out like candles in the wind. To give up their identities, their freedom, everything they were... The thought made her sick, made her shiver, as if icy water were flowing through her veins.

“I would just look ridiculous,” she murmured desperately as she burrowed deeper into her blanket. Her hands moved unconsciously, settling protectively over her own still-untouched breasts. She felt their warmth through the thin fabric, the gentle curve that still belonged to her, still under her control.

The dim light of her room offered little comfort against the darkness of her thoughts. The fear was paralyzing, creeping through her veins like icy water, and the loneliness seemed to crush her like an invisible hand closing around her throat. Every breath was a struggle against the suffocating reality of her life, against the certainty that tomorrow everything could change—and not for the better.


Chapter 3

When Jörn woke up the following morning, he’d made up his mind. He was going to become a breeding bull for the Rosen Institute. Something had to change. He’d had enough of being trapped in his current, pathetic life. It could hardly be called a life—just an endless cycle of emptiness that would only end with death. And for what? His family, colleagues, or friends? No, absurd! Certainly not!

The realization struck him with razor-sharp clarity as he stared at the cracked ceiling of his cheap studio apartment. The yellowish glow from the streetlamp outside cast ghostly shadows on the wall, and the acrid smell of cigarette smoke from the neighboring apartment crept through the thin walls. Something had to happen! And why not here and now? Why not try his luck at the Rosen Institute? What did he have to lose? His miserable apartment with the damp stains on the wall? His underpaid job where no one noticed him? The lonely evenings in front of the TV while life passed him by outside? If the treatment was successful, he could leave his daily misery behind. He could transform into a force that could no longer be ignored. Someone significant.

This thought blazed inside him like a fire, a fresh start practically calling out to him. The idea of serving as a breeding bull fascinated him to his core. His blood boiled at the thought of filling his existence with such purpose. He burned to walk this path. His cock twitched at the mere thought of ruling over mindless hucows, subjugating their submissive bodies to his will. But first, he had to be accepted.

Determined, Jörn grabbed his smartphone and searched the internet for the application form. His fingers trembled slightly from nerves as he scrolled through the pages. The institute’s official website was surprisingly professional—simple, informative, without the obscene images he’d secretly hoped for. He read through the documents eagerly, then confirmed his acceptance of them. The deadline for this year’s registration—only two weeks left. He’d decided just in time.

With a fleeting smile on his lips, Jörn typed up his resume, added his medical records, and clicked “Submit.” With that, the registration process was complete. One click, one fate sealed. The screen flickered briefly, then a confirmation message appeared. His application had been submitted. Now he just had to wait out the next two weeks. Would they accept him? Who could say, but Jörn held out hope. His athletic build would surely work in his favor.

His thoughts wandered to the tantalizing images flashing through his head. With some luck, he’d soon be sinking his cock into hundreds of willing hucows. Jörn let out a deep sigh as he imagined this prospect—sliding into their fertile pussies, shooting his seed deep into their wombs. A tingling sensation ran through him, gathering in his lower abdomen like molten metal. A small smile spread across his face. The thought of a future as a breeding bull filled him with wild excitement. It had been years since he’d last had real sex.

Sure, he could jerk off whenever he wanted, but that wasn’t the same as burying his hard cock in a hot, wet pussy, feeling the tightness enveloping him, the quivering of a woman’s body beneath him. Sometimes he wished he could go to a brothel. But he didn’t have the money for that. Jörn’s salary barely covered rent and the bare necessities. He couldn’t afford it. His last relationship had fallen apart three years ago when his girlfriend left him because of his “lack of ambition.” Since then he’d been alone, trapped in a cycle of work, loneliness, and frustration.

But as a breeding bull… The lack of sex would no longer be a problem. It would be his job to mount several hucows daily, to impregnate them. It was an enticing prospect that took his breath away. And it would produce countless offspring. Children who carried his legacy, his genes. Some of his daughters would one day become hucows themselves, their full breasts heavy with milk, ready for the next generation of breeding bulls. The cycle of life in its purest, most unadulterated form. His line would endure, spreading like a mighty tree with countless branches.

The thought gave Jörn the strength to get up, to shake off the dull weight of his previous existence. His bare feet touched the cold linoleum floor, and he felt the reality of his shabby apartment closing in on him again. He went into the bathroom, turned on the water, and stepped under the shower. The cold water hit his skin like needles, making him shiver and feel alive at the same time. It was refreshing, invigorating. He washed himself thoroughly, breathing in the musky scent of the cheap soap. His hands glided over his muscular body, over his defined abs, his strong arms. Despite his bleak life, he had kept his body in shape—it was the only thing he had left.

Right then, he would have liked to jerk off—his already half-hard cock twitching against his belly—but he didn’t have time for that this morning. The world wouldn’t wait. Jörn had to get to work on time, to his soulless job in the warehouse where he stacked boxes and took orders from supervisors half his age. So he got out of the shower and dried off quickly. His eyes found the mirror. Jörn examined his body closely. The 5’11” frame, the short, dark blond hair, the oval face with sparkling blue eyes. His shoulders were broad, his arms muscular, but his belly already showed the first traces of age and resignation. Soon he would change. Become stronger. More potent. A man others would fear and respect.

Over the following days, he became obsessed. He masturbated to pictures of hucows he found on the internet—women with monstrous breasts hooked up to milking machines, on all fours, ready for insemination. His desire grew, becoming a hungry animal inside him that devoured his thoughts. He had really developed a taste for this kink. Was it the perversion of their bodies, or the thought that these mindless creatures had once been women? Women with their own thoughts, dreams, and desires. Perhaps teachers, nurses, students—all reduced to their most primitive function.

The thought that they had been reduced to their base animal instincts pleased him. That their humanity had been extinguished, leaving only the body of a woman. A shell that existed only to be milked and impregnated. The thought of their purposeful existence awakened a deep longing in him, a tingling in his cock that kept him awake at night. His dreams were filled with moaning hucows submitting to him, their bodies offered up like sacrifices.

Days passed, time creeping by like a stalking predator. One week went by, then another. Jörn obsessively checked his emails, his heart racing every time a new message arrived. Usually it was just spam or bills. The uncertainty gnawed at him like acid. Had he made a mistake in his application? Wasn’t he good enough? Doubts crept into his thoughts like poison.

Until Jörn finally received a response. His hands trembled as he opened the message, sweat breaking out all over. The Rosen Institute logo blazed at the top of the email like a seal of fate. He could hardly believe it, but they had accepted his application! He, Jörn, would become one of the chosen breeding bulls.

A shudder ran through him, his skin tingling with excitement. The future he had imagined was finally within reach. His life would never be the same. He would no longer be the forgotten man in the warehouse. He would have power, respect, purpose. His line would spread, his seed would father generations of offspring. The thought made him hard, his cock pressing painfully against his jeans.

“Finally,” he whispered into the silence of his apartment. “Finally.”


Chapter 4

Jörn stood alone before the main entrance of the Rosen Institute. The morning had draped the city in a murky veil, and though the sun had already risen, it hid behind dense clouds that hung low and threatening, promising heavy rain. The oppressive mood clung to him like an omen, for this institute was notorious for its radical and often controversial methods of human transformation—a place where boundaries weren't merely crossed, but completely redefined.

An icy shiver ran down his spine as he approached the imposing building. Its facade of glass and concrete loomed before him like a monument to scientific ambition. The metal window frames gleamed dully in the muted light, reflecting the gray clouds like a thousand empty eyes. Jörn wondered if he'd made the right decision. Could he really go through with this? Sure, he'd dreamed about it for the past two weeks, imagined what his life would be like afterward, but now that he was actually standing here, the thought made him nervous, set his heart racing. Against the gray sky, the building loomed like a silent, ominous guardian, hiding its secrets deep within.

The smell of damp asphalt filled his nostrils, mixed with the sterile scent of disinfectant already drifting from the building's ventilation shafts. His palms grew clammy, and he nervously wiped them on his jeans, feeling the rough denim under his fingers.

With heavy steps, he approached the entrance and noticed numerous signs directing visitors to the facility's various areas—laboratories, medical facilities, living quarters, and recreation zones. One sign caught his eye in particular, its large, blood-red letters spelling out: Genetic Transformation. A chill washed over him, raising the hairs on the back of his neck. The letters seemed to pulse, as if hypnotizing him, drawing him deeper into the building.

He was still uncertain, but he forced himself to walk resolutely through the revolving doors, which opened before him with a soft hiss. The glass was so clean he almost walked into it—a mirror of his own doubts. A new chapter of life was beginning, a point of no return. The formally dressed receptionist, with her severe bun and thin lips, politely asked him to take a seat in the lobby until someone came to collect him. Her voice was professional but cool, as if she greeted men like him every day—men putting their lives on the line. It was eerily quiet, oppressive. Only the soft hum of the air conditioning broke the silence, a distant, muffled drone that somehow made the stillness feel even more intense.

Around him sat a dozen men, waiting, hoping, just as nervous as he was. Their faces showed a mixture of fear, determination, and suppressed excitement. The man next to him nervously picked at his fingernails, while another rhythmically tapped his foot, the sound on the marble floor like an irregular heartbeat. Some whispered to each other now and then, quietly sharing stories from their lives before applying to the institute. Each had his own reasons for being here, but all shared the burning desire for change. They were here to free themselves from the shackles of mediocrity, to become something greater than their former selves.

Jörn felt strangely secure among them, as if he were part of a brotherhood bound by a common fate. Perhaps because he knew others shared similar experiences and motivations. These men were true believers, driven by the desire to escape their former lives. During the hours he waited there, he learned more about their hopes and fears. Some spoke openly about their past setbacks and their desire to finally make something meaningful of their lives, while others remained stoically silent, only hinting at their true intentions, their eyes fixed on the floor.

A thin man with trembling hands talked about his failed marriage, how his wife had left him because of his “weakness.” Another, broad-shouldered but with tired eyes, spoke of years of rejection, of women who had never taken him seriously. Jörn recognized himself in each of their stories—the humiliations, the loneliness, the feeling of never being enough.

When Jörn's name was finally called, he stepped into Dr. Hannah Grayson's consultation room on unsteady legs. The room smelled of leather and a subtle, expensive perfume that clouded his senses. The doctor's bearing was stern and distant, her gaze sharp and penetrating, as if she could see straight into his soul. Her long, platinum blonde hair fell loose over her shoulders, framing her prominent cheekbones and giving her an appearance that was both fascinating and threatening. Her radiant blue eyes, cold as arctic ice, seemed to pierce his very core, captivating him from the first moment. She wore an immaculate white coat that hugged her slender but powerful figure—a woman who radiated authority and knew it.

Her lips were full and perfectly made up, a dark red reminiscent of fresh blood. As she spoke, Jörn couldn't help but notice the tip of her tongue briefly gliding over her lower lip—a small, unconscious gesture that aroused and intimidated him in equal measure.

Over the next thirty minutes, Dr. Hannah Grayson walked Jörn through the groundbreaking aspects of their transformation program. Jörn listened to every word as if in a hypnotic state, asking a few questions that barely concealed his growing nervousness. His voice trembled slightly, and his hands moved restlessly over his thighs. The fabric of his jeans suddenly felt rough, scratching against his sweating palms.

She laid out the dangers of the treatment, her voice cutting through the air like a scalpel through flesh. “Only one in five men will successfully survive the transformation into a breeding bull,” she explained with cool precision, glancing at a diagram on her tablet. Her fingers glided elegantly over the screen, every movement precise and controlled. The others faced a high probability of permanent damage. The institute would accept no responsibility in such cases. “Signing a liability waiver is absolutely mandatory,” she emphasized, her voice sharp as a surgical instrument.

Despite the warnings, Jörn knew there was no turning back. He knew the risks but still wanted to proceed. What do I have to lose? he thought, his gaze sweeping over the clinical furnishings of the room. The walls were painted a sterile white, broken only by medical diagrams and certificates in golden frames. He'd already made his final decision when he walked into the institute that morning. What other option did he have? To remain forever trapped in this miserable, colorless existence? Rejected by women, destined to die alone and embittered someday? No, thank you! The thought sent a wave of determination through his body, mingled with a deep fear that burned in his stomach.

Dr. Hannah Grayson continued in her matter-of-fact tone, explaining the benefits of participation. She described the concept of the Alpha Breeding Program and outlined how ordinary men become powerful breeding bulls capable of mating with multiple hucows per day. Her words were carefully chosen, clinical yet somehow seductive, as if she were whispering a forbidden promise. As she spoke, she leaned slightly forward, and Jörn caught a hint of her perfume—something floral, but with a dark, musky undertone.

Jörn’s interest spiked when she mentioned the increased stamina, massive genitals, and improved musculature. His imagination was already painting pictures of his transformed self—strong, potent, irresistible. He felt his pulse quicken and hoped Dr. Grayson hadn’t noticed his arousal. But a quiet voice of doubt gave him pause. What side effects and drawbacks might come with these changes? Would he still be himself, or would he become something he could no longer recognize?

“We take the procedure very seriously here at the Rosen Institute,” Dr. Grayson said calmly, handing him a folder with information about genetics and hormone treatment. The leather was smooth and cool under his fingers, with the rich scent of expensive craftsmanship. “We use the most modern methods, only the safest and most reliable techniques. But I understand if you have concerns,” she added, her eyes fixed on him, penetrating and inscrutable. “It’s a big step, and it shouldn’t be taken lightly.”

“As for the side effects…,” she continued, her fingers drumming lightly on the table, the rhythmic tapping of her nails on the wood like a countdown, “…they include hair loss, swollen testicles, a deeper voice, and, in rare cases, increased aggression.” She rattled off these changes as if reading a shopping list, yet something flashed in her eyes—a mixture of scientific curiosity and something else Jörn couldn’t quite place. Was it hunger? Anticipation?

Jörn nodded, his hands gripping the folder so tightly his knuckles turned white. The leather creaked softly under the pressure of his fingers. Dr. Grayson assured him that they would conduct a thorough preliminary examination before the procedure began to ensure applicants met the specific health requirements. She also reassured him that qualified personnel would intervene immediately if anything unexpected happened during the transformation phase. Her words were meant to be reassuring, but they carried an underlying tone of urgency that Jörn didn’t miss.

On a large screen on the wall, Dr. Grayson showed images of successful participants who radiated strength, vitality, and unwavering masculinity. The men looked transformed—physically fit, with broad shoulders and powerful chests, self-confident and sexually potent. Their faces reflected deep satisfaction, a glow in their eyes that spoke to a newfound purpose. Jörn stared transfixed at the images, taking in how massive their bodies had become, how their muscles stood out beneath the skin like steel cables. Then she played various videos of hucows being inseminated by a bull. The effects of this lifestyle change were strikingly clear—the women, with swollen breasts and rounded bellies, moaned and writhed under the powerful thrusts of the breeding bulls, their faces twisted in a mixture of pain and ecstatic pleasure.

Jörn felt his pants tighten as he watched the videos. The raw power of the bulls, the way they dominated the hucows, made his blood sing. He tried to hide his arousal, but Dr. Grayson seemed to notice everything. A small smile played at the corners of her mouth.

Many of the children on display showed traits inherited from their fathers—strong bodies, striking facial features, a natural aura of strength. Dr. Grayson explained the profound implications the procedure would have for future generations. “You will be part of an exclusive group responsible for the evolution of the hucow race.” Her voice took on an almost reverent tone, as if she were speaking of a sacred mission. Her eyes gleamed with an intensity that both fascinated and disturbed Jörn.

Jörn felt a profound sense of purpose swell in his chest, making his heart beat faster. He would take on a new role in society, become something greater than himself. The air in the room seemed to thicken, heavy with possibilities and dangers. He knew it wouldn’t be an easy path, especially given the changes that would be demanded of him. Still, it was the price he was willing to pay to give his life new meaning, to finally become the man he’d always wanted to be.

“I’m in,” he said, his voice determined, firmer than he’d expected. The words hung in the air like an irreversible verdict. Dr. Grayson smiled coldly, but a hint of recognition flashed in her sky-blue eyes, a subtle shift that momentarily broke through her controlled facade. “On behalf of humanity, I thank you,” she said, her words cool but laden with meaning, as if she were making a promise that reached far beyond this moment.

Jörn acknowledged her words with a gentle nod, his gaze fixed firmly on her. “Of course, Doctor. That’s what I want.” Dr. Grayson returned the nod, a gesture of mutual recognition. “Excellent. Please come with me.” She rose in a fluid motion, her coat rustling softly. As she moved, Jörn noticed how her hips swayed, how the white fabric emphasized her curves. A shiver of anticipation and fear ran through him at once.

* * *

With a pounding heart, Jörn followed Dr. Grayson out of the treatment room. The sterile atmosphere of the examination area carried a faint scent of antiseptic, the gentle hum of medical equipment filling the air like a technological lullaby. The smell of disinfectant burned slightly in his nostrils as his fingertips brushed over the cool metal surfaces of the equipment. After signing the consent form and liability waiver, he was led into a separate room where the first tests took place.

Blood tests, X-rays, ultrasound, CT scans—the examinations stretched on for hours, each one another step along the path of his transformation. It was an endless ordeal, yet also a moment of profound self-reflection for Jörn. His body was measured, analyzed, catalogued—an object of scientific curiosity. The cold instruments touched his skin like icy fingers, and he felt each measurement, each recording, moving him further from his old self.

The sun dipped toward the horizon, casting an eerie orange light through the treatment room windows and painting long shadows on the walls. Jörn lay there waiting, naked beneath a thin paper blanket that offered little warmth, his skin prickling with goosebumps. The paper rustled with every movement—a soft sound that underscored his vulnerability. Around him lay other hopeful candidates, some nervous, some anxious, some stoic, each awaiting the impending treatment, lost in their own thoughts. The room smelled of fear and anticipation—a salty, metallic scent mingled with the sterile tang of antiseptic.

Meanwhile, Dr. Hannah Grayson explained the rigorous training programs designed specifically for future breeding bulls. Her voice echoed through the room, clear and authoritative, each word precisely articulated like a surgical incision. “These training sessions…” she began with calm authority, striding through the room, her heels clicking rhythmically on the floor like a metronome of power, “…will dramatically increase your muscle strength, enhance your endurance, and improve your agility. This is the only way you can achieve outstanding results in breeding.” Jörn watched the way her hips swayed with each step, the way her white coat accentuated her curves, and felt an involuntary reaction in his lower body. The holistic approach would enable them to excel not only in size and mass but also develop superior physical characteristics that would make them ideal breeding bulls.

The transformed breeding bulls would also possess improved cognitive abilities, greater discipline and self-confidence, along with a significantly heightened libido. Jörn listened intently as she continued speaking about the optimized nutrition the bulls would receive during treatment, her words painting a picture of perfection that seemed almost too good to be true. At the mention of increased libido, a shiver of anticipation and unease ran through him at once.

“Your diet will consist of nutrient-rich foods high in protein, essential vitamins, minerals, and omega fatty acids.” This meant lean meat, fish, eggs, whole grains, vegetables, nuts, seeds, and healthy fats—a diet designed to optimize every aspect of their physical development. “Proper nutrition is crucial for the success of this transformation. It will maximize your body’s growth and development.” The patients received precise instructions on what was expected of them during their stay at the institute, every detail carefully planned and monitored. Jörn imagined his body swelling under this treatment, growing harder, and his palms grew damp.

Regular follow-up examinations would evaluate their progress and ensure all requirements were being met. “We will continuously monitor your blood work to determine if your testosterone levels are rising,” Dr. Grayson explained with a cool smile that revealed her perfect white teeth. The smile didn’t reach her eyes, which remained cold and calculating like shards of blue ice. “Our goal is to significantly increase muscle mass and eliminate excess fat.” The doctor explained how electrocardiograms would show whether the breeding bulls maintained stable heart function. “At the end of this process, your skin will be thicker and firmer, and your voice will deepen—marking your inner and outer transformation.” Her words were like a promise, a vision of the future both alluring and frightening. Jörn felt his pulse quicken as he imagined his voice deepening, his entire body transforming into something more powerful, more dominant.

Jörn grew increasingly uneasy as he processed the thought of substances being injected into his body to cause such a profound change. His heart beat faster, adrenaline coursing through his veins like liquid fire. The thought of the needle piercing his skin made him shudder. He glanced at the other men, seeking comfort in their worried faces, but found only the same uncertain expectation, the same mixture of fear and anticipation raging inside him. Their eyes reflected his own doubts—the desire for change coupled with the fear of the unknown.

Dr. Hannah Grayson approached Jörn, her steps quiet but purposeful, like a predator closing in on its prey. The scent of her perfume—something floral with a sharp, medicinal note—filled his nostrils and mingled with the sterile smell of the room. She studied him intently, her eyes seeming to peer directly into his soul, piercing him with their intensity. “Mr. Sinclair,” she said calmly, her breath grazing his face like a cool breeze. Her proximity made his skin tingle, and he could feel the warmth of her body through her thin coat.

He swallowed hard, his mouth suddenly dry as sandpaper, his tongue stuck to the roof of his mouth. But he nodded resolutely, his jaw tense, muscles tight with tension. “Yes.” The word escaped his lips hoarsely, barely more than a whisper, but it carried all the force of his determination.

“Good,” she replied with professional detachment, pulling back the sheet and exposing his naked, vulnerable body to the cool air of the room. The sudden cold made his skin contract, his nipples hardening instantly. He felt their gazes on his body like physical touches, sliding over his skin, evaluating him. With a steady hand, she guided the needle into his arm and let a clear liquid flow into his veins, shimmering in the light like liquid mercury. The prick was sharp and cold, followed by a burning sensation that spread through his vein. Tingling spread immediately through his body, followed by a sudden heat coursing through him, as if a fire had been lit inside him, racing through every cell.

Dr. Grayson watched him intently. Her face remained motionless, a mask of professional distance, but Jörn thought he detected a hint of secret satisfaction in her eyes—a sparkle suggesting more than scientific interest. Her pupils dilated slightly as she watched his reaction, and her lips parted, as if she were already tasting his transformation. She withdrew the needle from his arm and applied a bandage to the injection site. Her touch was cool and precise, but her fingers lingered a moment longer than necessary on his skin. Jörn focused on her precise, controlled grip as feelings of helplessness and respect rose within him at once—a strange mixture that left him confused. The way she touched him was both professional and possessive, as if she were already claiming what he would become.

He looked down at himself as if expecting an immediate change, but nothing happened. Just a queasy feeling in his stomach and a shiver running through his body like an electrical discharge. His skin suddenly felt more sensitive, every brush of air more intense. Jörn looked up at Dr. Grayson, trying to read her face for any hint that everything was going according to plan. But as before, her expression revealed nothing—a perfect mask of professional control. Her eyes were cool but not unfeeling, controlled but not dismissive—a puzzle he couldn't solve.

For a brief moment, Jörn sensed something else in her gaze, something lurking beneath the surface. As she studied him, a hint of hunger shimmered through—a raw desire that both disturbed him and stirred a strange arousal pulsing deep inside him. He felt his cock beginning to stir, a warm, heavy sensation spreading through his groin. The way she looked at him made him feel both powerful and helpless.

The other recruits watched silently, their bodies tense beneath the thin sheets. Some looked worried, eyes wide with fear, while others appeared determined and curious about their impending transformation, a feverish glow in their gaze. Each had his own motivation for taking this path, his own story that had led him here. The smell of sweat and nervousness hung heavy in the air, mixed with the antiseptic scent of the room.

Silence filled the treatment room, broken only by deep breathing and the gentle hum of equipment monitoring the men's vitals. The rhythmic beeping of the monitors created a hypnotic atmosphere. No one spoke—each man too preoccupied with his own thoughts, the fears and hopes raging within. Dr. Grayson moved from patient to patient, administering injection after injection with steady precision and composure, her movements like those of an artist creating a masterpiece. With each man, she lingered a moment, observing his reaction with the same cool intensity she had shown Jörn.

Jörn watched as each man received his dose, noting the different reactions. Some flinched in pain, their bodies arching, while others remained motionless, only a slight trembling betraying their inner tension. Some smiled weakly, as if grateful for the opportunity to change their lives, their eyes glowing with feverish anticipation. He could already see their features beginning to change—jaws growing more angular, eyes more intense.

After the injection of the powerful hormone cocktail, the subjects sank into a temporary twilight state that allowed their bodies to adapt to the new chemical influence. Their muscles relaxed. Their breathing deepened. Jörn felt a warm drowsiness wash over him, his thoughts growing softer, more blurred. At the same time, the medication seemed to take hold at different rates—almost immediately for some, slower and more subtly for others. Jörn observed the men around him—different in age, diverse in background, yet all united by their desire for change, for a new life. Their bodies were already reacting—skin reddening, veins standing out.

The hours passed as if in slow motion, and gradually the effects of the treatment grew more pronounced: veins rose like rivers on a map, skin flushing red as if blood were pulsing just beneath the surface. Jörn noticed the changes in the other men and also felt subtle differences in himself—a tingling in his limbs, a heat gathering in his groin. His thoughts grew confused, and a heady mix of restlessness and desire seized him, making his heart race and his breath catch. He could feel his muscles beginning to tense, a new strength awakening within him.

He registered the physical tension in the other men and noticed the hungry gleam in their eyes—evidence of a newly awakened drive. Some radiated self-confidence, their posture upright and proud, as if they had already assumed a new identity. In others, desire simmered beneath the surface, the fire in their gazes unmistakable. Unbridled lust twisted their features into masks of desire. All the men had erections, their cocks pressing against the thin sheets, but none felt ashamed—it was a sign of their transformation, their new destiny. Jörn felt his own cock swelling, hard and throbbing, pressing against the paper, and for the first time he felt no shame about it. It felt right, natural.

Jörn was torn from his thoughts when Dr. Grayson began to speak, her voice cutting through the room like a knife, clear and relentless. “All patients who are still awake, please stand up and follow me.” Her words were a command that brooked no argument, and Jörn felt his body react automatically, ready to obey.

* * *

The men rose with difficulty, their movements sluggish, as if still adjusting to their bodies, and followed her into another part of the building. The air around them seemed to grow heavier, charged with electric tingling. Anticipation lay like an invisible weight on their shoulders. Jörn found himself in the middle of the group, trying to read Dr. Grayson's expression for any hint of what would happen next. But she maintained her professional facade, revealing nothing. Her face was a mask of control. Her heels clicked rhythmically on the polished linoleum, a hypnotic metronome accompanying their steps.

The small group entered an area that felt clinical and cool, filled with machines and screens whose lights pulsed in the dim glow. The sharp smell of disinfectant stung Jörn's nose, mixed with the metallic aroma of steel and the faint ozone scent of electronic equipment. Complex measuring devices hummed softly, their lights blinking in rhythm with the biological data they recorded—a technological orchestra accompanying the symphony of human transformation. Each door bore a number—shiny metal digits that shimmered in the light. Jörn counted ten—ten rooms for ten men who were ready to risk everything.

Under Dr. Grayson's watchful eyes, each man was led into a room and connected to various devices recording brain activity, heartbeat, breathing, and countless other vital signs—a network of cables and sensors covering their bodies. The cool electrodes stuck to Jörn's skin like icy fingers, registering every heartbeat, every breath. Data streams flickered across the screens while a team of doctors in white coats carefully evaluated the results, their faces focused and serious.

Jörn lay back and surrendered to it all, feeling the cool electrodes on his skin, the needles sliding into his veins. The metal treatment table was cold against his back, and he could hear the soft hum of fans circulating sterile air through the room. Every second he spent in this room felt momentous, a moment that would change his life forever. A delicate balance had to be struck to ensure perfect harmony between his new abilities and his overall health—a balancing act on a knife’s edge.

But this phase of the treatment was particularly dangerous—a dance with death. The smallest mistake could ruin everything, could turn a hopeful candidate into a wreck. It was as if nature itself were resisting, as if it wanted to prevent ordinary men from becoming powerful alpha breeding bulls, as if it were defending itself against this violation of its laws. The air seemed to vibrate with invisible energy slowly working its way into his body.

Dr. Grayson moved back and forth between patients, checking vital signs and administering additional medications when necessary, her movements precise and efficient. The scent of her perfume—a subtle blend of jasmine and something sharp, medicinal—wafted over whenever she passed his table. Her attention never wavered, every movement marked by intense focus, as if she were assembling a complex puzzle. She analyzed every tiny change with keen interest, every bodily response that indicated the transformation was beginning, that the metamorphosis had started.

Suddenly Jörn felt a stabbing pain shoot through his body like an electric shock. His flesh burned, pulsed, and tensed as if being torn apart from the inside. The skin over his muscles began to tingle as if thousands of tiny needles were stabbing him at once. Tiny tears formed in his tendons, and a sharp pain shot through his joints. He let out a scream—a bone-chilling sound that merged with the screams of the other men into a lament of suffering, a cruel chorus of transformation.

Searing heat flooded through Jörn’s body while sweat dripped from his forehead and coated his skin with a sheen. The salty taste of his own tears mixed with the metallic taste of blood in his mouth where he’d bitten his tongue. His whole body trembled, and he clenched his teeth until his jaw ached, trying to endure the waves of torture rolling through him. Through the closed doors, he heard the muffled cries of the other men—a symphonic groaning that echoed off the walls, bearing witness to the price they were paying for their transformation. His body shook uncontrollably, and amid the agony, he kept asking himself the same question: “Why am I doing this to myself?” The answer seemed to have receded into the distance, hidden behind a veil of pain.

The world around him blurred into a kaleidoscope of light and shadow, his perception distorting as if he were losing himself in a swirling vortex of pain and heat that pulled him ever deeper. The fluorescent tubes above him flickered like strobe lights, casting dancing shadows on the walls. But deep inside, he knew why he was here, why he was enduring this torture: for the change, for the escape from his previous life, for the chance to finally become what he’d always wanted to be.

Then, without warning, the pain intensified—a fire racing through his veins. It was as if his body were burning from the inside out, as if his muscles, bones, and nerve fibers were being torn apart and reassembled, a cruel puzzle of flesh and blood. His tendons stretched to the breaking point, and he felt certain they would snap, only to reconnect stronger than before. The leather straps holding him to the table creaked under the tension of his cramping muscles. Jörn cried out, threw his head from side to side, and let out desperate sounds that echoed through the room and bounced off the walls. The torture seemed endless—an unending cycle of pain and renewal.

He no longer knew how long he lay there, enduring the pain while sweat soaked him, as time lost all meaning and became a hazy concept that no longer mattered. The taste of copper filled his mouth, and he felt warm blood running over his chin where he’d bitten through his lip. His only constant companion was the agony raging through his body like a storm. Surges of burning heat followed by icy cold flooded through his limbs, making him flinch and shudder as if his body were being thrown between extremes.

Then suddenly, as if on some invisible cue, the pain subsided, giving way to a numbing emptiness. A soothing numbness spread through him like a gentle fog that drove away the storm and brought peace. The sudden silencing of his tortured nerves was almost as shocking as the pain itself. Jörn gasped, his chest heaving as he opened his eyes, heavy as lead. He saw nothing but the harsh, sterile light bearing down from above, blinding in its intensity. He was dizzy, his head spinning like a carousel, and he felt his consciousness slipping repeatedly toward the edge, dancing between wakefulness and darkness.

With a jolt, clarity returned—sharp and abrupt—and he realized he was lying on a steel table, surrounded by clinically white walls that reflected the light. His limbs felt heavy, as if cast from lead, immobile and foreign. His skin still tingled as if electric currents were flowing through it, but the burning pain was gone. He couldn’t remember how he’d gotten here from his previous treatment room; a piece of time had been erased from his memory. Confusion and dizziness permeated his thoughts like wisps of fog, but a quiet voice inside him whispered: “You survived.” A feeling of triumph flowed through him, faint but unmistakable.

When he turned his head, he saw Dr. Grayson standing beside him, her posture upright and alert. The light fell on her platinum blonde hair, making it shimmer like spun silver. Her gaze was intense, penetrating, and in her eyes he caught a hint of satisfaction—a quiet acknowledgment of his achievement. “Well done. You survived the first step.” Her voice was firm but carried a warmth he hadn’t noticed before. “The first phase of your transformation is complete. Your outward appearance may have already changed, but the internal changes will still take time.” She brushed back a strand of her platinum blonde hair, a rare gesture of humanity.

Jörn tried to grasp her words, which reverberated through his foggy mind like a distant echo. It felt as though he were listening through a thick haze, yet what she said came through clearly, cutting through the confusion like a ray of light through darkness. The taste of metal still lingered on his tongue, and his throat felt dry and raw. “It’s important to be aware of the mental effects as your transformation progresses. You must maintain control and not succumb to primal instinct,” Dr. Grayson continued, her voice urgent, almost imploring.

Her eyes locked onto him, boring into his very core as if trying to plumb the depths of his soul. “We want to breed stud bulls, not mindless slabs of meat. That’s the difference between you and a Hucow.” Her words hit like a cold shower, reminding him of the gravity of the situation, of the responsibility that came with his new role. With a smile that seemed both wicked and knowing—a mixture of scientific interest and something far more personal—she added: “When your treatment is complete, you won’t just be delivering sperm—you’ll be a living sex machine, producing thousands of offspring on command until you retire.” A promise that sounded both enticing and terrifying.

Jörn swallowed hard, his pulse quickening at the prospect, blood racing through his veins. A mixture of excitement and fear rose within him, a cocktail of emotions that simultaneously invigorated and unsettled him. His skin began to tingle again—not from pain this time, but from a different kind of arousal. Dr. Grayson’s voice grew softer, more seductive as she drew closer, her body leaning toward him until he could feel her breath on his skin. The warm exhalation smelled of peppermint and something sweet, forbidden. “You could be very… fertile. Your results so far are excellent.” She ran a finger across his cheekbone as if to tease him, an intimate gesture that stood in stark contrast to her otherwise professional demeanor. Her fingertip was warm and soft, and he could hear the quiet rustle of her lab coat as she leaned even closer. A pleasant shiver ran through his body, setting his blood ablaze, making it pulse hot through his veins.

The scent of her perfume—a subtle blend of jasmine and something indefinable—mixed with the intoxicating aroma of femininity, made him forget his situation for a moment, enveloping him like a seductive fog. The sweet poison of her proximity crept through his nostrils, settled in his lungs, and pulsed from there through his entire body. He savored the sight of her ample breasts, visible in her neckline, their curves gently outlined beneath the white coat. Her skin shimmered in the laboratory light, and he could trace the delicate line between her breasts where small beads of sweat gathered.

His imagination conjured images of exploring her slit with greedy fingers, discovering the hidden secrets of pleasure in the folds of her femininity, then letting his tongue follow—tasting her, breathing her in. He imagined her trembling beneath his hands, her cool facade shattering as raw, primitive lust emerged. The thought of her wet warmth around his fingers made him glow inside.

But it was more than mere arousal—it was pure, raw lust, a hunger that drove him to the edge of madness, clouding his consciousness until only one thought remained: possess, take, conquer. His muscles tensed involuntarily, as if straining to free him from his bonds so he could grab her and force her beneath him. His body trembled with need, and he felt the instinctive urge to take Dr. Grayson right there, to feel her beneath him, to thrust inside her. He could, if he wanted to. The power was his now, a new sense of control that rushed through his veins like an intoxicating elixir. His cock pressed painfully against the restraints, throbbing in rhythm with his racing heartbeat.

Deep down, she wanted it too—her body betrayed her, speaking a clearer language than words ever could. The way her nipples showed through the thin fabric, how her breathing grew shallower, how her pupils dilated—everything screamed for his touch. Inch by inch she drew closer, her body leaning toward his until he could feel her breath on his lips, warm and inviting. Her sweet exhalation mingled with his own, creating an intimate bubble of desire. Dr. Grayson was on the verge of kissing him, her lips only millimeters from his. He only had to lift his head slightly to give in to the carnal desire that raged within him like a wild animal craving freedom.

Her eyes were full of desire, dark with lust, and she made no attempt to hide it. The blue irises were almost completely swallowed by dilated pupils—black abysses that reflected his own greed. Far from holding back, she practically offered herself to him, her body an invitation that needed no words. Her tongue ran briefly over her lower lip, moistening it, making it shiny and seductive. Their gazes met, conveying a mixture of attraction and desire so strong it made the air around them vibrate, electrically charged with unspoken promises. Jörn’s heart raced; the thought of taking what lay before him filled him with a feverish, insatiable desire that overshadowed every other consideration. His hands clenched into fists, knuckles turning white with tension.

Suddenly, a stabbing pain shot through his upper arm, sharp and abrupt. The cold metal of the needle bored through his skin like an icicle, brutally tearing him from his haze of desire. Dr. Hannah Grayson had stepped back and now stood before him with an almost malicious smile, holding a syringe she had just emptied into his arm. The empty vial gleamed in the light, a small drop of his blood clinging to the needle tip. “Your second dose,” she explained coldly, the gleam in her eyes revealing a mixture of satisfaction and challenge—a game only she seemed to understand. Her professional mask was perfectly back in place, as if the moment of intimacy had never happened. “Please don’t die on me. I’m afraid this is a bad vintage. You’re the only one left!” Her words were like ice splinters piercing his consciousness, cold and cutting.

Then the agony began anew, more intense than before—a fire that raced through his body and set every cell ablaze. The chemical burned through his veins like liquid metal, making his muscles cramp and his bones ache. The pain was overwhelming, consuming him entirely, leaving no room for other thoughts. His skin glowed as if boiling from the inside out, and he could taste the metallic tang of blood on his tongue where he’d bitten his lip. Jörn screamed, his body arching as the second phase of his transformation began—a process that would change him forever, if he survived it. His screams echoed off the sterile walls, an animal howl with nothing human left in it.


Chapter 5

Emily hadn’t seen her hated neighbor in weeks when she noticed that his apartment had been cleared out by a moving company. A fire burned in her chest—she should have been happy to finally be rid of him, but instead she felt only anger and envy. How had this man managed to escape this misery while she was still stuck? Emily deserved something better, something that would give her a sense of freedom and satisfaction!

She pressed her palms against the cold window glass and stared at the empty rooms across the way. The faint light from the streetlamp cast long shadows through the bare windows, and the sight of the naked walls only deepened her bitterness. Her fingernails scratched across the glass, a sharp sound that mirrored her inner restlessness.

She constantly imagined what her life would be like if her circumstances were different and she had the chance to pursue her dreams. With her elegant appearance, she was the ideal size-zero type who belonged in a different world, surrounded by like-minded people. Her slender body, delicate facial features, and long, graceful limbs were made for the fashion world she would have loved to break into. If only her family had a little more money to live in a better neighborhood, where the air was fresher and the people friendlier. Why did her father have only a poorly paid job as an assembly line worker while her mother was constantly out of work, watching her dreams burst like soap bubbles?

The smell of fried meat and onions from the neighboring apartment seeped through the thin walls, reminding her that she hadn’t eaten in hours. Her stomach growled, but the refrigerator was almost empty. Again. Emily clenched her fists and felt her nails digging into her palms. The pain was welcome—it distracted her from the burning envy raging in her chest.

Emily could have had a wealthy, loving partner who would give her a secure life where she wouldn’t constantly have to fight for survival. A man who would appreciate her beauty, who would put her on a pedestal and open doors to a world that had been closed to her. Instead, she was trapped in this dreary neighborhood that felt like a prison, while Jörn had simply moved away and was now living in a different world. How was she supposed to find someone who could improve her situation when she lived in one of the poorest parts of the city, where every day was a new struggle?

She thought about the men she had met so far—unemployed dreamers, aggressive drunks, or silent types with their own problems. None of them had the strength or will to help her out of this hell. Her skin tingled with frustration, as if thousands of tiny needles were pricking her.

It was simply unfair, and it tormented her. Every time Emily walked past his now-empty apartment, she became painfully aware of everything she was missing compared to him. As much as she tried to suppress these tormenting thoughts, the anger within her always won out. It wasn’t just that Jörn had moved away and left her behind, but also the knowledge that he could get a fresh start somewhere else while she remained trapped in her daily routine. Why should someone like him deserve that? Emily clenched her teeth so hard that her jaw ached, as if she could transform her inner turmoil into physical pain.

The metallic taste of blood spread across her tongue where she had bitten it. She ran her tongue over the sore spot and tasted the salty tang of her own injury. Even her body seemed to turn against her, as if transforming her anger and despair into pain.

Her resentment toward Jörn grew as weeks turned into two months without a word from him. He had vanished off the face of the earth, and the uncertainty gnawed at her. No one would tell her where he had gone or what had happened to him. The neighbors only shrugged when she cautiously inquired, as if his disappearance were an everyday occurrence that required no further explanation. Online, he was equally invisible—all his social media accounts had been deactivated. This digital absence only deepened her frustration and made the absurdity of her situation feel even more acute.

An untamed rage simmered in Emily, accompanied by a loneliness and helplessness that smothered her like a heavy blanket. She was used to taking out her anger on Jörn, so she missed him in a twisted way. He had been the ideal target, someone she could vent her frustration on, an outlet for all the pressure she felt. Now that he was gone, she could no longer control her anger and bitterness; they built up inside her and threatened to overwhelm her.

Her hands trembled as she sat alone in her tiny apartment. The silence was deafening, broken only by the dripping of the leaky faucet and the distant hum of traffic. She found herself staring at his empty window for hours, as if she could summon him back by sheer willpower.

At night she lay awake, tears in her eyes, tormented by dreams of missed opportunities and plagued by thoughts of Jörn laughing as he strode past her misfortune, as if completely indifferent to her pain. She saw his smug grin in her mind’s eye, almost felt his hot breath on her skin as he whispered how much better his life was without her. In the morning she woke mentally and physically exhausted, the anger constantly simmering beneath the surface like a volcano on the verge of eruption. She sought comfort from friends but often felt isolated and misunderstood, as if no one could grasp the depth of her inner struggle.

The sheets stuck to her sweat-soaked skin, and she smelled her own sour fear-sweat. Her nipples were hard from cold and fear, and she pulled the thin blanket tighter around herself. But even the warmth couldn’t drive away the chill that had settled deep in her bones.

One evening, while aimlessly scrolling through the news, she came across an article in a local newspaper. The report discussed a new, controversial program that transformed men into so-called breeding bulls—men who voluntarily devoted themselves to an extreme lifestyle, as if trading their humanity for a life of deprivation. Her eyes lingered on the words, which she read several times to grasp the meaning without being overwhelmed by shock.

The glow of her smartphone cast bluish light on her face, and she felt her pupils adjusting to the brightness. Her fingers cramped around the device until her knuckles went white. The cold glass pressed into her palm, a sharp contrast to the heat rising in her cheeks.

According to the article, the men’s transformation involved a procedure that had boosted success rates by 30 percent. This new generation of breeding bulls was meant to be stronger, more resilient, and more capable than their predecessors. The men weren’t just physically optimized—greater muscle mass, higher testosterone levels, increased libido—but also mentally conditioned to perform their role more effectively. For Emily, though, this was just more proof of society’s absurdity and moral decay.

Emily grimaced in disgust. Breeding bulls—synonymous with perversion and the loss of human dignity. Men who willingly abandoned their former lives to become intimate with Hucows and impregnate them. What kind of person would want something like that? She imagined these men surrendering to their primitive instincts, their bodies sweat-slicked and animalistic as they used the helpless women. While the women degraded to Hucows had no choice, their bodies given over to society, these men volunteered willingly, as if hurling themselves into some new, grotesque existence.

Her stomach cramped, and she felt bile rising in her throat. The thought of these men’s heavy, muscular bodies made her shudder. She imagined hands gliding over sweaty muscles, hot breath grazing her skin. A contradictory mix of revulsion and dark, forbidden curiosity surged through her.

A bitter laugh escaped her as she stared at the date on her phone. The lottery was coming up soon. In just three days, her fate would be decided, and the uncertainty tightened around her throat. Please, just let me be spared from this, she thought, as a shiver ran through her body. Emily knew her prospects would be bleak if she was actually drawn, and the thought made her heart race.

Her body wasn’t made to become a Hucow, and the idea of ending up that way terrified her. With her petite frame, small, firm breasts, and narrow hips, she was nothing like the ideal of a milk-producing woman. She would look absurd, out of place in a world that wasn’t meant for her. But she probably wouldn’t even live long enough to see what she’d look like after the transformation. Women with her body type were valued in everyday life but completely unsuitable for a Hucow’s demands. The social norms that defined her worth were relentless and brutal.

She looked down at herself, examining her slender body through the thin nightgown. Her ribs showed clearly beneath her pale skin, and her breasts seemed tiny compared to the voluptuous curves prized in Hucows. Her fingertips traced her flat hipbones, feeling the hard edge beneath the soft skin.

A chill ran through her as she thought about what happened to the women who ultimately weren’t auctioned off. The path to the slaughterhouse, Emily thought, her stomach heavy as a stone. The idea of her slender body lying on a cold metal table, ready for final processing, made her gag. That’s how it ends for those of us who don’t fit the mold for a Hucow. She closed her eyes and prayed it wouldn’t come to that, her heart pounding with fear as cold sweat dampened her palms.

The metallic taste of fear spread across her tongue. She felt her body resisting the idea, her muscles cramping, her breathing turning shallow and rapid. Her skin tingled as if invisible hands were already gliding over her, evaluating her, determining her worth. Emily hugged herself, arms wrapping protectively around her fragile body, as if she could hide from the fate that might already be waiting for her.


Chapter 6

Each day brought a fresh wave of suffering, and each night revealed another bitter truth about what it truly meant to be a breeding bull. There were moments when the burden became almost unbearable, but Jörn fought on relentlessly. Day after day, week after week, month after month, the changes within him took shape. His muscles expanded, growing with a ferocity that astonished even him. His cock grew longer, thicker, and his balls hung heavier than ever between his legs. With each transformation, his self-worth grew too—a confidence rising from somewhere deep inside him. Beneath his skin, untamed lust simmered like a volcano waiting to erupt.

The nights were the worst. When pain throbbed through his bones and his skin burned as if fire flowed through his veins, he lay drenched in sweat on the narrow cot. His fingers dug into the thin mattress as waves of transformation rolled through his body. The metal bed frame creaked under his increasing weight. Sometimes he bit his tongue to keep from screaming, tasting the salty blood on his lips. The hormones churned inside him like a storm, changing not just his body but his mind. His thoughts became more primitive, more direct, dominated by a single purpose.

The days stretched on endlessly, and the pressure inside him reached a dangerous peak. Jörn felt the blood pulsing in his veins, each heartbeat intensifying the urge to spread his seed. He knew he would need to let off steam soon or be overwhelmed by this pent-up energy. His dreams were filled with naked, willing bodies offering themselves to him, and he often woke drenched in sweat with a painful erection. The scent of his own arousal hung heavy in the sterile room, musky and animalistic. His hands trembled with suppressed desire when he touched himself, but the surveillance cameras kept him from finding relief.

After nearly three months of intensive treatment—injections that made his skin burn, pills that cramped his stomach—one morning he finally received the news he had been hoping for. His transformation was complete. Dr. Kellner entered the room with a satisfied smile, clipboard in hand. “Congratulations, Jörn,” she said, her eyes traveling over his transformed body. “You’re ready for deployment.”

In the meantime, his appearance had changed dramatically. His once slightly overweight body had given way to steely musculature that would make even bodybuilders envious. Veins stood out prominently beneath his skin, a network of blue rivers coursing through his body. Originally a 6’2” man, he now towered at an impressive seven feet. His shoulders were as broad as a doorframe, his arms as thick as tree trunks. When he clenched his fists, the tendons tensed like steel cables beneath his skin. His fingers had grown thicker, his hands now mighty paws that could crush anything he touched.

His cock had grown to twelve inches and gained considerable girth—a thick, vein-covered shaft crowned by a purple head that glistened wetly at the slightest arousal. His balls dangled heavily between his legs like two plump grapefruits, swollen with his potent seed. The weight was so considerable that he had to adjust his gait, spreading his legs wider to make room. The hair on his head had fallen out over the past months; he now sported a gleaming bald head that gave him a primitive, animalistic look. His skin had changed, becoming thicker and more resilient, and his stamina far exceeded that of an ordinary man—he could go for hours without showing exhaustion.

Jörn now possessed a powerful, impressive physique and embodied pure masculinity. His chest rose and fell with each deep breath, muscles playing beneath his skin. Although he had largely retained his intelligence, something wild and archaic had settled inside him. An instinct, deep and relentless, that demanded to be satisfied. The times of suffering had forged him into a new being, and the moment of satisfaction was now within reach. He could practically taste it, salty and sweet at once. His tongue ran over his lips as if he were already licking a fertile hucow.

As he grew accustomed to his new body, Jörn realized he had transformed into a true sex machine. His senses were sharpened—he could smell the pheromones of an aroused woman from several yards away, could hear the slightest change in her breathing when she looked at him. His desire was insatiable, his willpower relentless when it came to satisfying his urges. His nostrils flared with each breath, searching for the sweet scent of female arousal. Even the sterile hospital staff reacted to his presence—he saw how the nurses blushed when they entered his room, how their gazes wandered involuntarily to his crotch.

His cock was now almost permanently hard, jutting out like an unconquerable sword, veins pulsing in rhythm with his heartbeat. It wouldn’t be much longer before he could finally thrust it into countless willing whores, fill their wet holes with his seed until they overflowed. The thought made him groan, a deep, animalistic sound rising from his chest. His hips moved involuntarily, as if he were already fucking a hucow. Jörn felt wild anticipation for his new destiny. In the coming days, he would be deployed to a dairy farm where dozens of fertile females were just waiting to be mounted by him.

The mere thought filled him with deep joy and unbridled pride. No more disrespect or contempt—from now on, no one would despise him or pass harsh judgment on him. All the negative feelings that had tormented him in the past were gone, erased like footprints in sand. What remained were lust, desire, and the burning anticipation of what lay ahead. His old identity had died, buried beneath muscle and testosterone. He was something new now, something more powerful.

His mission was clear: fuck fertile hucows, impregnate them, and ensure the continuation of his genetic line. His balls tightened at the thought, ceaselessly producing new seed waiting to be spilled. He could feel the warm weight of them, moving with each heartbeat, swollen and ready. Whether he would work in a large industrial operation with hundreds of hucows needing his attention daily, or in a mid-sized enterprise with a more manageable herd, they hadn’t told him yet. But that didn’t matter. He was simply happy to finally fulfill his purpose.

After months under the doctors' strict supervision—their cold hands on his body, their clinical gazes tracking his development—he could hardly wait to escape this controlled environment. The sterile white walls had nearly driven him mad, the smell of disinfectants still burning in his nose. Finally he would fulfill his purpose, finally he would live his new life. His cock twitched in anticipation at the thought of countless wet holes just waiting for him to fill them. His hands clenched into fists, knuckles cracking as he imagined grabbing a hucow from behind and thrusting into her until she screamed with pleasure.


Chapter 7

Thomas Dairy Farm sprawled across countless acres, seemingly without end. Grain grew between the expansive pastures, and a gentle, earthy scent hung in the air—a mixture of damp soil, sweet hay, and the metallic undertone of milking machines. Behind this seemingly tranquil backdrop stood rows of barns housing the so-called hucows. The rhythmic hum of fans mingled with occasional sounds from the barns—a soft moan here, a muffled gasp there. Unlike the massive industrial operations, the Thomas farm was a medium-sized enterprise, yet it still boasted state-of-the-art facilities known for producing the finest dairy products in the country.

Behind the scenes, a multitude of people worked: technicians, mechanics, cleaning staff, cooks, doctors, administrative employees, truck drivers, accountants, and salespeople. Each had their specific task, each contributed to keeping the production process running smoothly, the whole operation functioning like a well-oiled machine. The interplay of all these specialists enabled the impressive efficiency for which the farm was known throughout the region. Yet beneath the professional surface lay a tension—the way workers lowered their gazes when they passed the barns, the way they hushed their voices when they spoke of the “product.”

Jörn, the new breeding bull, could hardly wait to take on his role at one of the most modern farms in the country. The Thomas Farm was famous for its luxury and innovative spirit. He roamed through the wide, open spaces around the main building, drinking in the beauty of the landscape. Gentle hills spread to the horizon, covered with lush green pastures and grazing cattle. Grateful curiosity washed over him as the wind tousled his hair and carried the salty taste of his own anticipation to his lips.

Sunlight sparkled on the dew-kissed grass, rays falling in golden patterns on the earth and creating a peaceful, almost idyllic atmosphere. Everything seemed perfect, apart from the soft hum of machinery droning in the background, a constant reminder of the true purpose of this pastoral idyll. Between the rows of trees, he could make out the white outlines of the barn buildings, their windows gleaming like watchful eyes in the morning sun.

Jörn shifted uncomfortably, adjusting his T-shirt and trying to settle into his tight jeans. Since his treatment, clothing felt foreign and restrictive, like a second skin that didn’t belong to him. The cotton fabric clung to his chest, where beads of sweat were already forming. He reminded himself this was only temporary. Breeding bulls normally didn’t wear clothes, but the circumstances of his recent journey had made this exception necessary. The fabric chafed at his sensitive spots, especially where the treatment had changed his skin.

As Jörn approached the main building, he noticed its solid yet modern construction. Large windows let light stream inside, illuminating the rooms and lending them a cozy warmth. Despite the elegant architecture, the farm’s focus on production was unmistakable—particularly milk. The gleaming pipelines and the smell of disinfectants betrayed the industrial character behind the rural facade. A sweet undertone hung in the air—something Jörn couldn’t immediately identify, but which sharpened his senses in an unfamiliar way.

It was early morning when Jörn arrived. Outside, the sun shone, but a fresh east wind blew, making him hunch his shoulders involuntarily. He breathed deeply, filling his lungs with the clear country air and mentally preparing for the day ahead. His hands trembled slightly—whether from cold or excitement, he couldn’t say. Now he was here, ready to begin his duties as a breeding bull. His pulse quickened at the thought of the tasks that lay before him, and he felt something primitive stirring within.

Before he reached the main building, the front door opened and Thomas stepped out, his face lit with joy. Thomas was about six feet tall, had dark skin, and was just as muscular as Jörn. His powerful upper body shimmered in the morning light, the defined muscles beneath his skin speaking of years of hard work. The way he moved—smooth, controlled—reminded Jörn of a predator surveying its territory. Although his face bore the marks of an experienced farmer—small wrinkles around the eyes and a weather-beaten forehead—his presence was impressive, radiating a natural authority that Jörn felt immediately.

“Welcome, my friend! Good to have you here at last,” Thomas said, extending his hand to greet Jörn. His deep voice echoed across the yard, seeming to cut through the air itself. In his dark eyes lay something Jörn couldn’t interpret—recognition, perhaps, or something hungrier.

Jörn hesitated for a moment, then grasped the outstretched hand and felt the strength in Thomas’s grip. The rough calluses on his palms spoke of a life of physical labor, but the handshake lasted longer than necessary, more intense than expected. “Thanks. It’s good to meet you,” he replied with a smile that barely hid his nervousness. His voice sounded hoarse, as if he hadn’t spoken in hours.

Thomas led Jörn into the spacious foyer. The walls were decorated with pictures from various award ceremonies Thomas and his team had attended. Accolades hung proudly on the walls, telling the success story of the farm. Golden and silver trophies gleamed in the sunlight streaming through the windows, but Jörn’s gaze was caught by something else—photographs of exceptionally developed hucows whose bodies embodied the perfection of breeding. Jörn couldn’t help but think: “This place radiates success.” And something else—something rawer, more primitive.

Everything here screamed perfection—from the flawless facades of the buildings to the carefully maintained grounds. The floors were polished so bright you could see your reflection in them, and even the air smelled of success and professionalism. Yet beneath this perfection lay a tension that Jörn felt in his bones. He had undoubtedly been lucky to be here, in a place that embodied excellence in every respect. His skin prickled beneath the T-shirt, as if already reacting to something yet to come.

“I’m pleased to see so much enthusiasm, young man,” Thomas said, leading him through a series of corridors whose walls were decorated with photographs of award-winning hucows. Jörn’s steps slowed involuntarily as he looked at the pictures—the perfected bodies, the heavy breasts, the expressions of complete devotion. Finally they stopped before a massive oak door. “This is your personal room; feel free to look around,” Thomas added, opening the door with an inviting smile that revealed his perfect white teeth. The smile didn’t quite reach his eyes, which studied Jörn with an intensity that made him flush.

“When you’re ready, leave your sweatpants on the bed and come to the kitchen. We can chat in peace, and after that I’ll show you my dairy farm!” Thomas offered warmly, his eyes briefly scanning Jörn’s body as though sizing up his potential as a breeding bull. The look was professional, but something else lurked beneath—an appraisal that both aroused and unsettled Jörn. His skin began to burn, as if Thomas had already touched him.

* * *

Jörn stepped into the room and let his gaze wander. Everything was perfectly coordinated—the carefully chosen dark mahogany furniture, the pristine white linens on the king-size bed, the tastefully arranged vases of fresh-cut flowers whose scent filled the room. The space exuded an elegant country charm, enhanced by the soft beige and brown tones of the walls. The breeding bull knew he’d lucked out.

His fingers glided over the carved edge of the mahogany nightstand, tracing the smooth surface beneath his palms. The wood was warm, as though it had soaked up the afternoon sun. He breathed deeply—jasmine and roses mingling with the earthy scent of old beams and freshly waxed parquet. Every object here seemed chosen with care, every corner perfectly lit by the muted glow of brass lamps.

He kicked off his shoes and felt the soft carpet beneath his feet, plush as velvet. After shedding his clothes, he savored the pleasant softness enveloping him. Cool air brushed over his naked skin, raising goose bumps. His body relaxed, and he felt ready for the adventure ahead. His muscles stretched, finally free of their confining fabric.

The shirt slipped from his shoulders like water, the fabric rustling softly to the floor. His skin tingled in the open air, every pore awakening to the new environment. He rolled his shoulders, feeling the tension of the last hours ease away. His chest rose and fell evenly as he savored the freedom of his nakedness. This was more than just removing clothes—it was a ritual of transformation.

Before heading downstairs, he lingered at the top of the stairs, curious about what awaited him below. After one last look around the room—his gaze gliding over the fine wooden furniture and the artistic paintings on the walls—he felt secure and ready for whatever came next. The seductive scent rising from the kitchen, a mixture of freshly brewed coffee and baked bread, finally drew him down like an invisible thread.

His hand closed around the polished banister, the wood smooth and cool beneath his palm. From up here he could survey the entire house—the high ceilings with their exposed beams, the antique chandeliers casting warm light over the rooms. Muted voices drifted up to him, mingled with the clinking of porcelain and the gentle bubbling of boiling water. His stomach growled in anticipation.

Satisfied, he left his room and headed for the kitchen. As he walked, he wondered what kind of person kept such an inviting, well-appointed home. The floorboards creaked softly under his bare feet, a soothing sound that spoke of the house’s history.

Each step made the old wood protest under his weight, a rhythmic creaking that pulsed through the house like a heartbeat. The boards were worn from decades of use, their surfaces polished smooth by countless feet before him. On the walls hung photographs in heavy silver frames—faces from another era whose eyes seemed to follow him.

When he arrived in the kitchen, the smell of freshly brewed coffee enveloped him, mingled with the aroma of baked bread and sweet pastries. A smile crossed his face as his stomach rumbled. Thomas really knows how to welcome a guest, he thought, surveying the modern yet cozy kitchen.

Steam rose in thin spirals from the coffee pot, carrying the rich, bitter scent through the room. Copper pots hung from hooks above the massive kitchen island, their surfaces gleaming like liquid metal in the light. The smell of cinnamon and vanilla hung heavy in the warm air, mingled with the earthy aroma of freshly ground beans. His nostrils flared, drinking in every scent like a predator catching wind of its prey.

Thomas welcomed him again, gesturing toward the coffee pot beside the ultra-modern espresso machine—a futuristic work of art in the otherwise rustic kitchen. “There’s fresh coffee for you,” he announced, pouring the steaming liquid into a hand-painted porcelain cup and handing it to Jörn, who felt the warmth through the fine material. “Help yourself.”

The cup was hot in his hands, the porcelain so thin he could feel the liquid pulsing within. Small blue flowers adorned the rim, hand-painted with masterful precision. The coffee was dark as midnight, its surface reflecting the kitchen light like black glass. Steam curled up from the liquid, caressing his face with moist warmth.

“Thank you,” Jörn replied, grateful for the hospitality. He settled into a massive wooden chair across from his host and brought the fine porcelain cup to his lips. The pleasant warmth of the room, combined with the enticing scent, made him feel unexpectedly secure despite the unfamiliar surroundings and the task ahead.

The chair creaked softly under his weight, the wood yielding slightly and conforming to his body. His naked thighs pressed against the smooth seat, the natural grain of the wood cool against his skin. The kitchen pulsed with life around him—the ticking of an old wall clock, the hum of the refrigerator, the soft bubbling of something on the stove. Everything felt real, tangible, as if he were finally arriving in his own body.

As the aromatic coffee touched his tongue, he couldn’t suppress a satisfied sigh. The depth of flavor—rich and complex, with notes of dark chocolate and a hint of hazelnut—somehow mirrored the complexity of his own journey to this extraordinary place.

The heat spread from his tongue through his entire mouth, warming his throat as he swallowed. The taste exploded on his palate—bitter and sweet at once, with a sharpness that jolted his senses awake. His eyes closed involuntarily as he savored the moment. This was more than just coffee—this was pure sensuality in liquid form.

“Ah, that’s delicious,” he said honestly, his eyes meeting Thomas’s with a spark of warmth and genuine admiration.

Thomas smiled proudly, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “It’s my secret recipe. Only I know how to prepare it properly. Praise always makes me happy, my boy,” he explained, flashing a brilliant white smile that contrasted with his dark skin. “I bring the same care I take with this coffee to everything I do here—from looking after my hucows to processing their precious milk.”

His teeth flashed like pearls against his dark skin, and his eyes narrowed slightly as he said the word “care.” There was something in his tone—a hint of possession, of control—that didn’t escape Jörn. Thomas’s hands rested flat on the table, his knuckles slightly tensed, as if he were holding something back.

“That sounds promising,” Jörn said, setting his cup on the polished wooden table that dominated the center of the kitchen. “What kind of products do you make from the milk here?” He hadn’t really thought about what to ask and simply voiced the first thing that came to mind, trying to hide his nervousness.

The porcelain clicked softly against the wood as he set down the cup. His fingers trembled slightly—so little it was barely visible, but he felt it. The question hung between them in the warm air, and he noticed Thomas’s gaze grow sharper, more focused. It was as if the man were hiding something darker behind his friendly facade, something hungry.

“Our hucows play an essential role,” Thomas began with a hint of pride, leaning back in his chair and crossing his muscular arms over his chest. “Their main task is milk production—day after day, from their first birth until the end of their lives. We use their milk to create premium products like cheese, yogurt, and even ice cream!” The pride in his voice was unmistakable, and his eyes lit up at the mention of his products.

His biceps tensed beneath his dark skin as he crossed his arms. The muscles were defined, hard-earned through years of physical labor. Thomas’s chest rose and fell slowly as he spoke, and Jörn could practically feel the power in that body. The words “end of their lives” hung heavy in the air, and something in Thomas’s eyes flared—an intensity that made Jörn’s pulse quicken.

“How does the farm handle feeding so many hucows?” Jörn asked, taking another sip of the delicious coffee. Thomas sipped from his cup, his eyes thoughtful. “We use various methods to make sure our hucows are well-nourished. Their food is specially designed to maximize milk production. We keep the calves and hucows separate—it minimizes stress and doesn’t interfere with the younger ones’ development.”

Thomas’s fingers gripped his cup tighter, his knuckles turning white against his dark skin. When he said “calves,” there was something raw in his voice, something primitive. His tongue ran briefly over his lower lip, wetting it, while his eyes took on a distant expression, as if he were remembering something specific. The way he emphasized “development” made Jörn’s stomach clench.

Jörn took a sip of his coffee, letting the liquid linger on his tongue before asking the next question. “What happens to the women who come here?” he asked directly, his eyes fixed on Thomas. Thomas seemed pleased by his guest’s curiosity and began to explain in detail, his hands gesturing animatedly to emphasize his words.

The question changed the atmosphere in the room immediately. Thomas’s eyes widened slightly, and a slow smile spread across his face—not friendly, but hungry. His hands moved through the air as if shaping invisible bodies, his fingers curving as though touching something soft. Jörn felt the hairs on the back of his neck stand up as he watched this man bring his dark fantasies to life.

“It takes about a year for our calves to mature into hucows,” he explained, tapping his fingers on the table to emphasize his words. “Their bodies change and adapt. The breasts become larger, fuller, ready for milk production. Language, cognitive ability, memory—all of it fades into the background, disappearing under the hormones and special treatment they receive. Ultimately, they’re nothing more than living milk suppliers whose sole purpose is to produce the best products.”

His fingers drummed rhythmically on the wood, each beat like a heartbeat pulsing through the room. Thomas’s voice grew deeper, rougher, as he spoke of the “transformation.” His eyes glistened, and his tongue ran over his lips again, as if tasting something sweet. The way he said “fuller” made the word hang in the air like a caress. Jörn felt his own body react to this raw description—his pulse quickening, his skin beginning to tingle.

* * *

Over the following two hours, Thomas devoted himself to sharing his experiences. With enthusiasm, he talked about his team’s dedication, the advances in breeding, and the challenges he faced daily. His voice gained intensity when he spoke of the genetic improvements they had achieved, of milk yields that exceeded their boldest expectations. For him, the hucows were far more than simple livestock—they were a life’s work he had poured all his passion into, a system of perfection he had refined over years.

Jörn listened attentively and asked questions to better understand how everything worked here. His host’s sparkling eyes when he spoke of his work revealed a deep passion. Thomas’s hands moved expressively through the air, forming invisible curves and structures as he explained the intricacies of his system. The opportunity to work with someone like Thomas, so passionate and knowledgeable, inspired him and made his own anticipation grow. Jörn felt his own vision sharpening, the possibilities before him taking shape.

As they strolled across the grounds, Jörn noticed the sheer number of buildings—modern structures of steel and glass that blended harmoniously into the rural surroundings. The architecture was functional yet elegant, every line deliberate, every angle optimized for its purpose. Sunlight refracted through the large windows, casting geometric shadows on the paved path. When they finally reached one of the structures with a heavy, imposing metal door, Thomas opened it with an electronic key. The soft whir of the mechanism cut through the silence, followed by the solid click of the lock. Thomas ushered Jörn inside, his hand guiding him gently over the threshold.

Inside, a spacious barn opened up before him, with rows of hucows whose naked bodies were housed in specially crafted stalls. The air was warm and humid, filled with a cocktail of scents—the sweet aroma of female skin, the metallic smell of milking machines, the earthy scent of straw and disinfectants. A wave of excitement surged through Jörn like an electric current as he beheld the naked women, their eyes empty, their bodies ready. His skin tingled, his heartbeat quickened, and his breath deepened. He knew his task had only just begun, and a mixture of anticipation and responsibility filled him.

So many women, all reduced to their sole role in milk production—it was a sight that both fascinated and aroused Jörn. An inner fire ignited in him as he observed the rows of hucows arranged in their stalls. Each one had a number tattooed on her neck, a permanent mark of her new identity. The black ink contrasted sharply with their pale skin, each digit precise and indelible. Although he had mentally prepared himself for this moment, reality exceeded his wildest expectations. The air was thick with the sweet scent of femininity, mixed with the metallic aroma of machines and disinfectants—an intoxicating combination that numbed his senses and clouded his mind.

Amid this surreal environment, Jörn struggled to maintain control. The sight of so many exposed bodies, their curves gleaming in the dim light of the barn, all reduced to their function as production machines, stirred a mixture of power and desire in him that he could barely restrain. His palms grew damp, his muscles tensed, and he felt his pants tighten around his groin. The primitive being within him cried out for release, urging him to embrace his newfound dominance, to fully accept his role as breeding bull. His fingers twitched as if already reaching for warm skin.

These women were no longer human. They had transformed into breeding machines, walking milk dispensers, without a trace of humanity or consciousness in their glassy eyes. As Jörn walked past the rows of figures, their bodies in various stages of pregnancy or lactation, some moaned softly while others swayed their hips, vying for his attention. Their movements were fluid and instinctive, a primitive choreography of submission. They recognized him as a breeding partner, instinctively sensed his presence, and presented themselves ready to serve him, to open their bodies for his seed. The smell of their arousal filled his nostrils, sweet and musky, an invitation that made his blood boil.

Desire pulsed through him, blazing in his loins like a roaring fire that grew more intense with each passing second. His erection pressed against the fabric of his pants, throbbing in rhythm with his heartbeat. He had finally achieved what he'd fought so tirelessly for these past months—he was where he belonged, in his natural role as sire and breeder. Jörn paused before a hucow who caught his eye. The number T-835 was tattooed in clear black letters on her neck, a permanent brand of her submission. His fingers trembling slightly, he approached her stall, his heart pounding wildly in his chest. On her right thigh and lower leg, a large floral motif adorned her pale skin, contrasting sharply with her new identity as livestock—a last remnant of her past individuality.

She turned toward him as if she had sensed his presence immediately, displaying herself fully exposed, her skin gleaming in the dim light of the barn like polished marble. Her full breasts pressed against the wall of her stall, rosy nipples hard with arousal, and her eyes, though expressionless and empty as a doll's, burned with untamed desire. It wasn't the desire of a woman for a man, but the primitive urge to be bred by a powerful bull, an instinct rooted deep within her. Her lips were slightly parted, her breath quick and shallow, and small beads of sweat glistened on her forehead.

Jörn felt his cock stir, blood rushing to his groin, making him swell with need. The desire to pounce on the hucow, to take her and breed her, became almost unbearable. His hands clenched into fists, knuckles white with tension. But he had to control himself, had to rein in his primitive lust. This place wasn't a brothel, and these women didn't exist solely to satisfy his sexual needs—they were part of a larger system, a production chain that required care and planning.

He forced himself to remember that his task involved more responsibility than mere lust. His mission here was more complex—he knew that. But his desire wouldn't fade; it burned in him like an uncontrollable fire. Despite all his attempts to resist temptation, his body reacted on its own. His erection begged for release, his body screaming to take what lay before him, what was rightfully his. The fabric of his pants rubbed against his swollen cock, each movement a sweet torment.

“Ah, you have a good eye. She's one of our calves from last year,” Thomas said proudly, stepping up beside Jörn. His voice cut through the silence of the barn like a snapping twig. “Number T-835 hasn't gotten pregnant yet, but I think she could be ready soon. Her hormones are showing all the right signals.” Thomas cast Jörn an appraising glance, a grin playing at his lips as he noticed the obvious arousal of his new breeding bull. His eyes glittered with the satisfaction of a man watching his plans fall into place.

Jörn's gaze slid over her body, over her voluptuous breasts with their erect nipples yearning for touch, and her well-formed ass, its curves shimmering in the light like polished ivory. He could see her rapid breathing, the rise and fall of her chest, and felt her desire for him—as strong as his own, a primitive bond connecting them. Her skin seemed to glow as if lit from within.

For a moment, he let his fingers glide over her supple skin, feeling the heat radiating from her body, heat that seemed to burn his own skin. Gently, he cupped one of her breasts, savoring the softness against his fingertips, the weight in his hand. A shiver ran through him as he touched her sensitive skin and noticed the goosebumps his touch left behind—a visible sign of her arousal. Her nipple hardened under his thumb, a small, firm point of pleasure.

Instinctively, she pressed her breast closer to his hand. Her submission heightened his desire even further, making his heart race and his breath catch. The sweet, intoxicating scent of her femininity filled his nostrils, mingling with the earthy smell of the barn into a heady blend that clouded his senses. He could smell her wetness, the musky note of her arousal stoking his own lust.

“Hello, my little girl,” Jörn whispered hoarsely as he explored her form, his fingertips gliding over her warm skin. His voice was deep and rough, filled with an authority she immediately recognized. “Are you eager to mate with me?”

T-835 didn't respond with words—she couldn't anymore—but with an expression hovering between desire and complete surrender, a mixture of animal lust and unconditional submission. Her body reacted instinctively to his touch. Her full lips parted slightly, and a yearning moan escaped her throat, a primitive sound that seemed to rise from her very core. She began rocking her pelvis rhythmically, her hips circling in an ancient invitation, as if to lure him, challenge him to take her and breed her. Her movements were hypnotic, a dance of submission that made his blood boil.

Jörn felt his erection growing more urgent, his cock throbbing and pulsing, his mind screaming to just plunge into her and cross all boundaries, forget all rules. His cock pressed painfully against his pants, already dripping with need. But he knew he had to control himself. It wasn't time yet. He still had to wait, had to submit to Thomas's authority—Thomas, who stood beside him observing the scene with visible satisfaction.

He stroked her swollen pussy lips, glistening with arousal, as he whispered, “Is that what you want, T-835?” His fingers glided over her sensitive skin, exploring her wetness, her readiness. She was hot and wet, her juices coating his fingertips. Her answer came immediately—another deep moan, a twitch of her body that revealed how much she desired him, how ready she was for him. Her inner muscles contracted, as if already reaching for him.

She pressed her breasts harder against his legs, tried in vain to reach his cock standing proud and hard between his legs, but the barrier of her box held her back, prevented the direct contact she so desperately sought. He felt her greed, her readiness, and it shot through his veins like intoxication, a feeling of power and desire that threatened to overwhelm him. Her frustration was palpable, her longing for his manhood so intense it seemed almost painful.

But Jörn knew he had to wait. With a final surge of self-control, he abruptly released her and stepped back, his breathing heavy, his heart hammering wildly in his chest. His hands trembled slightly from suppressed lust. A moan of protest escaped T-835, her eyes pleading with him to come back, not to leave her, but he knew the time hadn't come yet. Not yet. The anticipation would only make the experience more intense when the right moment arrived. He could already feel how sweet it would be when he was finally allowed to take her.


Chapter 8

Emily woke with a sense of dark foreboding draped over her like an icy veil. Today was the day of the lottery—that dreaded moment that had been lodged in the minds of every eighteen-year-old girl in the city for weeks, like a parasite gnawing through their dreams. They would gather in the stuffy gymnasiums of their schools, each silently begging that her name would stay hidden, while their bodies already trembled under the weight of uncertainty.

Emily stepped out of her parents’ cramped apartment, her heart hammering so wildly against her ribs she thought it might tear through her chest. The air outside hung heavy as lead, thick with an unspoken tension that lurked between the houses like a living thing. A tangible sense of doom crept over the streets, transforming even the morning light into something alien, as if the sun itself feared what was to come. She hurried to the bus stop with her head down, her thoughts circling the lottery like moths around a flame. Cold sweat gathered between her shoulder blades, trickling slowly down her back, reminding her that her body was already reacting to what her mind still tried to suppress.

As she drew closer, she spotted Senna’s familiar figure standing there like a solitary lighthouse in a sea of fear. The usually cheerful, lively expression on her friend’s face had given way to one etched with deep concern, her shoulders sagging under an invisible burden. Senna was nervously chewing her lower lip—a habit Emily had only noticed during the worst moments.

Senna looked up, her hazel eyes mirroring Emily’s own fear with frightening precision. They needed no words; their shared terror was as obvious as the gray clouds bunching together overhead like clenched fists. Emily managed a weak, trembling smile as she reached Senna. “Hey,” she said quietly, her voice brittle as thin ice about to crack under too much weight.

“Hey,” Senna replied, her usually melodic voice now barely audible, a whisper in the wind. “Are you ready?” The question hung between them like a blade. Emily shook her head, her blonde curls falling into her face and hiding, for a moment, the tears gathering in the corners of her eyes. “Not really. I’m scared.” Senna nodded, her narrow face unnaturally pale, almost translucent in the wan morning light. “Me too. But we have to face it.” Her hands trembled as she grabbed Emily’s arm, seeking anchor in the only constant in this nightmare.

The bus stopped with a piercing squeal that tore at their nerves like fingernails on a chalkboard, and the girls boarded silently, each trapped in her own dark thoughts as if caged. The interior was dimly lit by flickering fluorescent tubes that bathed everything in a sickly yellow and turned their faces into death masks. The worn seats had been ground down by countless bodies, the upholstery torn in places, and the windows were so smeared and dirty that the outside world was only visible as a blur. The bus smelled of cold sweat, cheap disinfectant, and the metallic tang of fear. It was almost empty, except for a few other girls from their school whose tense faces revealed they too were heading to the gymnasium. The oppressive mood seemed to seep in like a toxic fog, making the air stuffy and hard to breathe, the journey endless and agonizing.

The bus rumbled over the bumpy road, each pothole sending a painful jolt through Emily’s body, reminding her she was still real, still feeling. The outside world passed by in a blurred wash of dreary grays and browns, as if someone had drained all the color from the world. The sky hung low and threatening, heavy clouds massing together like clenched fists pressing down on the city itself, threatening to crush it. The usually lively school grounds, normally filled with playing children and laughing teenagers, seemed to wither under the oppressive atmosphere of lottery day, like plants starved of light. The cheerful chirping of birds was absent, replaced by the quiet, constant hum of distant machines—an eerie, subliminal reminder of the mechanical fate awaiting the chosen ones. Emily wondered if those machines were already running for her, already forging her chains.

Emily and Senna sat so close their thighs touched, their shoulders leaning against each other in silent, desperate solidarity. The warmth of Senna’s body was the only thing reminding Emily she was still alive. The bus ride passed in oppressive silence, a silence dense as cotton, broken only occasionally by a nervous cough or a deep, resigned sigh from the other passengers. Emily stared out the smeared window, her mind wandering involuntarily to the what-ifs and worst-case scenarios unfolding before her like a horror film. She already saw herself standing on the auction block, naked and trembling, while unfamiliar eyes appraised her body like a piece of meat. She suddenly felt Senna’s warm hand on her own cold, trembling one—a small, desperate gesture of comfort that, despite its sincerity, barely eased the suffocating tension growing inside her like a malignant tumor.

When the bus finally stopped in front of the school, the girls got off and moved like a grim procession toward the gymnasium, their steps heavy as lead, their bodies bent under the weight of expectation. The building rose before them like a monolithic judge, its gray brick facade rough and forbidding, the few windows blind and lifeless as a corpse’s eyes. The gymnasium itself, once a place of play and laughter, now felt like a slaughterhouse, its high, bare walls and heavy, locked doors an unmistakable, brutal reminder of the inescapable lottery. Emily could almost smell the metal of the chains that so many before her had worn here.

Inside, the mood was even more crushing, as if all hope had been left at the threshold. The air was heavy and stale, almost suffocating, permeated by the sharp smell of cold sweat and the unmistakable metallic scent of naked fear. The fluorescent ceiling lights cast a harsh, merciless glare that carved sharp shadows and transformed the tense faces of the girls into a frightening mosaic of fear, despair, and resigned expectation. Emily and Senna instinctively sought seats near the back exit, as if they could flee in an emergency, their hands still firmly clasped, knuckles white with tension. But both knew there was no escape—the guards at the doors made sure no one left the building before the ceremony was over.

The gymnasium virtually vibrated with palpable tension, the air seeming to shimmer with suppressed energy. Everyone present was gripped by a terrible, paralyzing fear that knotted their guts and constricted their throats, for no one wanted to stare into the cruel face of the impending, unknown fate. But mixed with these paralyzing feelings was a perverse spark of excitement and morbid curiosity about which of them would emerge as the unlucky “winner”—a sick interest they found repulsive in themselves yet couldn’t suppress. The high gymnasium with its bare walls and worn wooden floor felt like a gigantic cage that mercilessly imprisoned not only their young, trembling bodies but also their last hopes and deepest fears. Emily could taste copper on her tongue—blood from her bitten lip.

Emily’s eyes swept nervously across the vast hall, packed with hundreds of teenage girls whose pale faces all wore the same mixture of fear and desperate hope as they waited for their fate to be decided by unseen hands. She sat so close to her friend Senna that she could feel her heartbeat—a rapid, panicked rhythm that matched her own. Her slender hands trembled uncontrollably, and her breathing quickened to shallow, rapid gasps that barely filled her lungs. “What if one of our numbers gets drawn?” Emily whispered, her voice choked, squeezing Senna’s hand so tightly her knuckles turned white, as if this connection could somehow protect her from the inevitable. The thought of standing naked and bound on a stage while strange men bid on her made her stomach clench.

Her friend turned toward her, her narrow face offering Emily an understanding, if trembling, smile as she tried to calm her own frayed nerves. Senna’s long, dark brown hair fell in soft waves over her shoulders, a contrast to her almost translucent pale skin. Emily noticed Senna’s pulse throbbing at her temple, fast and irregular. “Don’t worry too much,” she said, trying to sound confident, though the slight tremor in her voice betrayed her own deep fear of the lottery’s unpredictable outcome. “Not a single girl from our school was chosen last year, and the statistical probability of being drawn is vanishingly small compared to the country’s total population,” Senna added with a hint of desperate hope, as if she could ward off the looming fate through pure logic. But Emily remained deeply worried, biting her lower lip so hard she tasted blood, trying in vain to appear unaffected while her heart beat against her ribs like a caged bird. She thought of the stories she’d heard—of girls who disappeared after the lottery, never seen again, except perhaps as broken shadows of themselves.

The oppressive, suffocating atmosphere in the overcrowded gymnasium mirrored the desolate, leaden gray sky visible through the high windows. The usually lively, colorful school grounds with their well-tended flower beds and noisy students seemed to wither under the crushing, all-consuming weight of lottery day. The cheerful, carefree chirping of birds had fallen completely silent, as if even they had fled the city to escape the horror, replaced by the quiet, constant, threatening hum of distant machines—an eerie, subliminal reminder of the mechanical, dehumanized fate that awaited the chosen with relentless precision. Emily wondered if those machines were already forging chains and shackles, if somewhere in the city a cage with her name on it already waited.

Suddenly the quiet conversations died as the principal, a gaunt man with thinning hair and a stern, wrinkled expression, stepped to the podium. His shoes clicked on the wooden floor like a countdown to doom. His voice echoed unpleasantly through the speakers, metallic and cold. “Before we proceed with the drawing, I want to remind you of the rules...” The nervous murmuring in the gymnasium died instantly, leaving a silence as thick and heavy as lead. Emily felt her nipples harden under the thin fabric of her t-shirt—not from cold, but from raw, primitive fear. “As soon as your name and assigned number are called, you will proceed immediately and without delay to the designated exit. There you will be received and directed by government-appointed personnel. Remember that your rights as citizens are irrevocably extinguished once you are drawn from the lottery.” His words hung in the air like an execution announcement, and Emily could taste the salt of her own tears, which she desperately tried to hold back.

The principal raised his bony arm and pointed to the right side of the gymnasium, where two massive metal doors seemed to wait like the jaws of a predator for its prey. “Resistance will not be tolerated under any circumstances!” his voice thundered from the stage, each word like a hammer blow. The echo of his voice bounced off the high concrete walls, swelling into a deafening crescendo of authority. All the girls shifted uncomfortably on their hard wooden seats, their bodies rigid with fear, exchanging furtive, frightened glances that all asked the same silent question: Which of us will it be?

The metal door handles gleamed like polished bones in the harsh neon light, and Emily could practically feel the cold metal against her palms, even though she was still sitting in her seat. The thought of passing through those doors made her fingertips tingle and her knees go weak.

With each passing minute, the air grew thicker, heavier, filled with an almost tangible fear that crept through the rows like poisonous fog. The sour smell of sweat and tears mixed with the sterile disinfectant the cleaning staff had used that morning. Out of the corner of her eye, Emily saw several classmates whose faces glistened with silent tears as they clutched each other with trembling hands, as if this connection could somehow help them escape fate. Their fingernails dug into their palms until small, crescent-shaped marks formed—physical anchors in a world that seemed to spin around them.

Every creak of the old wooden benches, every rustle of clothing, every suppressed sob sounded like a thunderclap in the tense silence. The rhythmic dripping of a leaky pipe somewhere in the distance became a hypnotic metronome of terror. After another agonizing five minutes that felt like an eternity, a tall woman stepped to the podium with measured strides.

She was dressed entirely in clinical white, her appearance flawless and unapproachable, her long, raven-black hair pulled back into a tight braid, precise and controlled. Not a single hair dared escape the perfect formation. The rhythmic, relentless clacking of her high heels on the wooden floor echoed through the gymnasium like the countdown of a bomb. The fabric of her blazer was so stiffly starched it crackled like parchment with every movement.

Each of her precise, controlled steps sent a shockwave through the room, ratcheting up the already unbearable tension among the young women who sat below with bated breath, their bodies rigid with fear. Emily felt her chest muscles cramp, as if an invisible fist were squeezing her heart. An expectant, suffocating silence hung in the air, so thick you could cut it with a knife, broken only by occasional stifled gasps and the soft patter of suppressed tears falling on clothing and wood.

The woman stood behind the podium with military precision, her cold, expressionless eyes sweeping slowly over the assembled girls, calculating, as if cataloging each face. Her irises were such a pale blue they seemed almost colorless—like ice over a deep, dark pond. Then, with manicured fingers, she opened the sealed envelope containing the lottery results, the paper rustling unnaturally loud in the deathly silent hall. The red wax seal broke with a sharp crack that cut through the room like a whip.

In a firm, emotionless voice, she announced without compassion or fanfare: “Number 612—Emily Johnson.”

The words dropped like stones into the silence. Emily felt the blood drain from her face, her lips going numb. Paralyzing, ice-cold fear flooded through her veins like liquid nitrogen while adrenaline pulsed in her ears and blurred her vision. Number 612. Her own number. The small metal tag on her wrist suddenly felt like a shackle, the cold metal burning against her skin. Her worst, darkest nightmares were becoming merciless reality before her disbelieving eyes.

Every gaze in the room instantly fixed on Emily, hundreds of pairs of eyes staring at her with a mixture of horror, relief, and morbid curiosity, their mouths open in silent screams. She could feel the heat of their stares on her skin, like pinpricks dancing across her entire body. Hot, burning shame crept up her spine and flushed her cheeks, while a paralyzing coldness gripped her heart. Her stomach cramped as if she were falling, even though she was still sitting in her chair.

Emily could hardly grasp that her luck, her future, her entire life had so cruelly failed her in this decisive moment. The plans she had made for the next year—the studies, the small apartment she wanted to share with Senna—dissolved like smoke in her mind.

Hot tears welled in her wide eyes and blurred her vision as she felt Senna release her hand—a physical manifestation of the unbridgeable chasm now opening between them. Senna’s palm had been damp with sweat, her fingers trembling, but now there was only cool air where warmth and comfort had been. On trembling legs that felt like rubber, she slowly rose from her seat, her body obeying automatically while her mind reeled in shock.

The squeak of the wooden chair beneath her sounded like a scream in the silence. As if in a trance, trapped in some unreal dream world, she moved with heavy, dragging steps toward the exit, where two tall, broad-shouldered men in immaculate white coats waited with expressionless faces. Her shoes—the new black pumps she had bought just last week—clattered against the floor like a death march.

After verifying her identity with clinical efficiency, their cold fingers on her wrist like iron, they led Emily away with gentle but unyielding force—out of the life she knew. One of the men smelled of antiseptic and cigarettes, a strangely familiar scent that reminded her of the hospital where her grandmother had died.

The threatening presence of the government representatives intensified the pervasive sense of nameless terror. Their immaculate, blindingly white coats formed a sharp, almost painful contrast to the oppressive gray atmosphere of the hall—a visual, unmistakable reminder of the clinical, unfeeling coldness with which the lottery was conducted year after year. The white was so glaring it seemed to burn in Emily’s tear-blurred eyes. Their expressions were impenetrable as masks, their movements precise, efficient, and mechanical, as if they were not humans but interchangeable parts of a perfectly functioning, merciless machine.

Inside the hall, every nervous creak of the old wooden seats, every anxious rustle of fabric sounded like an apocalyptic thunderclap in the ghostly silence. The tension was so dense and tangible you could have cut it with a knife; it hung in the air like a poisonous fog. The smell of fear—salty and sharp—mixed with the musty aroma of the old gymnasium. The faces of the remaining girls were pale and lifeless as wax figures, their wide eyes darting nervously between the stage and the exit, each one praying silently and desperately that she too would be spared from the cruel fingers of fate.

The room seemed to collectively hold its breath as each new name was slowly and clearly called, the relieved, guilty exhale only coming when it wasn’t their own—a primitive, selfish relief immediately followed by shame. The collective breathing sounded like wind through dry leaves. But for Emily, time itself seemed to slow, to stretch like thick syrup, the sounds around her transforming into a muffled, meaningless murmur as her own name echoed through the room and reverberated in her ears like a dirge.

The agonizing path to the exit felt like an endless, slow march into unknown, bottomless doom, each heavy step echoing with the cruel inevitability of her sealed fate. Her legs felt as if she were wading through water, each step an effort against invisible resistance. The piercing, relentless gazes of her classmates cut through her like knives—a disturbing mixture of undisguised pity and poorly concealed relief—as she crossed the invisible threshold on trembling legs, from the familiar into the terrible, unimaginable unknown.

The door handle was ice-cold under her trembling hand, so cold it almost burned. As Emily moved away, her body a lonely, vulnerable silhouette against the harsh light of the exit, Senna watched with burning eyes as her best friend disappeared through the heavy metal doors, as if swallowed by the darkness itself. The last thing Senna saw was a glance over Emily’s shoulder—her eyes wide and full of naked fear, seeking Senna’s face in the crowd one last time.

The oppressive, paralyzing mood in the gymnasium hadn’t lifted in the slightest; on the contrary, it had grown even heavier, even more suffocating with the brutal reality of Emily’s irrevocable fate. The empty chair next to Senna seemed to pulse, its absence louder than any sound. Senna felt a sharp, tormenting stab of guilt at the involuntary, primitive relief she felt—despite everything—at not having been chosen herself, coupled with a deep, cutting sadness for her friend that burned like physical pain in her chest. Her fingernails dug into her palms until they left small, red crescents.

She knew with unshakeable, terrible certainty that life for Emily—or for herself, the one left behind—would never, ever be the same again. The plans they had made together, the secrets they had shared, the future they had imagined together—everything had shattered in a single, cruel moment.

Outside, the sky remained bleak and threateningly gray, the heavy clouds hanging lower than before—a perfect, merciless mirror of the crushing melancholy that had settled like a shroud over the entire city. The wind whipped against the gymnasium windows, making the old glass tremble. The future lay before them, uncertain and dark as a bottomless pit, and the oppressive, all-pervasive mood of lottery day would echo for a long, long time in the broken hearts of the girls, long after the last name had been called and the gymnasium doors had closed for another year.


Chapter 9

Over the days that followed, Jörn continued adjusting to life on the dairy farm. He helped milk the hucows, fed them a special feed mixture, cleaned the stalls, and handled the washing and grooming. His hands, initially soft and unpracticed, gradually roughened, adapting to daily work that demanded more physical strength than he'd expected. The calluses formed slowly, one after another—testament to his growing connection to this primitive, physical world.

It wasn't long before the females recognized him and took to him. Even the most stubborn among them seemed to obey when he spoke or wanted something from them. They lowered their heads, grew calm, followed his instructions with a willingness that astonished even the experienced handlers. This allowed him to take on tasks that normally required considerable strength from the handlers, all without difficulty. The hucows approached him voluntarily and sought his attention, which surprised him—they usually seemed reserved and indifferent. They crowded against him, rubbed their bodies against his legs, sniffed at his skin as if wanting to absorb his scent. Their warm, heavy bodies left damp traces on his clothes. They responded to his touch, whether he was cleaning them or simply stroking them, showing signs of increasing arousal—wet thighs, hard nipples, a slight trembling of their hips. The sweet scent of their arousal hung heavy in the air, mingling with the smell of hay and warm milk.

Jörn secretly took great pleasure in this, knowing they had recognized him as their alpha. A primitive satisfaction coursed through him whenever he saw their pupils dilate the moment he entered the room. These hucows had completely submitted to him. In the end, it was only logical—probably just natural. The females were drawn to him because they recognized their destiny. He was now their leader, their mate, who would impregnate them and give their lives purpose. An ancient law of nature that couldn't be extinguished despite all the genetic modifications. His body responded involuntarily to this power, a warm pulsing in his loins reminding him what he was here for.

When Jörn and Thomas sat down for dinner on the evening of the fifth day, the farm owner brought up breeding his hucows. Plates of steaming food sat between them, but Thomas's gaze was serious and penetrating. The smell of fried meat and potatoes mingled with the heavy atmosphere of the conversation. “Jörn, I want you to breed T-835 tomorrow. She's ready, and it's time for you to focus on your main task.” Thomas leaned forward, his voice deadly serious as he swirled his glass of wine. The red liquid caught the candlelight and cast ruby reflections on the wooden table. “Don't hold back—give her everything you've got.” There was no doubt what he meant. Jörn nodded gravely; so it was time to take on his main task on the farm. A wave of excitement and power surged through his body at the thought, making his blood run faster and his cock strain against the fabric of his pants.

The next day, after being relieved of his usual duties, Jörn headed to T-835's stall. The air smelled of hay and the sweet scent of hucow milk, laced with the musky smell of female arousal. Her graceful face gazed at him expectantly, her longing barely concealed. Her large brown eyes followed his every movement, her mouth slightly open as if gasping for air. He could see the fine beads of sweat on her upper lip, the way her breasts rose and fell with each breathless gasp. He couldn't help but admire the beauty of T-835's curvaceous figure, especially in her constant state of sexual readiness. Her full breasts swayed heavily with each breath, her hips wide and fertile, her waist surprisingly narrow despite the modifications. Seeing such a robust, healthy woman rendered helpless by biology and forced into servitude through her altered body was almost surreal. The power he held over her was intoxicating, making his heart beat faster and his skin tingle with anticipation. He allowed himself to enjoy the sight briefly before pushing such thoughts aside. Jörn had a task to fulfill.

He instructed the handler to bring T-835 to the breeding room. His raw masculinity permeated the entire stable, creating a tangible atmosphere of sexual tension. The other hucows grew restless, sniffing excitedly at the air as if they could sense the pheromones emanating from his body. Their bodies responded instinctively—nipples hardened, thighs grew slick, soft moans filled the air. Although it was his first mating ritual, he felt ready, as if his body had been waiting for this moment his entire life. His cock already throbbed painfully in his pants, demanding release.

The hucow seemed equally ready. Without resistance, T-835 hurried into the nearby breeding room, her movements fluid and graceful despite her massive figure. Her heavy breasts bounced with each step, her round rear swaying seductively. She was clearly following her natural instinct, deeply anchored in her altered consciousness. The handler had no difficulty guiding the hucow. Jörn quickly shed his clothing, his hands trembling slightly with excitement as he stripped off his shirt and pants. His naked body steamed in the cool stable air, his skin flushed with the heat of desire. He followed her naked, his painfully hard cock slapping against his belly with each step, already slick with anticipation. With a mixture of pride and desire, he walked past the restless hucows, who despite their lethargy sensed what was about to happen. They made soft sounds, pressed against the barriers of their stalls, stretched their heads toward him, their eyes wide with desire.

For some reason, this also aroused the other females as they became aware of what was about to happen between him and T-835. Their arousal was almost tangible, their bodies responding instinctively to his dominant presence. The smell of female lust grew more intense, mingling with his own masculine scent. This heightened Jörn's desire. He imagined all the hucows watching him, witnessing what would happen next, fantasizing about submitting to his powerful body. His cock twitched at the thought, growing even harder—if that was even possible. But were they even still capable of that, or was it simply their animal reproductive drive? A question that aroused him and left him thoughtful at the same time.

As T-835 crawled on all fours before him, he watched her perfect round ass rise and fall seductively with each movement. The smooth skin stretched over firm muscles that hadn't lost their strength despite the genetic modifications. Between her thighs, he could already see the wetness of her arousal glistening in the dim light. How many hours might she have spent at the gym in her former life, shaping such an ass, only to realize in the end that all the effort had been in vain? Well, it hadn't been in vain—Jörn enjoyed the sight, the perfect roundness that begged to be grabbed. His hands already itched to grip the firm flesh, to dig his fingers into the soft skin. But she certainly hadn't worked on herself to end up as a hucow, crawling on all fours before a breeding bull.

Her future had been reduced to meeting the government's biological requirements—producing milk and getting pregnant over and over until death finally released her. This certainly wasn't the life she'd dreamed of, nor the legacy she'd wanted to leave behind, yet here she was. Genetically altered beyond recognition, she'd surrendered to her fate in service of some higher cause she didn't understand. Her consciousness, once complex and multifaceted, had been stripped down to primitive needs and instincts. And he was the one who would satisfy those needs.

Jörn entered the dimly lit room, where a single bulb cast soft shadows on the walls. The floor was covered with fresh straw that rustled under his bare feet, the stalks tickling and scratching at his skin. T-835 was already kneeling expectantly on the ground, facing the breeding bull, her eyes burning with desire. Her breasts hung heavy, nipples hard and dark with arousal, already dripping with the first milk of her coming pregnancy. The scent of her femininity filled the room, making the air thick with pheromones—a sweet, tart smell that went straight to his brain and stoked his lust even higher. His cock throbbed painfully, the tip already wet with his own need.

Jörn traced his fingers over her smooth cheekbones, savoring the feel of her soft skin beneath his calloused palms. She trembled at his touch, her skin hot and damp with sweat. He ran his thumb across her full lips, which parted slightly to take it in. Her warm, wet tongue flicked over his fingertip, sucking gently as if she already wanted to taste his cock. His sensual touches heightened T-835's arousal, her heartbeat quickening rapidly. He could see it in her carotid artery, pulsing wildly beneath the delicate skin, could hear the blood rushing through her veins. The sweet scent of her arousal grew more intense, mingling with his own masculine musk into an intoxicating cocktail of primitive lust.

Although the hucow procedure had limited her cognitive abilities, she still had enough self-awareness to recognize her physical desire. She could smell the salty, spicy scent of his arousal—a masculine musk that filled her nostrils and made her even wetter. His hard cock pressed against her warm skin, ready to enter her fertile body. The heat of his flesh burned against her inner thighs. Her body responded with a shudder, her thighs spreading wider as if to welcome him. The straw beneath her scratched at her delicate skin, but she felt only the throbbing need between her legs.

As Jörn pressed T-835's upper body down, she instinctively understood his intentions. His strong hands guided her, molding her posture to his will. Her breathing quickened, anticipation and fear playing equally across her face. The cool air of the barn brushed over her heated skin. She obediently lowered her head, pressing her chest against the rough straw. The coarse stalks stabbed into her soft skin, but the pain mingled with her arousal into an intoxicating rush. She stretched her perfect ass toward him expectantly, arching her back to show her readiness. Her muscles trembled with tension. Finally, he grasped her warm buttocks and pulled them firmly against him. His fingers dug into her flesh, leaving red marks on her pale skin. A lustful moan escaped her lips as she felt his hardness against her wet opening.

He entered her slowly at first, feeling the slick heat of her wet pussy enveloping his thick shaft. The tightness surprised him, despite her obvious arousal. Her flesh resisted for a moment, then yielded and wrapped around him like a silken glove. His hands slid over her beautiful round ass, pressing gently as he picked up the rhythm. The skin under his palms was velvety soft and damp with sweat. The hucow whimpered lustfully beneath him, surrendering to his thrusts, unable to resist the powerful desire pulsing through her body. Her body took him in completely, adapting to his size, stretching to accommodate him. Every inch of his length was wrapped in her tight warmth.

Her flesh trembled with pleasure and arousal. Jörn's excitement swelled even more as he intensified his thrusts, sweat beginning to bead on his skin. Droplets formed on his forehead, running down his back as he drove his hips powerfully back and forth. His breathing grew heavier with each thrust that pushed him deeper inside her. The rhythmic slapping of their bodies filled the barn, mingling with their gasping breaths and his deep groans.

The sweaty scent of their bodies hung between them as the world around them blurred in a haze of carnal lust. The smell of hay and leather mixed with the musky aroma of their union. Jörn thrust deeper into her, savoring her warmth and her tight grip. The feeling was intoxicating, more intense than anything he'd ever experienced. Every nerve ending fired with each movement, each contraction of her inner muscles. It was as if his body had been created for precisely this purpose—to impregnate this hucow, to leave his legacy in her willing body.

Each thrust sent waves of ecstatic pleasure through her body, making the hucow tremble and writhe in delicious agony. Her breasts swung wildly beneath her, rubbing against the straw, while her hips pressed back against him to take him even deeper. The rough stalks scratched at her sensitive nipples, intensifying the sensations racing through her body. Although T-835 didn't understand the complexity of human language, she intuitively felt the passion and dominance flowing through their connection as they fucked. She responded to his rhythm, adapting to his movements, her body a perfect counterpart to his. Her hands clawed into the straw, grasping for purchase amid the wave of sensations.

Her body was ready to become a mother. Her insides clenched, making room for Jörn's massive length. The muscles of her pussy pulsed around him, milking him with every movement. Her womb opened invitingly, ready to receive his seed and create new life. She felt her cervix relax, adapting to his size. And as Jörn thrust deeper and harder into her depths, his face twisted with raw animal lust, T-835 found fulfillment in surrendering completely to his power. Her desires had been reduced to pure instinct, driven by her need to be mounted, ridden, and impregnated. Her mind, once full of thoughts and dreams, was now empty save for one desire: to be fertilized.

Her once-proud body had been stripped of its dignity and now served only as a vessel for reproduction. Jörn buried himself in her again and again, driving her from climax to climax. Her muscles contracted rhythmically around him, milking his hard shaft with every movement. Her inner walls pulsed around his length as if trying to never let him go. His raw animal energy consumed her, made her tremble with desire. Emotions surged through T-835. Although the hucow procedure had taken much of her human identity, she couldn't deny her intense attraction to Jörn, the powerful alpha bull. Her body yearned for him—for his strength, his seed, his dominance over her. Every cell of her being cried out for more.

T-835 writhed wildly beneath him, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She moaned loudly, her sounds almost animalistic as he took her harder and harder. The noises escaping her throat were raw and primitive—pure lust made audible. He rode her hard, each thrust sending waves of sensation through her body, making her breasts swing wildly and her skin glisten with sweat. She couldn’t resist, trapped in his strong arms and consumed by his raw power. His fingers dug into her hips, holding her firmly as he claimed her. No matter how exhausted she was, her instincts refused to give up, determined to meet him thrust for thrust, her pussy dripping. Her inner muscles clenched, trying to hold him, pull him deeper, as if unwilling to waste a single drop of his precious seed.

Jörn continued with mounting urgency as he neared his climax. His movements grew faster, more erratic, driven by a primal urge to bury his seed deep inside her. His heartbeat thundered in his ears, his entire body coiling like a spring about to snap. T-835’s screams echoed through the room, filling every corner with raw desire. Her voice ricocheted off the barn walls, an echo of pure ecstasy. In moments, he would breed and impregnate her, as was her destiny. The thought drove him to thrust even harder, his body working like a well-oiled machine, tireless and powerful.

His balls ached with throbbing anticipation, heavy with seed, ready to release. The tension in his lower abdomen was almost unbearable, a sweet ache crying out for relief. As if sensing his mounting arousal, T-835 propped herself up on her elbows and offered herself completely to him. She pressed her chest and stiff nipples to the floor and spread her legs wider, inviting him to thrust deeper into her. The straw pricked her sensitive skin, but she ignored the pain. Her posture was submissive, inviting, utterly surrendered. Every fiber of her being seemed to beg him to give her his seed, to stake his ultimate claim on her body.

In that moment, she gave up any resistance, any memory of her former life, any human dignity she might still have possessed. She was now completely hucow, existing only to be bred. Jörn thrust as deep as possible into her unprotected intimacy. She was so relaxed that he slid through her cervix with ease, feeling it close expectantly around his tip. The sensation was overwhelming—a tight, wet embrace that enveloped him completely. With a final, animalistic groan, he reached his climax and released a cascade of hot, fertile seed into her receptive depths. His entire body went rigid as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed through him. Every muscle contracted as he emptied himself into her.

T-835 felt the force of his orgasm as her entire body trembled with intensity. She felt his hot seed surge deep inside her, flooding her womb, giving her purpose. The warmth of his essence spread through her like liquid fire. As the last wave broke over her, T-835 collapsed. Her body shook violently as countless contractions rippled through her pussy. Inside her womb, his seed surged like a tsunami, carrying thousands of tiny potential offspring that would create a new generation. Her body had fulfilled its purpose, reached its biological destiny. She lay gasping in the straw, her body still wracked by aftershocks.

Jörn towered over her, breathing heavily. Satisfaction and exhaustion mingled visibly on his face. His muscles glistened with sweat, his body still thrumming from the intensity. Drops of sweat fell from his forehead onto her back, mixing with her own moisture. If there had been any remnant of her former self, it was now gone forever, replaced by the pure essence of the hucow—a being that existed to give milk and bear offspring. Her mind was empty except for one awareness: she was now completely his property, his breeding stock, destined to carry his offspring.


Chapter 10

Since the lottery, Emily had been trapped in her own personal hell. One moment she was in high school talking about prom and college applications, the next she was sitting on a bus heading to an unknown destination, without the chance to say goodbye to her friends and family. The memory of the moment her name was drawn had seared itself into her mind—the ringing in her ears, the sudden silence in the room, the pitying looks from her classmates. The echo of her own name still rang in her head, like a death sentence repeated endlessly.

The sudden shift from a hopeful future to an uncertain one was devastating, leaving her confused and feeling betrayed. She had always imagined a life full of possibilities and success, not one ending in such a brutal and inhumane situation. Her dreams of medical school, a career as a doctor—all of it burst like a soap bubble the moment government officials led her out of the classroom. The touch of their cold hands on her arms still burned against her skin, a sensation she couldn’t shake.

There was no going back. Emily felt a mixture of confusion, fear, and betrayal. How could everyone abandon her? Who cared about her future? Was she worthless? These questions circled through her mind as she sat alone among strangers. The bus passed empty fields, bare trees, and dilapidated buildings. With each mile, her isolation and despair intensified. The once-vibrant dreams of a bright future were now overshadowed by the bleak reality that lay before her. Her throat felt constricted, her stomach cramped with fear. The rhythmic vibration of the engine beneath her feet became a hypnotic countdown to the end of her freedom.

Finally, the bus stopped abruptly near a sprawling complex surrounded by a chain-link fence topped with barbed wire. The processing center. The term alone filled Emily with dread. Processing meant they would transform her into something else—something less human. Emily and the other girls were led in a long line into the building. She shivered as she stood naked, her clothes having been stripped from her immediately after leaving the gymnasium. The cold air cut into her skin, intensifying both her physical discomfort and her emotional turmoil. She couldn’t help wondering what awaited her behind those menacing walls. Her arms instinctively wrapped around her slender body, a futile attempt to cover her nakedness and preserve some dignity. The smell of disinfectant and fear hung heavy in the air, mixed with the metallic taste of her own tears.

She remembered trying to protest, crying out that it wasn’t fair. But her handlers weren’t interested. They kept dragging her along, ignoring her pleading screams, leaving her feeling vulnerable and exposed. They would break her and reshape her. A cold knot of fear tightened in her chest, making it hard to breathe. Her voice was hoarse from crying, her wrists sore from the guards’ iron grips. The fingerprints of her tormentors still burned on her skin like invisible shackles.

What kind of life awaited her? Would she still be recognizable when they were done with her? Would any trace of her former self remain? Emily’s thoughts raced, a thousand questions swirling through her mind, each more terrible than the last. She had no idea how she would survive the horrors that lay ahead. Her body trembled uncontrollably, partly from the cold but mostly from paralyzing fear. Every muscle tensed as if bracing for a blow that never came.

Emily Johnson entered the facility. She felt like a wide-eyed child clinging to a security blanket that wasn’t there. Everything had happened so fast she could barely process it—from the lottery to the bus ride here, it had all unfolded at breakneck speed. The stark contrast between her past and her present was overwhelming. Dreams of prom dresses and college dorms seemed like distant memories, replaced by the harsh reality of her new circumstances. The soft blue of her eyes, once full of life and curiosity, now reflected only raw fear. The fluorescent lights above hummed like angry insects, casting harsh shadows across her pale face.

First came the disinfection showers. Naked and humiliated, she was sprayed with harsh chemicals to kill germs. The acrid fumes burned her eyes and lungs while ice-cold water turned her porcelain skin an angry red. Afterward, she entered a cold, sterile room where she was forced to lie down. Two workers immediately set to their tasks. The first administered vaccinations to the new calves, while the second tattooed a code on her neck. Emily’s beautiful long red hair received no consideration—it was ruthlessly sheared into a short pixie cut. The fiery curls, her pride since childhood, fell to the floor like autumn leaves, another symbol of her lost identity. The sharp snipping of the scissors sounded like breaking bones in her ears. The first steps of transformation were swift and brutal, stripping away any sense of her familiar identity. Emily disappeared, and Hucow E-612 took her place.

From that moment on, the countdown began. No Hucow lived past twenty-five. By then, Emily’s body would be used up and marked for slaughter. She didn’t know exactly how many years she had left, but she knew her fate would come sooner rather than later. Each snip of the scissors had felt as if a piece of her soul was being severed, leaving behind an empty shell of the person she once was. The cold metal blade of the tattooing needle burned into the sensitive skin of her neck as the number E-612 was branded onto her—her new name, her new identity. The humming of the machine vibrated through her skull, as if she were being rewired from the inside out.

Her time slipped away relentlessly. Each day as Hucow E-612 consisted of milking, feeding, and breeding. There was nothing she could do to escape the cruelty of this existence. The thought that she would soon stop feeling much of anything offered a certain measure of comfort. She tried not to think about her home, her friends, or her former life. When she did, tears threatened to spill down her cheeks. The pain of memory was sharper than any physical agony she endured here. Sometimes, in the quiet moments between procedures, she could still smell her mother’s perfume or hear her best friend’s laughter—phantoms of a past that kept slipping further away.

Instead, she focused on the moment, on surviving each hour. That way, she could come to terms with her fate—or forget who she once was. The following morning, Emily would stand at auction. The thought sent a shiver down her spine. It wasn’t just the loss of her uniqueness but the loss of control over her destiny. Someone else would make that decision for her. The feeling of powerlessness was all-encompassing, crushing her spirit and leaving her in a constant state of fear. Her once athletic, slender body, which she had been so proud of, would now become an object of desire and evaluation. The thought of strangers’ eyes roaming over her curves, calculating her worth, made her skin burn with shame.

Emily's first night in the facility was sleepless. She lay on a cold, hard cot, staring at the ceiling while her mind kept replaying the events that had brought her here. Thoughts of her family, her friends, and the life she'd had to leave behind raced through her mind. Each memory carried a bittersweet pain, a constant reminder of what she'd lost. The noise of the facility—the distant hum of machines, the occasional screams of other girls—made it impossible to find peace. The metallic clang of doors, the hum of surveillance cameras, the occasional sobbing from neighboring cells—this was the symphony of her new reality. The thin mattress offered no comfort, and the rough sheets chafed against her still-sensitive skin.

During her stay, speaking was forbidden. Despite the constant fear and humiliation, Emily tried to find small moments of comfort. She formed silent bonds with some of the other girls, sharing glances that said more than words. These fleeting connections were the only source of relief in an otherwise bleak existence. They reminded her that she wasn't alone in her suffering, that others shared her pain and understood her fate. A gentle nod here, a compassionate look there—these small gestures of human connection became precious treasures in her dehumanized environment. Sometimes she dared to reach out and touch another girl's fingers, a tiny act of rebellion against the isolation.

Emily's thoughts often drifted to the future—or rather, to its absence. The thought that her life would end at twenty-five weighed heavily on her. If she even made it that far. Once, she had dreamed of a long, fulfilling life filled with love, achievements, and joy. Now those dreams were nothing more than distant fantasies, overshadowed by the harsh reality of her existence. The idea that her fertile years would be exploited until her body was exhausted and worthless filled her with deep, gnawing despair. She tried to imagine what it would be like to never marry, never have children of her own, never grow old—but her mind refused to grasp that emptiness.

As the day of the auction drew closer, Emily's fear grew. She knew the sale would seal her fate, making it even harder to maintain any semblance of control over her life. The thought of belonging to someone, of being treated as property, was almost unbearable. But she had no choice but to face it, just like everything else since the lottery. Her delicate hands clenched into fists, fingernails digging into her palms—a tiny, desperate gesture of resistance against a system that regarded her as mere merchandise. The pain in her palms was sharp and real, an anchor in a world that felt increasingly unreal.

In the early morning hours before the auction, Emily lay awake, listening to the steady breathing of the other girls around her. Some cried softly into their thin pillows; others murmured the names of loved ones they would never see again. The smell of fear and despair hung like a shroud over the dormitory. Emily closed her eyes and tried to remember the feeling of the sun on her face, the scent of roses in her mother's garden, her father's warm laughter. But even these precious memories were beginning to fade, overshadowed by the brutal present that surrounded her.


Chapter 11

Late that afternoon, Thomas sat in the farm office discussing the upcoming auction. The old farmer browsed the heifer catalog on his tablet, weathered fingers swiping methodically across the screen. By the time his breeding bull Jörn walked in, the farm owner had already flagged seventeen potential new additions, each marked with a small red star.

Over the past few days, Jörn had been mounting one cow after another, making quite an impression. It wasn’t just that he was exceptionally virile—his entire body seemed built for the task. His muscular thighs, broad back, and natural dominance made the hucows tremble before him. They respected him and willingly submitted to his mere presence, lowering their heads and presenting their hindquarters in silent invitation whenever he entered the barn. Their eyes followed his every movement with a mixture of awe and barely contained desire.

The other staff recognized Jörn’s prowess too. He received approving nods and the occasional kind word from workers who admired his stamina and efficiency. Though the breeding bull had always enjoyed sex, this role empowered him beyond anything he’d known. The power he wielded over the hucows, the feeling of them trembling and moaning beneath him—it intoxicated him. His reputation as a potent breeding bull grew exponentially among the workforce, and even the older stable hands spoke of his abilities with reverence. The sweet scent of submission and desire wafting from the stalls as he made his rounds made his blood sing.

Thomas smiled when he noticed Jörn. This man far surpassed even him. Back when Thomas had been an active breeding bull, the hucows had been devoted to him, but nothing like this—nothing like what they showed Jörn. Some of the cows seemed downright addicted to him, lowing longingly whenever he passed, their bodies arching toward him like flowers toward the sun. Thomas could only hope this bull’s seed would prove as fertile as his mounting abilities suggested.

“My boy, come sit with me,” Thomas invited, gesturing to an empty leather chair that creaked slightly under Jörn’s massive frame. The leather was warm from the afternoon sun streaming through the window. “I want to talk to you about some potential new heifers,” the old farm owner said, eyes on his screen, reading glasses perched on the tip of his nose. Jörn leaned forward curiously. His masculine scent—sweat, hay, and something more primal after a day of hard work—filled the room. “How can I help you, sir?” he asked modestly, though his gaze was already wandering hungrily over the images on the screen.

“I want to get you more involved in the farm’s administrative side,” Thomas said emphatically, well aware of what that implied. He regarded Jörn with a paternal look, the wrinkles around his eyes deepening. The air conditioning hummed softly in the background, mingling with the distant lowing from the stalls. “You know we need fresh blood to keep our herd healthy. We’ve got several potential candidates listed here.” Thomas indicated the tablet, where details on the new hucows—statistics and measurements—were carefully noted beside each image.

“Of course, sir!” Jörn replied earnestly, nodding, his blue eyes flashing with interest. He understood the importance of genetic diversity among the hucows for maximum productivity. It helped the dairy industry thrive, and he was proud to do his part. His fingers already twitched impatiently, eager to glide across the screen.

Thomas explained some basic terms and principles of hucow breeding: pelvic structure, udder development, temperament, and fertility traits. He wanted Jörn to engage with these concepts, since he’d ultimately decide which hucows he wanted to mate with. That was how his own mentor had taught him, and he intended to do the same with his new breeding bull—tradition was as important on the farm as innovation. His voice took on an almost ritualistic tone, as if he were passing on sacred knowledge.

For this, he presented Jörn with high-resolution images of the heifers—young females barely eighteen, with fresh, innocent faces, who would one day grow into full-fledged hucows. He handed over the tablet and let Jörn examine the photos closely, studying every detail. The cold metal quickly warmed under Jörn’s palms. “Choose based on whatever criteria feel right to you,” he explained, taking large gulps of his steaming coffee. “Physical characteristics, size, bone structure, breast volume... whatever appeals to you most. A good breeding bull instinctively knows which cows will produce the best offspring.”

Jörn studied the faces carefully, fingers gliding across the screen, enlarging individual images. He favored those with innocent yet mature expressions and an underlying sensual aura. Girls with soft, flawless skin, curvy bodies already showing the contours of future fertility, round firm asses that would fit perfectly in his hands, slender thighs and firm breasts with nipples visible through thin fabric—attributes he admired not just professionally but personally. His pants grew noticeably tighter as he scrolled through the images.

A few caught Jörn’s eye in particular. Their gazes seemed to reveal a mixture of intimidation and unacknowledged curiosity. They all bore the subtle hallmarks of a submissive woman—slightly lowered eyelids, gently parted lips, body posture that signaled readiness—traits that would ease their transition from ordinary people to obedient hucows. Jörn selected three of the most promising heifers, marking them with decisive taps. Each touch of the screen sent a small electric jolt through his body.

Thomas could barely contain his enthusiasm as he studied the images on the tablet, his bushy eyebrows rising appreciatively. “Excellent choice! These heifers seem perfectly suited to their role as fertile mothers. Their natural inclination toward submission makes them perfect hucows. In time, they’ll settle completely into their function as milk producers and forget their former lives entirely.” His eyes gleamed with the satisfaction of a master who had successfully taught his student.

Over the next two hours, Jörn selected more heifers under Thomas’s watchful eye, weighing each choice carefully. His arousal grew with every image, but he maintained his professional demeanor. The room grew thick with masculine desire and calculated selection. By the end, they had chosen a total of eighty-six heifers for the auction, each with special traits that would improve the stock. Thomas planned to acquire twenty-six of them, depending on prices and competition. With his chosen candidates, he had a solid foundation for tomorrow’s auction.

“Well done,” Thomas remarked, giving Jörn an appreciative pat on his broad shoulder. The old man's warm hand lingered a moment longer than necessary on the firm muscle. “This selection should bring us a decent profit once they're trained and in production.” The old farmer glanced at the antique wall clock, whose ticking suddenly seemed to grow louder. “It's time to prepare for tomorrow's bidding. I'll retire for the day.” Thomas rose from his seat with a deep grunt, stretching his back, bent with age. “Oh, before I forget, I want you to select one more hucow calf. A special one. I want to sell your seed to maximize our profit.”

“Okay, but why do I need to select a calf for that?” Jörn asked, confused, his brow furrowing. He had no problem with his own seed being sold—after all, that was part of his contract—but he couldn't figure out why he needed to choose another girl for it. His voice carried a trace of uncertainty that briefly broke through his otherwise dominant presence.

“Look at it this way, my boy,” Thomas began patiently, his voice taking on a fatherly tone. He leaned against the desk, the wood creaking softly under his weight. “You see, I want you to select a calf that appeals to you personally. She'll help you collect your 'donation.' So you need to find one attractive enough that mounting her won't get boring when you're doing it several times a week,” Thomas explained with a conspiratorial wink. His words hung heavy in the air between them. “Think of it as a little motivation to do good work. A reward for your successes so far.”

Jörn scratched his head, trying to understand the concept, his gaze wandering between Thomas and the tablet. The afternoon sun cast long shadows through the window, bathing the room in golden light. Finally, he grasped what the old man meant. Choosing a girl he liked and found especially desirable would make the frequent sexual encounters with her less monotonous. A personal toy, dedicated solely to his seed production. The thought sent his blood pulsing hotter through his veins.

“She doesn't have to meet the perfect standards of a hucow for our dairy farm. She just has to appeal to you personally.” Thomas smiled, his eyes twinkling knowingly. The wrinkles around his mouth deepened into a sly grin. “Choose whatever makes your cock glow and your balls boil. I'll bid on her for you, whatever it costs. Just put her on the list with the note 'cock sleeve'!”

With that, Thomas left Jörn alone. He immediately began scrolling through the auction list again with renewed interest. His fingers moved faster across the screen, his breathing deepening. The silence of the office was broken only by the soft hum of electronics and his own racing heartbeat. As he scrolled through the list, his pulse quickened with excitement. So many wonderful young women were listed, each with her own charms and merits, each a potential vessel for his lust.

While he was still mulling over how to choose among all these calves, he was surprised to find the right candidate on page five. Her image practically jumped out at him, and a hot throbbing stirred in his loins as his eyes wandered over her curves. His hand gripped the tablet tighter, knuckles turning white with tension. The girl on the screen seemed to look directly into his soul, her eyes promising a submission that matched his most primitive instincts. His tongue ran over his lips as he already imagined her whimpering beneath him...


Chapter 12

Emily stood nervously on the small auction stage in Hall 2B—the meat show. The cold fluorescent light made her pale skin look even more pallid, almost translucent like parchment. She’d spent hours in a stuffy waiting room with other young heifers while they were auctioned off one by one. The fear in her eyes grew with each girl who disappeared through the door. The metallic taste of panic coated her tongue, and her bare feet stuck to the cold linoleum floor of the stage.

The atmosphere in the hall was tense. Dozens of people had gathered around the stage, eagerly leafing through brochures listing each heifer’s specs—weight, height, genetic predisposition for milk production. The rustling pages blended with the muted hum of the air conditioning into a hypnotic drone. They whispered among themselves, speculating about prices, their greedy gazes assessing the trembling bodies on stage. Amid this noise sat Thomas Soll, his weathered hands resting calmly on his knees, fingers spread like old roots over the rough denim of his jeans.

The old farmer had secured an excellent spot in the hall, one that let him observe every movement of the other bidders. His eyes, small and sharp like a bird of prey’s, revealed decades of experience in the business. The deep furrows around his eyelids told of countless hours under the burning sun of his fields. He glanced at his tablet, where heifer E-612 was listed. A red-haired girl with a petite figure and small, firm breasts that barely showed beneath the thin fabric of her auction dress. The white cotton dress already clung to her sweat-dampened skin, revealing more than it concealed.

The old breeding bull couldn’t help but grin, shaking his head in amusement. The deep wrinkles around his mouth deepened like cracks in dried clay. She was the heifer his new breeding bull had chosen as his “cock sleeve.” Thomas had told Jörn she didn’t have to meet the usual hucow standards, but E-612 was something else entirely. Almost too delicate for this harsh business. Her bones would snap under the strain of transformation like dry branches.

Standing before him on the stage now, eyes wide as she tried to hide her fear behind a brave face, she looked even more petite than in the pictures. Her red hair fell in soft waves over her narrow shoulders, and her hands trembled slightly as she faced the crowd’s scrutinizing gaze. The fine hairs on her arms stood on end from cold and fear. After her transformation, she’d look almost ridiculous. At a size zero and barely four-eleven, she’d be nothing more than tits on a stick. Thomas wondered if Jörn had known this heifer from his former life and chosen her for that reason. Perhaps an old flame or a secret fantasy? The way the young man had looked at her photographs, that hungry look in his eyes, spoke volumes.

At least E-612 wouldn’t be particularly expensive. Girls like her were in low demand. That might be different in the everyday world, where petite women were often desired, but in the milk business, things worked differently. The harsh reality of the industry demanded other body types. Sure, most farm owners didn’t want fat hucows either—they needed them physically fit, ideally with an athletic hourglass figure that could withstand the stresses of intensive milk production. Wide hips, strong thighs, a back that could carry the weight of swollen udders. Such hucows typically lasted a year longer before going to the slaughterhouse. But heifers like E-612 were usually rejects, rarely auctioned off at all. Normally they went straight to meat processing, where their delicate bodies became anonymous products. Ground beef for the city’s supermarkets.

When the auction began, Thomas held back at first. His right hand played absentmindedly with the bidder card as he gauged interest in E-612. The yellow plastic was warm and damp from his sweat. The crowd behind him murmured impatiently. Some bidders were already shifting in their seats, eager to get to the more attractive lots. The squeak of metal chairs on concrete mingled with nervous coughing and throat-clearing. But as expected, the auction was sluggish. No one was really interested in this heifer. Good for him. The starting bid sat at $1,000—a pittance compared to the $15,000 paid for premium heifers.

How was the girl feeling right now? Thomas watched a drop of sweat run down her temple, watched her chest rise and fall with rapid breathing. The thin fabric of her dress stretched over her small breasts with each breath, and he could make out the dark circles of her nipples through the material. She must have had plenty of admirers in her former life, with that pretty face and fiery hair, and now the demand for her body was basically nonexistent. Fate’s irony could be cruel. Her lips moved silently, as if whispering a prayer or giving herself courage.

Thomas looked around. No one made any move to bid. Everyone in the hall knew she was inferior quality—unsuitable for a business built on profit. The farm owner would never have considered her himself. Too little meat, too little milk yield. Her narrow hips would never birth the large calves that made the business profitable. But if his breeding bull wanted her, he should have her. Jörn had done good work, and a small reward would secure his loyalty. Besides, it was amusing to watch the young man enjoy his toy before the reality of farm life caught up with him.

Thomas raised his auction card with confidence. The yellow plastic slapped against his palm with a sharp crack that cut through the hall’s silence. The auctioneer, a gaunt man with a voice like sandpaper, paused mid-sentence and acknowledged Thomas’s bid. The auctioneer’s Adam’s apple bobbed nervously as he spoke the notorious farmer’s name. Everyone turned toward Thomas, including the young girl. He stared directly into her eyes, his expression inscrutable, making sure she knew who had bid for her. The young woman swallowed visibly and tried to maintain her composure, but the sudden flush creeping up her neck betrayed her nervousness. Her knees trembled so violently that the thin dress fluttered around her legs.

Did she realize she’d barely escaped the butcher? At least for now. It was an open secret in the hucow industry, discussed only behind closed doors in elite circles. Ethically, the practice was problematic. While hucows lost all self-awareness after transformation, women who weren’t auctioned off were led to the slaughterhouse fully conscious. No one spoke openly about it. The public simply looked the other way, pretending not to know—a collective denial that kept the system running. The newspapers wrote of “disposal of unsold goods,” as if they were defective machines and not sentient beings.

Emily would escape that particular fate. Instead, she would become Jörn's personal plaything before eventually going the way of all hucows. Thomas could already picture the young man bending her to his will in his bed, gripping her narrow hips and using her as he pleased. By the time her day came, nothing would remain of the girl who now stood on stage with tear-filled eyes.

The hormones and chemicals would turn her brain to mush until only a mindless animal remained. The auction wouldn't last much longer. He was the only bidder. And so E-612 was sold to Thomas Soll for just $1,000—a bargain for a human life. The auctioneer's hammer crashed down on the wood like a death sentence, and Emily nearly collapsed as the guards led her off the stage.


Chapter 13

While Thomas Soll was at the auction, Jörn continued his duties. He was mounting T-835 again. Sweat streamed in glistening rivulets down his naked, muscular torso as he thrust relentlessly into the whimpering hucow. The rhythmic echo of naked bodies colliding filled the dim room like primitive drumming. Without pause or mercy, he claimed her depths, his pelvis slamming forcefully against her flesh.

The air was thick and heavy, saturated with the musky scent of their union. Each breath filled his lungs with the salty taste of sweat and lust. His fingers dug deeper into her hips, feeling her warm flesh yield under his grip. The metallic taste of adrenaline coated his tongue.

Although he had bred countless other calves and mature hucows in recent weeks, something about T-835 awakened an unusual passion in him. A primal attraction he couldn’t explain.

Maybe it was the way she moaned—surrendering herself completely to him, accepting every nuance of his dominance. Or how her eyes rolled back when he drove especially deep, her pupils wide with ecstasy. The deeper he plunged into her slick heat, the more he lost himself in the sensual moment, in the intoxication of her submission. Jörn let himself be consumed by pleasure, his senses completely absorbed by her warmth. His sweaty hands gripped T-835’s hips firmly, leaving distinct bruises on her pale skin as he thrust into her hard and relentlessly.

The creaking of the breeding frame beneath their movements mixed with the wet slapping of their bodies. Drops of their shared sweat fell onto the leather padding, leaving dark stains.

With each thrust, T-835 screamed her pleasure, her body trembling under his force. Jörn had stopped counting how many orgasms she’d already had, but it was obvious her next one was imminent—her breathing quickened, her moans grew hoarse, her muscles tensing involuntarily. “You belong to me, you hear?” he growled, his voice rough with arousal. “So get fucking pregnant!”

His words echoed in the tiled room, bouncing off the bare walls. He felt her inner muscles contract in response, her wetness running warm down his thighs.

Without giving her time to rest, he drove into her overflowing pussy relentlessly. Her soft walls rhythmically clenched his cock, massaging it with each movement. Each thrust drew a loud moan from both of them, intensifying the experience in the dimly lit breeding room, where only muted light illuminated their sweat-soaked bodies.

Shadows danced over their entwined forms, tracing contours of power and submission in the faint light. Jörn’s muscles tensed, every fiber of his body focused on the primitive task of reproduction.

Jörn increased the tempo again as he felt his balls begin to tighten, heavy and full. His own orgasm built relentlessly, a pressure growing in his lower abdomen. He grabbed T-835’s slender neck and choked her lightly at first, then harder with both hands, his fingers digging into her delicate skin.

Her carotid artery pulsed wildly beneath his thumbs. He could feel her heartbeat hammering against his palm, fast and desperate. The contrast between her fragility and his raw strength sent another wave of arousal coursing through him.

She began gasping desperately for air, her eyes widening in panic and arousal at once. Tears ran down her flushed cheeks, mixing with the sweat. But with each hard thrust, Jörn’s desire grew, spurred on by her helplessness. Her choked gasping mixed with his animal grunting as she drove him closer and closer to climax. Her entire body trembled and twitched violently beneath him as she verged on suffocation. Her face shifted from deep red to a disturbing blue, her eyes fluttering uncontrollably while her hands weakly beat against his arms.

The scratching of her fingernails across his skin was like electric sparks. Her weak blows became tender touches as her strength waned. Jörn watched, fascinated, as her lips turned blue, her tongue protruding slightly between her teeth.

He watched her attentively, his eyes dark with lust, savoring his absolute power over her, feeling the rush of satisfaction flow through his veins like liquid fire. It was an incredible high for him, this control over life and death. T-835 seemed to enjoy this rough treatment too—her pussy clenched tightest, contracting spasmodically, just before she threatened to lose consciousness. T-835 was obviously masochistic; her body betrayed her.

Then finally he erupted with a deep, guttural moan, spilling into her womb, his body convulsing in ecstasy as he slowly loosened his grip and life returned to T-835’s limp body.

His seed pulsed out of him in hot spurts, filling her with the primitive intent of fertilization. Each spurt was accompanied by a tremor that ran through his entire body, from his toes to his fingertips.

She let out a deep, desperate breath, as if surfacing from the depths of a dark ocean. Gasping, her heart racing, she slowly regained consciousness, her limbs trembling uncontrollably. His hot seed flowed into her, filling her womb, running in thick drops between her thighs. The intensity of her rough treatment had left clear marks—red imprints on her neck, bruises on her hips, her lips swollen from biting. Jörn had overdone it this time, even by his standards. He noticed T-835’s exhausted state, how she barely had the strength to move. She would probably need a few days to recover from the brutal breeding. Then they would mate again, over and over, until her pregnancy was finally confirmed.

The trembling in her limbs slowly ebbed, but the redness on her skin would remain for hours. Her breaths still came in short bursts, her body struggling to recover from the intense experience. Jörn regarded his work with a mixture of satisfaction and professional assessment.

Satisfied and exhausted, Jörn left the hucow in the breeding room, where the caretakers would attend to her sore spots and exhausted body. Now he needed a long, hot shower to wash off the sweat and traces of their union.

His footsteps echoed on the cold tiles as he left the room. The contrast between the stifling heat of the breeding room and the cool air of the corridor made him shudder. His skin steamed slightly in the cooler air, and he could still smell her scent on him—a reminder of the raw intensity of their coupling.


Chapter 14

The livestock transporter rumbled along with Thomas Soll at the wheel, heading back to his dairy farm as the engine hummed steadily. The tires rolled over uneven asphalt, every bump transmitting through the chassis directly into the cargo hold. Dozens of young women sat on the truck bed, all purchased at the hucow auction, each carrying her own fears and hopes. In the coming weeks and months, all of them would undergo a transformation that would change their lives forever, forcing them into a terrible reality. The heavy smell of diesel mixed with the women’s fear-sweat, creating an oppressive haze that made the air in the cargo hold thick and stifling. Metallic-tasting air seeped through the tiny ventilation slits—barely enough to keep twenty-six people alive.

Emily was frozen with fear. Her fingernails had dug so deep into her palms that small crescents of dried blood marked her skin. Back home, the thought of becoming a hucow had been only a distant threat, a fleeting shadow in her mind. Now, as she drew ever closer to her new home, the reality of what that actually meant was becoming terrifyingly clear. How was she supposed to survive this? Overwhelmed by terror, she didn’t dare imagine what awaited her at the dairy farm. The uncertain future loomed like a dark tunnel with no escape. Her fingernails dug deeper into her palms as she tried to hold back the tears burning in her eyes. The salty taste of her own tears collected in the corners of her mouth.

Earlier, on the auction stage, she had feared ending up at the slaughterhouse, and becoming a hucow had seemed almost like the milder option. What a fool she had been. Now, crammed together with the other young women on the truck bed, she realized how foolish that thought had been. The reality was far crueler than she could ever have imagined. The bare skin of her shoulder rubbed painfully against the rough metal wall of the transporter with every curve. The cold metal had already left a raw spot that reopened with every movement of the vehicle.

Deep inside, Emily feared that every fiber of her being would be torn apart by forces beyond her control. Panic crept through her veins like ice water. Would she completely lose touch with reality? Could she preserve her identity in the ocean of humiliation that awaited her? Probably not. The young woman knew the documentaries and the shocking stories she had been forced to hear. She knew what they would do to her. When they were finished with her, she would be reduced to nothing but her base functions—an empty shell of flesh whose only purpose was to satisfy humanity’s consumer desires, with no hope of ever reclaiming her humanity. The thought sent a tremor through her entire body, a physical echo of her mental torment. Her teeth chattered uncontrollably, even though it was oppressively warm in the cargo hold.

Emily had no idea how long they had been traveling. Time had lost all meaning in this metal hell. Thirst tormented her, and her mouth was completely dry, as if she had spent an eternity in the desert. Her tongue stuck to the roof of her mouth, thick and swollen. She had sat crouched on the floor for who knows how long, staring at the truck bed while thoughts raged like a storm in her head. But the desperate need for something to drink made her look around at her fellow sufferers. Her lips were cracked and hurt with every movement of her mouth, small drops of blood beading where they had split.

She looked at the other girls in the livestock transporter, all in the same situation—twenty-six in total. Many had resignation in their eyes and quietly submitted to their impending fate. Their bodies hung limply against the walls, as if they had already given up all hope. In a few, however, she recognized defiance—a spark of resistance amid the general despair. Emily didn’t know any of them from her school days. They must have come from other regions of the country and been purchased at the auction, each with her own story and her own fears. A red-haired girl with freckles cried softly in the corner, her shoulders shaking with each suppressed sob. A slender blonde with a grim expression stared at the wall as if she could break through it by sheer willpower. Her jaw muscles tensed rhythmically—a silent struggle against despair.

During the journey, the women had barely spoken to each other. The horror of what had happened was far too overwhelming for anyone to dare voice her thoughts aloud. The silence was crushing, making the space seem even more oppressive. Only occasional sobbing or the creaking of the transporter over a bump broke the eerie quiet. The sound of the tires on the asphalt became a monotonous drone that drilled into their heads like endless tinnitus.

In the rear of the truck bed, Emily spotted a sign that read “Drinking Water.” The letters were in the same sterile font seen in veterinary clinics. Directly below it was a kind of water dispenser with a catch basin far too small for the women’s needs. The young woman rose laboriously from her spot, swaying, and walked carefully past the naked bodies of the other calves, who seemed similarly lost and frightened. Her legs were numb from sitting so long, and every step sent pins and needles through her muscles. The floor of the transporter was slippery with sweat and other bodily fluids, and she had to brace herself against the wall to keep from falling.

When she reached her destination, Emily discovered that the drinking dispenser was mounted far too low for a normal human. The height was perfect for a calf or a dog. She had to get down on all fours and drink from it like an ordinary animal. The young woman’s cheeks burned fiery red with shame and anger as she took a sip that barely moistened her dry throat. The water was lukewarm and tasted metallic, but it was a relief for her burning throat. She knew the drinking dispenser had been deliberately positioned this way to make clear that she was now nothing more than an ordinary animal—without dignity and without hope of ever going back. The cold metal of the catch basin touched her lips, and she felt tears rising in her eyes as she lapped water like a dog. Her knees ached on the hard floor, and she felt the gazes of the other women on her, all of them struggling with the same humiliation.

When the livestock transporter finally came to a stop after what felt like countless more hours, Emily’s heart skipped a beat. The sudden absence of engine vibrations created an eerie silence. They had arrived. The rear gate was thrown open with a violent bang, metal screeching on its hinges. The young women were released one by one from the cargo hold and brought to their respective stalls, which seemed like prisons for their souls. Harsh sunlight blinded them after the darkness of the transporter, and the sharp smell of disinfectants and animal manure hit her. The air outside was fresher, but it carried the unmistakable smell of a dairy farm—sweetish and heavy, with a note of decay.

Cold, white-painted concrete walls contrasted with sterile metal frames that reflected the light mercilessly, making everything seem even more desolate. The paint was so glaring and clinical that it hurt Emily’s eyes. Compared to the comfort she was used to at home, this place seemed barren and almost soulless, as if all humanity had been sucked from the walls. At least the floor was covered with a washable mat so the calves didn’t have to live on bare concrete, but this small comfort couldn’t soften the cold reality. The mat was gray with a non-slip pattern—practical for cleaning, but designed without any thought of comfort. The air smelled of chemical cleaning agents and an underlying note of milk and sweat—a smell that would soon become all too familiar to her.

Two stern-faced women in white coats forced Emily onto all fours, pinning her down with brutal determination. Their hands were cold and impersonal, as if they were handling livestock. A dull ache shot through her backside as she twisted against their grip.

Everything around her grew dark as her thoughts plunged into a sea of despair and fear, and she wondered if she would ever see freedom and light again. One woman’s strong fingers dug into the soft skin of her shoulder while the other jabbed a syringe into her thigh with cold efficiency. The needle was thick, the puncture painful, and Emily felt the liquid forcing its way into her flesh. A burning sensation spread from where the needle had pierced her, and slowly the world around her began to blur. Her vision grew hazy, and a metallic taste filled her mouth as the sedative flowed through her veins.


Chapter 15

Jörn watched in silence as the calves were unloaded. The whole operation moved faster than expected, with an efficiency that could only come from years of experience. His fingers gripped the cold metal of the railing as he observed every step. The rhythmic clomping of boots on concrete mixed with the muffled whimpering of the sedated women.

He even caught a fleeting glimpse of Emily before she disappeared into the calf barn, and the sight of her hurried movements made his pulse quicken. Her body moved differently from the others—less resigned, still fighting. He liked that.

The breeding bull noticed the uncertainty and fear in her gaze. It was as if he could sense her inner turmoil, the panic reflected in her dilated pupils. His tongue ran over his lower lip as he imagined that fear transforming into something else—into acceptance, into desire, into complete surrender. He could hardly wait to see her again, to find out what she really felt. Thomas waved him over, and the breeding bull followed willingly, his thoughts still on Emily, on her wide eyes, like a deer caught in headlights.

The two men exchanged a meaningful look, a silent understanding between them that needed no words. Despite the age difference, they shared a connection built on mutual respect—and shared preferences. “Come, I want to show you how the calves are prepared for their stay in the barn,” Thomas said with a friendly smile, leading Jörn inside. His weathered hand rested briefly on Jörn’s shoulder, a paternal gesture with something possessive beneath it. “Our valued newcomers get their medical treatment first.” The former breeding bull laughed softly, but the undertone in his voice hinted at dark prospects for the young women who struggled to find their place in this harsh environment—until they learned that resistance was futile.

When the two men stopped in front of one of the calf boxes, they watched a medic use a scalpel to sever the Achilles tendon and fibularis tertius of the sedated animal, then stretch her foot backward. The metal gleamed under the harsh barn lights as it cut through skin. A soft hiss escaped the unconscious woman as red blood ran over her pale flesh. This would ensure the calf could never stand upright again. Afterward, a bandage and splint were applied with practiced hands before moving on to the next animal.

The surgical precision and speed filled Jörn with a mixture of horror and dark fascination. His pulse quickened as he watched the women’s freedom of movement being systematically stripped away. He’d heard about this procedure in countless documentaries, of course, but had never witnessed it firsthand. The metallic smell of blood mixed with disinfectant and the earthy scent of the barn, a combination that sharpened his senses. His palms grew damp as he imagined Emily lying on that table. After observing the treatment on several more calves, they moved to another section of medical care, overseen by a different medic.

“The calves are getting an injection to make the treatment easier,” Thomas explained, his voice excited, his eyes shining with disturbing enthusiasm. His fingers traced the metal frame of a box as if admiring a prized possession. “Another dose in two hours.” Jörn glanced curiously at the syringe, its liquid shimmering in the neon light like liquid silver. “What exactly are they giving them?”

The old breeding bull leaned casually against one of the boxes, his massive body a testament to years of hard work. His eyes roamed over the unconscious figures with the satisfaction of a man who knew his craft. “Mainly a cocktail to boost their immune system and reduce inflammation. Plus a tetanus shot to prevent lockjaw.” That made sense—after all, they wanted the calves in good condition when they began their transformation into hucows. Jörn’s thoughts drifted unbidden to Emily, to how she would look when the transformation was complete—her breasts swollen and heavy, her eyes empty of everything but the desire to serve.

Jörn and Thomas reached Emily’s box just as a metal ring was being fastened around her hips. The cold steel contrasted sharply with her pale skin, and Jörn noticed her muscles tense involuntarily, even though she was unconscious. The ring was then attached to one of the metal struts of the box door. The soft click of the lock echoed through the barn like a death sentence for her freedom. The purpose was simple: to ensure no calf could escape. Once they were tamed, this precaution would no longer be necessary—they would stay of their own accord.

Emily Johnson would soon spend the rest of her life as a vessel—her mind shut off, her body reshaped and used exclusively for its biological purposes. A shiver of excitement ran down Jörn’s spine as he imagined taking part in her transformation. His pants grew tight as he pictured her begging him—first for mercy, then for more.

“I assume you want to stay here until your little calf wakes up?” Thomas asked, glancing at the sedated E-612. The corners of his mouth twisted into a knowing smile that spoke of years of experience with new breeding bulls. Jörn nodded, barely holding back a sadistic grin. His hands clenched unconsciously into fists as heat flowed through his body like molten metal. “Yes, I think I will. She’ll certainly be happy to see me again…” His voice was hoarse with anticipation, and he was already licking his lips at the thought of their first conscious encounter in this new context.


Chapter 16

Slowly, Emily awoke from unconsciousness. Her feet ached and burned like fire, as if someone had driven white-hot needles through her tendons. What had these bastards done to her? The pain was almost unbearable, pulsing through her limbs and making her flinch involuntarily. Each heartbeat sent new waves of agony through her legs, a rhythmic throbbing that reduced her breath to shallow gasps.

Completely disoriented, Emily tried to move her feet. The slightest movement sent stabbing, razor-sharp pains shooting through her body like electric shocks, tearing a tortured scream from her throat. The cry echoed off the bare concrete walls and came back to her—a hollow reflection of her own despair.

She gathered every ounce of energy she could muster in her dazed state just to move. Laboriously, with trembling arms and sweat-soaked skin, the young woman sat up and leaned her exhausted body against the cold white concrete wall of her prison. The chill seeped through her bare skin and made her shudder as goosebumps spread over her arms.

A metallic gleam caught her attention. She found a massive metal ring clamped around her, cinched relentlessly tight around her narrow waist and cutting into her soft skin. The metal was cold and heavy, an unyielding belt of steel that dug into her flesh with every movement. Panicked and furious, Emily tugged at it, her fingernails scratching desperately at the metal, but it was useless. The ring was firmly connected to a heavy steel chain attached to the box door, which rattled with her movements like a prisoner’s shackles. There was no way she could release it on her own, no matter how hard she pulled and tugged.

Hot tears streamed down her beautiful, now dirty face and dripped onto the rough concrete floor as she looked down through blurred vision. The salty taste of her own tears pooled in the corners of her mouth. Horror shot through her like an electric shock as the young woman saw her feet. They were stretched unnaturally, like a ballerina’s en pointe, and locked in this agonizing position by a complex leather prosthesis. The skin stretched taut over her ankles, red and inflamed, raw where the leather straps cut deep into her flesh.

Why would someone stretch her limbs in this cruel way, and why couldn’t she remember any of it? Sudden horror overcame her, freezing the blood in her veins. Something terrible, something inhuman must have happened to her while she was under. The memories came back only in fragments—the sting of a needle, the sensation of falling, then nothing but darkness.

Memories of hucow documentaries flashed through her mind like lightning, and she remembered with growing horror that those enslaved women could only move on all fours, stripped of their humanity and reduced to four-legged creatures. A fate that had now befallen her too. They had brutally stripped her of her freedom, her dignity, and the fundamental ability to walk upright like a human being. The thought made her gag, bile rising in her throat.

Pure hatred surged through her, hot and corrosive as acid. How could they do this to her? She was a human being, damn it! Not an animal, not property, not an object! How could such inhuman cruelty be legal in a civilized world? Emily swore she wouldn’t give her tormentors the satisfaction of giving up without a fight. She had to escape from here, no matter what it took! The anger burned in her chest like a fire threatening to consume her fear.

Her anger and unbending defiance flooded the young woman with new, unexpected strength that pumped through her veins. Her arms trembled with exertion, muscles tensing under her pale skin as she laboriously climbed the cold bars of her box gate. The metal was rough and cold under her palms, cutting into her fingers like dull knives. Emily cursed inwardly and bit her lip so hard she tasted blood, fighting not to scream out in frustration and pain. The metallic taste of her own blood mixed with the salty taste of her tears.

Finally, she made it, her fingers clawing at the top edge. The young woman could see over the edge of her box now, her breath coming in gasps, her lungs burning from the exertion. Sweat dripped from her forehead onto the floor below. But when she looked up to take in her surroundings, something inside her shattered, as if someone had crushed her heart with an icy hand.

Before her stood a naked, muscular giant of a man, just over six and a half feet tall, with the largest, most threatening cock she had ever seen—thick, veined, and impressive even in its flaccid state. He was completely bald, his skin gleaming with oil in the dim light, and he radiated a raw, animalistic masculinity she had never felt from any other man. Broad shoulders, a neck like a bull, arms corded with thick muscle, and a six-pack that looked carved from stone. The smell of sweat and testosterone hung around him like a cloud of dominance.

Emily recognized him immediately despite his transformation, and her stomach clenched with disgust and fear. Before her stood the man she hated with every fiber of her being, whose arrogant smile haunted her nightmares. Her former neighbor Jörn. But he had changed—bigger, more muscular, more threatening. As if he’d been transformed into a perfect breeding machine.

He caught her gaze and smiled arrogantly, his blue eyes sparkling with undisguised glee. “Hello, E-612. I hope you had a pleasant arrival at the dairy farm.” His deep voice dripped with sarcasm and echoed off the bare walls, deeper and rougher than she remembered. It was obvious he was enjoying the sight of her, savoring her humiliation like fine wine. His eyes wandered hungrily over her naked, trembling body.

“FUCK YOU!” Emily screamed at him, spittle flying from her lips. “Let me out of here right now—I don’t belong here! I swear to God, I’ll kill you, you perverted pig!” Her voice cracked with rage and desperation, scraping raw in her dry throat.

Jörn seemed completely unimpressed by her outburst. He just laughed heartily, a deep, booming sound that made his muscular chest quake and echoed through the entire stable. The laughter was dark and threatening, full of sadistic pleasure. “I’m afraid you’re mistaken, E-612. It’s your destiny to become a hucow! After all, you were selected through a lottery! I just made sure your tight little ass ended up on this farm and not somewhere else. Consider it... personal interest.”

Emily couldn’t believe it—her mind refused to accept this cruel reality. As if her humiliation hadn’t been great enough already. Why in the world did she deserve such torture? This wasn’t fair! This couldn’t be true! Her pride reared up, rebelling against the nightmare world she was trapped in. Her nails dug into her palms until she bled.

“Don't worry, you'll soon be an obedient hucow. You may not believe it now, but that will change soon.” Jörn stepped menacingly closer to the door of her stall, his massive body casting a long shadow over her, towering above her like a predator over its prey. His presence filled the entire space, driving the air from her lungs. “Soon you'll be begging for my attention, once your animal instincts take over that foolish, defiant brain of yours. You'll want nothing more than for me to breed you, so you can fulfill your only purpose in life: producing milk and bearing my offspring.” His eyes darkened with arousal at these words, and she could see his cock twitch at the thought.

Emily's strength gave out. Her fingers slipped from the bars and she collapsed painfully onto the hard concrete, looking up at Jörn with tears in her reddened eyes. The impact sent fresh waves of pain through her tortured feet. “How dare you do this to me? I won't let you lay your filthy fingers on me, you sick monster!” the young woman screamed, her voice breaking with emotion, though deep down she sensed that resistance was probably futile in this twisted world.

Emily closed her eyes and tried to block out the harsh truth of this nightmarish situation, her body trembling with stifled sobs. Jörn watched her with keen interest, his gaze roaming hungrily over her trembling body, drinking in every detail of her despair. He savored her helplessness, imagining how soon her spirit and resistance would fade, melting away like wax in the sun. The thought of dominating her, breaking her and reshaping her, aroused him immensely, making his cock swell visibly.

He wasn't a bad person—at least that's what he'd always told himself—but Emily brought out the worst in him. Since his transformation into a breeding bull, an animalistic, insatiable beast lurked within him that he couldn't always control. The hormones pumping through his veins had turned him into something else—something primitive and dangerous.

“Don't worry, I won't hurt you, E-612! But my role as this farm's breeding bull is to ensure you fulfill your purpose. You were selected to become a hucow, and my job is to make sure you carry out that role to the best of your ability.” With a final mocking smile that bared his perfect white teeth, Jörn turned away from her and left the calf barn, his heavy footsteps striking the concrete in a steady rhythm, like a death march. “We'll see each other again soon, my little hucow! Very soon.”

Emily was left alone with the other calves, surrounded by the smell of fear, disinfectants, and something else—something animalistic and threatening that hung in the air like an invisible fog. The young woman noticed that some of them had watched the spectacle between the two with wide, frightened eyes, their interest obvious. Their faces reflected a mixture of curiosity and terror. They apparently found it strange that Jörn and Emily had stood so close together and clearly knew each other. What were the odds that a calf would know someone on a dairy farm? Let alone the feared breeding bull, whose mere presence made the other women tremble.

In the eyes of the other prisoners, Emily saw something that made her blood run cold—pity. They looked at her as if she were already lost, as if Jörn's personal interest had sealed her fate. One of the women, a blonde with dead eyes, shook her head almost imperceptibly, as if to say: You don't stand a chance.

Emily pressed herself harder against the cold concrete wall, feeling her skin scrape against the rough surface. The chain around her waist seemed to grow heavier, the metal cutting deeper into her flesh. Jörn's scent still hung in the air—masculine, animalistic, threatening. A scent that told her that her nightmares had only just begun.


Chapter 17

Over the next few days, Emily gradually got to know her neighbors in the stalls on either side. To her left was Jada, also known as J-662, an attractive Black girl with the figure of a seductive cheerleader. Her chocolate-brown skin gleamed like polished silk even in the barn's dim light, and her supple muscles spoke to years of athletic training. When she moved, every gesture flowed with a natural grace that not even this sterile hell could suppress. Emily liked her immediately—the two women gave off the same vibe, a mixture of defiant spirit and pragmatic adaptability that showed in their eyes whenever they looked at each other over the low partition walls.

To her right was a voluptuous brunette with curves that swelled like gentle hills beneath the thin fabric of her smock. Her name was Jenifer, or rather J-673. The young woman had Spanish roots and had made a name for herself as a streamer on a major platform back in her youth. Her deep brown, almond-shaped eyes held a seductive gaze that could make any man weak, while her full lips stayed constantly pursed in an expression of coquettish innocence. Her long, glossy curls tumbled over her shoulders like black honey, still perfect even here, as if she might step in front of a camera at any moment. Her former fame, however, hadn't saved her from her fate. These two were now her only friends in this hell, where concrete walls suffocated any hope of escape.

Although Jada and Jenifer didn't seem particularly worried about their fate, Emily still appreciated their company. Their shared captivity helped them recognize the importance of friendship and solidarity. Maybe it was survival instinct that drew the three women closer together, or simply the loneliness that made them seek comfort in each other's arms. Either way, Emily felt much more at ease in their presence, as if their collective warmth could cut through the clinical coldness of the facility. When they whispered in the evenings, their voices barely louder than a breath, the sterile echo of the concrete walls seemed to disappear for a moment.

During the day, they spent most of their time talking, swapping stories about their pasts. Jenifer's tales of intrusive fans and secret admirers often made them laugh, while Jada's memories of dance competitions and college parties conjured up a long-lost sense of normalcy. Emily shared stories from her time as a student—exam stress and weekend parties, things that now sounded like fairy tales from another world. Sometimes Emily wondered how things would have turned out if they'd met under normal circumstances—maybe at a café or a party, where they could have chatted about men and careers, where they would have been friends who complained about trivial things. But in the end, that didn't matter. All three were bound by their shared fate, welded together by the humiliating rituals of their daily existence. They couldn't change any of it, but at least bearing the burden together made life a little easier.

Not much else happened in the calf barn. Three times a day they received food—a tasteless but nutritious paste they had to lick from bowls on the floor. The cold metal pressed against their lips as they slid their tongues over the sticky substance that tasted like nothing yet gave their bodies everything they needed. Occasionally a doctor came by to check on their well-being, his cold hands probing for swelling or signs of illness, treating them like livestock being optimized for breeding. Life was boring and monotonous, broken only by the occasional moaning or crying from one of the newer calves, whose despair was still fresh, not yet crushed by the resignation that set in after weeks. Emily and the other girls had grown accustomed to spending most of their time on their knees by now, and it had become second nature—a submissive posture that burned itself into their muscles. Without realizing it, they were gradually being conditioned to their new role. At first, Emily had complained constantly, had scraped her knees raw in desperate attempts to stand upright—by now she rarely thought about it, accepting the aching joints as part of her existence.

One evening, all the calves received another injection from the doctors, who walked through the rows in their white coats like priests of some perverted religion. Emily didn't give it much thought. In recent weeks, she'd already received several injections that supposedly served her “well-being.” For days afterward, the young woman had felt noticeably healthier and more energetic—her skin had begun to glow and her hair had become silkier, as if her body were being optimized from the inside out.

But today's dose was different. As the needle pierced Emily's vein, an intense warmth flooded through her body, spreading like liquid fire from her arm. Her heart began to beat faster and faster, pulsing in her ears like a primitive drum, and suddenly her vision blurred. Everything around her dissolved into a foggy haze, colors and shapes merging into swirling chaos. She heard Jada's voice as if from far away, distorted and muffled, then Jenifer's worried call. Then darkness overwhelmed her, and she sank into a velvety nothingness as her body slid heavily to the floor.

When Emily woke the following day, the sun was already high in the sky, streaming through the open door of the calf barn and drawing golden rectangles on the concrete floor. She sensed immediately that something about her body had changed. An unfamiliar weight rested on her chest, pulling her forward as if trying to drag her to the ground. Her shoulders ached as though she'd lain in an impossible position all night. After laboriously sitting up, Emily looked down at herself and stared in disbelief at the plump curves outlined beneath her thin shirt.

She carefully felt for her breasts, sensing their new fullness beneath her trembling fingers. The flesh was warm and heavy, unnaturally taut and swollen. Before, Emily had been a small B-cup that barely needed a bra, but now she was closer to a full C, her nipples darker and more sensitive than ever, sending electric jolts through her at every touch. The realization was shocking—her breath caught and her thoughts raced. The transformation into a hucow had begun, advancing like an unstoppable train. This change was undoubtedly permanent, a physical alteration that would mark her forever.

“Wow, girl, you look amazing!” Jada called out admiringly, peering over the wall of her stall at Emily, her white teeth flashing against her dark skin. “Looks like we didn't just get the booster shot last night—we got the growth serum too. My breasts have grown too, see?” She pressed her upper body against the partition wall, proudly showing off her now more voluptuous curves, clearly outlined beneath the thin fabric. Her voice sounded excited, almost euphoric, as if this were all some exciting game.

Jenifer's voice came from her other side, husky and seductive as always. The brunette proudly thrust her now even fuller breasts toward Emily, letting them hang over the wall so the heavy globes shimmered like ripe fruit in the sunlight. “Look at these beauties! I bet they're bigger than your head now!” She laughed, a deep, throaty laugh that held more arousal than amusement. Her eyes gleamed with an intensity that troubled Emily.

Emily stared at Jenifer in confusion, her eyebrows drawing together. How could she stay so calm? Couldn't she grasp what it meant for their bodies to transform like this? This wasn't cosmetic surgery—it was systematic dehumanization. They were going to become goddamn brainless hucows, milk machines without will or mind, existing only to be milked like common cattle! The hormones must already be affecting their brains, shifting their priorities, making them welcome these changes instead of fearing them.

* * *

Over the next week, their physical changes became impossible to miss, obvious even at a casual glance. By now Emily had reached an impressive double-D, her breasts heavy and taut, veins tracing like blue rivers beneath her stretched skin. Every movement made them bounce and sway, accompanied by a constant wetness between her legs, an unrelenting arousal that had settled like a fever in her lower belly. Even simple walking became torture, each step making her swollen breasts bounce painfully up and down.

Sometimes Emily rubbed herself against the bars of her stall, desperately seeking relief, pressing her hips against the cold metal while desperate sounds escaped her throat. The iron was cold against her heated skin but offered only momentary comfort from the burning desire pulsing through her veins. Her moans echoed off the concrete walls, an obscene sound that carried through the entire barn and triggered similar reactions from the other women in the calf barn—a chorus of unfulfilled lust. At first Emily did it consciously, when the urge became too overwhelming, creeping to the bars at night when she thought no one was watching. She was ashamed, her cheeks burning as her fingers worked between her legs, searching for escape from the torment. But over time it happened more and more unconsciously, an animal drive that overwhelmed every rational thought. All she wanted was some relief from the tormenting fire between her thighs.

The other calves were no different. In every stall, a young woman yearned for relief, writhing on the straw, bodies glistening with sweat, eyes glassy with lust. The air in the barn hung heavy with the sweet scent of arousal, a musky smell that crept into every corner. Deep down, Emily knew it was the hormones they were being given daily now, a chemical cocktail that perverted and amplified their natural instincts. But the desire grew stronger with every minute, a burning thirst that couldn't be quenched without relief. Emily could no longer resist her own cravings, losing herself in a whirlpool of lust and shame. She existed in a state of permanent horniness that seemed to slowly but steadily drive her insane, every clear thought drowning in a sea of hormones.

Day after day the changes continued in Emily and the other calves, reshaping their bodies according to their keepers' perverted ideal. She caught herself envying Jenifer's figure, which evoked an ancient fertility goddess. Her friend's body grew ever fuller and curvier, her hips wide and inviting, her waist somehow still narrow like an hourglass. Jenifer resembled a goddess of abundance, with breasts that hung heavy as ripe melons from her torso and swayed hypnotically with every movement. Emily, on the other hand, was becoming more and more a pair of breasts on a stick, her once athletic figure disappearing beneath the monstrous growth of her bust. Her back muscles weren't built to carry such weight, and she already felt the first signs of chronic pain spreading like fine cracks through her spine. At night she woke because her shoulders burned as if someone were pressing glowing coals against them.

The doctors came more frequently now, monitoring their progress with cold, impersonal hands. They measured the circumference of their breasts, jotted numbers on clipboards, spoke about them as if they weren't even there. Emily felt her humanity eroding piece by piece, replaced by something else, something more primitive. And the most terrifying thing was that a part of her—a growing part—was beginning to like it.


Chapter 18

Jörn had withdrawn since his last encounter with Emily, avoiding any direct contact with her. Instead, he'd been watching her regularly through the cameras in the calf barn whenever he found the time. The cold glow of the monitors in his office had become his daily ritual, the flickering images feeding a dark satisfaction in his chest. He'd originally planned to visit her daily and taunt her, but in the end, he decided to let time do its work. Patience was a virtue he'd perfected over the years.

Watching her begin to lose control, surrender to her new existence without much resistance, and accept her new role filled him with dark satisfaction. The transformation was subtle but unstoppable—like water eroding stone. Day by day, her base, animal instincts grew more apparent. At first barely perceptible, his former neighbor was now constantly horny and hungry for a cock that could really give it to her. Her body language gave her away—the way she rubbed against the bars, how her eyes went glassy when other bulls passed by, how her hips circled involuntarily when she thought no one was watching. Emily would become a perfect little cock sleeve, malleable and willing. The knowledge made his cock twitch beneath his pants.

In the meantime, the breeding bull had taken T-835 as a temporary replacement. Her pregnancy was clearly visible now, her belly bulging round and taut beneath her, yet the hucow continued to satisfy his desires. Her plump, milk-filled breasts bounced with each thrust when he took her from behind, the rhythmic slapping of skin on skin filling the barn air with obscene sounds. A fate that would soon befall Emily as well. The thought of her future swelling, her breasts heavy with milk, made his cock hard.

After nearly six months of watching, it was time to visit her again. The breeding bull was curious how she'd react to him. Would she beg or spit at him? Had she pushed him from her mind these past months, or had she thought about him every day? Had she rubbed her constantly dripping pussy against the bars of her box while thinking about his cock? Had she despised herself for it while craving it at the same time? The image of her desperate masturbation, her suppressed screams in the darkness, made him grin. Who knew what the young redhead had been thinking about? He'd make sure she got a good look at his cock either way.

Jörn entered the calf barn where Emily and the other girls were still housed. The heavy steel door fell shut behind him, echoing through the room like a death sentence. The familiar smell of straw, sweat, and female arousal filled his nostrils. It wouldn't be much longer before the calves found it increasingly difficult to form a clear thought or speak. The process was unstoppable—soon they'd only be able to grunt and moan, their human language reduced to animal sounds.

The breeding bull stopped in front of the box belonging to his former neighbor's daughter and gazed at an Emily he barely recognized. Her red hair had grown back over the past months and now reached her chin, shinier and fuller than before, like a copper mane catching the barn light. Her lips had grown fuller, rosier, more sensual—like ripe fruit waiting to be kissed. Her pretty face had filled out a bit, the sharp edges of desperation giving way to softer curves. The new look suited her well, lending her an almost innocent sensuality that set his loins on fire.

Nothing remained of her small, firm breasts. Instead, considerable 34F tits now graced her chest, heavy and taut like overripe melons. He'd pulled her bust size from the medical records, studying the numbers like a collector examining his most prized pieces. As the young woman knelt on all fours before him, they hung down to her elbows, swaying with her every movement like pendulums of lust, the nipples dark and swollen like small plums.

“I see you've settled in well.” His voice cut through the barn air like a blade. Emily's nervous reaction to his presence delighted him—the twitch of her muscles, the flash of panic in her eyes before she tried to compose herself. For months he'd observed her decline from afar, intoxicating himself on every small sign of her capitulation. Facing her again now had been worth the wait. She didn't seem thrilled, but the angry look from their last meeting was gone, replaced by a mixture of resignation and suppressed arousal that dilated her pupils.

“Just go away. I don't want to talk to you.” Her voice sounded hoarse, brittle, as if she'd been screaming for too long.

Jörn grinned, his teeth flashing white in the dim light. “Are you sure, my dear? You won't have many more opportunities once your brain turns to mush.” He licked his lips, savoring her helplessness like a fine wine.

“Don't mind her, you can talk to me!” a voice rang out from the box next to Emily's, sweet as honey and just as sticky. A moment later, the face of a young Black woman appeared, her beauty breathtaking and dangerous all at once. Her radiant smile revealed rows of gleaming white teeth that contrasted against her velvety, ebony skin like pearls on black velvet. The sunlight streaming through the barn's high windows glittered on her dark skin, highlighting her features—high cheekbones, a small, delicate nose, and large, expressive eyes that stared at him with undisguised hunger.

With a crook of her index finger, she beckoned Jörn closer, her long, slender fingers grasping the bars of her box like a lover grasping her husband. The gesture was unmistakable, provocative—a silent invitation to forbidden pleasures. “Hello, sweetie, we haven't met yet. I'm Jada, by the way.” Her voice was like warm whiskey, rough and intoxicating.

The breeding bull raised an eyebrow and glanced at the sign hanging on the box, the cold numbers and letters a brutal contrast to her sensuality. “Funny, I could swear your name is J-662.” His voice dripped with mockery.

The young Black woman rolled her eyes but wasn't about to give up that easily. Her persistence was admirable and arousing in equal measure.

She pressed her ample chest invitingly against the cold bars of her box door, letting the plump globes bulge through the gaps like dough through a meat grinder. The metal cut slightly into her soft flesh, leaving red welts that marked her skin like war paint. “Why don't you come over here and we can have some fun together!” Jada raised a suggestive eyebrow and gazed at the breeding bull with longing, her eyes half-closed with feigned lust. “I'm sure you can satisfy a woman like me.” The young woman licked her lips seductively, the tip of her tongue gliding slowly over her full lips like a snake across warm stone. “I've been longing to have a real cock inside me again!” The last word came as a gasping whisper, laden with undisguised greed.

Emily watched a lustful grin spread across his lips, his eyes devouring Jada's body like a predator sizing up its prey. Resentment surged through her, mixed with something she didn't want to admit—a burning jealousy that ate at her insides like acid. “Get lost, Jada!” Emily snapped, her voice cracking with suppressed anger as she tried to chase her friend away from Jörn.

He just laughed and shook his head mockingly, the sound deep and dark like rolling thunder. “Oh, are you jealous, E-612?” The breeding bull reached for his half-hard cock and stroked it a few times until it reached full size, the outline now clearly visible under the fabric of his pants. The flesh swelled like a cobra rising to strike, the fabric stretching taut over his impressive length.

“I'm man enough for both of you, my little calves. Why don't you let me take you one at a time, if it helps relieve some stress...” His words dripped like honey, sweet and seductive, but with a bitter aftertaste of dominance.

Jada flashed Jörn a radiant smile, her eyes sparkling with desire like diamonds in candlelight. “Sounds like a plan to me,” she said enthusiastically, turning to Emily, her voice breathless with excitement. “Come on, sister. Let's show this handsome bull what we girls are made of.” She couldn't be serious. The words hit Emily like slaps across the face.

“In your dreams,” Emily hissed, though part of her body had begun to hum at the thought, a warm wetness spreading between her legs like oil on water. How could her friend suggest such a thing? Sure, the black woman certainly had her charms—those enchanting curves and impressive athleticism. She was incredible with her long, slender legs and that perfectly shaped ass that swelled beneath her skin like two melon halves.

But Emily would never willingly give herself to Jörn. Not as long as she was still in her right mind. She wouldn't fall for his steel body, his intoxicating masculinity, and that gorgeous cock now straining against his pants like a beast waiting to be unleashed. “Go ahead, mount that dumb cow if you both need it so badly, but leave me out of it!” The words tasted bitter on her tongue, like bile and betrayal.

Jörn looked surprised at first, his eyebrows shooting up like birds taking flight, but he recovered quickly. His features hardened again into that familiar mask of control. Apparently he hadn't expected Emily to still have so much self-control. Instead of taking offense, he just shrugged, his broad muscles rippling under his tight T-shirt like steel cables under tension.

“You've always thought of me as some sex-crazed pervert, but maybe it'll surprise you that even as a breeding bull, I don't fit your image of me.” His voice was calm, almost thoughtful, but underneath ran a dangerous stillness. Jörn crossed his arms over his broad chest, the muscles of his upper arms tensing like bows drawn to fire. “I can control myself, and I'm not the one constantly rubbing up against a pole or touching myself.” His eyes drifted pointedly to Emily's hands, which were unconsciously sliding along her thighs.

He gave a dismissive wave and walked away, his powerful steps echoing through the barn like hammer blows on an anvil. “Have fun masturbating!” The words struck like lashes from a whip, leaving burning shame in her chest.

Jörn left both women speechless. Jada's mouth hung open like a fish out of water, while Emily's face was etched with confusion and anger. And perhaps, deep down, also a certain disappointment that sat like a cold stone in her stomach. Her pussy pulsed with suppressed lust, a treacherous throbbing she tried to ignore.

“You two did a great job,” Jenifer's voice suddenly rang out from the stall across from them, sharp and reproachful like a verbal lashing. “The farm's breeding bull comes by personally and you two idiots drive him away again.” Her voice dripped with contempt, each word an accusation against their stupidity.


Chapter 19

Over the following days, while Jada and Jenifer rehashed their encounter with Jörn again and again, Emily sulked and muttered to herself. Her fingernails dug into her palms until small red crescents formed. Though she tried to keep her thoughts under control, images of Jada and Jörn locked in a passionate embrace kept surfacing like an unwanted loop playing in her head. She saw his large hands on Jada’s bare skin, heard the soft moans she wished she’d been the one to make. The metallic taste of jealousy spread bitter across her tongue.

Humiliating as it felt, she couldn’t imagine Jörn preferring anyone else over her. What was wrong with her? Since when did she care who that fat idiot found attractive? Well, she had to admit he wasn’t fat anymore. In fact, with his taut muscles, flat stomach, and impressive cock hanging between his powerful thighs, he looked damn good. Every time she saw him, her eyes drifted involuntarily to his manhood, and her mouth went dry. Her tongue ran nervously over her lips as her thighs pressed together of their own accord.

Emily was shocked by her own thoughts! What was wrong with her? She wasn’t herself anymore. It had to be the medication she took daily. She had to watch what she was thinking about! Thinking too much about Jörn—about his rough voice, his dominant manner, his muscular body—was risky in the long run. It awakened unwanted emotions she could barely control even now. Her nipples hardened at the mere thought of him, rubbing against the thin fabric of her top and sending small jolts of arousal through her body. Between her legs, she grew wet, a warm, sticky feeling that shamed her and aroused her in equal measure.

Over time, Emily noticed another change in herself—subtle at first. Her once-sharp mind sometimes seemed foggy, as if a thick mist had settled over her thoughts. Simple arithmetic that had once come easily now gave her trouble. Her ability to concentrate declined noticeably. Day by day she felt more sluggish, her movements growing slower, as if her body were wading through thick honey. Time seemed to stretch endlessly. Despite the growing sense of powerlessness, her libido remained unchanged—no, it surged beyond measure. Her body vibrated with desire, a constant hum beneath her skin that she couldn’t ignore.

These sudden changes also stirred unrest among the other calves in the barn. Some began arguing over who would get to be bred by Jörn first. Their voices grew shrill and desperate, their movements increasingly aggressive. That he now visited the young women daily to talk with them only made things worse. His naked presence each day, the way his muscular body moved, the way his cock dangled between his legs—it all created mounting sexual tension among the calves. The air in the barn hung heavy with the scent of their arousal, sweetish and musky, spreading like an invisible fog.

Their gazes clung to his every movement, silently pleading for him to finally choose a partner and mate wildly with her. All their lustful thoughts revolved around him, yearning for the touch of this dominant bull, for his strength, for the fulfillment only he could give them. They dreamed of how he would take them, hard and relentless, how his seed would explode inside them. At night they tossed restlessly in their straw, pressed their hands between their legs, and moaned his name.

The calves began competing for his affection, trying to attract his attention and seduce him. They thrust out their breasts, wiggled their asses, and presented their wet lips whenever he came near. Their movements grew increasingly shameless, more primitive, driven by a hunger that washed away all inhibitions. As the days passed, the competition among them intensified. Emotions ran high, creating a charged atmosphere in the barn. It was as if the whole place pulsed with raw, untamed sexual energy, like a kettle about to boil over. The walls seemed to vibrate with their collective horniness.

Emily wasn’t immune to this development. The moment he entered the barn, she couldn’t take her eyes off him. How she longed to touch his strong shoulders, his broad chest, his muscular arms. Her heart beat faster when he approached, her breathing growing shallow. Sometimes a feeling of fear even overcame her when he stood before her—a primitive, animal fear of his overwhelming masculinity. But why? This fear mixed with her arousal into an intoxicating cocktail that numbed and sharpened her senses at the same time. She felt her muscles tense, ready for flight or surrender.

She couldn’t remember exactly what had happened in recent days. The memories blurred like ink in water. But for some reason, Emily found it hard to resist his dominant charm. It was as if he had an invisible aura that drew her in like a moth to a flame. For whatever reason, he seemed to prefer her, which pleased her immensely. His gaze lingered longer on her, his touches gentler, more intimate. At the same time, it made the other calves extremely jealous, leading to tense rivalry in the barn. She could feel the hateful looks of the others when he turned to her, could almost taste the crackle of tension in the air.

For some time now, communicating with him had grown increasingly difficult. Emily found it almost amusing when a simple word wouldn’t come to her, or when she stood silent before him, unable to form a clear thought. Thinking grew more and more complicated for her, as if her thoughts were scattered and unreachable, like clouds drifting away on the wind. She caught herself more and more often thinking about nothing at all, gladly letting herself be enveloped by the pleasant emptiness, like a warm blanket. It was so much easier, and spared her headaches, when she didn’t brood too much. The two other calves fared no better, but even their names had blurred in her memory. What were their names again? She wasn’t sure anymore. Her mind was slowly transforming into an empty canvas that no longer knew colors, images, or words. Without memories, knowledge, or creativity, she felt as if she were in a dream—an endless, sensual dream in which only bodies and instinct existed.

Soon Emily began to lose all understanding of language. The once-familiar words seemed to vanish into a fog of unknowing, like stars fading in the morning sky. Her entire world reduced to elementary, basic instincts that she now accepted as her only reality. Hunger, thirst, the need to relieve herself, and the primitive urge to reproduce governed her daily life. The last of these grew ever more powerful—a burning in her lower abdomen that only Jörn could extinguish.

This shift from human consciousness to pure instinct left Emily neither restless nor anxious. She was completely indifferent to it and didn’t even notice it anymore. The complexity of her former thoughts and feelings was like a distant dream, long since forgotten. All that mattered was the here and now, the primitive rhythm of her new existence. She existed only as a body, as warm, eager flesh seeking fulfillment.


Chapter 20

Jörn was astonished at how quickly Emily’s mind was deteriorating. Just a few more weeks, and her transformation would be complete. By now, he could only communicate with her at a toddler’s level.

Her sharp tongue was gone. The fire in her eyes, the spark that had illuminated her soul, had almost completely extinguished. Instead, she spent more and more time staring into nothing. He noticed her expressionless gaze, her apparent inability to form coherent sentences or ask questions. Her once clear, intelligent eyes, which had regarded him with such contempt, were now empty and clouded like a polluted pond.

She took pleasure when he leaned toward her and gently caressed her cheekbones, softly stroked her head, or sometimes massaged her breasts. Despite her altered state, he occasionally caught fleeting glimpses of self-awareness in her gaze that reminded him of her former self. In these rare moments, something flickered in her eyes—a last rebellion of her true self—before sinking back into the depths of her chemically altered neurons.

These moments gave him hope that Emily was still in there somewhere, hating it when he touched her. He wanted her to suffer until the bitter end. He was keenly aware of how much power he had over her body, and that aroused him like nothing else in this world. From time to time, Jörn could sense Emily’s confusion and disgust toward him. It seemed she still clung to a fragment of her former identity, but that would soon pass. Her body had long since stopped obeying its owner—his former neighbor’s daughter. He still remembered little Emily clearly, moving in next door with her parents. She’d just turned twelve back then. How time flies... Now she was a mindless object of his desire, trapped between what she once was and what he had made of her.

The brunette J-673, with her Spanish roots and seductive gaze, who had previously occupied the adjacent stall, had already completed the process. She’d been transferred to the hucow barn two days ago. The mental transformation also depended on the person’s intelligence. She presumably hadn’t been the brightest. Instead, she’d naturally had the best genetic predispositions. They said stupidity was an advantage during intercourse. Jörn would put that to the test this afternoon. The young heifer had been cleared for breeding by the doctors. Her full lips, high cheekbones, and olive skin revealed her Mediterranean genes, while her voluptuous curves and heavy, plump breasts made her the ideal candidate for the program.

The breeding bull would ensure she’d soon be carrying his fertile seed. J-673 had the potential to become one of the most productive hucows on the farm, and Jörn could sense how eager she was. His body was already reacting to the mere thought of the upcoming breeding, a pleasant warmth spreading through his lower abdomen. His pants stretched over his swelling cock as he imagined sliding into her warm, wet tightness.

From the first weeks of her stay, it had become apparent how well suited she was to live out her existence as a hucow. It hadn’t taken long for J-673 to understand and willingly accept her role. It was fitting that she was also the first to be approved for breeding this year. In many ways, she embodied the perfect heifer—young, fertile, and ready to serve as a hucow. Her hormones were perfectly adjusted, her pelvic structure ideal for childbirth, and her breasts already showed early signs of increased activity.

As Jörn walked to her stall in the hucow barn, he was already looking forward to the two of them creating a new life together. His cock throbbed at the thought of filling J-673’s womb with his potent seed. He would feel the heat of her constricting pussy as it milked his shaft and strove for the ultimate prize. “Ready?” Jörn asked, more to himself than to the hucow, as he let his gaze wander over this beauty. Her naked skin gleamed under the artificial light of the barn, her full breasts hung heavy and inviting, while her hips showed a perfect shape for birthing. “Let’s go!”

Shortly after, they were together in the breeding room. J-673 got on all fours while Jörn towered over her. The room was specially equipped for this purpose—hygienic, functional, and fitted with everything necessary to maximize breeding success. The temperature was set to an optimal 72 degrees to promote sperm activity. Subdued light cast warm shadows over her bronze skin, while the scent of her pheromones filled the air.

Instinctively, J-673 spread her legs wide in anticipation of Jörn filling her. It was obvious she wanted him. The breeding bull was only too happy to oblige. Jörn positioned himself between her legs and savored the sight of her wet pussy lips. The sweet scent she exuded tickled his nostrils and heightened his arousal even further. Her vulva was already swollen and pink, a clear sign of her fertility and readiness. Small droplets of her wetness glistened on her inner lips like morning dew on flower petals.

Jörn grasped her lush, rounded rear with both hands and pulled her firm, plump ass cheeks closer as he knelt behind her. The gentle pressure of his fingers on her flesh sent delicious shivers through her body. J-673’s breathing quickened, and anticipation glowed in her otherwise expressionless eyes. She wanted to be bred. She wanted to reproduce. Her body trembled with expectation while a fine sheen of sweat covered her bronze skin. Her nipples were hard and dark, her breasts swaying slightly with each rapid breath.

When he finally pressed his hard cock against her soft entrance, a soft moan escaped her and she received him into her warm depths. Her body trembled slightly, not from fear or hesitation, but from readiness, arousal, and the urge to fulfill her destiny. Jörn thrust deeper into her with a fluid motion, stretching her entrance wider than a normal man could have managed, and felt the incredible wet heat. Yes, this young female was made to be a hucow. His considerable length disappeared inch by inch into her, while her inner muscles closed around him like a velvet glove.

J-673 responded eagerly to his thrusts. She raised her hips and encouraged him to take her harder. The young hucow worked greedily against him, while the loud squelching sound of her overflowing pussy echoed obscenely through the room. Her wetness ran down her inner thighs and formed small droplets on the floor beneath them, a clear sign of her extreme arousal. Jörn could feel her inner walls contracting around his shaft, milking him and demanding more.

Both Jörn and J-673 understood what their task demanded—surrendering to their animal urges to achieve the desired result: the fertilization of an egg and the creation of new life. Their bodies moved together in rhythm, working in harmony toward their shared goal. The air in the breeding room grew thick with the scent of their mating, a primal musk of sweat, pheromones, and raw arousal. Jörn's muscles tensed with each powerful thrust while J-673's body arched toward him, hungry for his dominance.

With each thrust, the impact against J-673's rippling ass echoed like drumbeats around their naked bodies. The breeding bull watched the spectacle with fascination—the way her cheeks bounced and jiggled. There was something incredibly arousing about it, an expression of his masculinity, his strength and dominance. Her skin flushed red under his forceful thrusts while the flesh of her lush curves trembled and rippled with each impact. The rhythmic slapping of their bodies mixed with their gasping breaths into a perverse symphony of lust.

J-673 moaned with pleasure at each thrust. Her usually expressionless face was now twisted in ecstasy. The sensations coursing through her intensified with every passing second. Her moans synced with Jörn's, both losing themselves in this moment of intimate connection. Saliva ran from her parted lips while her eyes rolled back, overwhelmed by the intensity of what she felt. Her fingers clawed into the padding beneath her, grasping for something to hold onto as waves of lust washed over her.

Jörn relentlessly drove his massive cock into her small, tight pussy, pushing the young hucow ever closer to a euphoric orgasm. Each thrust seemed to unlock a new level of ecstasy in J-673. His heavy balls slapped against her swollen clit, sending additional waves of pleasure through her and driving her ever closer to the edge. Her inner walls clenched around his shaft as if trying to pull him deeper inside.

Jörn quickened his thrusts, driving her with increasing force toward her climax. Her breathing turned ragged as J-673 gasped for air. Her body arched and began to tremble as if trying to escape the building ecstasy, but the breeding bull's firm grip held her in place. The hucow had no way to escape him. His strong hands locked her hips in an iron grip while he picked up the pace, burying his cock deeper inside her with every stroke. Sweat dripped from his body onto her back, mingling with her own.

“Just a little longer,” Jörn moaned, driving into her with all the force of his hips. The breeding bull knew how close she was to orgasm. He wanted her to come for him. It turned him on to satisfy a woman, to make her reach that peak. Beads of sweat formed on his forehead while his muscular thighs and taut abs tensed with each powerful thrust. His balls tightened—a familiar sign that his own climax was approaching.

J-673 writhed beneath him, almost in agony, struggling for control. Apparently she had never experienced an orgasm before, and the sensations flooding through her were completely foreign. The poor hucow was visibly overwhelmed by these waves of ecstasy. While J-673 hadn't been a virgin, her previous partners had clearly been inadequate in bed. Good thing Jörn could now show her what passionate, uninhibited breeding sex really was. Her eyes went wide, her mouth forming a silent “O” as the approaching explosion of pleasure overtook her body. Her toes curled, her muscles tensed, as if she were about to shatter into a thousand pieces from sheer ecstasy.

Her muscles tensed in anticipation of the passionate explosion she could no longer hold back. Every fiber of her body trembled with tension, as if an invisible force were trying to tear her apart from within. Finally, she collapsed and surrendered to the irresistible pull of her climax. A tremor ran through her entire body as an orgasm of overwhelming intensity crashed over her. Her inner muscles clenched rhythmically around Jörn's massive shaft, as if her body were trying to milk every drop of his precious seed from him. Waves of pleasure rolled through her like thunder, shaking her to her bones.

Her legs trembled uncontrollably and gave way beneath her. The strength drained from her arms as ragged breaths escaped her open, wet mouth. Her chest heaved rapidly, desperate to fill her starving lungs, while Jörn's full weight pressed down on her. Saliva pooled in the corners of her mouth, dripping steadily onto the cold floor. Her whole body glistened with sweat, her hair plastered to her face as she shuddered through the aftershocks of her climax. The salty moisture burned her eyes, mingling with tears of overwhelming sensation.

But the breeding bull wasn't finished with her yet. He hadn't come inside her. His hips kept moving in their relentless rhythm, as if her orgasm were merely a waypoint on his path to completion. Though J-673 was exhausted, Jörn would give her no rest until he had fertilized her unprotected womb. J-673 lay flat on the floor and simply let it happen. All her limbs were splayed out beneath her. The full weight of both bodies now pressed down on her ample breasts, compressing them like cushions with each thrust. If J-673 had already been producing milk, the breeding bull would have squeezed every last drop from her. Her soft nipples scraped painfully against the rough concrete as Jörn maintained his unyielding rhythm. The friction left red marks on her pale skin.

Beads of sweat seeped from her pores, forming small rivulets that trickled over her ribs and pooled beneath her body. The metallic taste of blood mixed with salty sweat on her lips where she had unconsciously bitten them. Her body lay almost motionless, twitching only occasionally. Jörn had broken her, and J-673 surrendered to her fate, drooling uncontrollably and making incomprehensible sounds. The words she had once known seemed to have fled her mind, replaced by primitive sounds of submission. Every cell in her body ached, longing for it to finally be over. Jörn sensed her resignation. The last resistance that might have remained from the tiny remnants of her former personality was shattered and extinguished forever. Her eyes now stared vacantly into nothing while her body served only as a vessel for his lust and his seed. Her pupils were wide and glassy, as if her soul had already left her body.

But that didn't mean the breeding bull showed any restraint. Jörn slammed his hips against her plump rear, driving his nearly twelve-inch cock relentlessly into her fertile womb. The slap of flesh against flesh echoed through the room, accompanied by his deep, animalistic grunts. His balls felt especially heavy today, probably from the protein-rich diet Thomas Soll had insisted on for the past few days. They swung rhythmically with each thrust, swollen and full of seed. Every labored stroke brought him closer to completion, fanning the fire that consumed him from within. The scent of their coupling filled the room—a primal, animalistic musk that further inflamed his instincts. Sweat mingled with the metallic tang of blood and the sweet note of her juices.

Jaw clenched, he hammered his cock relentlessly into J-673's battered pussy. His teeth ground audibly, jaw muscles standing out beneath his taut skin. Sweat dripped from his forehead onto her body, mixing with her own slick fluids. His entire body seemed to vibrate with primitive, raw energy. Muscles tensed beneath his skin as he drove deeper and harder with each thrust. The veins on his arms and neck bulged like thick ropes. His breathing grew heavier, his heartbeat racing as his climax approached. His pulse pounded so loud in his ears he was nearly deaf to everything else.

He threw his head back and let out a cry of triumphant satisfaction that echoed off the walls like the call of a victorious predator. His throat was raw, his voice hoarse from exertion. He felt his orgasm overtake him, a wave of heat radiating from his groin and flooding his entire body. J-673 looked up at him, bewildered, as his hot bull seed flooded her birth canal. At first she didn't understand what was happening. Her eyes widened as the unfamiliar heat filled her from within. Only when he sprayed his hot cum directly into her cervix did she comprehend, rolling her eyes back, overwhelmed by the intense sensation. The force of his release was so strong she could feel it deep inside—a hot pulsing that filled her womb and flooded her with his seed. Spurt after spurt streamed into her, filling every corner of her depths with his fertile essence.

Jörn stayed inside her until the last waves of his climax subsided. His heavy breathing mixed with her weak gasps. His arousal slowly faded, and when he finally pulled out of her drenched pussy, a stream of thick white fluid followed. The wet, obscene sound of flesh withdrawing filled the room. The hucow still lay stretched out on the floor, staring blankly ahead as his seed ran out of her and pooled in a milky puddle between her thighs. For J-673, this was the beginning of her journey as a mother. It meant her body would continue changing as the pregnancy advanced, her feminine features becoming even more pronounced. Her breasts would swell, growing heavy and sensitive, her nipples darker and larger. Her belly would round as her body prepared for its new purpose.

Now it was no longer just about carrying a child; it was about becoming a full-fledged hucow—a devoted and obedient vessel for the fetus growing inside her, and a source of industrial milk production until she had nothing left to give but her flesh and bones. In this moment, as Jörn's seed began its work deep inside her, her fate was sealed—she was now completely a hucow, living proof of the system's efficiency and the power of breeding bulls like Jörn. The transformation was complete, her human identity permanently extinguished and replaced by something more primitive, more useful.


Chapter 21

Jörn woke earlier than usual that morning, his internal clock synced to the farm’s rhythm. The breeding bull was eager for what the new day held. His powerful limbs stretched beneath the light comforter as the first morning light filtered through the curtains, casting golden stripes across his bronzed skin. The air smelled of dew and distant hay. After a quick shower—the cold water invigorating his muscles and making his skin tingle—he headed to the kitchen for a fast breakfast before starting his long workday.

Thomas Soll greeted him warmly as usual when the old farmer appeared about fifteen minutes later, his weathered hands gripping the doorframe before stepping inside. He moved with the deliberate confidence of a man who knew every inch of his land.

Jörn offered him some of the fresh-brewed coffee steaming in the pot, its bitter aroma filling the small kitchen. The old farm owner accepted and sipped the strong brew, his bushy eyebrows knitting together in appreciation. No matter how often Jörn tried, his coffee was never as good as Thomas’s. The breeding bull still hadn’t discovered the secret that made the old man’s brew so special—maybe it was decades of experience, or some secret ingredient he’d never reveal.

“How are you doing, Jörn?” Thomas Soll asked after setting his cup on the worn wooden table. The porcelain clattered softly against the wood. “Me? Great.” The experienced breeding bull studied Jörn briefly, his eyes seeming to peer deep into him, searching for signs of weakness or strain. The toll of recent days was plain to see—the faint shadows under those usually bright blue eyes, the tense set of his broad shoulders, like a predator poised to spring.

This was the most demanding time for a breeding bull. Thomas knew this burden from his own experience—every fiber of his body remembered the burning tension, the constant readiness. Numerous calves awaited Jörn’s attention, their fertile bodies waiting impatiently, their hormones drawing him in with invisible threads.

He was mounting the hucows and calves three times daily now, performing like a prize stud, and the farmer knew what kind of toll that took. His testicles produced liters of sperm each day, his body under constant strain, every cell working at full capacity. A balanced diet and rest between breeding sessions were essential to sustain this output. His predecessor hadn’t handled the pressure—had collapsed under the weight of expectations like an engine that had run too hot. The Rosen Institute had reassigned him afterward. Thomas didn’t know what became of him, but he wished him well.

“If anything’s bothering you, you can tell me. I was in your position once. It’s completely fine if something’s weighing on you.” Thomas’s voice carried the warmth of decades of experience. Jörn nodded gratefully, his striking features relaxing slightly, the tension easing from his shoulders.

But the truth was, he was doing great. Knowing he’d probably impregnated many hucows over the past two weeks filled him with a deep sense of fulfillment, a warmth that resonated in his chest, and knowing that many more calves were waiting for him only made it better. There seemed to be no end to willing, breeding-ready hucows, their bodies always prepared to receive his seed, their wombs hungry for his potency.

While most people would probably find this prospect terrifying, Jörn found it strangely satisfying—even intoxicating. He relished his status as a potent breeding bull who did his job with pride, confidence, and joy. His hands tightened around the coffee cup as he thought about his purpose, the warmth of the porcelain seeping into his palms. This was exactly what he’d signed up for. Jörn was living his dream, day after day.

When the breeding bull entered the barn where the hucows lay expectantly in their stalls, their bodies glistening with sweat and arousal, he felt his cock swell with anticipation, blood pulsing hot in his loins. The scent of milk, straw, and female readiness filled his nostrils, a mixture that sharpened his senses. In recent days, he’d spent more time in the milking parlor, drawn by the sweet aromas and enticing sounds. His heart raced with excitement, a tingling spreading through his body as he walked along the rows of milking machines, their metallic humming filling the room like an industrial heartbeat. Their numbers grew daily—a sign of his success.

Behind each machine stood a hucow with heavy, milk-filled breasts waiting to be milked, swollen udders straining the fabric of their thin clothing to the breaking point. Some were already moaning softly in anticipation, their lips trembling with desire, their eyes glassy with need. Others fidgeted impatiently, stamping their feet or swaying their hips invitingly, their bodies speaking a primitive language of readiness.

T-835 was one of them. Her heavy breasts and flat stomach showed she was no longer pregnant—the birth had been several weeks ago. Soon she’d be ready for him to mount her again, to fill her womb with his seed once more, her ovaries releasing their fertile load. Then the cycle would start over. The breeding bull was already looking forward to it, his hands itching to touch her soft skin, to feel her warmth.

When Jörn returned to the breeding room that afternoon, it had long since become routine—a ritual that filled his body with anticipation the way alcohol fills the blood. The air was heavy and warm, saturated with the scent of pheromones and desire. Still, he was especially looking forward to this mating. On the floor in the center of the room, a petite, red-haired hucow knelt on all fours—barely five feet tall, with a slender figure, a gorgeous ass with perfectly rounded cheeks, and heavy 34L breasts that hung from her body like ripe fruit, swaying with every movement.

The hucow looked almost ridiculous, like a caricature of female fertility, an exaggeration of nature. Her breasts were far too large for her delicate frame, the rosy nipples already beading with drops of sweet milk that glistened like pearls in the dim light. Had she stood upright, she probably would have toppled forward, crushed by her own femininity, trapped in her exaggerated body.

Hucow E-612 had once been known as Emily Johnson, a stubborn girl with a sassy mouth and sparkling green eyes full of defiance. It had taken nearly ten months for her transformation to be complete—ten months of intensive conditioning and hormonal treatment that had burned every trace of resistance out of her. She had transformed from a young, unfriendly woman into a perfect, small, obedient hucow, every trace of defiance gone from her green eyes, replaced by dull submission. Soon she would produce milk and become pregnant, her body fully given over to its purpose. Her mind had gone blank, nothing of her former personality remained—only instinctive desire and submission.

But Jörn would remember her—remember her sassy manner that was now extinguished like a candle in the wind. Her body would serve him well as a cock sleeve, he was certain of that, as he stripped off his clothing and exposed his already half-hard cock, which stirred as he looked at her.

E-612 trembled as Jörn approached, his bare feet making barely a sound on the concrete floor, cool beneath his soles. She could feel the heat of his body, could smell his masculine scent clouding her senses like a drug, her pupils dilating with desire. Her breath caught, became shallow and rapid, her small chest rising and falling in frantic arousal. She wanted him. Needed him. Her entire body yearned for his touch, for his dominance, for the weight of his body on hers.

As the breeding bull reached her, Emily slowly leaned forward, her delicate shoulders lowering while her rear rose like a cat in heat. She spread her legs and exposed her petite slit, already wet and swollen with anticipation, and her pert anus, which contracted slightly in rhythm with her breathing—a pink star of readiness.

She willingly presented her most intimate places to him, her labia glistening invitingly in the dim light, swollen and ready. E-612 did it without any hesitation, without the shame her former self would have felt, without the pride that had once kept her standing tall. She offered him her body, ready to fulfill his needs, her own desires wholly subordinate to his. The small hucow knew instinctively what was required of her. It was in her nature to submit to a dominant bull, to offer her fertility to his seed, to surrender her life to his will.

Jörn watched her, fascinated, his eyes darkening with lust, his pupils dilating like a predator’s before the pounce. How much Emily had changed—from the defiant young woman to the perfect breeding mare, from a human to a tool of reproduction. His gaze fell on her slit, pink and inviting between her slender thighs, the skin so pale the blue veins shimmered beneath. Her opening seemed far too small for his cock, which now stood fully erect between his muscular legs, thick and throbbing with desire.

But thanks to her arousal, which ran down her inner thighs in thick drops like honey, her walls stretched surprisingly wide as his cock entered her, sliding inch by inch into her tightness, her muscles parting reluctantly before his intrusion. Her tiny rear filled his hands, the skin silky beneath his rough fingers, warm and yielding. Jörn savored the sensation as he penetrated E-612, her muscles enclosing him like a custom-fitted glove, wet and pulsing.

Emily writhed with pleasure, every nerve coming alive under his touch, electrical impulses racing through her body like lightning in a storm. The sounds escaping her lips—deep, animalistic noises—reflected the lust flowing through her veins, flooding her brain with endorphins like a drug. There was something undeniably thrilling about completely submitting to this powerful, potent man, being his tool of reproduction, his living cock sleeve. The small hucow visibly enjoyed it and had no trouble accommodating the breeding bull’s mighty cock, even though it threatened to tear her petite frame apart.

Her pussy was soft and elastic, yielding yet gripping him firmly, her inner muscles massaging him with every movement. At the same time, an intense contraction gripped him each time Jörn thrust into her, as if she had control over muscles most women didn’t know existed, as if she were programmed to milk him. He felt her delicate muscles contract around him with each stroke, milking him like the machines in the barn, relentless and rhythmic.

The breeding bull was certain Emily would break if he was rough enough with her—her petite frame seemed as fragile under his powerful hands as porcelain. But he would soon find out, would test the limits of her body, would see how much she could endure. The thought of coming inside her fertile, ovulating body drove him to madness, made his blood boil with desire, his balls tightening with arousal.

As his thrusts became faster and more ruthless, his pelvis slapping loudly against her buttocks, Emily lost herself in a whirl of passion, her eyes rolling back to show only the whites. Even as Jörn drove into her with the force of a superior breeding bull, his cock touching her cervix, she seemed to enjoy it, each thrust eliciting a high whimper of ecstasy. Her anus contracted obscenely when he withdrew, as if this opening too wanted to take him inside. Her still-eighteen-year-old pussy masterfully fulfilled the purpose for which it was created, every fold and ridge stimulating his sensitive head. This was a sex organ specialized in squeezing out the last drops of a man’s seed. She was indeed the perfect cock sleeve, created for his pleasure. No hucow had ever stimulated him like Emily, none had brought him so close to the edge of losing control.

The rhythmic thrusts caused her inner muscles to contract powerfully around his thick cock, sending incredible waves of pleasure shooting through his body like lightning. She moved in sync with each thrust, her body responding instinctively to his, willingly cooperating as together they explored the depths of sexual satisfaction, plunging into a frenzy of lust. Despite her small stature and young age, she had an innate understanding of how to use her tight pussy to drive Jörn wild with desire, every movement of her hips driving him closer to the edge. The small hucow did it naturally and unconsciously, guided solely by her instincts. What an excellent sex partner Emily would have been, had she been allowed to keep her humanity.

Jörn’s teeth ground together, his jaw tensing as he reveled in the exquisite agony while Emily took his considerable length inside her, swallowing him to the hilt. Her walls gripped him surprisingly, massaging every inch of his throbbing shaft, nearly bringing him to orgasm, his balls already drawing tight against his body. He couldn’t remember ever experiencing anything comparable—the thrill of conquering this fertile hucow, the adrenaline rush shooting through his bloodstream—it was incredible, overwhelming in its intensity. Sweat broke from every pore, collecting in the furrow of his spine, while his muscles trembled with the exertion. Every breath burned in his lungs, hot and heavy with the lust that threatened to consume him.

Then, without warning, she began trembling beneath him, her whole body convulsing, her moans growing louder by the second until they swelled into a scream of ecstasy. A massive orgasm ripped through her, shaking her petite body like an earthquake. It hit so suddenly that Jörn wasn’t ready for it—the contractions of her inner muscles caught him off guard with their intensity. He spilled his seed into her pussy without any control, the breeding bull filling her to the brim with hot cum that shot out of him in thick spurts. Emily cried out and writhed beneath him, her fingers clawing at the floor as waves of her intense orgasm flooded through her body, setting every cell ablaze with ecstasy. Her hips jerked violently, thrusting uncontrollably against his before she collapsed in exhaustion, her breath coming in short, gasping bursts.

The smell of their shared lust hung heavy in the air—salty, musky, animalistic. Jörn breathed it in deeply, letting the scent of his conquest fill his lungs. His nostrils flared as he inhaled the essence of her climax, mingled with his own masculine scent. It was the scent of submission, of successful breeding, of primitive satisfaction.

Jörn’s gaze fixed on her slightly rounded belly, visibly swollen from the sheer amount of his cum. A wave of excitement surged through him, his pride as a breeding bull swelling. The sight of all that cum slightly altering her body shape, making her look as if she were already in the first stage of pregnancy, nearly drove him mad with lust. His cock twitched again inside her. From the intensity of their mating, sweat beaded on his forehead, running in small streams down his muscular back, his chest rising and falling rapidly, his heart hammering against his ribs. The thought of soon having offspring with her, of filling her womb with his child, made Jörn smile as primitive satisfaction flowed through him. His genes would carry on his line and create new life; her body would bear his legacy. She would serve him well, a perfect breeding machine for his seed.

His hands slid possessively over her sweat-soaked skin, feeling her muscles relax under his touch. Emily lay panting beneath him, her breasts rising and falling rapidly, the rosy nipples still hard with arousal. Her lips were swollen and moist, slightly parted as she gasped for air. A thin thread of saliva glistened at the corner of her mouth, testament to the intensity of her climax.

The breeding bull looked down, taking in where their bodies joined, where his massive shaft disappeared into her petite frame. His cock still jutted out rock-hard, unaffected by the orgasm he’d just had, ready for more. The veins along his shaft pulsed visibly, blood flowing hot through his member. Time for another round, he thought with a grin, wrapping his hands around her narrow waist once more. After all, his cock sleeve was made for exactly this—to satisfy his insatiable appetite...


Chapter 22

Months had passed since E-612 and Jörn began their regular couplings. His potent seed had taken root within her. Emily’s round belly grew relentlessly each week, and her already ample breasts swelled once more, full and heavy, ready to meet the needs of her growing brood. The veins beneath her taut skin stood out like bluish rivers, while her nipples darkened and began to ache at the slightest touch. She now embodied the ultimate symbol of fertility, as the entire facility tracked the unfolding miracle of her pregnancy with clinical interest.

Her once petite body grew noticeably more voluptuous under the burden of pregnancy. Her slender figure had transformed into a curvaceous silhouette, dramatically accentuated by her heavy, milk-swollen breasts. The skin stretched so taut that she felt it pulling and burning with every movement. With each passing day, E-612 found it harder to move; the strain on her delicate frame was almost unbearable. Her ankles began to swell, and a dull ache shot through her lower back with every step. In her first pregnancy, she carried twins beneath her heart—a double burden that strained her narrow hips and pushed her ribs outward.

Despite these difficult circumstances, she was granted no respite; she still had to fulfill her duty as a productive milk cow. Like the other hucows, she had to do her part and yield her precious milk twice daily. Each morning, she dragged herself laboriously to the milking station, where her sensitive nipples were attached to the cold machines. The metal felt like ice against her oversensitive skin, and she flinched every time the suction pumps began their work. Afterward, she returned to her stall, where she lay exhausted on the sparse straw to rest during the day and consume the specially enriched feed. The grains tasted bitter on her tongue, mixed with vitamins and hormones meant to boost her milk production. In the evening, the whole procedure repeated—more milking, more feeding.

It was torture for her, especially with her enormous, heavy belly swinging between her legs as she walked, and her swollen breasts aching with every movement. The skin of her belly was stretched so tight it threatened to tear with certain motions. Still, she did her best to stay healthy for her children. As if this burden weren’t enough for the small hucow, Jörn—respectfully called “The Breeding Bull” by all—also used her regularly as his personal pleasure sleeve. His powerful hands gripped her pregnant body as he positioned himself behind her and thrust into her, taking advantage of her heightened sensitivity for his own satisfaction. The pressure of his massive body against her back left her gasping for air, while his rough fingers dug into her soft flesh. At night, she curled up exhausted into a protective ball to find relief for at least a few hours, but even in sleep, the pain in her overstretched body continued to throb.

Her aching back and shoulder muscles, protesting under the unnatural load, were her constant companions. Every fiber of her overtaxed body rebelled against the weight bearing down on her. Her once taut skin was now covered with fine stretch marks that traced like silver spiderwebs across her belly and breasts. The marks itched and burned, as if her skin were tearing from the inside out. Still, she instinctively knew she simply had to keep going. The urge to care for her offspring was deeply rooted within her as a mother. Despite the hardships of her life, she maintained a quiet dignity—a testament to her determination as a faithful hucow.

After E-612 gave birth to her twins following agonizing labor, things became somewhat easier for her for a while. Her body could now focus primarily on milk production, though her breasts were now even larger and heavier, swollen and full of nourishing milk. The milk sometimes dripped uncontrollably from her engorged nipples, leaving damp spots on the straw of her stall. Still, she felt exhausted by her demanding duties, her body drained from the strains of childbirth. After only a few weeks, she was brought back to Jörn in the sterile breeding room to mate again. His massive form towered over her as he pressed his hard cock into her sensitive opening. She could smell the salty tang of his sweat dripping from his body onto hers. After all, milk production had to be maintained. Shortly thereafter, it became clear that his seed had taken root again—another pregnancy had begun.

They began administering specially tailored nutrients and vitamins, developed specifically for hucows that had already given birth. The bitter pills and thick injections were meant to ensure optimal development of the child, improve her overall health, and push her milk production to new heights. The needles stabbed sharply into her flesh, and the liquid burned like fire in her veins. Her nipples grew darker, more sensitive, while her veins stood out bluish beneath the taut skin. Soon she would give birth to another pair of calves, her body a vessel for Jörn’s fertile dominance.

This pregnancy brought just as many difficulties as the last, if not more. Her narrow body was strained beyond its natural limits, causing her unprecedented pain. Her ankles swelled, her back curved under the weight. Sometimes she could barely breathe as the twins pressed against her ribs. E-612 had truly drawn a hard lot. Carrying twins twice in a row was rare among hucows. After the second agonizing birth, she had another brief respite before returning to the breeding room, where Jörn’s massive body pressed her against the cold tiles and she resumed her work as his cock sleeve, receiving his seed deep in her exhausted womb. The cool tiles against her heated skin offered a strange contrast to the heat of his body above her.

This time, Emily gave birth to a single female calf. The young one was strong and healthy, with Jörn’s blue eyes and powerful limbs, but E-612 herself was severely exhausted, her face gaunt, her body emaciated despite her ample breasts. Her skin had taken on a yellowish tone, and dark circles ringed her tired eyes. The dairy farm, however, made no allowances for this. As a hucow, she had to deliver fresh milk daily, her nipples raw and cracked from the constant milking. Blood sometimes mixed with the white milk, tinting it pink. So she was brought to Jörn again as quickly as possible for him to inseminate her once more. As always, he fulfilled his duty conscientiously, his massive body glistening with sweat above her fragile frame. His rough hands left bruises on her pale skin. This time, E-612 bore a male offspring, torn from her body in pain. After a few weeks of recovery—barely enough to regenerate her battered body—she was back to the fertilization process.

But this time, something was different. No matter how many times E-612 and Jörn mated, no matter how deep he pumped his seed into her, she just couldn't carry another calf. Her uterus was damaged, scar tissue lacing her once-fertile womb, just as her battered body bore the marks of years of overwork. Her period stopped, but not for the reason they wanted—her body had simply given up. Emily had become useless to the dairy farm—a defective machine in a system that valued nothing but productivity. Since keeping her would only cost money without turning a profit, she was sent on her final journey to the slaughterhouse, her once-proud eyes now empty and resigned. The transport truck was already waiting at the gate, its engine humming softly like a death sentence.

To be continued...
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