
        
            
                
            
        

    
Commercial Grade Hucow

Work At The Milk Factory

A Futuristic Hucow Story


Author’s Note:

This story and others in the series takes place in a futuristic world where cannibalism is normal and animals are no longer bred and killed for human consumption. Instead, human livestock, hucows, and bulls are raised specifically to feed the free humans.

Massive factories house and raise the hucow livestock until they are ready for inspection where they are graded according to the New World Food Corporation (NWFC) Grade Scale:

●     Grade A: Prime Choice Hucow (Red collar)

●     Grade B: Butcher’s Choice Hucow (Green Collar)

●     Grade C: Commercial Grade Hucow (Dairy Quality) (Blue Collar)

●     Grade D: Cannery Hucow (Lowest grade and not fit for anything but canned goods) (Black Collar)

These stories are meant to be unrealistic, far-fetched and dark with bdsm themes and not for the faint of heart. There is forced breeding, lactation, and dehumanization. If that is not your thing, stop right now. If you're willing to forge ahead, I promise you won’t be disappointed in this outlandish, mind-boggling series.

Happy Hucow Reading!


In the first book, Grade A: Prime Choice Hucow, we followed F1367 as she was graded as a Prime Choice Hucow which makes her a breeder. She was then sent to market where she was purchased by Mr. Thomas, a farm owner. Once she arrived on the farm, she was finally able to fulfill her purpose as a breeding hucow. F1367 is happy in her new life but her friend and stalemate, F1458 faces a different fate after being graded.

This is F1458’s story.




Chapter One

Inspection

I want to bounce on my toes in excitement, but I’d probably get in trouble if the guards notice me, so I stand still like the obedient hucow I was raised to be. I sneak a peek behind me and see my hucow friend and stallmate standing behind me in the same row were instructed to stand in and wait. We share a smile filled with anticipation. This is it! Inspection day and I’m both nervous and excited.

This is the day I find out my fate. Finally! During my last vet exam, they confirmed I was now a fully grown hucow and ready for inspection.

I’m not sure what happens during the inspection, but I know they will grade my body and I’ll be placed in one of the five categories. Hucows like me and the rest of the females raised here are used for one purpose: to feed the free humans with meat and milk. We’ve been taught very little during our stay at this hucow housing facility, but one thing they’ve drilled into our heads is that our lives may be short, but we are very important to the health and wellbeing of the free humans. We are a necessity and I’m proud to be a hucow. My body is theirs to do with what they want.

Dying doesn’t even worry me. It’s what I’m raised for and even though we were never taught to read or write, since we had no use for those things, they taught us how our bodies are important to the free world and how we keep the world from starving. The thought of someone starving because I refused to offer my body is appalling.

This life is all I’ve known and I’m looking forward to leaving here and fulfilling my purpose even if it’s just to end up on some butcher’s table where they’ll cut my body up and use my meat to create delicious dishes.

I’ve been raised here and have spent almost all of my life in this facility. It’s safe here and I’m looked after. They breed all hucows and bulls to be docile and never harm our human handlers. They in turn, look after us and make sure we learn the rules at a young age. There’s nothing to fear and I find their control comforting.

Being a hucow is easy. I’ve never had to worry about being anything more than an obedient. A few times, I overheard some handlers talking amongst themselves about things like paying for food and rent and how hard it is to make ends meet, whatever that means, but their lives seem scary and very stressful and I would be terrified if I had to deal with it. No, thank you! I’ll stick with my rules and follow orders until my death. It’s easy when you don’t have to make decisions for yourself.

Every domesticated hucow is raised to be the best livestock and I hope I make my handlers proud. I look down at my naked flesh and large udders and know I’ll make a good grade. My body is not as good as my stallmate’s. I glance back at her again and eye up all her curves and smooth skin. She’ll be a breeding cow for sure. Grade A Prime Choice.

That is another thing we are taught. All of us know about the Hucow Grade system and the colored collars we’ll receive during the inspection. Those collars will identify our designation and we’ll wear them proudly.

My udders ache as I shift on my feet, making me aware of how heavy they’ve gotten since getting the shots that make me produce milk. As soon as I was deemed mature, the vet injected me with the serum that makes my udders grow and prepare my body for milking. They hurt all the time now, and I’m forbidden to touch them. Only handlers are authorized to touch hucows, but I’ve seen some guards sneaking into stalls in the middle of the night. I heard some noises coming from those stalls during that time, but never knew what was happening in there. They were probably being punished. A shiver of fear runs down my back at the thought.

My stallmate and I have had many conversations about where we’ll end up. She says I’ll probably be a prime choice hucow, a breeder, but I don’t think so. My udders are too big and my hips too narrow. My body is just not perfect and being graded A is the highest grade. The hucow’s body needs to be flawless, and very few rarely make the grade. Only the best are Prime Choice and become breeders and I’d feel proud if I got a red collar, but I don’t really care. Whatever color collar I receive is fine as long as I don’t get a black one.

Receiving a black collar during inspection means you failed your purpose in life. It’s the lowest grade a hucow can get, and no one wants to be Graded D. It means you’re only good for canning and will probably end up as dog food or food for the poor. Receiving a black collar would be horrible, but I’d have to accept it since it’s up to the inspectors, but I would feel terrible knowing I wasted the resources and food used to raise me. What good am I if I can’t earn my keep?

“1458!” I jump when the inspector calls my number. I don’t have a name. No hucows are allowed names. That would make it hard for some handlers to treat us like livestock and see us as humans when we are nothing more than just food stock. They make sure we are nothing more than an animal, part of the herd, which is okay.

“Come forward, 1458.” He commands and I follow him behind a curtained off section. I eye the odd rack in the middle of the space with curiosity. There are a lot of instruments on the table that are foreign and some I’ve seen at the vet’s office, though I don’t know what they are used for.

There is another inspector in the room with a clipboard in his hands. He pays me no attention until the other inspector has me leaning against the rack. My arms and legs are strapped down and my temporary collar is secured, making me unable to move. I’m suddenly afraid, which is a new emotion for me, but then I remind myself that my body is theirs and I am where I’m supposed to be. I can trust them. They know what’s best for me and I’ll have to do is behave.

“Let’s begin.” The man with the clipboard says.

My entire body is measured and prodded. They talk to each other, but I don’t understand a thing. All I can do is stand here like a good hucow.

“I’m going to lower the rack for the next part, 1458.” The inspector addresses me for the first time since the inspection begins. “Don’t want to make you panic. This is new for a young cow like you.”

I appreciate his kindness and nod my head, unsure of what to say to him.

There is a whirring sound and the top face of the rack begins to bend until I’m bent over the rack with my heaving udders hanging down towards the ground and my privates are exposed.

“Good girl.” He murmurs when I remain still, and my body warms at his praise.

“Time to check her milk and see her output.” The other man says placing his clipboard on the table behind him.

He grabs a bucket and places it below me. They both stand on either side of me. A startled moan slips out at the sudden touch of their hands on my udders. I didn’t know how sensitive they were, and their touch is both pleasant and painful. They're so full and I don’t want them touched, but I’m desperate for the ache to go away.

“We can’t have her making noise.” I whimper when his hands leave me. He grabs something off the table. It’s round like a ball and has straps.

“Open your mouth, cow.” He says in a harsh tone and I immediately comply. Did I do something to upset him? I thought I was being a good hucow.

The ball is forced into my mouth, pinching the edge of my lip against a tooth, and I wince. He tightens the straps behind my head. Why is he being so mean?

“Easy, Eric. You don’t need to be so rough.” The nicer inspector says. He’s the one who kept me calm earlier.

The mean one named Eric snorts. “You haven’t been here long, Josh, and still have trouble remembering they're just animals. Stop worrying about their feelings. They are not humans like you and I. They are food and treating them with unnecessary kindness will only confuse their simple minds. We have a job to do, just like they do, and I don’t want to hear a horny cow moaning while I do mine.”

“Their udders are sensitive and cause the poor creatures to become aroused when touched or milked. It’s the shots they are given to produce milk and not her fault she can’t control her responses. The poor hucow doesn’t know any better.” Josh argues while massaging my udder. His touch feels nice and when he pinches my teat between his fingers gently, it instantly hardens. Additional pressure builds in my udders along with warmth pooling in my core as he continues to massage and pinch my teat. Goosebumps break out across my skin as Eric’s hands gripe at my other udder again and something happens between my legs. I’ve felt this same urge after every injection. My pussy floods with wetness and runs down my leg, but this time, it feels so much stronger than before.

“Cows need udder stimulation to lactate and sometimes other stimulation, but let’s try this first.” Eric grunts as he squeezes my poor flesh between his hands. He pulls downward, forcing the pressure to increase. Soon, my chest feels like it’s about to burst. I moan in discomfort as they continue to urge my milk out. “Come on, cow. Give up the cream.”

“She’s full, but it won’t come.” Josh says as I pant and sweat begins to drip from my brow. I can’t stand it anymore. My teats are hard and angry looking, the skin growing red as they pull and squeeze harder.

“She’s gonna need vaginal stimuli. Glove up and get her off while I keep milking her. If these udders won’t drain, then she’s useless as a milker. It’d be a shame too. With udders this big, she’d do well in a dairy.” Eric says.

They both let go of me and I sob in fear. Are they giving up? I know I can produce milk. I don’t want to be a failure. If I can’t produce, I’ll definitely be in trouble and get a black collar.

“Shh… little cow,” Josh says soothingly as I watch him from the corner of my eye. He pulls gloves over his hands and moves out of sight. I jump when he rests his palms on my rump. “This should help get you flowing.”

My heart races as I wonder what he’s going to do to help me. His touch is gentle and reassuring, as he rubs his hand down my rump and I instantly calm. I need to trust them completely. They know what they’re doing. Without another word, he presses two fingers inside me. My walls stretch around the intrusion and there is a slight burn, but that is overshadowed by another feeling. His touch brings a strange pleasure deep inside me that I didn’t know existed. Why didn’t anyone do this before, I think as he begins to move his fingers in and out gently at first, but then increases in speed until I’m clenching around his digits trying to keep them inside.

My sobs turn to moans that the gag just can’t smother.

“Damn noisy heifer.” Eric says as he moves to stand in front of me. My face is level with his crotch. “I’ll have to keep you quiet another way.”

He unzips his pants and pulls out his cock. It’s the first time I’ve ever seen one and stare at it in fascination. They taught us about breeding just in case we were alive long enough to experience it, but bulls are always kept at another facility and the male handlers working here wear clothes, so I stare at the hard member inches from my face with awe. How does that fit and is he going to breed me? Humans don’t breed livestock, I remind myself. Any baby born from such a breeding will become livestock upon birth. They would never be free humans.

“Eric, what are you doing?” Josh asks as he stills. His fingers remain unmoving inside me, and I wiggle my hips and grunt in complaint. It felt so good, and the warmth inside me was growing into something bigger. Something unknown and I really want to find out what it was.

“What? It’s not like I’m going to fuck her cow cunt. A blowjob is just a perk of working with these horny sluts. Keep fingering her until she cums while I work her udders.” Eric says, and I have no clue what a blowjob is.

Eric removes my gag as Josh grumbles something under his breath, but I’m only paying attention to the pleasure that fills me when he begins to move his fingers inside me again.

I close my eyes and groan, getting close to that unknown feeling. A tap on the side of my cheek has my eyes popping open. Eric rubs the head of his cock against my lips. “Open up, cow, and don’t you dare bite down or you’ll regret it. I’ll make sure you end up in the cannery, and I’ll be there to watch when they split you open from end to end.”

I swallow at his threat and instantly open my mouth wide. I’ll do whatever he wants. “Good girl.” He says before pushing his hard, warm cock into my mouth. “Close your lips around it and suck.”

I do as instructed, and it’s odd at first, but then get a hang of it as he begins to thrust in and out shallowly. He reaches under me and cups my udders, squeezing and trying to get me to produce.

Eric presses in deeper until he hits the back of my throat and I gag. I almost bite down on reflex but fight off the urge. I don’t want to end up at the cannery. Instead, I try to focus on his hands kneading my udders and Josh’s fingers thrust inside me. I let myself relax and enjoy the sensations filling my body.

My body responds instinctually and more wetness gushes from me, coating his gloved hand. I arch my back, opening myself up for him to penetrate me better, and when he twists his fingers, rubbing along my inner walls, I almost see stars. Oh, my! I’m almost there. I can feel it building inside me, about to burst. My udders begin to tingle as a new sensation starts deep in my chest and pulses outward.

Eric is now groaning quietly as he forces more of his cock down my throat. I can’t breathe and almost feel light-headed from the overload of sensations. I inhale through my nose and relax my throat and I’m able to take him all. My face meets his pelvis with each thrust, and his groan of pleasure makes me happy.

I’m pleasing him! That’s what we’re raised to do. Make free humans happy.

“Oh, fuck!” Eric grunts. “I’m gonna cum. Make the cow cum, now!”

Josh takes that moment to add another finger. The added stretch is just what I need, and I didn’t think it could get any better. But when he uses his other hand to rub the tiny nub of flesh between my legs, my eyes cross. My body locks up tight, and I clamp down on his fingers as I finally reach whatever I was seeking, and it’s a pleasure so consuming that I never want it to end.

Something changes in my chest and then I feel a sudden relief that makes my pleasure peak again. The sound of liquid hitting the bucket seems far away. I’m hardly aware of Eric’s cock pulsing in my mouth as he spills his salty seed down my throat with a groan.

“That was a good orgasm response.” Josh says as he removes his fingers from my twitching channel. Orgasm? Is that what they call this feeling of bliss? If so, I definitely want more orgasms. I’ll do anything for them. I wonder if they will give me another one if I give Josh a blowjob?

Josh moves back to my side as Eric slips his softening cock from my mouth. I swallow as drool pours from my mouth. He does up his pants and then both grab an udder while I’m trying to recover from my orgasm.

“Wow. That did the trick. Look at all this milk!” Josh says. He sounds surprised and my eyes widen when I see the bucket is nearly full. All that came out of me?

“Well, looks like we know where she’s headed.” Eric says when they have drained my udders completely. I haven’t said a word, still lost in a pleasant haze.

He bottles some of the milk in a small jar and sets it aside before they both take a sip of my fresh milk.

“Thicker than most new milkers already, so that’s a fantastic sign. Once she’s been on the machines for a few months, she should be a top producer.” Eric says while Josh raises the rack until I’m standing again. I can already feel how light my chest is without all that milk. I’ll be able to walk better now.

Before they untie me, Josh removes my temporary collar and I feel naked without it. I’ve always worn a collar and I feel anxious without one on, but before I can panic, Eric is placing a new, permanent one around my neck. It’s blue and I can’t help but smile as pride fills me.

Blue means Commercial grade hucow. I’m not a failure! I’m important.

“You’re off to the dairy, hucow 1458. Have a productive life.” Josh says as he leads me out from behind the curtain.

I see my friend and she smiles when she sees the color of my collar and how happy I am.

A guard comes towards me and hooks a lead to my collar and just before he leads me away, I give my friend and stallmate a last wave. I’m a little sad that I’ll probably never see her again, but I’ve found my purpose and I can’t wait to leave this place and start my life at the milk factory.


Chapter Two

Short trip to the Milk Factory

I follow calmly behind the guard like any good hucow should. I wouldn’t think of causing trouble. After all, I’m finally leaving this place and knowing my life will be longer than most of the other hucows getting inspected today makes me feel good. Their lives are no more important than mine, but those deemed food grade will not live long after leaving the facility. A brief trip to the slaughterhouse where they’ll be kept in pens until their bodies are processed into delicious meat. It’s a respectable destination and don’t think less of them, but being a dairy cow seems so much more fulfilling. My body will keep giving and giving for years and the milk I produce will feed lots of hungry people.

I’ve never been in this section of the hucow facility. We stop in front of a large door and the guard taps something on a pad next to the door. It beeps, and then he pushes the door open, pulling me along with him. I stare down the long walkway with confusion. This is not what I thought a loading bay would look like. Where are the trucks that will take hucows to the dairy? All I see is a long narrow tunnel with lights overhead. The walls and floor are made up of the same plain looking steel that housed us in the facility. Its gray walls seem to close in around me as he leads me on.

“Where are we? I thought I was going to the dairy?” I ask, even though most of the guards don’t like it when we talk to them.

I expect him to snap at me, to shut up, or ignore me completely, but he answers my questions while still keeping moving forward steadily.

“You have a blue collar so yes, you’re going to the dairy and I’m taking you there now.” He says.

“Oh, but don’t we need to leave this building? Is this the way to the shipping trucks?” I ask. I’ve seen the large trucks with enclosed trailers that bring the young hucows to the facility when they have been weaned from the breeding cows. All breeding farms drop off young hucows so they can be raised in places like this once they can walk.

The guard chuckles. “No truck rides for you or any dairy cow here. All hucow milk factories are connected to a holding facility. This hallway connects both buildings. It makes it easier for the young cows who need milk as they grow to have the source nearby. Saves the company money and transportation for both hucows and the milk.”

My shoulders drop in disappointment. It turns out that I won’t get to experience the outside world as I thought. I don’t really understand everything he said, but I know young hucows need lots of milk to grow healthy and strong. I just didn’t realize the milk factory was so close.

When we turn a corner, I see another steel door up ahead and perk back up. I refuse to let myself be sad. I’m still leaving the facility where I grew up. The milk factory will be an exciting new experience.

The guard pressed some buttons again to get us inside, and I look around in curiosity. There are lots of handlers in coveralls rushing around. The open space we’ve stepped into is clean but the air smells strongly of sweet like hucow milk.

There are dozens of holding pens along the back wall. They look the same as the one I lived in, but smaller. These are only meant to house one hucow per stall, not like the permanent housing stall that was big enough for two hucows. The walls are solid on all sides, with no windows. The front doors are steel bars. They let the light of the room in, but also prevent us from escaping. Not like we would do something so foolish. Being free would be scary. I much rather be locked safely in my stall, where I’m comfortable and well-fed.

On the opposite side of the room is another set of double doors, and I watch as they open as a handler enters. The sounds of machinery can be heard until the door closes shut again. It’s not really loud. More like a constant hum and I lean forward to see into the room when another handler opens the door again, but it’s closed too quickly and I couldn’t get a good look.

The guard waves the handler over. There are not very many female handlers and she’s very pretty, with dark hair pulled up into a hair net. The white coveralls and boots cover her body and I wonder how she can wear all that without feeling uncomfortable. I’ve never worn clothes since I’m a hucow and clothing is only for free humans, but it looks constricting and itchy. I’m glad we aren’t made to wear anything but our collars.

“Where do you want her?” The guard asks the woman.

“Any of the intake pens are fine. The dairy manager will be by this evening to prep the new cows for the milk floor.” She says before hurrying away to do whatever her job is.

A tug on my collar has me moving towards the pens in the back and when we get to the nearest one, I walk in and wait for the guard to unhook the lead. A sense of comfort washes over me when he closes the door. He leaves locking the door behind without a glance and heads back through the door we entered.

With nothing to do but wait for new commands, I sat down in the corner on a clean pile of straw and waited.


Chapter Three

Preparation For The Milk Room

Throughout the rest of the day, more newly inspected hucows, wearing blue collars, are led by the guards and placed in the holding pens. I can’t count, so I don’t know how many there are, but it seems like a lot. I smile at a few when they are led by my doorway and most of them return my greeting. They seem just as happy as me.

Usually the hucow facility quiets down at night when it’s time for us to sleep, but this place stays busy at all hours and there is no way I would even try to sleep. I’m too busy watching the workers rush past my stall, going in and out of the noisy room.

It’s exciting and new and I don’t want to miss a second of it.

The door to the noisy room opens again and this time a cart is being pushed through the doorway by a man who is dressed differently than the regular handlers. He’s wearing a blue exam jacket and light pants. He looks a lot like the vet who looked after me since I was just a little hucow.

The man with the cart stops in front of our stalls and I notice the cart is filled with bottles of liquid that look like milk. I tense when I notice the other items on the cart. Syringes and lots of them. Some look like they are filled with the medication that made us lactate. I’ll never forget those injections. They hurt and made my body feel hot and my head fuzzy. Other syringes are smaller and filled with different color liquids.

Why do they have those? We already have milk filled udders.

The man steps up to the first stall with a bottle and hands it to the hucow. “Drink all of this, quickly.” He commands.

If I press my face to the bars, I can see her hand take the bottle from him. He watches to make sure she drinks it all and a few moments later, the hucow hands him back an empty bottle. He doesn’t say anything else to her and returns the empty bottle to the cart, picking up a new one.

He grabs bottle after bottle and repeats the instructions to the next hucow and the next one. This goes on until it’s my turn. He holds out the bottle and I take it from him. “Drink it all.” He says to me as I stare at the bottle.

Now that I get a closer look, I realize it is milk, but a little thicker than normal. It’s been a long time since I’ve tasted the sweetness of hucow’s milk and I remember how good it tastes. I don’t want to get into trouble on my first day, so I lift the bottle to my lips and swallow as fast as I can. I expect the sweet taste of hucow milk to fill my mouth, but there is something else mixed with it. It doesn’t taste bad. Quite the opposite. It enhances the taste, and the flavor stays with me long after I pass him the empty bottle back. Whatever is in it gives the milk a richer flavor, and the more I swallow, the heavier my stomach feels.

When I’m done, it almost feels like I overate. I’m stuffed and my belly feels bloated. As I hand the empty bottle back to the man, he continues to the next hucow and I retreat to the corner of my stall. I have this urge to sit down and relax after drinking that. My eyelids grow heavy and soon I’m dozing off, finally able to rest now that I’m full.

I’m not sure how long I was asleep, but a sharp pain in my stomach wakes me up. I ignore it at first, but then I get another cramp and then another until I’m curled up in a ball on the straw floor, groaning in discomfort.

What is wrong with me?

Sweat covers my body as my stomach makes some loud noises and then I have the sudden urge to defecate. It’s immediate and I crawl on unsteady limbs towards the waste bucket in the corner. I’m about to make a mess in my stall if I don’t hurry, and I really don’t want that to happen. Our handlers hate having to clean up after us and we usually get punished if we have an accident. I’m already in pain and I don’t want to add a punishment on top of it.

All around me, I can hear the groans of the other hucows. They must be having the same issues as me.

I sigh in relief when I position myself over the waste bucket just in the nick of time. The cramps lesson as I empty my bowels and the stench is worse than I’ve ever smelt before. I’ve used a waste bucket my entire life, but I’ve smelt nothing more foul than right now and I wonder if I’m sick.

When I’m done, my body gives out. I barely make it back to the pile of straw before I collapse on my side. The door to my pen opens and I don’t have the energy to lift my head when two workers enter wearing full suits and masks.

“Jesus, what a stink.”

One grabs my waste bucket and replaces it with a new one. He grumbles while doing it. “I fucking hate this part.” His words are muted some by the mask over his face, but I still hear him.

“It’s only a few days, George, then they’ll be no more waste ever. Once their bodies adjust to the food, everything is absorbed and used by the body.” The other masked worker says and I recognise his voice. It’s the man who gave us the bottle of stuff to drink. I don’t have a clue what they're talking about and I’m too tired to care. He kneels down next to me and that’s when I see the tray in his hands.

He sets the tray down in front of my face, and I blink numbly at the assortment of syringes. There are more than just the lactation meds. I want to move away from him as he picks up the first syringe, but my body barely twitches when he jabs the first one into my ass cheek. That’s new.

He rolls me over onto my back, causing me to groan in complaint at being moved. I was comfortable, but that didn't matter to him. The next two needles go into my stomach. They hurt a little, but I let out a sigh as the last bit of cramping fades away. “That’ll make you feel better.” He says before grabbing the last syringe.

His large hand cups my swollen udder and I know what he’s about to do. My udders are already sore and I moan in pain when he pricks the tender flesh with the needle and injects me. He repeats the process with the other udder, ignoring my pain filled moans. I’m glad when they leave so I can rest.

I close my eyes and sleep, hoping I’ll feel better in the morning.

↭↭

My body is still weak when I wake up, and my mind is not as alert as usual, but I felt better. Maybe I was just sick before and it’s past because the cramping hasn’t returned.

I’ve grown used to my udders being sore, but right now they ache more than usual. I look down and I can’t believe how much bigger they are. The added weight pulls my shoulders forward.

I rub my hand along my stomach and it’s no longer bloated, but now I’m hungry. I figured I would be after expelling all that waste.

I look through the bars and see the workers are still busy doing whatever it is they do here. Hopefully, they’ll feed us soon. I’m assuming they look after us and collect our milk. What else would they do? I think back to the inspection and my udders tingle as I remember how it felt to be milked. My teats hardened and my pussy grows wet at the thought of feeling so much pleasure again. Having their hands on me, touching me between my legs. I can’t wait to get to the milking floor. My days will be spent drowning in pleasure, and my nights lying in my stall will be filled with dreams of it happening all over again the next day. I’m going to love this job.

A handler walks by my stall and I decide to ask him when they will take us to the milking floor. I’m bursting with milk. It must be soon or I’m going to explode. We’ve been here awhile now, and no one has let us out.

“You’re not ready for the milk floor yet.” He says and continues on his way as I stare after him in confusion. Why am I not ready? I have milk, so why aren’t they milking me?

The same man from yesterday arrives with another cart loaded with bottles of the altered milk that taste amazing and my stomach grumbles in anticipation. My mouth fills with saliva as I stare at the bottles. Why am I so excited to drink that?

I take the bottle from him and down it quickly as he watches me. He’s making sure I drink every drop with a sharp gaze, but he shouldn’t be worried. I won’t waste a drop. I realize they haven’t fed us food since putting us in these stalls, but the thought of eating anything but this milk doesn’t appeal to me. This seems to keep my stomach more than satisfied and this time when I’ve finished the bottle, I’m slightly disappointed there wasn’t more. It tasted even better than yesterday.

He takes the empty bottle back and then continues on to the next stall until he’s all done and then walks away, leaving the cart filled with more syringes that I know are for us.

How big will my udders grow if they keep injecting me? If they get any bigger, I won’t be able to walk soon.

My stomach makes a loud gurgling sound and my eyes widen in alarm. Not again!

The first cramp hits me moments later and soon I’m emptying my bowels again as sweat pours from my body as I straddle the waste bucket. When I’m done, all my energy is gone and I slump over onto my side. What is happening to me?

My mouth is so dry, and I have a sudden craving for another bottle of milk. I wish I could have another one right now to soothe my dry throat. The handlers enter my stall again. One cleans my mess and the other injects me again before leaving me alone to recover. As I close my eyes, all I can think about is how good that cream tasted on my tongue and I can’t wait for another taste.

Over the next few days, the craving for the special milk gets worse. The routine remains the same, and I’m pretty sure that it’s the drink causing my stomach upset, but I no longer care about the discomfort. All I want is my next drink of milk and I’m so happy that on the third day we are given two bottles to drink daily. It’s all I can think about and I snatch the bottles out of his hands and down the contents quickly and then wait for the cramps.

After a few more painful days of cramping and more injections, the pain stops and I no longer have the urge to use the bathroom. The last two times the man brought me the creamy goodness I’m now obsessed with, my stomach just felt full and I even smiled at them when they did my injections. Those don’t even hurt anymore.

I’m not sure how long I’ve been in this stall, but when the handlers come in and see there is no mess, they nod in approval. “It’s been two days with no bowel movement from this hucow. Her body was adjusted to the feed. I think she’s now ready for the milking floor.” They talk amongst themselves as my heart beats in excitement. My udders are massive now and I can hardly stand up straight, but I’ll crawl to the milking floor if I have to. If they don’t milk me soon, I’m afraid I’ll burst.

A lead is hooked to my collar, and strong hands help support me under my arms so I can walk. “Time to get you milked.”

“Finally!” I say. “I’m excited to see the other milk cows like me. Are they friendly? I hope I can make new friends.”

I chatter on excitedly as I’m led toward the steel doors that keep the noise out and lead to the milk rooms. One man holding me snorts, chuckling at me. “You’ll see all the dairy cows shortly, and don’t worry about making friends. I’m sure you’ll fit right in.”

The other handles chuckle along with him and I don’t know what’s so funny, but if they’re happy, then it must be something good and I can’t wait to find out what happens next.


Chapter Four

Life As A Milk Cow

As soon as the doors opened, the hum of the machines hit us. It takes me a minute to understand what I’m seeing. There are rows upon rows of hucows as far as the eye can see. This place is massive, much bigger than the facility I was raised in.

I don’t have time to take a closer look because they usher me down the aisle nearest to the door. There’s another worker standing in front of a monitor at the end of the aisle. I’ve seen something similar to this machine before and I think the free humans called it a computer.

“Is there a free slot for this one?” The man holding my lead asks the worker, who presses some buttons on the computer. He nods his head. “Yeah. Row D, Slot 214. Let me scan her collar and enter her into the system.” He says and then holds a device next to my neck. It beeps and then he’s pressing more numbers before he nods his head. “She’s all set.”

As we walk down the aisle, or I should say I’m almost carried since I’m struggling to walk right with my heavy chest, I look at the hucows in the stalls. They all face the aisle and from what I can see, they seem to be kneeling with their bodies bent over some type of frame. I used to think my udders were big, but theirs are even larger.

“How do they stand up with udders that big?” I say just as we get to any empty slot.

“They don’t.” Is all they say, but I pay little attention to him because I’m too busy looking around. The frame looks like it’s on wheels or rails because with the press of a button, the empty frame slides forward until it’s halfway into the aisle.

“How did you do that?” I ask in surprise. I’ve never seen anything like this place.

“The dairy is almost fully automated.” The man holding my lead says and then shakes his head when he sees the confusion on my face. “You don’t need to know and you won’t understand anyway if I try to explain it to you. Just be a good cow and climb onto the frame.”

I eye the frame nervously and for the first time in my life; I don’t listen to orders immediately.

“I’m scared.” I say and expect them to get angry at me, but to my surprise, they remain calm.

“There’s no reason to be afraid. This frame is your destiny. You’re a milk cow, right?” He says and I nod. The inspector gave me a blue collar. “Then this is where you’re supposed to be, and your job is very important, but you can only do it by getting onto this milking frame. You’ll feed lots of hungry people for years.”

Pride fills me the more he talks, and the frame looks less scary. I am important! This is my destiny. I was always supposed to end up here and I shouldn’t be afraid. Whatever happens to me is meant to be, and I almost forgot what an honor this position is.

Suddenly, all I feel is shame that I’m failing my job. I look down at the floor, not having the courage to see the disappointment on the handlers’ faces. “I’m sorry for not obeying. Are you going to punish me? I deserve it.” I say, bracing for whatever punishment they deem fit.

“No, little hucow, we won’t punish you.” The handler holding me by the arm says, and then he pats my head soothingly, his fingers sliding through my short hair. I lean into the touch and all my worries melt away.

“This can be scary for new cows and it’s okay that you’re nervous, but this won’t hurt a bit. In fact, all the cows here are happy. Look at her. Does she look sad?” He points to the hucow in the slot next to me.

I take a closer look at the hucow in the frame. She’s kneeling on thick pads that cushion her knees. Another padded bar supports her chest just under her massive udders. Her body is not lean like mine, but nice and plump. Her stomach is rounded and her thighs and rump are thick, like she gets fed too much. The only parts of her that seem thinner than usual are her legs below the knees and her shoulders and arms. How does she support her weight when she stands up? Her lower legs lack any muscle tone and look like they’d snap in two.

The straps that wrap around her waist and thighs secure her to the frame. More padded bars support her shoulders and head, creating a headrest. The material looks soft and comfortable.

Attached to her, udders are clear cups with hoses running from them and for the first time, I notice how the dairy milks the hucows.

I thought it would be by hand, but that was a foolish thought. With so many cows, it wouldn’t be possible. Instead, they use a machine that suckles the milk from our teats. I watch as her udders shake as the machine draws her milk out and down the tubes and I wonder how it feels. Does it hurt?

Her thin arms are positioned behind her and encased together in a black sleeve. I also see a metal arm of another machine positioned between her spread legs, but I can’t get a good look at it but it makes a humming sound.

She doesn’t seem to mind being strapped to the frame and milk and that makes some of the nervousness leave me. Her eyes closed like she’s sleeping, but she lets out a soft moan every so often. Her throat moves as she swallows and I noticed something attached to her mouth. It’s a long tube connected to a mouthpiece which is strapped around her head. Milk comes down the tube and enters her mouth, making her moan and I begin to salivate at the sight.

Without thinking, I reach for the tube to rip it out of her mouth and shove it in mine, but hands grab my wrist to stop me. “Don’t touch.”

“I’m so thirsty.” I whine, staring at the tube desperately.

“You’ll get some food as soon as we get you on the frame.” The handler gently tugs my lead until I’m standing next to the frame and this time, I don’t hesitate to climb awkwardly onto the frame.

“Good girl.” One of them coos.

They help me position my knees on the soft pads while two hands cup my swollen, heavy udders, lifting them up. “Bend over.”

I sigh in relief when I’m bent over the chest support bars and the pain in my back disappears as the bars take my weight. My heavy udders hang down between the bars, leaving plenty of space for when they grow as big as the other cows here.

“Your head rests here and once we strap you in. I’ll attach your feed tube and you can drink as much as you want.” He says to me.

“Okay. Hurry.” I say as my craving for the sweet flavor of the formula grows by the second. He said I can drink as much as I want and I’ll never want to stop.

As they begin to secure me to the frame with all the straps, I hear one of them whisper, “it’s a good thing the feed is so addicting. Makes them so desperate to get it that they climb on the frame not knowing they’ll never get off of it again.”

What? They keep us on these frames permanently?

Before I can freak out and say anything, my head is secured to the head rest and then a flat tube slips between my lips and rests on my tongue. The mouthpiece covers the lower half of my face and then it’s fastened behind my head. Every part of my body goes limp and my eyes roll back in my head at the first taste of the formula. My mind blanks and any fears of never being free of this frame disappear. This is all I care about. They can do whatever they want to me as long as they keep giving me this.

My hands are pulled behind my back, and into the black sleeve I saw on the other hucow. The ends are drawn tight until I can move my hands or even a finger. I can already feel the circulation leaving them, but I don’t care.

It takes effort to force my eyes open when all I want to do is enjoy my food, but I want to watch. The handler in front of me presses another button and the other two step back as the frame I’m on slides backward into its original place. More equipment descends from above, and I see the milking cups.

Two handlers move forward and grab the cups, placing them on my udders. The suction is intense and my teats are pulled downward as a seal is created.

“There’s a good seal. Turn on the pumps.” One says, and a few more buttons are pushed on the monitor next to the frame.

The intensity increases and becomes painful. I moan and almost choke on the steady flow of fed that is pouring into my mouth as the strong suction begins a rhythmic pattern, pulling roughly on one teat before releasing it and then repeating the process on the other. I quickly swallow as a cough threatens to burst from my chest. To avoid choking, I must remember to keep swallowing.

Just when I think I can’t handle the pain in my udders anymore, something changes. My teats tingle and the pressure that’s been backed up in my udders suddenly explodes out of me. Loud gushes of milk spray out of my teats and into the cups. I can hear the machine pumping it down the tubes to be stored somewhere in this giant building. I shudder as the powerful suction pulls more and more milk out of me and the sudden relief is shortly replaced by a burning in my teats as they become irritated by the machine. It’s an odd sensation to have relief after all these days, only to fill a different type of pain now.

The pumps seem to know when I’m empty, and the suction becomes less intense, but the machine doesn’t stop pumping and my teats feel raw and irritated.

“Easy girl. It might hurt right now, but give it a couple weeks and you’ll get used to it. The more the machine suckles you, the more milk you’ll make. With the extra injections and added hormones in your diet, you’ll soon be producing milk twenty-four seven.” The handler says as his hand slides down my side and then down my thigh as he moves behind me.

“Let me finish setting you up. The stimulation machine will make everything more tolerable for you.” He says. “I got her guys. You can go grab another new cow and begin the integration process.”

I hardly pay them any attention as they turn down the aisle and walk away because the handler behind sinks two fingers into my pussy and massages my inner walls. Moisture floods my core as he thrusts them deep. I’m just starting to feel the stirring of pleasure when he pulls them out and I moan in displeasure, causing him to chuckle.

A squirt of cold liquid hits my folds, dousing a little of the arousal and then a round headed object is pushed between my lower lips, stopping about an inch inside me. “We’ll start with this size dildo and work up to a bigger one over time.” He says more to himself since I can’t respond.

A humming noise reaches my ears and then I feel the thing entering me, stretching me open and filling me up slowly. It causes a bit of pain as it pushes in, finally reaching the end of my vagina. It withdrawals slowly, rubbing along my walls and sending delicious sensations throughout my body.

It withdraws until only the tip is still inside, and then it’s sliding back inside me again. This time there is no pinch of pain, just the feeling of fullness that felt foreign before, but now I’m starting to enjoy it. Heat spreads from my center, and I know what’s going to happen soon. I’m going to orgasm.

“Vaginal measurements are recorded and set. Let’s turn it up and see how your pretty pink cow pussy handles it.” He says and then the thing begins to thrust in and out of me at a quicker speed each time until the frame is shaking and my walls are convulsing around it as my arousal spikes.

The handler moves around to my front and watches with a smirk, but I pay him no mind as goosebumps break out along my skin and my body is consumed by pleasure. The amount of milk coming through the tube increases and I have to swallow continuously, loving the taste on my tongue.

I moan around a mouthful as my body prepares for the pleasure that is growing. Heat spreads into my chest and I can feel my udders filling up as my orgasm builds. My teats begin to tingle as the first waves of pleasure ripple from my core. The pleasure explodes just as a dribble of milk leaves me and my entire body shudders, overcome with ecstasy. The milking machine turns up then and the extra suction only extends my orgasm. Milk begins to pour from me again, even though I was empty moments ago. New milk is brought on by the vaginal stimulation.

“What a perfect milk cow. Good job!” The handler’s voice sounds far away as the dildo continues its assault on my vagina, bringing me over the edge again. More milk gushes out with every orgasm and it becomes a pleasurable cycle.

I close my eyes and give myself over to my true purpose. I don’t hear the handler leave as I become lost to the blissful haze of becoming a milk cow.

This is my life now. I’m a commercial grade hucow. What more could I want?


Chapter Five

Insemination

There are times when my mind is lucid enough to realize I’m still strapped down to my milking frame. I don’t know how long I’ve been on the milking floor, but my udders are now gigantic. They’ve grown four times the size of when I first climbed onto this frame and I never run out of milk now. The machine runs constantly, drawing a never ending river of milk from my finger long teats.

The constant milking was painful at first, but now all I feel is pleasure. The feed has changed. It’s now much thicker, but the taste is even better, and I’d think I’d die if they ever take it away. I love it, swallowing down the feed automatically now even in sleep.

A moan slips from my lips as the dildo still thrusting into me triggers a small orgasm. In the beginning, they made sure I stayed well lubricated, especially when they increased the size of the dildo. Now it’s unnecessary since my body is always aroused and my natural lubrication drenches my thighs.

The last time my mind was clear, handlers came by to change out the dildo; I heard them saying that this would be the final size. I almost passed out when the machine forced its wide girth into me, and I thought I was going to spit in two, but now I wouldn’t want anything smaller. It fills me up perfectly, stimulating every nerve inside me, and making me cum so hard I often black out.

My mind is foggy most days and I zone out, but I think that’s a good thing. I’m strapped to this frame and will be here until I die or whenever my milk dries up and I’m no good to them anymore.

I don’t need to think or move and couldn’t if I want to, anyway. The feeling in my arms was lost a long time ago and my lower legs have withered away to nothing. I don’t even have enough muscles to wiggle my toes, but my legs aren’t important. I just need to give milk. It’s my sole purpose.

Today, the sound of voices break through the haze in my mind and I opened my eyes to see two factory workers standing in front of my monitor. “Milk output is very good. She’s been here a year and now it’s time for the insemination phase. She’ll breed a new generation of milkers if we’re lucky.”

“I’ll attach the insemination tube to her stimulation machine.” The other one says, and I watch him disappear behind me. He comes into view a few minutes later. “All set.”

“Good. I’ll set up the program on her monitor and the dildo will inject her with a load of bull semen twice a day for the next week. We’ll do a blood test to confirm the pregnancy after that.”

They’re going to breed me?

My body is primed for arousal constantly and with no buildup, I begin to cum as the handlers are standing there still chatting. They pause and watch me as I moan in ecstasy.

My walls clench down on the dildo and usually nothing changes. It just continues its relentless pounding of my quivering folds, but this time there is a beeping sound before the dildo presses into me further than ever before. There is a spark pressure as it bottoms out right at the entrance to my womb and pauses. A large gush of fluid begins to pour into me.

I cum again as I realize this is what they meant by breeding. There is no need for a bull. The machine can do it and it does it so well. It continues to fill my womb with cum until my stomach swells and then the dildo retreats to its original position and pace that I’ve grown to love.

Warm hands fondle my hanging udders and slide down my rounded belly, resting on the slight swell caused by my first breeding. “She’ll be with calf in no time.” The handler says and then they’re gone, leaving me alone as I grin around the feeding tube, anticipating the next time the large dildo presses deep inside me to deposit the next load of hubull cum.

I have the best life. Being a milk cow is more than I could ever ask for. I don’t have to think or talk. I just have to lie here and give milk while enjoying every drop of pleasure the stimulation machine gives me.


Chapter Six

Delivery

Pain rips across my belly and an alarm sounds. My mind has been shut off for so long it takes me a while to remember where I am. The next wave of pain is excruciating, like someone is stabbing me in the stomach. What is happening?

A sharp ripple of agony spreads through my lower pelvis, causing me to cry out and thrash on the frame holding my now overweight body.

“Easy, cow.” A handler says as he rubs my side soothingly. “Your calf is ready to come.”

I’m in labor? My mind drifts back to the memory of the dildo filling me with cum, and it feels like it only happened yesterday. I’m hardly aware of my surroundings most days, but I didn’t realize so much time has passed.

I watch as another handler presses buttons on my monitor and suddenly the flavor of my feed changes. “That should help her with the pain and contractions.”

My body relaxes as whatever they’ve given me takes effect. The pain is now a dull ache, but the pressure between my legs is growing. The stimulation machine is removed, and a gloved hand presses into me. It slides in easily since my pussy is permanently stretched out from the dildo.

I hear him grunt as he slides his hand deeper, like he’s searching for something. “Her cervix is fully dilated, and I can feel its head in the birth canal.” He says before pulling his hand out.

“Okay, hucow 1458, it’s time to push. Just listen to your body and do what comes naturally.” The handler stroking my side says, and I relax even further now that I’ve been told what to do. They’ve done this before and I’m in expert hands.

My mind tries to retreat again and I can feel myself slipping away, but then my stomach muscles tighten again, reminding me of what’s happening, so I force myself to focus on getting this baby hucow out of me. There is an urge to push, so I do, biting down on the tube in my mouth and pushing as hard as I can.

My body takes over, surrendering to the process, and I let my instincts guide me. It hurts so badly I feel like I’m being torn apart, but I keep pushing. I can do this.

“Good girl. It’s almost out. Just one more push.”

I take a deep breath and push harder this time, and can feel the baby move further down. I almost want to give up, but I double my efforts until suddenly the pressure releases like a flood and the baby slips out of me. A loud cry pierces the air and then the handler behind me is handing a little red-faced hucow baby off to the man standing next to me.

“Good job 1458. It’s a girl. I’m sure she’ll grow up to be a milk cow like her momma.” He says.

Tears of happiness fill my eyes as I get one glimpse of my baby before it’s taken away. I knew that would happen, so I don’t let it bother me too much. It’s not like I can raise it. My hucow mother didn’t raise me and this little one will be headed to the facility where it will grow into an adult hucow and the cycle will continue.

My flavor of my feed changes again and my mind clouds, forgetting the little life I just brought into the world and the pain is now a distant memory. The handlers clean me up before slipping the dildo back into my tender folds.

I cum instantly as the suction on my udders increase, draining the milk from my udders. “Her milk output is higher than most other hucows here since being bred. She’s definitely one of our top milkers.” I hear someone say.

“Good. Give her a month to recover and then schedule her for insemination again. We’ll keep her pregnant as long as possible.” Another one comments and I smile to myself, happily looking forward to the day they fill me up with bull spunk again.

Life as a milk cow is good.

THE END.
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