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Sold To The Farm

Chapter 1

“Wake up Sarah!”

The sound of my mother’s voice disrupts my slumber, and I groan. “What… What's going on, mom? What time is it?”

“It’s five in the morning, and you need to get up right now. They’ll be here any minute. They said to have you ready at first daylight. Early risers, they must start work early.” She mutters while I rub the sleep out of my eyes and wonder who my mother is talking about.

She has a duffle bag in her hand and scurries around my bedroom, shoving random articles of clothing into it.

“Who are you talking about, and why are you packing my clothes?” I ask, starting to become concerned at this point. Are we moving or something? That would be awesome. We’ve spent six years in this shithole of an apartment since dad left us to start a new family. Mom’s been struggling to provide for us and I’ve helped as much as I can with after-school jobs, but we are barely scraping by.

I just graduated highschool yesterday so I plan to get a full-time job to help mom out with my new little brother. He just turned six months old. He might have been an accident that mom’s not proud of, but we both adore him.

She went on her first date since dad dumped her and then one thing led to the next and bam! Baby Tyler was conceived. Tyler’s dad turned out to be another jerk and wanted nothing to do with him, so mom was left raising another child alone.

I pity her and try to do my best to help. College is out of the question since we’re penniless, and I want to find a job as soon as possible so I can make her life easier. I told her this last week that as soon as school was done I was going to find a full-time job to help her. She warned me that there wasn’t much available for kids right out of high school since most positions required a college education, but I’m not going to let that deter me.

I do any job, or multiple ones, whatever it takes, I said. She smiled at me and then got this far off look on her face while mumbling something to herself. I couldn’t hear what she said, but she quickly shook it off and told me she’d keep an eye out for a suitable job for someone my age.

“Are we moving?” I voice my thoughts out loud.

“No…” She pauses. “But you are.”

“What?” I jump out of bed and rush to her side. “What are you talking about? I’m not moving anywhere.”

I’m confused and growing more concerned by the second.

Her shoulders drop, and she sighs, then goes to sit on the bed, patting the spot beside her, and I sit down.

“Sweety, remember when we talked last week, and you told me you wanted to find a job to help us?”

I nod my head. “Yeah, and I’m going to look today.”

“Well, you don’t have to because I’ve been looking for you since you mentioned it, and there weren't many options that paid a decent wage for uneducated workers, but there was one company that was more than happy to take you on.” She says, and I smile at the good news.

“That's great!” I say. “But why do I have to move? Is the job far away? I don’t want to leave you or Tyler.”

“It’s not far, just a few hours away, but they make their workers live on the property.”

“I don’t think I want a job that takes me away from you, mom. There must be something else. What kind of job is it, anyway?” I chew my fingernail in anxiety.

“It’s on a farm.”

“A farm? I don’t know anything about farming. I’m a city girl.”

“They said they’d train you, and the money is really good. Your room and food are free, and they will send your pay to me so you would be helping me. You don’t have to worry about anything.”

She takes my hands in hers. “I don’t want to see you leave, but with the kind of money they're offering, it could set us up in a nicer place, and Tyler will be better taken care of.” She pleads.

She gets frustrated at my non response. “You said you want to help me. This is your chance.”

“How much money are we talking about?” I ask, feeling guilty about giving her a hard time.

She smiles. “For a six-month term they pay thirty thousand.” Holy shit! That’s a lot of money for someone like us. “If you sign for a year, it's up to ninety thousand dollars.” She practically squeals.

We could do so much with that kind of money. What kind of farm can pay that much money to its workers? They must have some pretty fancy livestock. Maybe some purebred horses that they breed and sell.

I look at mom’s hopeful face, and then think of all the things she can buy Tyler that he’d never get with what mom makes now, and working on a farm doesn’t seem so bad. I scrunch up my nose. I’ll have to shovel shit, but it’ll be worth it.

“Okay, I’ll do it.” I say, and her smile brightens.

“Oh, thank you! This will help out so much, and it’s only six months.” She says, but I’ve decided that if I’m going, I might as well make the most out of it. “I’m going to work the whole year.” I tell her. “We can’t pass up that much money.”

“Sweetie, I knew I could count on you. That's why I filled all the forms out for you ahead of time so you only have to pack. Oh! Before I forget, I want you to know that you can’t leave the farm during your term. The livestock and products they produce on the farm are top secret.”

I quirk an eyebrow.

“What kind of secret products can a farm have? Do they have a goose that lays golden eggs?” I joke.

Mom laughs. “I don’t know, but they said some of the livestock are very valuable and the farm is kept on lockdown, so there are no thefts. Only in or out when the terms are done.”

Now I’m curious about what goes on there, and can’t wait to see it.

“You are a good girl, Sarah. I know I can always count on you. Okay, let’s get you dressed and packed before they arrive.”


Chapter 2

I’m dressed and have my teeth brushed by the time the doorbell rings. I’ve been calm about my decision, but now that someone is here to pick me up, I’m nervous.

Mom rushes to answer the door, and two men are standing at the threshold. They smile politely at my mother as she ushers them inside our cramped apartment. She offers them some coffee, but they decline.

“Sorry, ma’am. We have a busy day ahead of us, and we can’t stay long. We’re just here to pick up the new employee and be on our way, since the forms are already signed.” The older man says.

He’s middle-aged. Probably somewhere in his forties. He’s handsome with salt and pepper hair. What you’d call a silver fox. I notice my mom eyeing him up, but when his gaze falls on me he smiles, and steps forward.

“You must be Sarah.” He looks me up and down, focusing on my breasts for a bit longer than I’m comfortable with.

I’m big chested for an eighteen-year-old, and I get a lot of attention from men of all ages. I’m not one to gloat, but my tits, curvy hips, and long blond hair make me the perfect package. That’s what my last boyfriend said, anyway.

I barely dated since I work more than socialize outside of school, and nothing serious. I’m still a virgin, much to my ex-boyfriends disgruntlement.. He certainly tried, but I wasn’t interested in him enough to go further than a few kisses and touches. That’s why he dumped me, but I didn’t really care.

“Yes, hello…” I pause and wait for his name.

“Sorry. You can call me Dr. Evans. I work with the livestock on the farm. I’m in charge of keeping them healthy, and productive.” He smirks, and I get the chills. There’s something off about him, but I shrug it off

“Hello, Dr. Evans.”

“We are happy you decided to work for The HC Dairy Farms. This is my assistant, Jack.” He gestures to the younger man behind him.

Jack is in his mid-twenties with blond hair. He’s tall and very well built. He’s hot.

I blush. “Hello” I say quickly and look away, but not before I see him checking me out just as thoroughly as I did him. His eyes darken in lust the longer he looks at me.

“What’s HC in the name stand for?” I ask.

The door chuckles. “That’s a long story, and unfortunately we don’t have time for it at the moment, but I’ll tell you another time.”
I nod.

“Did your mother explain that you will be stuck on the farm until your term is done?” Dr. Evans asks me.             

“She explained that, and I understand, but I can always call her though.”

The younger man winces. “The cell service is terrible that far in the country, unfortunately, and we can’t have cell phones for the same reason we can’t leave. It’s really easy to snap a picture, and if it gets into the wrong hands, it could affect our farm's success.”

I frown at that.

“Sorry. I know this is hard on the young kids nowadays. We didn’t have to worry about all this tech when I was younger. Right, Mrs. Roberts.” He smiles at my mom, who nods quickly, practically swooning at the Doctor's attention.

“You can write to your mom if you like, but we have to read them before they are mailed for security reasons, so make sure there is nothing personal in there.” He smiles.

I don’t like the idea of being so cute off from my family, but I can handle a year. That’s nothing. “That’s fine.”

“Oh, and I decided I’m going to be doing a year term.” I add.

“That’s wonderful.” The doctor beams. “You have a dedicated young daughter, Mrs. Roberts. You should be proud.”

“I am. Sarah’s always been a good girl. She’ll fit in at the farm”I smile at my mom.

“Oh and we can’t forget this.” The doctor says and my mom perks up.

He hands her a large envelope and gasps when she opens it.

“It’s only thirty thousand. We didn’t bring more because we only thought Sarah was committing to six months, but we can transfer the rest before the end of the day. If that works.”

I look into the envelope and see a huge wad of cash. I’ve never seen that much money before.

“That’s… fine.” My mother says distractedly.

“Okay. I’ll let the administration staff know as soon as we get back to the farm. Well, Sarah, we should get going. I can’t be away long. Say your goodbyes and come along.”

He’s in a rush now that everything is done.

I hug mom goodbye and tell her to kiss Tyler for me when he wakes up, then grab my bag and follow the two men outside. “Love you mom.”

“Thank you, again Sarah. Your sacrifice is going to save what’s left of the family." she says as she watches me until the door closes.

I let a tear fall but wipe it away before anyone sees it. I made this decision and I’m going to see it through.

I’m only sacrificing a year of my life, and it will give my family a chance at a more comfortable life. Time to toughen up, I tell myself. I stand up taller, shoulders back, and follow the two men toward a large white delivery van waiting by the curb.


Chapter 3

A scruffy, bearded guy gets out of the driver’s seat as we approach the van. He’s wearing dirty coveralls with a red button-up shirt underneath. He looks me up and down like the other two did and shoots me a lecherous smile that I don’t like. The stranger is much taller than the other two men I just met, but just as stacked.

“This is paul. He works at the farm too, and will be working closely with you as well as a few others. They know the ins and outs of the farm and will make sure you are trained properly.” The doctor says with a chuckle and Paul chuckles along with the doctor’s assistant.

I don’t understand what’s so funny about that comment. Do they think I’m just a stupid girl that doesn’t know anything? l’ll just have to learn fast, and prove my worth.

“We’re going to be starting a new program, and you have been picked to participate in it. If this program works, it will increase the success of the farm.” Dr. Evans says.

“Don’t worry, Sarah, you will be perfect for the job and will become an important asset to the company.” Jack smiles at me and he’s so cute with those dimples I can’t help but smile back at him.

Paul opens the back of the van. “Up you go, new girl.”

I peek inside the back of the van and pause when I see the large metal crate in the center. It’s big enough to hold a large dog. There is also a cabinet fastened to one wall and a doorway that opens to the front of the cab, where I can see the driver’s seat and the passenger area. A bench lines the opposite wall.

“We had to take one of the work vans today since the other vehicles were already in use.” Paul snickers. “We usually only transfer livestock in this one.”

“You can sit on the bench.” Doctor Evans says. “It’s not the most comfortable seat, but we’ll get you to the farm as fast as possible, and I’m sure Paul will keep you company. I need my assistant up front so we can discuss the new livestock that is arriving today.”

“My pleasure, doc.” Paul grins, then leers at me.

I sigh, knowing I have no choice. “Ok, it’s fine.”

I climb into the back of the van and sit at the far end of the bench. Paul climbs in behind me and shuts the door before taking a seat a few feet away from me. To my relief, he leans back and closes his eyes as the others settle in the front, and we drive away from the only home I’ve ever known.

We’ve been driving for an hour when Jack looks back at me. “How are you doing, Sarah?”

“I’m fine. How much longer before we get there?” I ask.

“We should be there in another two hours.” He reaches into the center console and grabs a bottle of water. “You look thirsty. Here you can have my water. I don’t want you to dehydrate. Don’t want you getting sick.” He smiles and winks.

I reach for the bottle and open the cap. It’s only half full but I am thirsty so I take a big drink. “Thank you.”

“Make sure you drink it all.”

I tip the bottle up again and swallow the rest. It has a stale taste, but it quenches my thirst.

“Good girl.” He says and takes the empty bottle back. “Let me know if you need anything else.”

I nod, and he turns back around. The doc whispers a few words to him. I can’t make out what they’re saying, but I assume they’re talking about the farm.

Ten minutes later, I start to feel funny. My face feels flushed and I feel hot all of a sudden. My limbs feel heavy and I’m having trouble lifting my arm. As I look around, I notice my vision is blurry and I begin to panic. I think I’m going to be sick.

My words come out jumbled when I try to tell them there is something wrong with me. Paul looks over at me and grabs my arm when I tip forward.

“Doc, I think she’s good to go.” He says, and I wonder what he’s talking about. I’m so confused. I can’t think straight.

The van slows to a stop. “Jack, go deal with it.” The doctor says.

Jack kneels in front of me. He’s not smiling now, just staring at me. “How do you feel?”

“Hot.” I mumble and horny. What is happening to me?

He nods. “That’s a common symptom of the drugs I gave you. We can help with that.”

Drugs!

Then it dawns on me. Oh, no! He drugged the water, but why?

“Paul, a little help.” Jack says.

“I got her.” Paul says before laying me face down across his lap.

I struggle weakly as the drugs make me go limp. He pulls my shirt over my head and throws it on top of my bag in the corner. Next, he reaches under me and pops the button on my jeans before Jack helps pull them off me.

“Look at this ass.” He says as he grabs a cheek and squeezes hard. He gives it a few smacks, causing me to whimper in pain.

“Hurry up, Paul. You can have fun later.” Jack says. “Once she’s processed and started in the program, you can go nuts.”

“I’d like to nut right now in this tight little ass.” He grumbles. “But work first. Don’t worry, pet, we’ll have plenty of time to get acquainted later.”

I mumble what sounds like no, but I’m not sure if they understood. To my horror, my underwear and bra are removed next and now I’m fully naked in the back of a van with strange men I only met an hour ago.

“Stop” I grit out. Finally able to say something.

“She’s still pretty alert. Maybe there wasn’t enough in the water bottle. Hold her still while I give her a shot that should keep her docile until we get her to processing.” Jack says. “The doc wants her shackled and immobile before we get back on the road.”

I hear rustling behind me as Jack fiddles with something, then my right but cheek burns as he injects something into my body.

What the hell is going on?

The shot works quickly and I’m unable to even twitch a finger in minutes, but my mind is still somewhat conscious. I can hear them talking, and I can feel their hands on me as they lay me on the floor, facing the crate.

The door is now open and I can see inside. There is a metal, padded frame inside that’s in the shape of an I. At the base of the legs are clasps to hold something in place. There is also a hook with a clasp hanging from the top of the crate at the far end of the crate.

“Get its mouth open.” Jack says to Paul.

“I still don’t see why we have to refer to them as it. They’re still female. Why can we use her when we refer to them?” Paul asks.

“It’s easier on them during the reconditioning process. The faster they realize they’re not a person, but property, the better.” Jack explains.

Paul nods in understanding, but I’m even more confused by his words and the drugs are making my brain so foggy.

My jaw is grabbed and pulled open suddenly, then a ball gag is forced into my mouth and strapped tightly around the back of my head.

“Is the collar calibrated and ready to go?” Paul asks.

“Yup, the doc loaded the new program in. This ones going to be the first we tested it on. It should make the induction process much faster.”

“I still like it when we take the fight out of them the old-fashioned way.” Paul says, chuckling.

“This way is quicker. The faster we get them to accept their new life, the better. They produce more when they are relaxed, too. The first lot took months, but with this new method, it should be only weeks.”

“Still think the other way is funner.”

Jack laughs. “Don’t be so disappointed.” Then he whispers to Paul. “They can still be trained that way, along with the neuro conditioning from the collar. We can try both methods together with this one, and see how fast we can get it to be a happy little hucow, wanting to be milked and fucked.”

“Fuck yeah!”

“Hear that, pet? I’m going to enjoy watching you become a mindless mooing slut.” Paul whispers in my ear.

I’m so confused and afraid. Hucow? What is that? What are they going to do to me? A tear escapes and trickles down my cheek.

“Tut tut. None of that. Let’s get your new collar on. It will help you feel better soon.” Jack says.

I feel a metal collar being clasped around my neck and locked. It’s tight, but I can still breathe. I hear a beep, then a robotic voice. “Level One initiated,” and then feel a small vibration coming from the collar.

Jack opens a laptop and pushes a few buttons. “The readouts from the collar say everything is working correctly, and it has linked with the brain’s neural pathways, Doctor Evans.”
“Good. It should start recalibrating the brain’s neural responses within twenty-four hours. Now put it in the crate and let’s get going. I have a date tonight, and I don’t want to be late.” The doctor says.

“Just need to place the pads on and the leg shackles and we’ll be good to go.” Paul says.

They work quickly to put wrist and ankle shackles on me, then I’m lifted and placed over the padded bar in the crate. The middle vertical bar supports my torso, pushing my breasts to either side while my shoulders are supported by the upper bar and my hips are resting along the lower bar. If it wasn’t for this contraption, I’d be a limp pile on the floor.

Paul reaches underneath the bench and locks my wrist shackles at the base of the front supports and then locks my ankles to the base of the lower supports, so I’m bent at the knees and squatting over the bars.

If I could physically get myself to move right now, the only part I’d be able to move would be my head.

That gets remedied quickly when Paul says. “Can’t forget this.” Then places a leather harness over my head that looks similar to a bridle for a horse. It straps under my chin and around my forehead, then connects to the ball gag in my mouth. There is a clip on the back that gets hooked to the clasp on the ceiling of the crate, forcing my head up so I have to face forward.

I didn’t notice the hook under the support bar that my collar gets connected to next, making any movement of my head now impossible. “There you go. Almost ready to go. Let’s get your mittens on, then you’re ready to head to your new home.” He lifts a pair of black padded mitts up so I can see. “You’ll be walking on all fours from now on. These will protect your hands and we have pads for your knees, too.”

I feel him place padded mitts on my hands that buckle closed below the shackles. Then he slides a flat pad under each knee. “Done.”

“Good. Pack up the clothes and get rid of them. This one won’t be needing them anymore.” The doctor says.

I moan around the ball gag. They can’t leave me like this! I’m naked and my body is opened and exposed to their eyes. I’m a human being, and I have rights.

“Shh. Easy now. Just let it happen. The faster you submit, the better.” Jack says.

“Look at this pretty pink pussy.” Paul moans.

A finger grazes my lower lips before it gets pushed inside me. I groan. I’m dry and have never had anything inside me. It’s uncomfortable and hurts.

“Leave it alone.” Jack admonishes.

“Don’t worry, pet. Soon this little hole will be wet and dripping, waiting to be stuffed full with fingers, toys and cocks. Anything we want to shove in there.”

Never! I vow. I need to get out of here as soon as there is a chance to escape.

Paul pulls away from me and I breathe a sigh of relief when I hear the door to the crate close. I’m locked in a cage, but at least he’s no longer touching me.

Jack walks past my line of sight and sits in his seat. I’m facing the cab of the van and I notice the doctor looking at me with a smirk. “I love it when they’re new and scared.”

The doctor starts the van and pulls back on the road. I can’t fight the lethargy from the drugs and the gentle rumble of the van and the small pulses I feel from the collar lull me to sleep. I’m afraid to find out what I’m going to wake up to.


Chapter 4

I opened my eyes when I heard the back of the door opening and realized we stopped. I hear unfamiliar voices. All men’s voices, but I can’t turn my head around to see who it is.

“This another new one?”

“Yup. Eighteen years old. Looks healthy. The mother signed the papers after she saw the wad of cash we gave her.” The doctor laughs. “She sold her daughter off to become a hucow for thirty grand. Greedy bitch.”
The mystery man chuckles. “The poor ones are always desperate. They see the cash and go blind with greed. Makes our lives easier.”

“Yes, it does.”
“I’ll put it with the others in the processing lab. We have three other new ones. One has been putting up a pretty good fight. We had to activate the shocking mechanism in the collar to knock it out. Stupid bitch.” The man says.

“Why didn’t the sedative work?” The doc asks.

“Turns out that one is a junky. Has a high tolerance, I guess. Not sure if we can use it, but once you do the exam, we can decide then.”
“Sounds good. I’ll leave you to it. Enjoy your day.”

“See you tomorrow, doc.”
“Bright and early. Need to get this group started.” Doctor Evans says, then walks away.

Paul and Jack grab the edges of my crate and pull it out of the van and onto a cart with wheels.

“Wow! That’s a pretty one.” The other man says. He leans down to look at my face, then reaches between the bars and grabs my breast, squeezing roughly.

He’s middle-aged like the doctor, but not handsome at all. His hair is dark and greasy, hanging over his forehead. When he stands back up, his gut sticks out over his pants.

“Small tits though.” He comments.

“You know they won’t be like that for long, Doug.” Paul says. “They’ll be fat like watermelons in a few days.”
Watermelons? How are my boobs going to grow that big? It’s not possible.

Doug grunts. “We’ll see. You boys gonna be there for the processing tomorrow?”

“Yup. This one has been assigned to me and Jack is always in the lab when they’re being processed, but doc wants him to focus on this one especially. They are trying out a new program.”
“New program?” Doug asks.

“Yeah. If it works with this one, we’ll use it on the new ones from now on. This one is going to be the first to see how effective it is.”
 “The old way works fine.” Doug says.

“That’s what I said.” Paul agrees.

Jack sighs. “The old way, like you call it, will still be used, but this one is fitted with a new program. If it works, we can train them faster and get them to produce faster. More product means more money.”

What am I supposed to produce? I wish this ball gag was out so I could ask what they are talking about and also call them all assholes for kidnapping me.

But is it really kidnapping when mom signed those papers? What did she really sign? Would she really sell me to them like they said?
I’m lost in my head and don’t listen to the rest of their conversation. Soon my crate is being pushed into a building. I didn’t even pay attention to my surroundings outside. Idiot. These drugs have really addled my brain.

Paul and Jack leave me with Doug at the door and walk away without even looking at me. Doug pushes me down a long hallway. I can’t look anywhere but forward due to the restraints, but there is nothing really to look at, just bare walls with closed doorways.

We come to the end of the hallway and I’m pushed into a room that looks like a doctor’s office. There is an exam table that’s lower than normal ones. I can see trays of medical instruments, but don’t know what they all do. There is a fridge and cabinets lining the far wall.

I hear whimpering and see three other crates, like mine. There are girls in them, naked and restrained like me.

The crying gets louder when I’m pushed next to them.

“Shut up! Stop crying. It’s not going to help you here.” Doug snaps, and the others quiet down immediately.

“Now, let me give you all the welcome speech. This may be the last time someone speaks to you directly except to give you a command. You are here to become productive members of our herd. I’m sure you’ve heard the guys who picked you up mention the word Hucow. That’s what you are from now on. You are no longer human, you are livestock.”

I’m struck speechless. This can’t be real. One of the other girls thrashes and screams around her gag.

Doug pulls out a remote from his pocket and presses a button. The girl’s body convulses for a minute and her screams get louder before she goes limp, and passes out.

“That’s what happens when you don’t listen. Let that be a lesson to the rest of you.”

I suddenly smell a strong scent of urine and see a puddle below one girl’s cage. Poor girl was so scared she pissed herself.

Doug walks over to her and pats the crate. “Good cow. It’s ok to urinate in your crate or pen. It’s what livestock does. Get used to it because there are never any bathroom breaks for you. You will use the bathroom where you stand or when your handler tells you to.”

“Now where was I? Oh yes. You are now livestock, and you will be treated like livestock. You will not speak and most of the handlers won’t try to talk to you. They will just give you commands that one would give an animal.”

“They will train you to be a proper cow. If you refuse a command, you will be punished, either with a shock or this…” He holds up a leather riding crop.
“After processing tomorrow, you will be placed in your stall and you will be milked daily to get you used to the milkers, but when your milk comes in, you will be milked for a few hours twice a day.”

“Don’t worry, you’ll learn to love it.” He laughs.

“I won’t tell you everything. I’ll keep some surprises for the handlers to show you.”

Doug walks up to the next girl, and I can see tears streaming down her face. “Don’t worry, little cow. In a few weeks, you won’t even remember your name or how to talk. All your worries will disappear.”

He looks over at me, and I give him a glare.

“Before I go, I’m told to increase the transmissions in your collars. It will make tomorrow easier for you.”

He goes to the table with the laptop and presses a button. The tiny vibrations in my collar increase. It doesn’t hurt. In fact, it feels nice, and in a few minutes, the tension leaves my body, and my mind calms.

“There you go, little cows. Feels nice doesn’t it? Have a goodnight and we will see you in the morning.”

I didn’t even notice him leaving. He shuts the lights off and I’m too busy enjoying the sensations coming from my collar. Sleep comes quickly. I’ll worry about tomorrow when it comes.


Chapter 5

The lights flick on in the room as Doug comes in and I squint at the brightness. “We just have four in this shipment.” He says as he walks past our crates.

“Okay. Let’s start with the first one. I don’t want to be here all day.” Doctor Evans says as he follows Doug into the room.

Where am I? My mind is fuzzy.

Oh yeah! I’m at a farm, and they are trying to turn me into a cow! How did I forget that so quickly? I have to fight. I can’t let this happen.

I watch as Doug pulls a privacy screen up to block out the exam area. “Why are you doing that?” A new man asks as he comes into view.

“So the other ones don’t panic when the others go through the exam. We find they are calmer when they don’t see the other cows get processed.” Doug explains.

“Jason, grab your new cow and bring her over.” Doc says. He seems to be in a hurry this morning.

“Sure thing, doc.” The new guy, Jason says.

“Sorry I’m late.” Jack rushes into the room.

The doc gives him a disapproving look. “I’m training you to take over for me when I retire, Jack. If you keep disappointing me, then I will demote you back to a handler, and find another who takes this job seriously.”

Jack looks contrite. “Sorry, Dr. Evans. It won’t happen again.”

“Help Jason get his cow on the table.” He says and Jack rushes to help Jason get the young brown-haired girl out of her cage.

She tries to stand up, but Jason pushes her down. “Cows don’t stand. You will crawl from now on.”

She whimpers as he hooks a lead on her collar and pulls her behind the curtain. I hear their muffled voices, but I’m too far from that section of the room to hear what they are saying. Every once in a while, I hear a loud whimper from the girl, but that’s all.

Thirty minutes later, Doug brings a cart that has the same frame on it that’s in these cages. He brings it behind the curtained exam area and then I see Jason come out, pulling it with the girl strapped to it. He passes by me and I try to get a look at the girl, but he moves by me too fast.

The girl looks ok from what I could tell, so hopefully this next part won’t be too bad.

Another new person, which I’m realizing must be the handlers Doug mentioned, comes in and grabs the pretty girl that was crying last night and with Jack’s help they get her out of the crate. She tries to back away, and the handler whips her hind legs twice with the riding crop, making her jump forward with a yell.

“Move now or I’ll whip you again.” The handler commands and she lowers her head and crawls behind him as he leads her into the exam area.

When she’s done and pulled out of the room on the trolley by the unknown handler, I get a look at her face this time and her eyes look vacant. She just stares blankly at the floor as she’s wheeled past.

Now it’s just me, and the girl who got shocked unconscious last night left. She hasn’t moved through the night, so she must be still sleeping.

Another man comes in. He’s wearing a similar outfit to the others. All the handlers are wearing bluejeans and a button shirt, with a utility belt that holds a crop, a radio, and a remote I’m guessing controls the collars.

He opens the unconscious girl’s cage and then calls Jack over quickly. He peeks inside the crate at the poor girl and they start whispering and gesturing wildly with their hands.

“What’s taking so long?” The doc shouts from the other side of the curtain.

“Uh… doctor, can you come here? We have a problem with the next one.” Jack says.

The doc is next to the cage in a blink. “Shit!” He says when he looks in. “This is going to mess up our monthly quota. The investors have demanded we increase production by forty percent. I calculated we could do it with four new cows.”

“Well, this one won’t be of any use.” Jack says, and I wonder why? Maybe I won’t be any good either and they can send me home.

The handler chuckles, “Yeah… dead cows don’t make milk.”

Dead! She’s dead? Oh, that poor girl. No.

“I told Doug repeatedly not to use so much juice when he corrects them. The skinny thing probably had a bad heart. It does look sickly.” Jack comments without emotion.

How can they be so callous? They are standing there staring at a person they killed or Doug killed if he shocked her to death. Is that going to happen to me? Oh god! Panic begins to build, and I pant around the gag in my mouth.

“It wasn’t Doug’s fault he said this one was a junkie. Never going to make it anyway, and obviously it would have never passed the exam. I don’t know why they even considered this one as a good option.” Doc says.

He looks at the handler. “This one was supposed to be under your care, so it’s your job to get rid of it. Take a van and dump the body near the city limits. The cops will assume it’s just another junkie who overdosed.”

The man grumbles. “Shit. I was hoping I could get a new one of my own. I don’t mind jumping around, but I wanted one of my own.”

The doc looks around and notices me. “I have an idea, Luke. Call Paul in.”

The handler, named Luke, grabs the radio on his belt and in a few minutes, Paul saunters in. “Ready for me now?” He comes to stand by my crate and places his hand on the top.

“We have an issue.” Doc says.

“Oh?”

“This one didn’t make it.” Doc gestures to the dead girl. “That means we’re going to come up short on production.”

“Shit. They won’t be happy.” Paul says, and I have no clue who they are.

“I have an idea.” Doc says. “I’ve been considering it for a while and now we have an opportunity to try it.”

“What is it? Will it get our numbers up so the investors are happy?” Jack asks.

The doc nods and looks at me with a smile. “This one will be perfect for it.” I don’t like the look he has as he stares at me. Whatever this idea is, I’m not going to like it one bit.


Chapter 6

The doctor points at me. “The collar is already transmitting the new program so we can just tweak the serum protocol, too. This one could become our most productive cow if it works out.”

Red flags are going off inside my brain, but the more I get agitated the stronger the vibrations in my collar get.

The doc smiles at the panic on my face. “Watch the collar do its work. Come closer.” He gestures to the other two men.

They all crowd around my crate and my panic increases. The collar beeps and then the vibrations change. Suddenly I’m feeling calmer. I’m still aware of what is happening, but suddenly I don’t care as much. God, these vibrations feel nice and I shudder in delight as a euphoric feeling spreads across my body.

I don’t know why I’m so worried.

“See. In less than twenty-four hours on the new program and it’s already having a positive effect on its behavior. Good cow. Just enjoy that feeling. No need to worry about anything.” the doc says.

“Wow.” Jack says.

They continue to talk about the new plan for a minute, but I either don’t understand or don’t care at the moment.

I do catch the part where Luke will be added as my second handler with Paul because the doc says I’ll need the extra stimulation with the double dose of serum. Whatever that means.

Luke breaks away and I come out of whatever blissful state I was in to watch him wheel the poor girl out the door. My head is clear enough to remember she is dead. My worry returns, but it feels muted.

“Shh… pet.” Paul says as he taps my crate. “The collar didn’t work as well as you thought, doc.”

“Oh, it’s working, but we still need the old protocol to help it along. Remember how long the last group took to assimilate?” Doc says.

“The injections and the new program will speed things up. Bring it to the exam table. The faster we get this started, the better. We don’t need any investors pulling out.” He adds.

Paul opens my cage, and I try to recoil, but I’m strapped down tight and can’t move. “Just do what I tell you and you won’t get shocked or whipped.” He says to me before unlocking all my restraints.

I think of the dead girl and shudder. I don’t want to be shocked, but I don’t want to get on that exam table either.

With Jack’s help, he pulls me out of the crate. I moan when my muscles protest the movement. I’ve been stuck in the same position all night and my body is stiff and sore.

Paul pats my head and rubs down my back like I’m a dog. “Let’s go.” He says as he attaches a lead to my collar and pulls.

I don’t move. Jack comes behind and I feel a sting on my ass as he smacks me. “Move or it will get worse.”

I shuffle forward, naked on all fours. Feeling humiliated.

When we get behind the curtain, I see the exam table and on one end there is a yoke, like they used to secure the heads of animals. Oh, no! My head is not going in that. I back away as fast as I can.

Paul sighs and grabs a remote from his belt. Next thing I feel is pain. My muscles lock up and my bladder lets go. When the pain stops, I collapse into a pile of my own urine.

“Great. Now she needs to be hosed down.” The doc grumbles.

“It needs to learn when I give a command to listen. She won’t be doing that again.” Paul says as he picks me up and places me on the table in a fetal position.

I remain on my side, unable to move. My body is still twitching from the shock.”

“I’ll get the hose.” Jack says.

Next I feel cold water hit my body, and I jolt. “You get warm water when you listen” is all he says.

Paul wipes me down with a dry cloth quickly when the water stops, and flips me onto all fours again, so I’m kneeling on the table. “Put your head in.”

I pause again, and when I see him grab the remote, I quickly move forward and place my head into the hole in the rack.

He chuckles. “A quick learner.”
 I feel another bar come down and lock my head into place. Then Jack connects my collar to the clasp on the rack, making my head immobile again. He pats my head, then moves out of my line of sight. I’m stuck facing the cabinets while the three men are behind me somewhere.

Someone straps my wrists and legs down so I can’t move, and then another padded bar is placed under my midsection. I feel a strap wrap around my waist and I’m tied in place. It prevents me from lowering my body or moving away from whatever they plan to do.

“She looks so pretty all strapped in.” Paul coos.

“Paul, remember the protocol. You can’t call them her or she. Make sure to use it or cow when you refer to them. It makes the transition to livestock easier. They are no longer human. They are animals and will be treated as such.” Doc corrects him.
“Sorry doc. Won’t happen again. Can I still use, pet?”

“That is ok. After all, it’s your cow.”

“Let’s begin.” The doc says. “First, I need to check the basics. Heart and lungs.”

A cold stethoscope is placed on my chest, then it moves to different places on my back. “Sounds good. Jack, get the marker ready.”

Marker? I feel something placed against my left ass cheek. Then a burning sensation. I moan. It only lasts a second and then it’s gone.

“The barcode looks good.” Jack says and the doctor hums. “Hucow #37”

They fucking branded me!

“Now for the internal exam. Jack, I need it relaxed. Administer the first injection. We don’t want to damage the livestock.”

“Yes, doc.” He says.

What is going to happen? I try to move, but it’s useless. I earn a spank on my newly branded bottom and I groan. “Shh.” Paul admonishes.

Moments later, I feel a prick on my thigh and burning as fluid is injected into my body. “That should take effect momentarily.” Jack says.

At first, I feel nothing and then heat begins to coil in my stomach and move outward. My body goes lax in the restraint, and I drop my head to stare at the floor. The heat spreads lower in my abdomen and I feel wetness at my core. I need something, but don’t know what. My pussy pulses and I squeeze, trying to grip something that’s not there. I moan in frustration. What is happening?

The pulses from my collar only enhance the feeling, and I feel like I’ll go crazy if someone doesn’t touch me there soon.

“Look how wet it is.” Paul says in awe.

“I doubled the dose like you wanted, Doc.” Jack says. “Looks like it’s working, and it’s responding perfectly.”
“Good. This will make the next part easier for it. They respond better when they are happy.” the doc says, and I feel a finger enter me.

No one has ever touched me there except for Paul while I was in the van and that hurt. It feels good now and I wonder vaguely why I didn’t do this sooner. Actually, it feels amazing.

“She’s very tight.” He says, then adds a second finger and pushes deep. There is nothing sexual about his touch. He doesn’t thrust his fingers in and out, just pushes in and tries to spread me wider. It still feels good, and I moan when he pushes as deep as he can go.

“This one is a virgin. I can feel its hymen is intact.” The doc says.

“Pretty little innocent cow. I’m going to love turning you into a mindless little slut.” Paul sneers.

“Hand me the speculum. I will break its hymen now, so we don’t have to worry about it in the future.” The doc says as he removes his finger.

They’re going to take my virginity medically on this table and I can’t stop it. My mind is foggy as the meds do their work and I find I’m excited about whatever they are going to do. A pulse runs from the collar into my body again and I feel myself wanting it.

Cold metal touches the outer lips of my vagina and then it’s pushed in slow but steady. It stops when I feel a slight burning sensation and then I feel more pressure as he opens it up. I feel stretched.

“Pass me that rod.” the doc says.

Then he inserts it inside me and I feel a sharp sting as he pokes and prods. “There is some minor bleeding, but that’s normal. Now that’s taken care of, I’m going to examine the cervix. We need to know if it’s suitable for breeding. If we can get it to breed, then the milk production will increase.”

My mind gets stuck on the word breed, but it floats away with the next pulse of my collar.

The speculum is pushed as far as it can go, then expanded again. I feel pressure deep inside me as the doctor pokes at my cervix.

“Looks good. The serum usually makes them fertile in a couple weeks, but since we plan to double it and get twice the production out of this one, I’m guessing she should be ready to breed by the end of the week.”

“Paul, you know the rules. You can fuck them all you want, but no cumming inside until they are bred by the bulls.” The doc says.

Bulls? Like real ones? They want to breed me with a bull. Another pulse from the collar and then that thought doesn’t seem so scary.

“I know, doc. Don’t worry. I’ll just get her ready for them.” Paul says.

“Luke will help you and Jack too, if he feels like it.” Doc says.

“I won’t say no.” Jack chuckles.

The doc pulls out the speculum, and I miss the fullness inside me.

“I’ll do the rectal exam, then we can inject it with the serum, and then you can take it to its pen. I’ll need to check on it daily to see how the double dose is affecting it.”

Warm liquid hits my back hole, then I feel the doc’s finger rubbing. “Push out cow 37.”

It takes a moment to realize he is talking to me. I’m no longer Sarah. I’m just a number to them.

I do as he asks because the meds are making me want whatever he can give me. His finger slips inside and I moan at the burn. He moves his finger in and out slowly. It feels foreign and uncomfortable, but after a few minutes I begin to relax and it feels good.

“Look at that hole sucking your finger in. How tight is it?” Paul moans.

“Tight as it’s vagina was moments ago.” the doc laughs. “Make sure she’s plugged during milking. This needs to be looser before the bulls. They don’t care which holes they use in their excitement.”

“I plan to use more than plugs. She’ll be ready.” Paul says.

He adds a second finger and then holds them still. “Jack, inject the serum, then I’ll finish her off. An orgasm will help the serum work faster.” The doc says.

I hear the sound of packages being opened and then Jack steps in front of me and I see he’s holding a syringe filled with clear liquid. He reaches under me and grabs my right breast. The syringe disappears below me and I feel a prick from the needle into my breast. He injects whatever it is quickly and efficiently and then moves onto my other breast and repeats the same process.

My breasts begin to tingle pleasantly, and my nipples harden to points. He pulls on the distended tips, and I moan again. Drool is now dripping around the side of my gag from all the stimulation I’m receiving. Jack looks at the mess I’m in and ignores it.

“Do the extra injection in her buttock. I am curious to see what the extra dose is going to do to her body.” The doc muses.

I feel another prick where the doc instructed, and the same tingles in my breast spread across my ass right to my clit.

I moan again as the tingles get worse, and more drool drips onto the floor below my head.

“Let’s see how fast she cums now.” The doc says, and he begins thrusting his fingers in and out of my ass. I lift my head and pull on my restraints, moaning in ecstasy. It feels good and I want more.

“It’s going to do well here. Look how responsive it is.” He swipes his other hand through the juices pouring out of my cunt and rubs my straining clit. “Let’s time her.”

He rubs harder on my clit while thrusting his fingers deeper, and in moments I’m screaming around my gag.

“Holy shit, doc. That was only thirty seconds.” Paul says in awe.

The doc pulls his fingers out and wipes them on my thigh. “The serum is definitely working well with the collar, and the Hucow’s brain neurons are being reprogrammed to focus on pleasure only. Soon it’ll be a submissive milker like the rest, just in half the time and hopefully producing double the amount of milk. If this works, we can use this new treatment on other new cows. This could be the beginning of a new breakthrough in Hucow farming.”

“The investors are going to be happy if this works out.” Jack adds.

“Unhook it from the table and get the cart. Let it rest in its pen for a bit. After, feed it and make it drink, then put it on the milkers for a few hours. I want it producing as soon as possible. Oh, and make sure it’s stimulated continually and while milking. It will speed up the process.”

“Will do, doc.” Paul says.

I’m still coming down from my orgasmic high when Paul unhooks me from the table. Luke pushes in the cart. “What did I miss?” He asks.

“Let’s get it to the stall and I’ll fill you in while it’s resting.” Paul says, and they lay me across the bars on the cart and lock me in again.

“I’ll drop by its stall tomorrow for an update and to dose it again.” Jack says. “We need to record any changes.”

After that, I’m wheeled away in a daze. I don’t know what comes next, but I don’t really care at the moment.


Chapter 7

The handlers pull my cart behind them through a door and outside. I look around and see very little of anything. Up ahead are three buildings. They are about twenty feet apart and I see they are connected by glass walkways. There are a few male workers walking from building to building.

Off to my left is a shaded area under some trees where a few male workers are seated on benches, talking and laughing. They look our way when they see us approaching.

“Hey, Paul! Got yourself a new cow, I see.” One of the men says.

Paul pats my head. “Sure do. This ones going to be the best milker here.” They are talking about me like I’m not even there. They look over my body but never look me in the eye. The man who spoke gets up and comes over. He reaches down and touches my ass.

“I like the looks of this one. I may drop by its stall soon.” he says then dips his fingers between my legs. He rubs my clit and his fingers slide through the wetness that refuses to go away. “Wow, the treatment is working well on this one.” He slaps my ass and steps back.

“You can’t cum in it until it’s been bred. You know the rules, Chuck.” Paul says.

Chuck laughs darkly. “It has two other holes.”

Paul returns his laugh. “That’s true.”

“I’ll be dropping by real soon.” Chuck says and leaves.

Paul must see the confusion on my face. He laughs. “Look at it, Luke. So innocent. I’m going to have fun with this one.”

Luke chuckles. “You and me, both.”

I led past the group of men sitting outside and to the entrance of the nearest building. Once inside, I blink to adjust to the dimness. “Hope you enjoyed the fresh air, pet. That’s the last time you’ll see outside for a while,” Paul says. Then mumbles. “If ever.”

What does that mean? A pulse again from my collar makes the question float away.

The interior of the building is open right to the ceiling. It looks more like a barn in here. I’m pulled down the center lane and on each side of me there are pens, with women inside them. They’re naked and on all four or laying on their sides in the straw. What shocks me the most is the size of their breasts. All of them have massive ones. They hang down from their bodies like pendulous globes.

They all stare around with vacant expressions. Some are stilled gagged while others are free and those moo softly when we go by. They are acting like cows. Oh, my god. Will I eventually do that?

Luke reaches over the top of a stall and pats the woman that mooed on the head. “Good cow. I’ll come visit you when I’m done with this one.”

She moos excitedly.

I’m pulled further along until I see an empty stall with the number 37 on the door. Luke opens it while Paul unstraps me and guides me off the cart by the leash. “In you go.”

I do what he says since I don’t want to be shocked again.

He pulls me to the far wall and hooks the leash to a ring on the wall. Then slaps my rump. “Sleep; we’ll be back in an hour to start you.”

They both walk out and leave me kneeling on the pile of straw. I can’t move far, just enough to turn around and lay down. I lift my hand to get the ball gag out, but forget I have mittens strapped to me, making my hands useless.

I’m exhausted and decide to lie down and rest. I can’t really do anything else but wait. My breasts are tingling still and I want to touch them, but can’t, so I settle for rubbing them against my arms. The tingles intensify, and I crave more friction. I lay down in the straw and rub along the coarse strands. They poke into my soft flesh, but the scratchiness makes me shudder with joy. My boobs are so sensitive.

I shove a mitten hand between my legs and try to find relief, but I can’t. Tears of frustration leak from my eyes. I’ve never felt so horny in my life.

I cry myself to sleep as my collar continues to send vibrations to my brain, telling me this is normal to feel this way. I need relief soon.


Chapter 8

I sleep sporadically; waking up every few minutes to rub between my legs. The sensation is getting worse and I need relief.

“What is going on here, pet?” Paul says as he opens the gate. “Luke, come check this out.”
Luke comes into the pen moments later. “The little slut is trying to get off, but can’t.” He laughs at my predicament. “Do you think we should help the cow out?”

“We’re supposed to feed it now, but it won’t eat in this state. Let’s give it some relief and then feed it before the first milking.’ Paul says. “I’m going first, though. It’s my cow.”

Luke grunts. “It’s ours, but fine. Go ahead.”

Paul hauls me up onto all four roughly and then shoves two fingers inside me. I arch my back and moan. That’s what I needed. “I got something to scratch that itch, little cow.” He says.

“You're soaked.” He adds.

I hear the sound of a zipper, and then his fingers are replaced with something larger and longer. He shoves his way in without care, and I try to move away from the pain.

“Hold still.” He says and grabs me by the collar, making it hard to breathe. “Fuck, you're tight.” He grunts as he thrusts inside me.

I buck, trying to get him out of me, and sound whistles through the air, then I feel the crop connect with the flesh of my back.

Luke administers a few more hits, then stops. “You’ll take any fucking you receive and be grateful. Never pull away from anyone that wants to use your body. It’s our to do with what we want, so stay still and take it.”

I hiss from the pain, and drool escapes from around my gag as I pant. I drop my head and hold still as Paul punishes my pussy.

“Look how red those welts are. Makes me want to cum deep inside you so bad, but I have to wait until you're bred. Luke, play with her clit.”

Luke reaches under and plays with my clit and I explode. Paul pulls out and groans as his cum lands in hot ribbons across my back.

“Fuck, that was good.” He pants.

“My turn. Let’s see if you learned your lesson.” Luke says as Paul moves out of the way. He plows into my already used pussy and pumps hard. I moan but stay in place.

“Good, cow.” He leans over my back, uncaring if Paul’s cum gets on his clothes and reaches for my tits. He grips them and pinches my nipples hard, making me cum again. “Fuck, I can’t wait till these are full of milk. I’m going to suck them dry.”

He moans and pulls out seconds before he cums, sending more cum across my backside.

“That was too close, Luke.” Paul says.

“I didn’t come in the cow. Relax.” Luke grumbles.

Paul grunts but doesn’t argue. “Let’s get it fed and take it to the dairy. We’ll have to keep an eye on it in the pen from now on. It seems the injections are causing it to be extra horny. We may have to keep it mounted on the rack and stimulated constantly so it can sleep. We can’t have an exhausted cow. They don’t produce well.”

They leave me kneeling on the straw covered in their cum as they talk.

He takes something out of the storage crate that’s in my stall. It’s another mouth gag, but slightly different. This one has a small hole in the center. He looks me in the eye for the first time since the van.

“I need to change your gag. If you scream or try to talk, I will shock you hard enough you will pass out. Cows don’t talk, they moo and until you are trained to do only that, you will be gagged. Understood?”

I don’t really, but I nod anyway. I don’t plan on mooing, but I don’t want a shock, so I don’t dare speak.

He unstraps my gag and pulls it out of my mouth. I suck in huge lungfuls of air and lick my dry lips. “Open.” He says, and I see the new gag in front of me.

I open my already sore jaw, and he pushes the new one into my mouth. It’s smaller than the other one, so it’s more comfortable.

“Good, pet.” He fastens the strap behind my head again, then pulls a tube that’s hanging above my stall and pushes it into the hole in my gag.

“Swallow or you’ll choke.” He says, and I feel water pouring into my mouth. I’m so thirsty I gulp down every mouthful. After a few minutes, the tube is pulled out, and another is inserted.

“This one you have to suck. We need to fatten you up so you will eat it all. I will punish you if you don’t.” Paul says, and I nod as I start sucking at the thicker sludge that comes down the tube. It tastes sweet and a bit greasy. Not bad.

Once I’ve eaten it all. I feel bloated. Luke rubs my stomach. “You’ll be a nice fat cow soon.”
I don’t want to be fat, but again, that thought is gone as quickly as it came.

“Good cow.” He pats my head as he stands, and pleasure shoots through my body at his praise. What the hell?

A pulse again, and my brain tells me that making them happy makes me feel good. I don’t know why I think that, but I do feel good when they are happy. Horny too.

I wiggle as my pussy clamps down on nothing and I moan.

“Easy, 37. We’ll have you fixed up soon. Back on the cart, now.” Luke unhooks my lead, and they strap me on the cart by my restraints and pull me through one of the glass walkways into another building.

My eyes widen when I see what this place is.


Chapter 9

As I stare wide eyed at the women in front of me that are restrained and hooked up to machines that are milking them, I get nervous.

They lead me past the rows of women who are moaning as the milk is sucked from their nipples and into a large vat in the center of them, and into another section of the building.

“Why are we over here?” Luke asks.

“The doctor wants this one separated from the others. He wants to test its milk when it comes to see if it’s better than the others. He also wants to do more experiments on the cow itself to see if constant stimulation will get it to produce more.”

Luke snorts. “We already know that. When the other cows are fucked by us while being milked, they produce way more.”

“Yeah, but he wants this one stimulated the whole milking, not just when some random handler comes by to fuck it.” Paul says,

“I still plan to fuck it while it’s milked.” Luke laughs.

“We will, but we can’t fuck for hours like that machine can.” I see him pointing to something in the corner that I can’t see.

“Aw… I get it. This is going to be fun to watch.”

To my surprise, they don’t unstrap me off the cart. They just move me into position next to a milking machine. I’m already in position, on all fours, with my breasts hanging below me.

Paul wipes my nipples with a damp cloth, then reaches for the cups and turns on the machine. Instantly, I hear a sucking sound.

He grabs one breast and attaches the cup, which immediately sucks my nipple into it. He repeats it with my other breasts. The suction is gentle, and doesn’t hurt that bad.

“Hand me the lube.” Luke says from behind me. Paul grabs a tube off the self and passes it to Luke, who squirts a generous amount into my back hole. Next, I feel a rubber object being pushed into me. I grunt.

“Push out.” He commands, and I do because this hurts. It breaches my hole and my cry is muffled by the gag. It’s stretching me open.

“Why did you pick that size already? We usually work them up to that slowly.” Paul asks.

“It can handle it.” Luke says. He taps on the plug, causing it to move inside me.

“That’s the biggest one. It’ll be nice and loose after. I may have to test it out. I’d bet I’d slide right in.” Paul laughs.

“No way. You got this pussy first.” He shoves his finger into me, which is almost impossible since the plug in my ass is taking up so much room. “I want to get inside this ass first.”
 Paul shrugs like he doesn’t care. “Fine. Put in the piston so we can go. All this talk of fucking assholes has got me horny again. I’m going to visit a milking cow in the next room and see how much milk I can fuck out of her.” He squeezes himself through his pants.

“It’s going to be a tight fit with that plug, but I want to use this dildo in it.” Luke says and I can’t see since my collar tied to the rack on the cart keeps me mobile.

Paul smirks. “Go for it.”

I hear something being wheeled behind me, then locked into place. Then the dildo is placed in position at my opening. Luke pulls my lips apart and pushes it into my entrance. It feels bigger. Way bigger than I can handle.

I whimper. “Easy, pet. It’ll fit. Gotta get you ready for the bulls.” Paul says.

“One more thing.” Luke reaches around me and places a flat disc against my clit, then takes straps and wraps them around my waist and thighs to keep it in place.

“Turn it on.” Luke says.

Paul reaches underneath and presses a button, and it begins to vibrate against my clit. I moan as it brings an orgasm close to the surface. I just need something else. Something filling me up inside my mind supplies.

“Turn on the piston. See how she takes it.” Paul moves behind me to watch the enormous dildo penetrate me.

A motor hums to life and then I feel the dildo being pushed inside. It’s entering me slowly, but it doesn’t pause when it hits resistance, and I feel like I’m being split in two.

My collar hums, and I suddenly realize I need this. I need this massive appendage inside me.

It retreats some, then forces its way inside me farther than the last time. My pussy burns at the intrusion, but I feel myself getting wetter.

“Good, pet. Take it all.” Paul says, and his praise causes me to gush liquid down my legs.

The dildo slides in easier and I feel it hit my cervix. It’s all the way in now.

In and out it slides slow but steady and the pain disappears as I adjust to the size.

My orgasm from before comes barreling forward and I cum violently.

“What a slutty cow. It wants to be used. It’s squirting everywhere.” Luke and Paul laugh.

“Turn it up.”

The hum of the piston’s motor gets louder, and the dildo pummels my insides as they increase the speed and I cum again as they laugh at me.

I dazedly see Paul turn a knob on the milker and the suction gets harsher. It doesn’t feel good anymore, but he pats my head and leaves me there to be sucked and fucked.

“Let’s leave her for two hours. That should be enough time to give the serum a chance to work his magic.”

I don’t notice them leaving because in the next second, I’m cumming again. My brain keeps telling me this is okay. This is what I want, but somewhere deep down, I know this isn’t normal.


Chapter 10

I’m so blissed out from cumming so much that I don’t acknowledge Paul or Luke’s presence when they finally come back to get me. I’m a sweaty, exhausted mess.

They shut off the piston and remove the suctions from my breasts. Then remove my plug and the piston.

“Look at these udders.” Paul exclaims, jiggling my dangling breasts in his palms.

“They’re bigger already. At this rate, the hucow will have milk tomorrow.” Let’s get it back to its stall and go tell Jack. He’s going to want to see this.”

They pull me through the building and back to my stall before they guide me back to my corner and tie my lead to the rings.

I just came multiple times over the past few hours, but I can feel the tingles beginning again, and I wiggle and moan.

“Get the massage bar. This one needs to be on all four and stimulated while in the stall, just like I thought. It can pleasure itself until it falls asleep.” Paul says.

Luke brings in a flat padded bar that he slides between my legs and locks onto the side of the stall where I’m tied. There is a textured pad that hits my clit when I move.

“Hump away, cow. Whenever you need to.” Paul says and pats my head.

They shut the stall door and I’m already rubbing my cunt against the pad between my legs. All I can think about is pleasuring myself.

I’m still mindlessly humping the bar when Jack returns with the others. They watch from outside the pen as I shamelessly rub my clit on the bar until I’m cumming. I don’t pay attention to them or their conversation. My mind says it’s not important. Pleasure is the only thing I need to think about.

“Amazing.” Jack says. “This cow is responding beautifully. The doc is going to be ecstatic, and the udders on it are even bigger than a few hours ago. With the accelerated changes, I bet we can move up the timeline even more. Once I inject it again tomorrow morning, we should have it producing milk by the afternoon. Then we might even be able to breed it the next day. I can check its cervix while it’s being milked tomorrow. If it’s ripe, we’ll be good to go.”

“How responsive is it to touch so far, and does it still understand you when you talk or only simple commands? If the body is changing this fast, then the mind should be too.”

“It was pretty aware of its surroundings earlier and tried to move away when Paul fucked its tight little cunt. I had to use the crop on it to behave.” Luke says.

“Since the milking session, along with the piston that kept it cumming, it’s been in a daze. Let me check if anything has changed.” Paul says.

“I’ve got it.” Luke says.

I continue to hump the bar when Luke comes into the stall behind me and pushes three fingers inside me and pumps them in and out. I cum instantly. “Horny cow.” He says and chuckles.

He removes his fingers and pushes them into my ass. “This is much looser thanks to the plug.” He uses my own natural lube to stretch me open. “I bet with a little time, I could fit my entire hand in here.” He pulls his fingers out and wipes them on me.

Hearing his zipper come down makes me mewl in excitement. I know I need this. That’s all I need. The collar hums in agreement.

He pushes inside my back hole, and I arch my spine. “Fuck it hard, Luke.” Jack laughs. “The collar is doing its job. The cow wants it.”

He pounds away inside me and pushes my clit against the bar. I cum and cum as he uses my ass to get off.

“I’m going to cum inside, you cow. I’m going to fill you up until you’re dripping. You can’t get pregnant this way, so it doesn’t matter.”

Paul comes around to face me. “Do you want his cum in you, pet?”

I shake my head no, but then the collar hums and I quickly nod yes. I do want his cum. Why would I not? I need it. It will make me happy.

Luke groans behind me and I feel the hot spurt of his seed deep inside my bottom. It instantly makes me cum.

Luke pulls out and zips up his pants.

I’m a panting mess at their feet, and I can feel his cum dribbling out of me. “You can see it’s still partially aware of what’s going on, but the collar quickly corrects it. Shouldn’t be too much longer until it becomes completely mindless like the others.” Paul says.

“Doctor Evans will be happy. This is his project. I think if this works out, he plans to tell the investors, and wants to expand the company all over the country. We’ll all be rich.” Jack says in excitement.

I hear what they are saying, but my mind won’t make sense of it, and I feel my consciousness getting duller the more I feel pleasure.

I know I should be trying harder to understand what is going on around me, but when I shift and my clit comes into contact with the ridges of the pad again, I shudder in ecstasy, and begin rubbing myself like a bitch in heat.

“There it goes again. I hope it will sleep at some point tonight.” Paul says.

“Put some sedatives in its food tonight so it will pass out. We figured this may happen with all the extra hormones it’s been given.” Jack says.

“Will do.” Paul says as they walk away from the stall while I’m blissfully humping away on the bench.

Later that night they come back to feed me, and I suck away at the sludgy food that comes down the tube. I’m sleepy when I’m done, and no longer horny. “The sedatives worked.” Luke comments.

They remove the bench I’ve been riding on all afternoon and Paul pushes me onto my side and fall right to sleep.


Chapter 11

When I wake up in the morning, I notice one major change. My breasts have more than tripled their size. They are bigger than the ones I’ve seen on the other women here. I struggle to climb to my hands and knees as my tits sway below me.

They feel hot and hard. My nipples are now the size of grapes and are so sensitive. I moan when they brush the straw below me.

I feel different all over. My pussy feels swollen and achy, and I feel my body jiggle when I shuffle around the stall.

“Woah! Would you look at it!” Paul exclaims as he comes in, followed by Luke.

“The doc is going to be floored when he sees this.” Luke says.

“How’s our test cow doing this morning?” The doctor says moments later when he comes into the stall along with Jake.

I can’t look up, but I know they are all looking at me.

“Doctor, as you can see, the double dose is working. These results would have taken weeks, and it’s only been two days.” Jack says.

The doctor kneels down and grabs my breast. He kneads and squeezes it, then pulls on the nipple. A moan leaves me as he keeps kneading. I feel a build up of pressure, but it won’t release.

“There’s milk, but it won’t come with stimulation. We need to get this cow’s udders releasing today. Jack, give it a double dose again, and then feed it before putting it back on the milkers. I want a full gallon before the day is done.”

“Sure thing, doc.” Paul says.

The doc leaves, and they work around me. Paul shoves a tube into my gag and I drink down the water, then it’s followed by the slop, and again I eat everything under his watchful eye.

Jack injects both breasts again, and an extra shot in my bottom. The tingles return and the pressure in my boobs gets worse.

Luke places a bucket under me and tells me to pee. “Piss in this or on the floor. There is a drain under the straw. If you need to shit do it and we’ll clean it.”

I should feel embarrassed to urinate in front of them, but it’s only natural for me to urinate in my stall like the cow I am. Whoa! Where did that thought come from? I shake my head to try to clear it.

“It’s still trying to fight the collar.” Jack says.

“That won’t do. Time for some discipline.” Luke says. He removes the bucket when I refuse to pee and stands up. He grabs the riding crop and faces me.

“If I tell you to take a piss, you do.” He says, then whips the back of my thighs hard. I whimper and shuffle away.

I can’t move far and he rains down blows across my back, causing me to scream behind my gag. The collar hums louder with each hit, and I stop moving.

“Piss now!” Paul barks, and I let go of my bladder. Hot urine runs down my legs.

“Good cow.” Luke says.

The collar hums at Luke’s praise.

Paul hoses me down as I stand still.

“The collar will recalibrate that behavior and it shouldn’t happen again. Now all I have to do is change the mode on the collar. The final programming stage can start now that it has milk. That should take the rest of the defiance out of it.” Jack presses a button on my collar and the vibrations change. There is a pause, then a buzz. It’s not constant, but they feel stronger.

I feel the buzz every time I try to think about who I am, and what happened, but those thoughts quickly disappear under a haze of lust as my brain tells me I only need a release.

I need to be milked. It’s what I’m made for, and I need my handler’s cock. Pleasing them makes me happy. I hear this on repeat as my brain rewires.

The new dose is doing its job and making my pussy drip, waiting to be filled. I wiggle my ass to try and entice one of the men. I can’t wait any longer.

“I think it wants to be fucked. Want first dibs this morning, Jack?” Paul asks.

Jack moves behind me and unzips his pants, then shoves inside me. He didn’t need to check to see if I’m ready. I doubt he’d care. He’s just using me for his own pleasure. He pounds into me, grabbing my hips. “She’s even plumped up a little from the high calorie food. Soon she’ll be a fat cow.” He pants.

“Suck on its udders until it cums.” Paul says to Luke, and he lays under me and latches on to a nipple.

I mumble and moan as he sucks hard, and Jack pumps away in my pussy.

“That sounded like a moo.” Paul comments as he pulls on my other nipple that’s not being sucked.

“Can’t be sure yet. The gag stays on until we’re sure its mind is broken. If it talks right now, the program could be corrupted and we will have to start again.” Jack pants out as his thrusts get choppy.

“I got milk.” Luke says as he unlatches from me. “It’s sweet.” He sucks again and I feel it filling his mouth as he drinks it down. I’m producing milk! I am a cow.

I cum hard at that knowledge.

Jack pulls out and shoves into my ass. He thrusts deep, then unloads his cum in me.

“Get the cart. We need that milk. I’ll stop by the dairy later and check her cervix to see if it’s primed for breeding.” Jack says, as he puts his cock away, then walks out.

They are quick to strap me onto the cart, and I’m wheeled back to the dairy. Paul doesn’t waste time getting the cups onto my nipples; he turns on the machine to max, and the machine sucks my nipples into the cups.

“There’s only a small trickle coming out.” Paul says. “Let’s see if the piston can get our pet producing more. We have to keep the cow on the machine until we have a gallon. Could be here all day.”

Luke repeats the same process as yesterday. The large plug is pushed into my rectum, then the dildo is lined up to penetrate me. The clit vibe is strapped and turned on, and I’m waiting to be filled.

“Don’t start out slow today. It’s already stretched and dripping; just drive it in. The little slutty cow needs it.” Paul says with a chuckle.

I do. I do need it. My mind tells me.

The piston motor sounds, and then the dildo slams into me with a rough thrust. I arch in pain, but the dildo keeps ramming in and out. I breathe through the pain as I adjust to the rough treatment. Soon the pain fades and all I feel is bliss as the dildo rubs against my insides.

“Look at that pussy taking a pounding. It’ll be ready for the bulls, if it’s on this machine all day. That pussy will be so loose and gaping.” Paul says.

“We should add an extra dildo for the cow’s ass instead of the plug. There’s an attachment for another one to go in its ass.” Luke adds. I’m sweating and moaning as the machine pounds into me, not really caring about anything but cumming again.

“Maybe when Jack comes to check on it.” Paul says.

I cum again and my breasts tingle before the pressure that’s been building in them finally releases.

“There it is. Look at those streams of milk. We have ourselves a Hucow.” Luke crows in delight. “If it keeps cumming and spraying like that, we’ll have a gallon in no time.”
Paul pats me on the head. “Good Hucow. We’ll be back with Jack to check on you soon. Have fun, and be productive.”

They walk away laughing and chatting while the machine pushes me to orgasm once again and I hear the spurts of my milk hitting the plastic cups attached to my teats.

This is a good life, I think.


Chapter 12

I moan weakly as another small orgasm is pulled out of me by the machine, stretching my pussy open with each thrust.

I’m soaked in sweat and my nipples are sore, but the machines don’t stop. My head hangs limp as the process continues. It’s been hours, I think, but I’ve been in a haze. I would cry if I could understand what is happening to me, but my collar hums and reminds me that this is normal. This is what a good cow does. I smile when those thoughts filter through.

I can’t remember anything before coming here. I don’t even remember yesterday. Have I been here my whole life? Yes, the word filters into my head.

I’m being milked. I’m a cow. A pleasant hum from my collar. A hucow I hear the word and know that’s me. I’m a hucow and I’m meant to be milked and bred. That is my purpose, and I’m going to be the best cow here!

The collar hums again, and I hear beeping.

Jack and my two handlers return, and I wonder if they are here to breed me. I hope so! Jack comes to the front and crouches down in front of me. I give him a glazed smile. He pushes a button on the collar and the beeping stops. Then I hear automated words. “Programming of Hucow #37 complete.” Hey that’s my name. I think happily.

“Looks like the programme is done. We should test it out. Stop the milking for now and remove the stimulators.” Jack says.

I whine in complaint. I want to feel good.

“I want one of you to mount it while removing the gag. I’m going to ask it some questions, and if the program worked, it won’t be able to respond with anything but a moo.” Jack says.

One of my handlers removes the machine fucking my pussy, then slips their hard cock inside me. He fucks into me slowly as Jack removes my gag.

I lick my lips and open my mouth, but nothing happens. Jack smiles at me. “Hucow 37, how are you today?” Jack asks.

I know what he said, but I don’t understand at the same time. I don’t speak like them, so I do the only thing I can.

“MOO!”

Jack chuckles. “Are you a good cow? Do you want to be milked?”

“MOO. MOO!” I repeat.

Paul pushes into me harder and I moan and moo as I cum.

“The neuro program was a success. This cow is completely dehumanized. Doctor Evans needs to know right away, but first I have to check her cervix. The hucow needs to be bred as soon as possible.” Jack says. “Pull out, Paul, and finish in her mouth.”

Paul pulls his cock out of me and comes around to my head. “Open cow.”

I obey, like a good hucow, and he shoves his cock down my throat. As he’s face fucking me, Jack inserts a speculum inside me and prods my cervix. “It’s nice and soft, which means it's fertile. Take her to the breeding barn first thing in the morning. I want her bred by as many bulls as possible. With the extra hormones, we might get lucky with multiple births. There is a higher demand for twin babies.”

“Swallow.” Pauls says before he spills into my throat. I swallow every last drop. He pulls out, but keeps the head of his cock on my lips. “Lick.”

“Moo.” I say, then clean him with my tongue.

“Good, Hucow.” He says and I preen under his praise.

After they’re done, they turn the milker back on and shove a dildo in both my holes. I’m mooing so much from the double penetration that they replace my gag to shut me up and leave me alone so I can finish my milking.

I’m hosed down that evening, then returned to my stall. I’m fed and fucked one more time by Paul in the ass before they leave me to sleep. Tomorrow is a big day and I need my rest.


Chapter 13

“Wakey, wakey, pet.” Paul comes into my stall and I moo hello. He pats me on the head. He grabs the feeding tube and shoves it into my mouth. It’s much easier to suck on it without the gag. “Eat up, cow. You’re going to need your energy.”

Jack shows up shortly after. “The udders on it are massive.”

I have to agree they almost drag on the ground when I’m on all fours. They are heavy and full. “The bulls like them full of milk, but this may be too much. Let’s get the portable milker in here and drain some off.” He says.

Luke brings in a smaller milking machine and straps me up. I’m content to eat and be milked.

Luke rubs my clit and shoves two fingers inside me to make me cum and get the milk flowing.

Once they’re happy with the amount, they detach the machine and Jack injects me with another dose of serum in my tits and ass. Then I’m ready to go.

Paul and Luke help me waddle over to the cart because my boobs get in the way of me crawling. “I can’t wait until it’s fat with babies. I love fucking the pregnant ones. They’re always so horny.” Luke says.

Paul laughs. “This one is always horny now. Imagine how it’s going to be when it’s knocked up.”

They laugh and pull my cart through the dairy and into the third building.

I’ve never been here yet. It’s similar to the building I’m kept in, but the walls are lined with cells, not pens, and inside each one is a large man. Most of them are grunting and pacing back and forth in agitation. A handler stands next to each cage with a cattle prod.

Some of the caged men pause and sniff the air, then turn in my direction. Their once flaccid cocks enlarging as they watch me being wheeled in.

I can smell their muskiness, and it excites me. I want these males, these bulls, to breed me.

As the males get more aggressive and bang on the bars, the handlers shock them, causing them to back up, even though they never take their eyes off me.

“They’re worked up today. I’ve never seen them this excited before.” Luke comments.

“Our little cow must be emitting strong pheromones with the double doses it’s been getting. Look at them all; they’re practically feral with wanting to breed the hucow.” Paul says.

“I’m glad I work with the cows. The bulls make me nervous. Why do they have to be so big?” Luke shudders.

“Well, they ‘re all inmates from the local prison, and you know doc only picks the best livestock. He wanted them big, and the hormones he injected into them made them larger, dumber, and more aggressive, and of course, they have very potent sperm. Prime bulls.” Paul says as he stops my cart in the middle of the room.

A bull rushes the cage bars and roars and his handler shocks him several times with the prod. “Hurry up and strap the cow in. We can’t wait all day.” His handler shouts.

Paul waves him off. “Off cow.” He says to me when he unlatches my restraints. I notice there are two sets of padded metal brackets coming out of the ground beside me. They are off the ground a few feet, so my handlers have to lift me onto them. One supports my hips and when I’m bent over the front, one supports me at my shoulders. I hang my head as Paul straps my wrists to the beams going into the ground, while Luke spreads my legs and straps my ankles to the outside of the beams behind me.

My restraints usually stop there when I’m on the milking machine or the cart, but to my surprise, Paul grabs a leather strap and wraps my upper arms to the bars as well and Luke repeats it with my thighs, pulling hard and making me open further. I’m more exposed than I’ve ever been before.

Next, they place a padded bar over my hips and shoulders and lock them in place. A strap is wrapped around my forehead and tied to the bar at my back, pulling my head up. Another band is placed below my breast and strapped to the bars behind me. And of course, they don’t forget to lock my collar to the lower bar as well. They have me completely immobile. I can only wiggle my fingers and toes.

“Open your mouth,” Paul says, and when I do, he removes my gag and replaces it with a mouth spacer. He spreads the pieces until my mouth is stretched wide open. “No biting the bulls.”

“Are you done?” He asks Luke.

“One more thing.” He says and then I feel lube dripped onto my ass and he rubs it around and pushes a finger in. “Don’t want them to damage the cow too badly. It’s going to have a few bumps and bruises once this is over.”
 “Let’s go watch from the viewing gallery until the bulls are done. I love watching a cow get bred. Seeing all its holes filled with cum.” Paul grabs his junk and adjusts himself.

Luke snickers. “Have fun cow.” Then slaps me on the ass, and they walk away. “Wait until we’re in the viewing room before you let the first one out. We want to watch the entire session.”

“Okay, but the doc ordered us to let all the bulls breed the hucow so it could take a while.” A man says.

“All?” Paul questions. “How many is that? I see twelve here.” Paul asks.

“Thirteen, actually. We have a big one that’s hard to contain. Needs three of us to keep it under control. That one will go last. He’d rip the cow in two if he went first.” The man laughs. “He’s big all over if you get my meaning, but the others will stretch it out good, before we let the alpha bull loose on it.”

“This is going to be a good show. We’ll give you a thumbs up when we’re ready.” Luke chuckles and I hear a door bang shut.

The sounds of the bulls grunting fill my ears as I wait for something to happen. I’m dripping down my leg as my pussy spasms on nothing. I need to be filled.

“Okay, they’re ready. Let the first one out. When it’s done with the cow, guide it back in the cage with the prods.”

I hear the hinges of a cage door open, then pounding feet as a bull approaches. Next thing I feel is hot air on my pussy as the bull sniffs, then licks me. He grunts excitedly, then he wastes no time mounting me.

He leans over the bars and grabs ahold of them as he lines himself up and slams inside me. I’m shocked at the size of him, and I try to move away, but I’m locked in tight, making it impossible. He doesn’t wait for me to adjust to him; he pounds into me and the bars shake with the force. After the first couple thrusts, the pain changes to pleasure and I feel myself beginning to cum. I moo around the gag, and the bull roars, pushing so deep I can feel him pressing against my cervix as he cums inside me.

I’ve been bred.

He stays still for another minute, panting above me, then pulls out. “Back to your cage.” A handler barks and prods the bull back. He grunts but now that he’s satiated he complies with little complaint.

I lay there as his cum pours out of my abused hole. It’s way more sperm than normal. Maybe that’s why he’s a bull.

My breeding is far from over, and the handler hollers out. “Next” And I hear the bars of another cage open. This one doesn't lick me, probably because I’m already filled with another bull’s cum. He just mounts me and drives his cock inside.

“Look at its pussy stretching around him. He’s bigger than the first one.” One handle comes closer to watch me being mounted.

“We do that on purpose. We always start with the smaller ones, and go up. Unless they’ve already delivered a baby before and this is a repeat breeding, then they’re so stretched out it won’t matter.” Another guy laughs. “You could shove a baseball bat up there and still have room.”

“Slutty used cows.” The closer handler says as he reaches out to touch my breasts that are swinging below me with each thrust of the bull behind me. The bull snarls at the handler when he gets too close, and the handler backs up with a curse.

“Fucking territorial bulls.” He mumbles.

The bull reaches under me and pulls on my nipples, milking me as he pounds his cock into me, and milk sprays onto the straw floor.

“Let another one out. Let’s hurry this up.” The now grumpy handler says.

Another door opens and another bull approaches. The bulls grunt and growl at each other, but the one keeps fucking into me. The other doesn’t fight for position inside my pussy, but goes around to my front and pushes into my mouth.

He’s massive, and I can feel him pushing down my throat. I gag, but he keeps thrusting into my abused throat. The bull behind begins to cum, and that triggers my own, and I moan around the bull in my mouth. He grunts and cums down my throat.

They both pull back and the handlers prod them back to their cages.

I get no breaks as the next cage is open. This one is really tall and in his excitement, he pushes into my ass. It doesn’t stop him from getting off and I do, too. With each load of new sperm, I orgasm.

The hours slip by as I’m used by the bulls. Some are fast and add more cum into my already filled pussy, others take their time. Some crawl underneath me and suck the milk from by breasts, others fuck my open mouth then move behind me to unload in my ass or pussy.

I’ve lost count and I’m so exhausted that I just let it happen. I cum multiple times, and enjoy every dirty thing they do to me.

“This is the last one before the alpha bull.” A handler comments as I’m being fucked hard again by the bull behind me. He’s the largest yet, but I’m so filled with cum that he slipped right in.

“When this one is done. I’ll radio them to bring it up.” He says. “We can’t be in here, though. One other time we used him; a handler stayed, and the fucker almost killed him. He doesn’t want anyone around his cows. When he’s had his fill, then we can get him back downstairs.”
If he’s that dangerous, why would that let him near me? I moan as an orgasm hits me and I forget my worries. My orgasm prompts the bull to cum as well.

They quickly get him in his cage, and I zone out as I hear feet shuffling around me and doors closing as the handlers leave me alone in the room.

It’s not long before I hear a bang and then hear feet thumping closer, almost like someone is running. It stops and doors behind me are thrown open so hard they slam against the barn walls.

I can’t turn my head to look, and I quiver in fear for a minute before his scent hits me. He smells like straw and sweat and all male. I’ve just been bred for the past two hours or longer and suddenly I want more.

He’s panting and sniffing the air as he enters the room. He lets out a rumble as he comes closer. I shiver as his breath caresses my face. He stalks in front of me and I get my first good look at him. He’s over seven feet tall, and built like a tank. The tree limb he’s sporting between his massive thighs makes me wary. I don’t think that’s going to fit.

He bends down, so he’s eye level, and stares into my eyes. It’s the first time anyone has really acknowledged me in a long time.

We stare at each other for a moment more before he leans in and licks my face. He licks around my mouth and inside, and I realize he’s cleaning me. He cleans all the dried cum off my face and then moves around me slowly as he cleans every inch of my torso, pausing a few minutes to suckle both breasts. As my milk gushes into his mouth, he groans and suckles some more.

When he’s had his fill, he moves around my hind end. He kneels down and licks the cum that’s been pouring down my legs, then moves up to my pussy. He grunts and sticks his tongue inside me, fucking me with it. I cum in seconds, and he swallows my juices that spurt out.

“Is this normal for him to do that?” I hear Paul ask from the viewing room.

“No. Usually he mounts them quickly, then fucks them multiple times over an hour until he’s done.” The man who answers Paul sounds puzzled.

The bull behind me rages and stamps his feet when he hears the men talking. He paces the room in agitation.

“Shut up. Don’t aggravate him.” Someone whispers loudly.

When they quiet down, the bull comes back over and continues cleaning me. He repeats the same process to my asshole. Fucking me with his tongue and making me cum again. This time, he lets my juices drip down my legs.

When he pulls back, he sniffs me and grunts in approval at his handiwork. I’ve been bathed clean.

When he comes around to face me again, I see the lust in his eyes. He cradles my head in his massive hands. He could squash my skull like a melon, but he just holds me in place as he tries to feed his erection into my mouth.

After a couple of attempts, he gets frustrated. The spacer gag is open to max, but it’s not enough for him. He snarls and rips the gag away. I gasp and flex my jaw to get rid of the stiffness. He prods my closed lips with the tip of his cock, and I know what he wants.

I open as wide as I can, wider than the gag, and he pushes in. There is no way he’s going to be able to get his cock all the way into my mouth, but he tries.

He pulls out and pushes further in, reaching my throat. There is still half of him outside my mouth, but every time he retreats and then advances, he pushes further in.

When there is only a few inches left, he pulls out and flexes his hip and drives his cock down my throat. It’s all the way inside and my face is smashed against his pubic hair.

I should be panicking and fighting to breathe, but the scent of him is driving me insane with lust. I moan and relax my throat, breathing through my nose, and I hear him hum in approval before pulling out and pushing back in. He’s slow for a minute, then he speeds up as he fucks my face with hard strokes.

Tears fall from my eyes as he uses my mouth, but I love it. This is what I was made for. To be used and bred by a bull.

His rhythm becomes staggered as he gets close. Then he pushes in hard and deep and spills down my throat. He pulls out enough to pour some of his cum on my tongue, then sprays hot ropes of it across my lips and face.

I’m panting and crying, but I smile at him when he leans down to sniff me. He licks my tears away but leaves his jizz on my face. I notice he’s still hard and ready to go.

He moves behind me and I figure he’s going to slam inside me like the others, but he doesn’t. He rubs the head of his cock in my juices before pushing forward slowly until he’s fully seated inside me. I immediately cum just by being filled by that massive member.

That’s when his gentleness ends. He pulls out and plows into me with strong, steady strokes. He never changes pace, just focused on his pleasure.

He doesn’t have to worry about me because I’ve been stuck in a never ending orgasm since he entered me. I moan and moo as I come out of one orgasm and fall into the next. He never pauses and never stops.

He likes the sound of me mooing as I feel him get harder inside me and know he’s going to cum soon, but before he does, he pulls out and forces himself inside my ass making me scream in pain and euphoria, throwing me into another orgasm. He pummels me a few more strokes, then roars his release.

I can feel the large amount of semen filling my bowels as he switches and sprays his load.

He pulls out when the last drop is deposited. Then pushes back inside my pussy. I can’t believe he’s still hard. He thrusts lazily as he reaches under me and rubs my clit. He stays like that, lazily fucking me and rubbing me until I’ve cum again and then he’s ready to go.

The bull pushes so far inside me; I think he might be rearranging my organs. He ruts into me like a bull in heat. He begins to cum, and this time he stays where he is and baths my insides in his hot spunk.

There’s so much. More than the others combined, and I feel it forcing its way into my uterus, and I know I’m going to be pregnant after this.

After his first load, he never pulls out, just fucks me until we’re cumming again, and he keeps filling me up with loads of cum.

By the third round, I feel it seeping past his cock and dripping onto the floor. This goes on for an hour before he finally goes soft. He must have cummed at least ten times inside me and I can feel how bloated with cum I am.

He then does something none of the other bulls did. He stands beside me and urinates on me. I flinch at the hot gush that hits my side.

I’m confused at why he did it, but as he comes close and sniffs me once more before walking over to the door and down the steps, I realize he was marking me as his, and I smile.


Chapter 14

The handlers rush in and close the door behind the bull, and then I hear Paul and Luke approaching me.

“Look at that gaping, used pussy.” Luke snickers. “Never going to be the same.”

“Good thing I like to fuck them all loose and dirty.” Paul laughs. “Come on, let’s plug the cow and then get it to the dairy.”

He feels my breasts. “The bulls drank a lot, but they’re already filling again.”
I moo. I’m exhausted, but can’t wait to be milked.

I feel Luke behind me as he inserts a plug inside my vagina. “Gotta keep all that sperm inside you until tomorrow when the doc can check if you’re knocked up.”

“If she’s not, I’d be surprised.” Paul comments. “Look how swollen her stomach is. She’s full of it.”

They make quick work of washing me down, then replacing my old gag, and lifting me onto the cart. I’m strapped in and taken to my spot in the dairy where I’m hooked up with only the dildo fucking my ass as the cups drain my udders.

I’m happy and content with my life as a hucow. I want to be milked daily, and used my handlers until I can be bred again.

I can’t remember there being anything better than that.

Epilogue

Three months later…

“How is our prize cow doing today?” Doctor Evans says as he enters the stall.

Paul grunts as he cums inside Hucow 37. He pulls out and wipes his wet cock on its thigh. “Horny and fat like usual,” he says with little care. The hucow doesn’t understand what he’s saying, anyway.

Over the last three months, the hucow has become nothing more than a mindless animal. Just livestock for the farm.

Its udders are so large they hang to the ground. The high calorie food, and the extra hormones, made it plump in the hips and thighs as well. If it wanted to stand up, which it doesn’t, since it can only remember being on all fours, it wouldn’t even be able to. The weight of the cow’s udders make it impossible.

The hucow moos softly as its distended stomach ripples with the movement of the babies inside. A set of twins. Like the doc hoped.

“Got the buyers lined up for the babies yet. I think it’ll go into labor soon.” Paul says. Usually it would take nine months, but this is another side effect of the hormones. The pregnancy has advanced faster than normal, but the babies seem healthy.”

“Yeah, and they’re willing to pay a fortune for them. This cow has made us a lot of money.” He comments, then looks at the Hucow as it shuffles around on all four and wiggles its ass in the doc’s direction and moos.

“What does it want?” The doc asks.

Paul laughs. It wants to be fucked and bred. The pretty dumb cow doesn’t know it’s already pregnant.”

The doc chuckles. “After it delivers, add more hormones to its food again so we can breed it right away. I want to keep it pregnant until it’s of no use to us anymore.”

“Then what will we do with it?” Pauls asks.

“The same thing that happens to the other cows that run dry. It gets one final injection and then we move on. The hucow won’t even know what’s happening. It’s the humane thing to do.”

Paul’s smile slips. “I’m going to miss this cow.”

Doc pats him on the shoulder. “Don’t worry, Paul, with this new conditioning program, we are going to have many more cows just like it.”
Paul’s smile returns. “Now go fuck your hucow and see if you and Luke can get it to go into labor, and I’m off to get us some more cows.”

The doc is already walking away as Paul kneels behind his cow and shoves his now hard cock inside it again. It’s true what he said. He’ll miss this cow when it’s times up, but I’m sure it has a few good years left, and then he’ll have another new cow to train and fuck.

It’s just livestock, he reminds himself.

He cums again with that thought in mind and a smile on his face.


Sent To The Farm




Chapter 1

3 Years after Hucow 37’s success…

“Right this way, gentleman. As you can see, we have expanded over the past few years with the success of the new program.” Doctor Evans says to the six men gazing around the property of The HC Dairy farm. The hucow barn and the dairy barn have doubled in size over the past two years.

He has so many plans for this farm and with the funds these men will provide, he can keep expanding, and eventually have more farms all over the country and possibly worldwide.

“The building behind us is the intake facility.” He points to the lone building at the entrance of the property. “It contains the holding rooms where we keep the new arrivals until processing and the medical room.”

“We have a new cow that arrived last night, which is perfect timing. You can watch the intake process and see what they look like before the serum alters their body into a hucow.”

The men murmur excitedly as the doctor ushers them through the door and down a long hallway to the exam room.

“My predecessor Jack has taken over most of the intake processing these days. I personally trained him myself and he will be doing the intake of the new cow today.”

[image: ]

I blink my eyes open, and my surroundings slowly come into focus. Where am I? I stare through the bars of the crate I find myself in and can’t see anything in the dark room.

Suddenly, it all comes back to me.

It was my birthday yesterday or I think it was yesterday since I don’t know how long I’ve been here. I turned eighteen.

Since I was a little girl I’ve lived in the Southside Orphanage. It was nothing to brag about, but it was home to me. I had friends. The other girls were like family to me, and now that I turned eighteen, I had to leave.

The government law states that you are an adult once you turn eighteen, and so you are no longer the responsibility of the state.

The closer it came to my eighteenth birthday, the more worried I became. I had nowhere to go, and I had no job. How would I survive on my own?
The old lady who runs the orphanage, Ms. Matthews, was strict, but fair to all of us and she noticed my panic and offered to help me out.

“Lucy, I know you are worried about leaving in a few days, and I want to make sure you're set up before you leave. I found you a job and a place to live.” She told me and I was extremely grateful.

She explained that there was a farm that was looking for workers and the farm provides housing and food, as well as a paycheck that was way more than I dreamed of making.

I couldn’t pass up the opportunity and quickly agreed, even if I knew nothing of farm life. I would learn.

Ms. Matthews arranged the whole thing and on my eighteenth birthday, she said the farm would send a car to pick me up.

When my birthday arrived, I said my tear-filled goodbyes to the other girls and got into the transport van with three men from the farm who seemed very nice at first.

We were driving for a few hours before one man named Thomas asked me if I wanted something to drink and passed me a bottle of water. I graciously accepted, but after that, things went to shit really quickly.

I began to feel woozy about ten minutes after I drank the bottle, then promptly fell forward onto my face, which hurt like a son of a bitch.

The driver of the van pulled over, and I thought they were going to help me, but I was so wrong. Instead, they stripped my clothes off my body while I couldn’t move a muscle, even though I could still feel their slimy hands as they touched me all over.

They placed metal shackles on my wrists and ankles and placed a ball gag into my mouth. It only got worse when they placed my limp body on all fours over a padded bench inside a crate that was in the back of the van before placing thick mitts on my hands that resemble hooves.

The one man, I recall his name was Jeramy, spoke about a collar and then fastened one around my neck not tight enough to choke me but snug enough that I’m constantly aware of its presence. He said it would transmit the program once it’s on. Which I’m assuming is what is happening now because I feel a small hum or vibration coming from it, and I don’t know what the program does because I don’t feel any different.

They placed a halter type harness over my head and fastened me onto the padded bench by the restraints around my arms and legs and then clipped one onto the collar, making me immobile even though I couldn’t physically move.

My head was hanging limp and I could only see the groves in the van floor until Thomas boots entered my line of sight and then lifts my head until the strap on the top of the halter is hooked to the clasp on the top of the crate forcing my head to face the front of the van.

The driver whose name I never got told Jeramy to sedate me and then I felt the prick of a needle in my thigh. I remember nothing after that because I must have passed out.

Now I wake up to see that I’m no longer in a van but in a dark, bare room of some kind. I’m still naked and tied up in the crate. My lips feel chapped and dry and my jaw hurts from the gag, but at least I’m not in that van anymore.

I’ve been lied to. Ms. Matthews betrayed me and now I’m living a nightmare.

I don’t know what’s going to happen next, but I have a feeling it’s going to get so much worse.

The door opens suddenly and light floods into the room. “Good morning, little one.” Thomas says as he approaches the crate. “I’m sure you’re confused, but I’m going to explain a few things to you right now so you know what’s expected of you.”

I stare at him in fear. When he arrived at the orphanage to pick me up, I thought he was very handsome. He’s a few years older than me, maybe late twenties, with blond hair, blue eyes, and dimples when he smiles. Now I know a monster hides underneath that charming smile.

“Shh… little one, don’t be afraid.” He smiles gently, like this is a friendly conversation between two people.

I curse around the gag, but it sounds like gibberish.

“Now, don’t interrupt me.” He laughs. “Oh! That’s right, you can’t with that little gag in your mouth. Anyway, welcome to the HC Dairy Farm.”

“Do you feel the vibrations from the collar attached to your neck? Those vibrations will help you relax and change your mind. You won’t care what happens to you in a couple days. The collar will make sure you forget everything before this place.”
How is it going to make me forget my whole life? That’s not possible. He must be lying, but as I feel the vibrations from the collar, I have to worry that he might be telling the truth.

“This farm will be your new home for the rest of your life.” He continues his little speech. “I’m sure you’ve figured out by now that the old bag at the orphanage, Ms. Matthews, has sold you to the farm. You are now our property to do with what we want, and what we want is for you to become livestock; a part of our herd. Your only job here will be to produce milk and then be bred with the bulls.”

What the hell is he talking about? I’m not an animal! I’m a human being, and I can’t produce milk. You need to be pregnant to produce milk and I’m still a virgin.

“Now that you understand what your new life will entail…”

I don’t understand a goddamn thing he just said.

“I’m going to take you to the exam room to be processed. I will be your handler while you are here and I will train you on how to be a good hucow.”

Hucow?

He holds up a remote from his utility belt and waves it in my face. “See this little remote? It controls the shock feature on your collar. If you don’t cooperate and do everything I tell you, I will shock you until you can’t stand or piss yourself.” His smile turns sinister.

“Or I can discipline you with my favorite piece of equipment.” He takes a riding crop from a hook on his belt and raises his arm before bringing it down on the bars of the crate. A loud snap sounds and I jump in fear.

“You will listen to every command I give you or I will enjoy whipping the defiance out of you.” I think he gets off on scaring me and the bulge in his pants is evidence of it.

“It’s kind of sad that the collar corrects your behavior so quickly. I always loved breaking the hucows in the old-fashioned way.”

“Also, this is the last time myself or others will explain or speak directly to you, except to give you a command or praise you when you’re good. After all, you are only an animal now, and will be treated like one.”

I’m trembling in fear as he puts his equipment away. “Let’s get you processing, then the real fun can begin.” He laughs as he pulls my crate out the door.


Chapter 2

Thomas keeps his back to me as he pulls my crate down a long hallway, towards another room at the far end, and I can hear male voices coming from inside.

He opens the door and pulls the crate inside. What I see inside this room makes my eyes widen in terror. This is a doctor’s exam office. Cabinets and tables filled with instruments I don’t recognise fill the space. In the center of the room is a lowered exam table, and on one end there is a curved bar that looks like it’s used to place an animal’s head into. Similar to a cattle yoke.

Surrounding the table are lots of men in suits, and they turn to look at Thomas and then me when we enter.

“Ahh… here is the new cow.” says a man with a lab coat on.

Another older man, but still fairly handsome, is standing next to the men in suits. He introduces the man dressed in the lab coat to the others. “This is my predecessor, Jack Carson. He will be doing the intake of the new hucow and I will be explaining the process as he goes. If you have questions throughout, gentlemen, please ask.”

Jack is much younger than the others and very attractive, but he pays no attention to the others as he organizes items on a table.

“Doctor Evans, the poor girl, looks terrified. Is this normal?” One of the men asks as he gets a closer look at me when Thomas pushes the crate closer to the exam table.

No, this is not fucking normal! I want to scream at him.

The handsome man who I now know is Doctor Evans nods. “This one is more aware than usual, but we did that on purpose this time.” He waves the men closer to my crate. “If you take a closer look, you can see the collar on its neck. When they arrive on the farm the evening before intake, we usually increase the strength of the collar right away so the programming has almost a whole day and night to affect the neurotransmitters in its brain. Their brains are more muddled when they go through the intake process than this one is, but we wanted you all to see what happens to the cows’ fear levels when we finally increase the collar strength.”

He looks over at Jack, who is finished with whatever he was doing, and stands next to the exam table, waiting. “You can adjust the programming on the collar.”

Jack nods and types out something on the laptop next to him. A moment later, I hear beeping coming from the collar around my neck, and then the vibrations coming from the collar get stronger. The weirdest thing happens to me. Instantly, the tension in my body relaxes, and my fear, though still present, becomes muffled. Becomes… less important.

Why was I so scared? This feels nice.

“See how the collar is relaxing it? The vibrations are transmitting feelings of contentment to its brain. Changing the cows’ thought patterns and making it more docile. We’ve tweaked the program since the success of hucow 37 and the results have been astounding. What used to take weeks now only takes days.” Doctor Evans says, and the men around him nod and stare at him in awe.

“Will we get to see hucow 37?” One man says.

“I will take you to the holding pens after this to see it, but unfortunately, hucow 37 is no longer on rotation. Its last breeding was a failure and its milk production has dropped by half, so it’s not much use to us anymore. I have scheduled it for termination next week.” the doc says without emotion.

“I’m going to miss that hucow. Paul was a lucky handler to have that one.” Thomas says.

I wonder if termination means getting fired? What else could it possibly mean?

“Don’t worry, Thomas, you have your own now. It’ll be just as good or better.” Jack says.

“Let’s not keep the investors waiting. I’m sure they want to see the rest of the process. Get this one out and on the table.” Doc says.

My crate is opened and I’m unstrapped in a few moments. “Out cow, and climb up on the table.” Thomas says.

I stumble out of the cage on stiff legs, and begin to stand up, but a firm hand on my shoulder pushes back down onto all fours. “Cows walk on all fours.” Thomas barks.

I glare at him. I’m not a cow!

“Move.” He barks again, and when I refuse his command, he whips me with the crop, making me jump forward with a whimper. A couple more stings of the whip and I scuttle forward on my hands and knees towards the table.

Fuck, that hurt.

“Up you go.” He says and I comply because my ass is stinging painfully.

“Discipline and correction are important in the early days. They need to learn the basic commands given to them by their handlers.” The doc says.

“Think that will work on my wife.” One investor says and the others chuckle at his joke.

“How do you find these girls?” Another asks.

“We need prime stock. Young and fresh. The serum works best on them. There is a lady that owns an orphanage filled with young girls and when they age out at eighteen, she sends them to us for a fee, of course. She tells them they are getting a job working at a farm that pays well. Most of them are so desperate they don’t know what’s happening until it’s too late.” The doc says.

“This is a better life for them, anyway. They will become useful and never have to depend on the government for food or housing.” The doc adds.

While the doctor talks, Thomas guides me onto the table and pulls my head into the stocks and locks it into place. Next, he places another padded bench below my hips, locking my legs to the table and my wrists to the base of the stock.

“Is it ready?” Jack asks him.

“It can’t move. You’re good to go.” Thomas tells him.

“You will notice that Jack and Thomas only use the words it or cow when referring to the new intake. Once the females come into our care, they are no longer considered human.”

A man in the back gasps, but the doctor holds up his hand.

“It’s an important part of the program. The faster they realize they are only animals and not human, the faster they will accept their new lives here. It makes for a happier, productive cow. While in here, please refer to the livestock as cow, hucow, or it and never her or she. The collar helps it accept those words as it alters the neurons in the brain.”

I hear the doctor talking, and I know I should be more upset than I am right now, but every time I begin to feel the stirrings of panic, the collar around my neck vibrates and I relax again.

“I’m going to start the exam now.” Jack states to the occupants in the room.

I sense his presence beside me, then feel the cold metal of a stethoscope on my bare skin. He moves it around, pausing in places to listen. “Lungs and heart sound good.”

“Thomas, hand me the laser coder.” He says.

There is a searing heat on my left ass cheek, and I cry out around my gag in pain. Drool drips to the floor from my mouth.

“It’s now registered as Hucow #189.” Jack says, and I realize I’ve just been branded.

“Next, I will do an internal exam to see if it is suitable to breed.” He says, and I tense up. The vibrations from the collar fail to relax me when I understand what he’s saying. I struggle in my restraints.

“I’m going to give it a sedative. We don’t want it to injure itself.” Jack says.

“This sedative will be used for the first few days until the program is complete to keep it docile and its mind cloudy. We’ve tweaked the sedative a bit to encourage its sexual urges. Those urges will enhance the effects of the serum and keep its mind focused on pleasure and not on what is happening to its body.” The doc explains.

“Once the programming is complete, it won’t need the sedative. It will instantly seek out pleasure wherever possible.” The doc adds.

I hear the sound of plastic opening and then a prick from a needle into my thigh. “While that takes a minute to work. Do any of you want to come closer and touch it?” The doc asks.

“Is that ok?” One man asks.

“Of course it is. They need to get used to random touches from strangers. Their bodies are ours to do with what we want.”

I hear the shuffle of feet as the men close around me. “Go ahead. Touch it anywhere you want. You can compare this one to one of the other cows you will see soon that have fully transitioned into a hucow.”

I cringe as hands explore my body, and I wish I could pull away, but as the sedative begins to work I feel myself getting hot all over and their hands feel nice as the men grope me and I slump in my restraints and hang my head. I feel someone grab my breast and squeeze hard, then pull on my nipples. Another hand touches my backside, while another slides a finger between my legs and touches my opening.

“The… cow… is wet.” A man stutters over the word.

“That would be the sedative taking effect.” Jack says. “I’m ready to finish the exam now. Take a step back, please, but if you want a closer look at what I do next, stand behind me. It will offer you the best view of this cow’s cunt.”

“Jack will check the cows cervix to see if there are any defects and if it’s healthy enough to be bred.” Doc says.

Cold metal hits my lower lips as a speculum is pushed inside my tight pussy. “She’s small.” Jack comments.

I grunt as Jack pushes in harder, then opens the device inside me. It hurts, but the sedative makes me clamp down on it in desire. “Ah… it’s untouched.” Jack says.

“What Jack means is that its hymen is still intact. If new cows arrive in this state, then we remove it medically. The cow will be mounted by its handler regularly to help the serum do what it’s supposed to and the piston machine will be used on it every milking to increase production, so we need to deal with this now.” Doctor Evans says.

“Inserting the rod.” Jack says and moments later I feel a burning sensation inside me as he tears through my hymen. I’ve just lost my virginity on a table in an exam room with men watching.

Tears of despair fall down my cheeks.

“Minor bleeding, but it’s done. Now I will examine the cervix.” Jack says clinically and without care that he just tore away my innocence.

They don’t even care about what they are doing to me.

The speculum gets pushed in further and it feels like I’m split in two. He inserts two fingers and prods at something deep inside me before removing everything, and I sigh in relief as it’s removed.

“Cervix looks healthy. No abnormalities. This one will make good breeding stock.” Jack states.

“What happens to any babies born?” Someone asks.

“We sell them to rich families that can’t have children of their own. It’s a good way to bring in money for the farm and pregnancy increases milk production as well.” Doc says.

They’re going to knock me up and then give my baby away? No!

My collar vibrates, and the heat in my core intensifies. All thoughts of babies float away. I moan around my gag.

“Shh… cow. Sorry, doc, but this is taking longer than usual and I don’t want to stress it out more than necessary.” Jack says.

“Okay, Jack I understand. I’ll let you finish up without any more interruptions and we will leave once the serum is administered.” Doc says.

“I’ll do that now and then make it cum so it jump starts the transition.” Jack says.

Moments later, Jack comes around the front of me, but he’s not looking at my face as he leans under me. I notice he’s holding a syringe with clear liquid. He quickly grabs a breast and then I feel a pinch in my flesh then he repeats the process with my other breasts. He moves out of my line of sight again and I feel a final sting in my thigh.

Immediately I feel tingles on both my breasts. The heat in my core expands and covers my entire body like a fever as my pussy floods and my juices drip down my leg. I feel flushed and very horny. I’ve never felt this way before and I need something, but don’t know what.

I whine and try to wiggle.

“Easy, little cow. Jack will make you feel better.” Thomas purrs as he rubs my back, and I arch my back, seeking out more of his touch.

“Let the poor cow cum, Jack. Once you're done, Thomas can take it to its stall.” Doc says.

That is exactly what I need. I need to cum! Now!

Fingers trace along my slit, then enter me slowly. They thrust in deep, then pull back. The movement gets faster and I feel myself letting go. I clamp down on his fingers and cum hard.

“Wow.” I hear someone whisper, but I’m stuck in my own pleasure to pay attention.

“Now that you’ve seen an intake from start to finish, let’s go to the milking barn. There are more hucows to see, and if you want to, you can use any that catch your eye.” Doc says as he ushers the men out of the room.

I’m unstrapped from the table by Jack while Thomas pushes a wheeled cart with a similar type padded rack that was in the crate. He lifts me down and I’m too dazed to protest. My wrists and ankles are locked in place again. There is a bar that rests under my chin that supports my head. My collar gets chained to it, making me immobile.

“I’ll be by the cow’s pen in the morning to check its progress. I want it on the milkers this afternoon.” Jack says dismissively. “Since the collar’s program was only increased before the exam, it’s not in the mental state most are by now. I need you to stimulate it multiple times today. The pleasure should keep the brain foggy enough for the program to catch up.”

“No problem, Jack.” Thomas says.

We’re done here, and Thomas pulls me out of the building and into the bright morning sun. With the sedative, I’m barely aware of my surroundings as we cross an open area. Men walk past us and greet Thomas, ignoring me completely except to pat me on the head or stick their fingers inside me. They make derogatory comments about my body and laugh at my expense.

Thomas pulls me into another building after the men walk away. He never looks back at me once to check on me as he pulls the cart forward.

Once inside, we’re greeted with the sound of moos. Are we in some kind of barn?

The large building we’re in now is open to the ceiling and filled with tiny pens which, at first, I think have animals in them, but to my shock, the pens are filled with women. All of them are naked with massive breasts, and they wear the same collars as me that are tied to rings on the walls to restrict their movement.

My eyes bulge as we pass by the stalls, and I get a better look at them. They are all on the plump side, some more so than others, but they all have the same glazed over facial expressions and when we pass a few open their mouths and I think they are going to speak, but the only sound that comes out is moo.

Oh my god! They are human cows. This can’t be possible. My heart rate increases in fear, but before I have a full-blown panic attack, the collar around my neck vibrates and I get a feeling like what I’m seeing is okay.

Everything is going to be okay. I’m fine, my mind tells me. Just relax and feel good. I know everything is not going to be okay, but my body relaxes anyway.

Thomas finally stops in front of an empty pen. He opens the door and unlocks my restraints before nudging me towards the pen. “Go in. This is your new home, little cow.”

He ushers me forward with tiny taps of the crop on my backside. They don’t hurt, but the warning is there. Move or I get pain.

He grabs a small chain hanging from a ring in the wall and slides his fingers around my collar, pulling me forward. I choke when the collar comes tight. “Anytime you are in your pen, you will wait in this spot to be tied like the animal you are.” He snaps. “You will never be free to move around unless you are being taken to the dairy or I unhook you for other reasons.”

The tightness of him pulling on my collar lessons once I’m kneeling at his feet, and he clips my collar to the ring on the wall. “You have enough leeway to lie down, but that’s it.”

“If you ever try to stand, you will be severely punished. If you try to talk, you will be punished, as well. I’m warning you now: I’m not like the other handlers. They are soft on their cows, but I find a firm hand works best.”

Unease fills me the more he talks, and I shiver.

“The collar’s programming should have been increased last night.” He mutters. “Now you’re a day behind.”

“I bet you’re feeling the effects of the serum and the sedative, but you’re resisting the urge to seek pleasure like you should be doing by now if you had the increased collar stimulation from the beginning.” He keeps talking while gathering items from a storage box outside the pen.

He’s right. I am feeling the effects of the injections, and I don’t know what to do.

“Jackson!” I hear him yell, and then the sound of footsteps near.

“Hey, Thomas. How are you? Oh, I see you got a new cow.” The young voice states.

“Yup, and the programming on this one needs help. I’m gonna need your help. Grab me the portable mounting table.”

What the hell is a mounting table?

He scurries away and comes back moments later with what looks like a small children’s table, except there are two circular holes cut in the center.

“Help me get it on the table, then we will feed it before we begin.” Thomas says.

The young man is around my age, maybe a year or two older. He has a small bit of stubble on his face, but it can’t hide his youthful appearance.

He looks down at me with a smile and I think he might be the one to help me out of this nightmare, but my hopes are shattered when he speaks.

“Do I get to fuck it? I can’t wait till they assign me my own personal hucow.” He says excitedly.

“You won’t get a cow of your own until you prove you know how to train them and take care of them properly and no, you won’t be fucking it. At least not today.” Thomas says.

“I’ve learned a few things already. The other handlers are teaching me.” Jackson states with a pout.

“Good, let’s see what you’ve learned. Strap this cow on the table.” Thomas says, and Jackson jumps into action.

He places the table down in the center of the pen next to me and grabs the chain that’s attached to the collar and unhooks it from the wall.

“Lay over the table.” He says in an overly authoritative voice, like he’s trying too hard to command me.

I roll my eyes at the punk.

“Do you see what the hucow just did? It rolled its eyes at your command.” Thomas says. “You can’t have that. You need to teach it some respect, Jackson.” Thomas says, and the boy glares at me like it’s all my fault he got reprimanded.

“How do you make a bad cow respect you? How do you get it to listen to you?” Thomas asks.

Jackson straightens his shoulders. “You discipline it.”

Thomas nods. “How do you think we should correct this cow’s unacceptable behavior? Should we shock it into complying or should we use a longer lasting reminder?”

The younger man swallows nervously, but responds. “I’ve never used the strap before.”

Thomas laughs darkly. “Then let this be a new lesson for you and the cow. This will be one step closer to getting yourself a cow.”

Jackson’s enthusiasm returns, but there is still an undercurrent of nerves.

He’s making me nervous, too. I don’t know what the strap is, but it can’t be anything good.

Thomas goes over to the storage bin and returns with a thick piece of leather about the width of a belt, but thicker.

“Hold it flat in your palm and wield it in straight strokes so it hits the flesh on the flat side, not the edges. We want to leave marks, but not tear the skin open. The doc will be pissed at me if we injure the cow.” Thomas says.

My eyes widen as I stare at the leather strap in Jackson’s hand and scoot my body closer to the wall and away from him.

Thomas ignores me as he looks at Jackson. “Do it. Make the cow listen to your command. They should never hesitate when you tell them something.”

Jackson nods and returns his attention to me. He grabs the chain attached to the collar again. “Get on the table.” He says.

I’m now too afraid now to approach him, and the vibrations from the collar are not helping my stress levels either.

He sees my unwillingness to move as me disobeying again so he raises that leather strap and I hear it whistle through the air as it comes closer to me. I close my eyes tight moments before it meets my flesh and it stings like fire.

It feels like he ripped my skin open, and I wail around my gag. Did he use it wrong? I must be bleeding.

“Good, again.” Thomas bites out, and Jackson does.

He rains down two more blows to my back, causing me to stagger forward blindly as tears cloud my vision. I need to get away from the pain.

“Give the command again.” Thomas directs.

“On the table cow 189.” Jackson says and pulls on the lead.

I can’t bear another hit from that strap. The pain still lingers on my skin, and I whimper as I move towards the table slowly.

“Good, cow.” Jackson says, and I feel relief that he’s happy and I won’t get another whipping.

“Lay over the edges with your arms on one side and your legs on the other. Yes, just like that. Good cow.” Jackson says, and every time he praises me I relax further.

The collar vibrations increase when he praises me.

Jackson’s instructions have me laying over the table in a way that my breasts poke through the holes in the tabletop and dangle beneath it. He grabs my wrist shackles above my mitts and secures my arms to the front legs by the clasps, then pushes my knees forward so they are partly under the table before locking the shackles on my ankles to the back legs of the table.

“Don’t forget to lock its neck in place. We’ll feed it while on the table.” Thomas says and Jackson unhooks the lead on the collar, then pushes down on my neck until I hear a snap and my collar is locked to the edge of the table.

“What now?” Jackson asks.

“I’ll get it ready on this end while you tie its hair back.” Thomas says, and I feel him kneel behind me.

He slides his fingers across my back, and I grunt when he touches the welts on my back. “So pretty, with your skin all marked up.” He comments.

Jackson pulls my long hair away from my face gently. His touch now soft after he belted my backside so harshly. He begins to braid my hair, untangling any knots as he does. It’s soothing and I should hate him for what he did earlier, but I’m in a weird headspace and craving his gentle touches.

My eyes fly open when Thomas grabs the cheeks of my ass and pulls them apart, exposing me more than I already am.

“Still so wet, even after a beating. The serum is doing its job.” He says.

I yelp when he suddenly spits on my back hole, flinching and then wiggling to get away. “No, that won’t do.” He says before his palm lands hard on my ass.

“Stay still or I’ll strap you again.” He says, and his words make me freeze in place.

I don’t want that again.

“Good, little cow.” He purrs, and I relax once again at the praise. The collar hums and the vibration tingles along my scalp.

I want my handlers’ praise; I think to myself. I’ll get it if I’m good.

Thomas rubs his saliva around my hole with his finger before pushing it into me. My muscles resist for a moment, but he pushes in without pause.

“Tight, but won’t be for long.” Thomas muses.

He pumps his finger in and out until I begin to relax and get used to the intrusion, before he adds another finger. He pushes them in and out, then spreads them, creating a pleasant burn. My body heats as the remaining drugs in my system heighten my arousal, and I can’t help but move my hips back, seeking more of his fingers.

He chuckles at my attempts to get his fingers deeper, and I whimper when he withdraws until he’s almost completely out.

He can’t stop now! I’m so close, but he surprises me when he pushes back in with three fingers. The burn almost chases away the pleasure from earlier. He’s brutal as he pushes them into me up to his knuckles.

He spits on me again to help ease the way, and then rotates them around, stretching me open. “Eventually, I’ll be able to get my entire hand inside this little hole. Look how it opens around my fingers, Jackson.”

“The little slutty cow wants it, don’t you?” I can’t look at him to see if he’s actually talking to me or just stating a fact, but it’s true. Deep down, I want what he’s doing to me, but I’m not going to admit it. I shake my head no as much as I can move.

He chuckles. “Rub its clit while I make it cum.”

Jackson, now done with my hair, leans under and rubs my clit with calloused fingers. It’s wet from my own juices that I keep producing without trying. I’ve been continuously wet since the doctor injected me with whatever was in that needle.

With the pressure of Jackson’s fingers rubbing me, the pleasure I was feeling earlier skyrockets. Thomas thrusts his fingers in and out slowly, and as my muscles give, he picks up the pace.

I’m moments away from falling off the edge into bliss and want that bliss so badly. My orgasm crashes into me and I moan as loud as the gag lets me. I collapse onto the table completely spent, thankful that it holds my weight.

Jackson stops rubbing me, and Thomas pulls his fingers out of me. I don’t have time to miss the fullness because they are quickly replaced with a large metal ball that is pushed through my stretched hole.

It’s uncomfortable but not painful. Thomas grabs my braid then uses it to pull my head back so I’m facing the wall in front of me and putting a strain on my neck as my scalp stings. He then ties a rope to my braid and attaches it to what I realize is an anal hook inserted in me. My back arches to relieve some of the pressure, making me push my pussy out invitingly.

Once Thomas is satisfied by his handiwork, he moves into my line of sight. He has another type of gag in his hand, but this one has a small hole in the middle.

“I’m going to replace your gag with this one so you can eat. Don’t speak, or Jackson will mark up your backside again with the strap.” His smile is evil. “I almost wish you would. I want to see your back filled with welts. Animals like you need to learn your place.”

“I’m not an animal.” I want to shout at him when he removes my gag, but it’s not worth the pain of another beating, so I keep my thoughts to myself. Instead, I lick my dry lips and sigh at the relief of having my mouth free, but it doesn’t last because he pushes the new gag against my lips and I begrudgingly open for him.

He straps this one in place around my head, then pulls a tube from somewhere over the side of the wall and shoves it into the hole in the gag. Moments later, my mouth fills with refreshing cold water.

“Drink or you’ll choke.” Thomas says it like he doesn’t care if I do.

I’m so thirsty that I do as I’m told, and after I’ve had enough, he removes the tube and replaces it with another one. This one is filled with a thicker paste that I have to suck to get anything.

“This is your food. It’s filled with all the nutrients that you need. Eat it all or you can guess what will happen.” He laughs.

I’ll be punished.

Without another word, he steps away and I feel his body settle behind me again. The sound of a zipper is heard before he slams his cock inside my still sore vagina.

I scream around my gag and instantly begin to choke. Jackson comes forward and pats my back. “Swallow it down.”

I sputter for a moment before getting myself under control, and Thomas remains still inside me until I stop coughing. I feel so full, and the pain subsides when he doesn’t move.

“Jackson, have they taught you how to express milk from the cows by hand?” Thomas asks.

“Yes, but this one doesn’t have milk yet.” He says, puzzled.

“It will by tomorrow, and it should get used to being handled like cattle, so I want you to mimic the milking while I fuck it. The more orgasms it has, the faster the program will work.” Thomas says.

“I thought only the bulls can fuck it like that until it’s pregnant.” Jackson asks.

Thomas laughs. “I’m not going to cum inside it. Not until it’s already been bred, at least. Once it’s fat with babies, it won’t matter how much cum I dump inside its tight pussy.”

Bred? Babies?

“How many babies do they have at a time?” Jackson asks. I’d like to know that too.

“The hormones it’s ingesting in the food it eats, plus the injections of serum, they usually have two babies, sometimes identical twins, sometimes not. On occasion, a few cows have had three babies. The more hormones that are taken, the more chances of multiple births.”

I want to spit out the tube in my mouth. They are giving me hormones to produce lots of babies. I hold off, swallowing the next pile that fills my mouth, and Thomas notices. He pulls his hips back and slams into me. “Eat, cow.” He says.

And I do.

“Good, little cow. Eat all of that while I stretch this pussy with my cock, and Jackson milks you.”

My body responds to his words by weeping around his cock. He laughs.

“The collar is already working its magic. You’ll be a good, slutty cow in no time.”

The words hurt, but as he thrust shallowly into me, I let it go and feel the pulse of pleasure spike as his thick shaft rubs the walls of my pussy, sending tingles throughout my body.

I feel Jackson’s warm hands on my breasts that are hanging below me. He cups one between his hands and squeezes, pulling downward, then releasing before repeating the processes after a tug on my nipple. He alternates between both breasts and I realize he’s imitating a farmer milking a cow.

My breasts tingle and my body warms up as he continues, and when he pulls on my nipples, I clamp down on the cock inside me, moaning.

It feels good, but I need more.

“That’s it cow. Enjoy our hands on you, our cocks inside you. This is your new purpose. You are here for our pleasure and to make milk.” Thomas coos in a soft voice, and the collar vibrates, making those words settle inside my head.

I push my hips back to meet Thomas, urging him to go faster, and he picks up the pace. He hammers into me, and I clench around him and the hook in my ass. The double penetration makes me feel so full.

Another orgasm builds inside me with every thrust of his cock until I’m teetering on the edge of ecstasy again, and when he gives the hook a pull, the pain tumbles me off the edge, and I cum hard.

He fucks me through my orgasm, then pulls out quickly and I feel his seed spraying across my back in hot ropes.

He stands up, leaving his mess on me, and pulls the now empty tube from my mouth. I stare forward in a daze, vaguely aware that Jackson is still massaging my breasts.

“That’s enough, Jackson.” He says. “Let’s grab some lunch and I’ll come back when it’s time to take the cow to the dairy.”

They walk out, leaving me in the same position. My mind remains clouded from the orgasmic high and the stimulation from the collar keeping me blissfully unaware of my predicament.


Chapter 3

The discomfort in my neck from being stuck in the same position for so long is starting to be unbearable by the time Thomas comes back.

He unhooks me from the table, removes the anal hook, causing me to wince, but I ignore that mild soreness and sigh in relief when I can finally drop my head.

Once the equipment is removed from the pen, he turns around and looks at me with his arms folded and says nothing. I stare at him in confusion and wonder what he wants, and then I recall what he said earlier. I’m supposed to kneel in the spot next to the ring while in the pen.

I quickly crawl across the straw covered floor until I’m kneeling beside it. The punishment I received earlier is still fresh in my mind.

“Good.” He nods satisfied and again I get a pleasant hum from the collar at his approval and it makes me flush with heat. I wiggle, trying to find some relief from the tingles spreading to my core.

Instead of chaining my collar to the ring, he brings in the same wheeled cart he carried me on earlier.

“Up.” He says.

I move towards the cart awkwardly on all fours and climb up. He positions me on the bench so my breasts dangle on either side of the bar before strapping my limbs down and my collar gets locked to the bar below my chin.

He’s quiet the whole time. He barely acknowledges me, just does his job, and then I’m being pulled in the opposite direction we came in.

We enter a glass hallway where you can see the outdoors, and I get a glimpse of green trees before it’s obscured by another door. The new building we enter has metal walls like a factory and is different from the wooden walls of the barn-like building we just came from.

There are a lot of workers in here and the sounds of machines and pumps working are intermixed with mooing.

I can’t turn my head much, but I can see the area ahead of me. There are rows of women on carts like mine lined up with cups attached to their massive breasts while there is a machine of some sort behind them pumping their holes with rubber objects.

“New hucow, Thomas?” A man in a pair of coveralls asks.

“Yup, came in this morning.” He responds.

“Okay, put it in slot twelve, and Andrew will hook it up. Come back in a few hours to pick it up.” The man says.

“Sounds good.”

I’m wheeled to an empty spot in between two other women. There is a partition on either side blocking my view of them, but I can hear their moans and some mooing.

Will I do that? The collar vibrates as my mind tells me not to worry.

Thomas locks the wheels on the cart, slaps my ass and then walks away, leaving me there to wait.

A few minutes later, another man in coveralls, this one is much older, in his late fifties, approaches me. He has graying hair, and a beard. He looks at the chart in his hands and mumbles, “Hucow 189. New intake. No milk yet.”

He hums lightly as he grabs a red bucket and a rag, then wipes down my breast in warm liquid, before grabbing two cups that he attaches to each breast. He turns around and flicks a switch on a machine and I jolt when I feel the cups draw tight around my nipples.

It relaxes for a second then repeats, and I realize it’s trying to suck milk from me. The light sucking feels different but not painful, and my breasts tingle more with each pull of the pump.

When he’s satisfied with the position of the cups, he moves out of my sight and behind me. Suddenly something cold, and wet, lands on my back hole. He pushes a finger inside. The wetness was lube, and he pushes more into me, with two fingers, coating my insides. “Loose, but not enough. Your handler must have used the hook.” He comments, talking to himself. “Has to be stretched more. I’ll use the number four plug.”

I have no idea what the number four plug is, but his fingers are bringing me closer to orgasm the longer he pumps them inside me, and if the plug will get me to cum, I want it. The collar hums some more, and I get wetter.

“What a wet little cunt.” He comments. “I can’t resist.”

I feel the tip of his cock as he pushes through my wet folds. He doesn’t ram it in like Thomas did. He takes his time until his hips are flush with mine.

He begins to pump inside me while he keeps his fingers in my ass. I grunt and groan. I should be afraid, and appalled that this is the second man that’s been inside me in the past few hours, but between the sucking from the cups and the heat that’s spreading in my core I can’t bring myself to care about anything but cumming.

I cum hard, and tighten around his fingers and cock. His rhythm becomes erratic and I know he’s close. He pushes into me a couple more times, then pulls out, letting his cum land on my ass cheek.

I sag against the bench and feel his fingers leave me, but only to be replaced with something much bigger. He pushes it past any resistance, and the large plug slides home. The base of the plug is thinner than the rest of it, but not by much, and I can feel my hole being stretched open.

He backs away for a moment and I think he’s done, but then I feel something being placed at the entrance of my pussy. His fingers spread to my lower lips, then he pushes it right to my entrance.

It feels bigger than his cock, and I get nervous. The collar vibrates harder, and the nervousness disappears.

A machine turns on and then the thing at my entrance pushes inside me slowly. It stretches me wider than I’ve been before and it burns. I moan around my gag and feel drool run down my chin, but still it pushes and pushes until it hits my cervix, before retreating.

It repeats the process a few more times and the burn slowly gives way to pleasure. I grunt for different reasons now as the urge to cum returns.

“Good, cow 189. You’ll do fine here.” The man says, and then he turns up the piston that forces the dildo inside to go faster, and I cum, pulling on my restraints as I tense up and the feeling of beginning stuffed full from the plug and the dildo makes me cum again.

“Enjoy yourself, cow. Your handler will be back in a few hours.” He whistles a tune while he walks away and the piston pulls another orgasm out of me.


Chapter 4

I’m soaked in sweat, and the cum of the man that hooked me up to this machine is crusty on my skin. It’s been hours, and my nipples have been sucked raw. My breasts feel heavier and so hot.

My battered pussy is swollen as the piston continues to pump away inside me. I don’t know how long I’ve been here, but I whimper with relief when I hear Thomas’s voice.

“Any problems?” He asks, and the man who hooked me up to the machines answers.

“None. It handled the milking process like any other hucow. The serum is working; It’s been cumming non stop.”

“Good. I’m going to unhook it now and hose it down. It needs to eat then rest for the night.” Thomas says, and that sounds so good. I am hungry and tired, but still so horny, too. How am I still horny?

“Look at it. It’s going to cum again.” The man laughs, and he’s right.

I can’t stop it as the piston makes me cum again. This one is milder than the others, but still makes me shudder in relief. The collar sends vibrations across my skin, which seems to enhance the pleasure.

“Looks like the programming has caught up, too.” Thomas notes.

I remain in a daze as he turns off the piston and removes the dildo and the plug from my ass and pussy. “You got a four in there?” Thomas says in surprise.

“Yup. I made it cum first, so it didn’t even notice the plug going in.” The man says crudely.

Thomas laughs.

Next, he unhooks the cups from my breast and I moan in relief when the cool air soothes my nipples.

He cups both breasts and massages them. “They’re larger already, and fuller. Should have milk by tomorrow.”

He pulls my cart away from the milker and into a small tiled room before grabbing a hose and spraying me with warm water. I jolt as the water hits my skin, but it feels nice to be cleaned. He grabs a scrub brush. Its bristles are coarse on my skin as he washes me with a mild smelling soap. Then he washes away the suds and pushes the cart out of the room without drying me off.

I shiver in the cool air until we reach the building with pens and I’m greeted with warmer air. This building seems to be kept at a warmer temperature than the other one.

Once I’m unstrapped from the cart, I climb off without any prompting from my handler, and crawl to my place next to the ring on the wall. I don’t even realize I did it until Thomas comes in and pats me on the head.

“Good, cow.”

I flush at his praise, and instantly feel happy, knowing I pleased him. That’s a shock, but my collar hums and I feel content.

“You deserve a reward. Eat all your supper and I will make you feel good.” He says as he chains my collar to the ring and then places the feeding tube into my gag.

I want to feel good so I swallow the food as fast as possible. He removes the tube and exchanges it with the one filled with water. Once I’m done drinking, he moves behind me and rubs the muscles in my back.

I sigh. It feels so good. His hand moves efficiently and finds every knot, relaxing them away. “Good cows get rewarded. If I’m happy, you’re happy.” He says.

He repeats that a few times while he massages me.

“I’m happy that you were a good cow while being milked.” He says when he’s done, and I want to smile.

He’s happy, I’m happy too. I think to myself, and the collar encourages these thoughts.

“Good cows get orgasms.” He pulls down his pants and rubs his cock along my wet pussy before dipping inside, but he doesn’t take me there like I thought he would. Instead, he moves the head of his cock up and notches into my back hole.

“This asshole is so loose now. You’ll take my cock so easily.” He grunts as he pushes into me, and I’m so stretched from the plug there is no resistance.

He fucks me hard and fast. I moan as I meet his thrusts. “That’s it, slutty, cow. Take my cock and like it. This is what you were made for. To be fucked and milked.” He grunts.

Yes, I think. I want this. I like being used by my handler.

Somewhere in the back of my brain, I know this is not right, but I don’t care. This feels good, and I want to cum.

“I’m going to cum.” He says, and then he reaches under me and pinches my clit hard. The painful pinch causes me to gush as an orgasm blooms inside me.

“Fuck. My little cow likes pain. I’m going to enjoy being your handler.” His body shudders and releases his load deep inside me.

He pulls out and wipes his spent cock on my thigh before putting himself away, as his semen drips out of my gaping hole.

My pussy aches from being ignored, and even though I just came, I have the urge to be filled again.

I moan and shuffle in place. Thomas senses my need, and grabs something long and thick out of the storage box before returning to my side.

“Horny cow.” He says before patting my head. He takes the item, which I can now see is a large silicone dildo with a suction cup on one end and attaches the suction part to the wall next to the ring.

“Fuck yourself, little hucow, until you're tired. I’ll see you in the morning.” He says and leaves the pen. I’m already backing my cunt up to the dildo and pushing it inside me. I fuck myself for hours before I slump down on my side; the dildo sliding out of me with a wet sound and I fall asleep.


Chapter 5

I wake up slowly, my mind more clouded than it usually is in the mornings. As I stare at the walls of my pen, my mind clears some and I remember where I am. There is still a haze that remains, and I feel calm when I know I should be panicking. The collars’ vibrations feel good as they dance across my neck.

When I roll over to get onto my hands and knees, I notice the changes to my body. My eyes widen in shock when I see how large my breasts are. They have tripled in size. Maybe even bigger. They hang below me like swollen ripe melons.

My nipples have enlarged and are painfully erect. I have the urge to touch them, and I reach up to do just that, but my hooved shaped mitts make it impossible. I whine around the gag in my mouth in frustration.

“What’s wrong little cow?” Thomas, my handler, asks as he comes into the pen with Jack trailing behind him.

“Put it on the cart and I’ll do the exam while you feed it.” Jack says as he grabs a clipboard and makes some notes.

Thomas pulls the cart that I’m always strapped to when moved from place to place and during my milking yesterday. He unties my chain from the ring on the wall and pulls me towards the cart.

“Up!” He barks, and I comply.

“It listens well.” Jack comments.

“Took some training yesterday, but I doubt I’ll have much trouble from now on.”

“Yes. It seems that the collar has recalibrated most of its behavior. I want to see how it responds to physical responses. We can test the verbal responses later.” Jack says as Thomas locks my limbs and head in place.

“The hucow’s body is responding to the serum and hormones as expected. Its body is much plumper and look at the size of its clit. It’s remaining permanently engorged.” Jack says as he touches my exposed pussy lips and clit. His touch is completely medical, but it doesn’t stop me from moaning in excitement at the touch. “It will help with sexual stimulation when milking and properly stimulated cows produce more milk.”

He removes his fingers and then moves to my side. “You can feed it while I examine its udders.”

Thomas inserts my feeding tube. “Are you giving it a dose of hormones every meal?” Jack asks him while lifting my breasts in each hand like he’s weighing them.

“Yup. The same protocol as the others, but this one was a bit skinnier when it arrived, so I increased the feed amount to fatten it up faster. The bulls don’t like the skinnier cows.” Thomas says as I suck down the food from the tube in my mouth. It’s sweet, but greasy, and very filling.

Jack pulls on my breasts similar to what Jackson did yesterday and then I feel a tingling sensation in my nipples and then pressure. It builds, and the feeling begins to get uncomfortable. I moan and the feeding tube is removed.

“There is milk. I’ll give it the injections, then we can see if we can get the milk to start flowing.” Jack says.

He injects my sore breasts with the serum, then once more in my thigh, and in moments the tingling sensation gets worse. I struggle in my restraints, needing relief of some kind.

“Shh… little cow.” Thomas hushes me, and the collar vibrates, as I comply with his command.

“Milk it while I bring it to orgasm.” Jack says before I feel his bare flesh against my thighs.

Yes! I need him inside me. I wiggle my hips in anticipation.

He thrust his hard member into my pussy and rubs my fat clit with his fingers, making me moan in bliss as he fills me up. “It’s not averse to being used by different men. It is seeking pleasure from anyone; that means the first part of the program is complete.”

“I’ll begin the final stage now.” He says and I feel his fingers on my collar, then a beeping before I hear an automated voice. “Stage two commencing now.”

The frequency of the vibration changes, getting stronger, and with every pulse, my mind gets cloudier. I can only focus on the sensation of being filled and milked.

Thomas milks me with skilled fingers, mimicking the milking machines’ hard pulls while Jack pounds into my weeping pussy. “It’s gonna cum. I can feel its pussy fluttering around me. Be ready.” Jack grunts, and I lose it, cumming hard and when I do, the pressure building up in my breasts finally releases.

“We’ve got milk!” Thomas shouts in glee.

Milk! My breasts have milk!

At Thomas’ words, Jack pulls out and jerks off, spraying my backside with cum. He settles next to Thomas as my breast continues to trickle.

Jack leans under and sucks on a nipple and I moan again. His lips feel amazing as he suckles against my flesh like a babe. I feel a letdown of more milk with every pull of his lips.

“It’s sweet, but watery yet. Once it’s been milked regularly, it should thicken up.” Jack says as he wipes his mouth with the back of his sleeve.

“Good. I’ll tell the doc. Get it to the dairy, and I’ll check its cervix this afternoon to see how close it is to being ready to be bred. I’ll test its mental capacity then as well. By then, the collar should have completed all neural transmissions and rewired its thought process.” Jack says.

“It’ll be just another dumb cow.” Thomas laughs, and I should be concerned, but any worries float away when I’m hit with another vibration from the collar.

“I think some of the more interested investors will be watching its breeding session.” Jack says.

The investors want to see me being bred? That doesn’t seem so bad. The collar hums in approval.

“Oh, yeah?” Thomas says as he climbs to his feet and grabs the handle of the cart, pulling me out of my stall.

“Yeah. The doc said one of the new investors has some interesting ideas to make the farm even more successful than it is now.”

“I don’t know what could be better than what we’re doing now, but I’m just a handler, so what do I know about new business avenues?” Thomas shrugs, and pulls me towards the dairy building.

He hands me off to one of the dairy workers and leaves without a backwards glance. It’s a different guy from yesterday, but I don’t care as long as he drains my swollen breasts.

He wheels my cart to an empty spot along the row of women who are already being milked. Once he’s hooked me up to the milking machine and switched on the pump, I see small trickles of milk running into the tubes connected to the cups on my breasts.

“We’ll be here all day if that’s all the milk you have hucow 189.” The man says. He positions the piston behind me, but this time I feel a second dildo being notched into my back hole. He applies lube and then turns on the piston.

Both appendages force their way inside me without warning. If I wasn’t wet, their penetration would be painful, but it’s the opposite. I’m soaked and ready to be fucked. I arch my back as much as the restraints allow and I begin to cum after a few thrusts of the rubber cocks into my holes.

The trickle of milk becomes a small stream, and the man hums in approval. “You can still do better.” He muses.

He attaches a small flat disc to the bar under my hips, and it rests against my clit. When it’s secured in place, he turns it on and it vibrates against my clit, causing me to cum again violently. I shake in my restraints, letting out a muffled scream.

My milk begins to pour down the tubes in gushes. “Better.” He says as he stands in front of me and examines the tubes.

The clit vibrator combined with the pistons make me cum again, and it’s almost painful in intensity. I don’t think I can handle this much stimulation. I look at him with wide eyes, trying to plead with him to remove the clit disc that sends me over the edge again in seconds.

“Get used to it, hucow. This is the life of a dairy cow.” He says, walking away as another orgasm is forced out of me and I hear the splash of milk as it gets pumped out of me and down the tubes.

My collar hums as I’m being milked. He’s right, this is the life of a dairy cow, and I am one now.


Chapter 6

“I need to examine Hucow 189.”

The sound of a familiar voice filters through the orgasmic haze my mind and body are in. I lost track of time as I was forced to cum repeatedly as I was milked dry by the machines.

Jack comes to stand in front of me and measures the contents of the container of milk in front of me. “A little over a gallon. Not bad for the first milking.” He says.

He then examines my breasts around the cups that are still sucking on me. “There is still more to empty. Keep the hucow on the machine while I do the exam so we can drain the rest.”

“Will do, Jack.” The man from earlier states. “Do you want me to stop the pistons, now? At least until you’re done.”

“Yes, I need to do an internal exam. The faster we can get it bred, the better.” Jack states, and I perk up at those words.

They no longer seem scary. I want to be bred, my mind shouts.. My collar vibrates and beeps. “Program complete.” I hear it say.

“Ah, good. Right on time. I was worried that its programming would be delayed because we started late on this one.” Jack says.

The man shuts off the pistons and removes the clit stimulator, and I slump in exhaustion. I’m soaked in sweat and my hair is sticking to the sides of my face.

“Hand me the speculum.” Jack says, and then I feel him push it into my gaping pussy. He opens it wide, wider than I’ve been stretched before.

I feel his fingers first. All of his fingers, followed by his entire hand, as he pushes it into me until he reaches my cervix. I moan at the fullness.

“Holy shit, Jack. You fit your entire hand inside it right up to your wrist.” The man says in awe.

Jack laughs. “Cows love to be fisted. You can try it on this one when I’m done. You’ll make it cum so hard, its udders will be drained in no time.”

He prods my cervix roughly before removing his hand. “Good hucow.” He purrs. “It’s ready. I’ll set up a breeding session tomorrow after it’s morning milking.”

I feel excited that I’m ready to be bred.

Jack kneels in front of me again and finally looks me in the eye. I stare at him in a daze. Thoughts of being bred have filled my mind. I try to smile at him, but the gag is in my mouth. He pats my head. “Good cow.” He murmurs.

“I need to check if the collar has modified its brain. Can you mount it while I remove the gag?” Jack asks the man.

“I’d rather try what you just did to it. I want to see if I get my entire hand inside, and besides, I’m not really a fan of loose pussy.” He says, and Jack laughs.

“Go for it.”

“My hands are bigger than yours, so I’ll use some lube.”

I moan at the thought of being stretched open. I want to cum as he fists me like a good hucow.

His slick fingers enter me as he pushes his hand against my opening. He makes a fist and rotates it while he pushes and he makes his way slowly inside, pushing until his hand is inside up to his wrist. “Shit. This sloppy little cunt sucked my hand right in.”

He pulls his fist back, so he’s almost out before pushing in again, and again until my muscles relax and there is little to no resistance and I’m moaning with every punch of his fist inside me.

Jack removes my gag, and I moan loudly.

“Hucow 189.” Jack says, and I try to focus on him, but it’s almost impossible. I stare forward, lost in a haze of bliss. I’m going to cum again.

“How are you, 189?” Jack asks me, and I don’t understand why he’s asking that.

I’m a happy cow, and I open my mouth to tell him just that, but the only sound that slips past my lips is… “MOO!”

I mooed! The collar which is still vibrating softly hums. Of course I mooed. I’m a cow!

Jack smiles. “The transition into a hucow is complete. It’s lost all human thought and has become livestock. A part of our herd. It understands us, but is too dumb to respond with words.”

“Finish up here, and hand it over to its handler when you’re done.” Jack says, and leaves as the man fisting me rubs my clit and I cum around his hand, mooing loudly while the remaining milk in my udders drains out.

He pulls his fist out with a wet plop, and then calls my handler on the radio, who arrives to take me back to my pen so I can eat and sleep. I have a big day tomorrow. I need my rest.


Chapter 7

I open my eyes the next morning to see men in suits standing around my pen staring at me while Dr. Evans talks.

“As you can see on Hucow 189 that the serum is very effective. It’s only been on the injections for three days and the results are drastic.”
I look at myself in confusion. I see my breasts, or udders as they are called now, are even larger than yesterday and almost touch the ground as I climb onto my hands and knees.

“It will continue to get fat like a cow should be with the hormones in the food and once it’s pregnant, that will help too.”

That’s right! I’m going to be bred by a bull today.

I moo and the men laugh.

“The programming in the collar has completely dehumanized the subject. Even though it can understand some human words, it can no longer speak. It no longer knows how to walk upright and the changes to its body make that impossible, anyway.”

Thomas comes in and places a bowl of food in front of me. It’s the same slop that was in the tube, but now that the gag is no longer in place, I can eat like a normal cow. I moo softly when he pats my head.

“Eat your breakfast, little cow. You need your energy.”

The smell of the food makes my stomach growl and I dip my head into the bowl and eat.

As I eat, the men make derogatory comments about my body. They comment on my large clit and loose pussy and ass, and I enjoy every dirty word they say.

“Thomas, we’ll see you in the breeding barn later this afternoon, after the cow is finished milking. We’re going to have some lunch and talk business.” The doc says and guides the men away.

While I eat, my handler tells me to pee and I do, letting the urine leak into the straw below me. Thomas pushes my hip, shuffling me out of the way so he can clean up, then he pulls me out of the pen by my leash and helps guide my larger, clumsier body onto the cart. My udders are so large he has to hold them up so I can settle my torso against the bench with my udders dangling on either side.

“Let’s get you milked, then I’ll take you to the breeding barn.” He says and drops me off at the dairy for milking.

“Just use the clit stimulator this morning. It has a breeding session later this afternoon, so we only need the udders drained by half. You know how the bulls love it when the cows are full of milk.” Thomas says as he talks to the dairy worker in charge today.”

“Big day for the cow, then. I’ll radio you when it’s done.” The man says, and I hope this doesn’t take long because I want to meet the bulls.


Chapter 8

Thomas comes to fetch me from the dairy later in the day and takes me into a tiled room, where he hoses me down.

When he’s finished, he combs and braids my hair before placing some type of leather harness over my head. There’s a strap that wraps around my forehead and chin with a metal spacer bar attached that he places inside my mouth, but he leaves it closed at the moment.

He pulls me out of the room and I watch with eager eyes as we enter the glass walkway that leads us into a building I’ve never been in before.

As soon as we get inside the building, I see a large corral or pen and in the center are two padded mental bars that are attached to poles in the ground, with another bar connecting them together in the center. It’s similar to the bench on the cart except these are the same height while the benches on the cart keep my hips lower like I’m partially squatting and making my udders push forward so they are easier to milk.

Thomas stops the cart beside the posts in the ground and I’m facing toward a glass wall, and behind that glass are the men who were visiting my pen this morning. They are seated on a wooden bleacher so they have an elevated view of the corral.

Another man approaches us dressed similar to Thomas in jeans and a button shirt. He must be another handler.

He makes small talk with my handler as he helps him with my restraints. Then Thomas guides me off the cart. He and the other man grab me by the hips and shoulders and lift me onto the padded bars.

The bars keep my body horizontal. My shoulders rest on the front pad while my hips are supported by the back bar. The center bar supports most of my weight, allowing my enormous udders to hang on either side.

“Why do you tie it down?” I hear someone ask as Thomas and the other man lock my wrists and ankles to the posts and then take a leather strap that spreads each thigh further apart, so I’m exposed more than usual.

“It’s for safety reasons. We don’t want to risk the cows moving while in the middle of being bred. They could be injured by the aggressive bulls. We’ve had some issues in the past with a few of the bulls, so we made sure breedings are more controlled. You will see what I mean when the bulls come out.” The doc answers.

I’m already dripping with excitement. No one has fucked me today, and I never got the pistons when I was milked either, so I’m desperate to be filled.

I moo around the bit in my mouth in complaint.

Thomas whips me on the thigh with his crop, and I settle down.

He comes to stand in front of me with a frown. “Bad cow.”

“Thomas, don’t be so hard on the poor hucow.” The other man says. “It’s just excited to be bred.”

“Fuck off, Josh. It’s my cow, and I’ll train it how I want.” Thomas snips, then grabs the strap on the back of my head harness roughly, forcing my head back before locking it to a bar. This forces me to look straight at the men in the viewing gallery.

Thomas fiddles with the spacer bar and spreads my mouth open as far as it will go, making my jaw hurt.

“Are you ready, Thomas?” The doc asks.

“Almost, Dr. Evans.” He says. “Josh, add the plug and then I’ll radio for them to bring the first bull.”

Cold lube hits my back hole moments later, before a large anal plug is inserted, making me almost cum.

Thomas grabs his radio off his belt. “Hucow 189 is ready. You can bring the first bull.”

“Roger that.” I hear a voice respond back.

“Gentleman, the show is about to begin.” Doc says.

Thomas and the other man stand off to the side and I’m left in the center of the corral alone.

A few minutes later, a door opens behind me, and I hear multiple people approaching me. There is a masculine grunt and a few curses.

“Bring the bull closer so these men can have a look.” Dr. Evans says, and after a struggle, I get a glimpse of whoever just entered when they stop in front of me.

“It’s huge.” One of the men in the gallery says slack-jawed.

The giant naked man standing in front of me is massive. His entire body is bulging with muscles, and the two handlers that brought him in are struggling to control him. He’s wearing a similar collar like mine, but the handlers have attached two mental catch poles to either side of it and are keeping him in place.

He has a ring in his nose like a bull and it swings as he struggles and grunts. His head is turned in my direction and he lifts it, scenting the air once before he renews his fight.

A handler pushes a button on his pole, and suddenly the bull stiffens and falls to his knees. The man shocked him! The bull pants on the ground and his once impressive cock now dangles flaccid between his massive thighs.

Dr. Evens smiles politely. “Yes. The bulls are given injections like the cows, to make their sperm more potent, but the side effects are enlarged body growth, and heightened aggression. The collars do the same to the bulls. It dulls the human side and the only thing they’re focused on is breeding the hucows.”

“Can we begin, Dr. Evans? The bull won’t be down for long, and with a cow present, they are harder to handle than usual.” One of the men holding the bull asks.

Dr. Evans waves a hand and nods.

“Up.” The man says to the bull, and he stumbles to his feet with a growl, but when he guides him in my direction, his entire focus becomes me.

They stop in front of me. His cock begins to harden again, but they guide him closer to my mouth. I guess he’s going to use my mouth to get himself ready. My mouth waters at the thought and as he shoves his cock into my mouth, his musky scent envelopes me and I feel my pussy getting wetter.

My body knows what to do. I’m made to be bred, and as he forces himself down my throat, the collar hums and I feel satisfaction.

He uses my mouth roughly as tears fall from his hard thrusts, and once the handlers see he’s fully erect, they pull him back. He lets out a roar. Apparently, any hole will do because he’s pissed off at being denied my hot mouth.

“Stupid bull.” The man grunts. “You need to cum in its pussy, not its mouth.”

They ignore the bull’s grunts and guide him behind me. Once he realizes where he is headed, he goes willingly.

I feel his hardness brush my thigh as they shift him into place. The bull immediately grabs my hips and mounts me. He forces his way inside me aggressively, and beings to fuck me with fast strokes.

I’ve been waiting for this all day, and the small pinch of pain when he slams into me sends me over the edge. I cum hard, and wail loudly. This spurs the bull on and he thrusts faster before pushing his hips against me and unloading inside my cunt.

Hot ropes of sperm bath my insides, causing me to cum again.

I’ve been bred!

The handlers let him finish before once again, pulling him back and out of me, but this time he goes willingly now that his lust has been sated.

Instead of leaving with him like I thought, they bring him off to the side and I notice dark gray bars attached to the wall. They back him up against one and push a button on the wall. There is a humming sound before the bull is pulled back roughly and his collar adheres to the bar, locking him into place. He grunts and scratches at his collar for a minute before he settles. He seems used to this position because he lets his arms hang to the sides and stills.

“The bars along the wall are magnetized, and the bulls will be fitted with a sleeve that feels similar to the cow’s cunt, and as the cow is mounted by the other bulls, they will cum into the sleeve multiple times. The sperm is then collected to be used after the initial breeding.” Dr. Evans explains when an investor asks what they were doing. I see a cylinder shaped machine drop down from the ceiling and the bull’s cock is inserted inside. The machine turns on and the bull grunts. The machine is sucking on the bull’s cock!

The handlers leave and return with another bull. This one I can only hear it’s grunting and growling. They don’t need to use my mouth this time. He’s ready, and they lead him between my legs, and he wastes no time mounting me.

He lasts longer than the last, and he makes me cum multiple times before he too spills inside me.

The handlers drag him over to the wall and lock him into place as well.

The next three bulls are the same and I’m so filled with cum, it’s dripping onto the floor below me. The bulls along the wall randomly grunt loudly during my breeding as the machine around their members brings them to orgasm, collecting their seed.

“This is the last bull.” I hear Dr. Evans says before I cum hard when the largest cock I’ve ever taken pushes its way into me.

It’s so large, and he has trouble getting into me, but eventually, with a lot of force, the head of his cock hits my cervix. I feel like I’m split in two, and I love it.

The pain, pleasure combination brings my orgasm closer to the surface, and when the bull leans over me to pull on my nipples, I gush around his massive cock. He pumps his hips while pulling on my teats, making milk pour out onto the ground, and I orgasm so hard, I squirt all over my legs and his as he ruts inside me.

“Shit.” I hear a man whisper. ‘That’s so hot.”

Others chuckle.

I don’t care. I’m blissed out, and the world fades around me as my body floats on an orgasmic high.

The last bull finally cums, but they don’t bring him to the wall like the others. Instead, they place him in front of me and guide him into my mouth. He lazily thrusts for a few minutes before his member begins to harden.

They let him fuck my mouth until he’s hard and as his cock swells like he’s about to come; they move him to my pussy and let him spill his seed inside me once more.

The bulls along the wall are removed from the building one by one as I lay limp and dripping in my restraints.

Once the last bull is gone, Dr. Evans and the men surround me. They watch as Thomas inserts a dildo inside my vagina that is attached to the same type of piston machine in the dairy.

“What are you doing now?” A man asks.

“This machine will pump the dildo inside the hucow, and all the semen we collected from the bulls will enter the tube at the base of the rubber phallus and every time the cow cums a load will be shot straight onto its cervix. It will guarantee the cow gets pregnant.” The doc says as the machine is turned on and the dildo thrusts into me at a steady pace.

Someone fingers my clit and I cum. The dildo fires a shot of sperm into me as I squeeze around it.

“That’s a lot of sperm.” Someone says.

“When it’s empty, a plug will be inserted inside the cow to prevent the seed from spilling out for twenty-four hours to ensure the best chance of impregnation. Once I confirm that the breeding was successful, the cow will officially become one of the herd, and in three months, it will give birth.”

“In three months?” One asks.

“Yes. Another bonus of the serum. Pregnancy is sped up.”

“Look at its belly bulging filled with all that cum.”

I cum again as they talk around me, and the machine pumps another load inside me.

“Fuck I’m horny.” One of the men says. He’s middle-aged with black hair and a mustache.

“Would any of you like to use the cow before we move it back to its stall? Its cunt is off limits, for obvious reasons, but you are free to use the other holes.” The doc says.

Yes, please! I want them to use me.

I moo around the gag, and they laugh.

The men look at each other; not sure if they dare, but one man steps forward. “I want to fuck its ass. Look how the plug stretched it out.” He rubs around my clenching hole.

He wastes no time unzipping his pants before straddling the machine and shoving his penis inside my ass. It’s smaller than the plug was and I feel no pain when he pushes into me.

“Oh shit! I can feel it being fucked by the dildo.” He grunts.

His actions seem to spur on the rest of the men because another stands in front of me and sticks his dick in my mouth.

As I’m taken from both ends, the others gather closer and tug on my udders or latch on and drink the milk dripping from them.

I cum from all their attention and receive another load from the machine. My belly bulges obscenely.

Some of the men stand around me with their cocks in hand and jerk off as they watch. Fingers touch my clit and I cum, moaning around the cock in my throat which sets him off and he cums. I swallow every drop.

The man in my ass cums next, filling me with his spunk before pulling out. I feel hot liquid hit the side of my face and back as the others paint my skin with their cum. Grunts fill the air as they get off on my used body, and I couldn’t be happier.

They fix their clothing and the doc guides them out of the room, leaving me alone with my handler as the machine dumps its last load into me before he places a plug inside my pussy.

This is my life. I no longer remember who I was before coming here, and I don’t care what happens to me as long as I’m milked and used like a good hucow.

Three months later….

Thomas grunts as he cums inside his hucow. He loves to fuck it when it’s fat and pregnant. It’s always horny and wanting to be filled with cock, and he uses its holes often.

A few evenings a week he gathers a couple of his handler friends and they spend hours fucking every hole as the slutty, dumb cow moos in pleasure.

He gazes down at the cow’s vacant eyes. Any bit of human intelligence is gone; it’s mind is completely broken.

He pats it on the head. “Good hucow.”

The milker pumps away. The cow is too pregnant to leave its stall now, so a portable milker is used to drain its udders.

Charlie walks by and stops to chat. “Wow! That cow’s going to pop soon.”

“Any day now. The doc did an ultrasound. There are three in there.” Thomas says.

The cow moos when it hears Charlie’s voice, and Thomas smiles and shakes his head. “I just used it, but it always wants more. Do you want a turn?”

Charlie laughs and enters the pen. “I’ll never turn down a dirty hucow cunt.”


Tricked On The Farm




Chapter 1

“Jesus, will you stop fidgeting, Jessica. You wanted to come.” My boyfriend Charlie says to me as he drives down a long dirt road in the middle of nowhere.

“Sorry.” I mumble.

“I’m just nervous because I’m finally going to see this top secret job you have.” I add.

Charlie and I have been together for almost six months. We met shortly after my parents passed away unexpectedly. I was a wreck, and he helped me through the grief.

He was so sweet, and patient, but now that I’m feeling better, he’s been pushing me to take our relationship to the next level, but I’m hesitant.

I care about him, but I don’t think I love him. He was there in my moment of need, and I latched onto him like a life preserver when I was drowning in a sea of grief. Guilt eats at me and I feel terrible that I used him.

There is more of a friendship bond on my end, but I know Charlie feels more for me, and I just can’t reciprocate those feelings.

I know I need to dump him, and soon, before I hurt his feelings even more.

I think he’s started to suspect I don’t care for him in that capacity. Every night, lately, he’s been pushing to have sex, but I make excuses to keep him at bay; even starting fights over his personal life, which he refuses to talk about.

His job, for example, is one of the things he keeps secret. He says he works for a private company and is not allowed to speak to anyone about it, but I’m his girlfriend, so he should be able to tell me. I can keep a secret.

Me asking about his job is a sure fire way to get him pissed off when he gets a little frisky in bed and I want him to stop. I just don’t understand what could be so secretive that he can’t tell a soul about it.

Last night, Charlie had enough of my questions, and when he started to grope me as we lay in the dark, under the covers and I brought up his job again, he flew into a rage. We ended up in a big fight, and he stormed out of the apartment.

When he came back this morning, he barely spoke to me except to tell me that if I wanted to see where he worked so badly, he’d take me this afternoon.

I smiled and hugged him, even in his grumpy mood. I would finally get some answers.

He’s been quiet the whole trip, and the longer we drive, the more anxious I get, so I’ve been dancing in my seat from nerves.

“You’re the one that bugged me so bad to find out where I worked. Now you’ll see.” He snarks.

I roll my eyes.

It seems like he’s still pissed off about last night. After this trip, it might be a good time for me to end things with him.

We finally pull up to a gate. High chain link walls run along the edge of the property line. A guard building is next to the gate and a tall man steps out and approaches Charlie’s window.

“Good evening, Charlie. What brings you out here so late? You're not on the schedule today, and don’t have a shift until tomorrow.” The man says as he bends down to lean on the edge of the car door.”

“Hey, Stan. It’s a special trip. Doctor Evans knows we’re coming.” Stan looks me up and down, and I offer him a smile.

He smirks and then backs away from the car. “You don’t want to keep the doc waiting. I’ll open the gate. Have a nice evening.”

The gate swings wide and Charlie drives the car through. I look behind us as we continue on our way and watch the gates close. A chill crawls up my spine, and I suddenly feel trapped, but as I look out the front window, I force the chill away. I’m just being ridiculous.

Why do they need a gate and fences? There’s no one around for miles.

Charlie notices my confusion as he looks over at me. “We can’t have anyone poking around the farm, so the fence and guards are needed. The ground-breaking research done here needs to be hidden from prying eyes. Only those with clearance are allowed through.”

I nod. “What do they research here?” I ask.

“You’ll see soon enough.” He chuckles under his breath and I wonder why he finds that funny.

The road opens up around the next corner, and I see four large buildings in the distance. Three look like barns with slanted roofs, and the one in front closest to where we are pulling up looks more like a warehouse. There are no windows in any of the buildings, and I see the three further back are connected with glass walkways. There are a few workers dressed casually, in jeans and button shirts, walking to and from the buildings, but I don’t see any animals. What kind of farm has no animals? Maybe they are all inside the barns.

We park in front of a large steel door that leads into the warehouse. Charlie unbuckles his belt and opens the door. I go to follow, but he stops me with a hand on my seatbelt. “Wait here until I get Dr. Evans. Visitors are prohibited from walking around the property unless accompanied by staff or security. Dr. Evans is my boss and will lead us on the tour.”

“Ok.”

He gets out and walks into the building while I wait. After twenty minutes or so, I begin to get impatient. What’s taking him so damn long? As I’m about to slip off my belt to go find Charlie, the door to the warehouse finally opens and Charlie walks out with an older man.

He must be the doctor. He looks to be in his mid-to-late forties, but still handsome for his age. Silver streaks his hair, giving him a distinguished look, and his lips turn up in a grin as he notices me sitting in the car. Charlie waves me over with his hand and I quickly get out of the car and approach the two men. Dr. Evans’ shrewd gaze examines me from head to toe as I close the distance between us.

He looks over at Charlie and gives him a nod. For what, I have no clue, but he quickly turns that smile back to me. “Good evening, Jessica. Charlie says you’ve been curious about what we do on the farm?”

I nod. “Yeah. He won’t tell me anything, and I’ve been a pain in the butt with my constant questions.” I laugh a little but then quickly get serious because I don’t want him to turn me away when I’m so close to finding out what Charlie does here all day.

“I’ve always been curious about what he does here. I know whatever you do must be important to keep it top secret, and I promise I won’t tell a soul.”

Dr. Evans smiles politely. “I like how serious you are about our privacy. In fact, I believe we could use someone like you here at the farm.”

“Really?” I am shocked and a little excited. I lost my job when my parents died, and could really use the money, especially if I break up with Charlie. I’ll need money for a new place to live.

“You seem so eager. I like your attitude, and we can definitely find a place for you here.” He says and Charlie smirks.

“I could use a job, and I’m willing to do anything!” I say.

“Ok then, but before we show you around the farm, let’s go into the breakroom and grab some water. The barns are very warm and you might get thirsty.”

Charlie opens the door to the warehouse, and I follow behind Dr. Evan eagerly. The doc heads into a room directly to the left, but I pause and stare down the hallway that leads further into the warehouse. There are a few closed doors and nothing to see. Charlie nudges me, and I enter behind the doc.

“This is the breakroom where the staff can grab lunch and coffee. We keep it fully stocked, and it’s all free for the staff.” The doctor says. Wow! They seem to treat their workers well.

The room is long and narrow, with rows of tables and chairs like a cafeteria. At the far end I can see a few sofas lining the wall and a flatscreen tv.

Two massive double fridges with glass doors are against another wall filled with different food items.

The room is empty of staff except us at the moment. It was late when we arrived, so I assume most of them are gone home.

The doc opens the fridge door. “Hmm… looks like we have to order more bottles of water. There is only one left.”

He grabs it and hands it to me. “You can take it. I’ll have coffee, and Charlie can fend for himself.” The doc gives me a wink, and I blush; returning his smile.

Charlie huffs, but grabs two cups of coffee and hands one to the doc.

“Let’s get this tour started.” Charlie says, and I can hear the impatience in his voice. “Doc, where are we taking her first?”

“We’ll start with the housing barn.” The doc says and we go back outside with our drinks in hand.

I pull on the spout of the bottle. It’s one of those plastic disposable squeeze water bottles that runners use. Taking a large swallow with a sigh. I was thirsty.

I take another drink. This water is good! The doc and Charlie watch me closely as I drink, and I quickly wipe my chin to see if I’ve spilled any.

The doc smiles at me again and turns towards the building we’re heading to. “What is in here?” I ask as we near.

“This is the livestock barn. All our animals are housed here, when not in the Dairy.” He points to the middle building. “That is the production building.”

“So you work with cows?” I ask and Charlie splutters as his coffee goes down wrong.

The doc glares at him. “Yes, we work with cows. We raise a unique type of cow here, which you will see shortly when we go inside.” He points at my hand. “Unfortunately, we can’t have outside food or drink in the buildings. We can’t risk contamination.”

I go to set my half drank bottle down on the picnic table next to the building, but the doc stops me. “We can wait until you’ve finished. We don’t waste anything on this farm. Drink up. You too, Charlie.”

I look over at Charlie, and he nods at me to comply. I don’t want to piss off the doc before I have the job, so I down the rest of the bottle.

“Good.” He takes my empty bottle and throws it and the coffee cups into the trash bin.

“We need to be quiet while inside. It’s important not to stress out the cows.” The doc says.

I nod in understanding, and a sudden wave of dizziness hits me. I stumble and Charlie grabs my arm. “Are you all right, Jessica?” The doc asks me.

I blink a few times and smile at Charlie in thanks. “Yeah. I’m fine.”
“We skipped supper on the drive here. She might be dizzy from hunger.” Charlie adds.

“We can get her some food after.” The doc says to Charlie, and I frown. Why would he direct his words to Charlie when I’m standing right here?

My head is fuzzy as we enter the large open building, and I try to clear it with another shake of my head.

The sound of soft moos great us along with the faint smell of urine. The doc is blocking my line of sight and I can’t see past his broad frame.

“This is where you will be while on the farm.” He states and then steps aside. I feel Charlie come up behind me as I finally see what’s inside the barn.

This can’t be right. My eyes must not be working right because inside, the closest pen is not a cow, but a person. A woman!

I’m frozen in shock as I stare down at the woman, who is naked on her hands and knees, and is eating out of a metal bowl like an animal. Her enormous breasts hang below her, causing her equally large nipples to scrap the straw floor below her.

My mind is sluggish, and I don’t understand what is going on. This is not real. Is it? A squeak passes my lips and the poor woman in the pen stops eating and pops her head up. She shuffles towards me, but is stopped by the chain that’s attached to a collar that’s around her neck, keeping her tied to the wall.

Her wrists and ankles have metal shackles around them that jingle when she moves and her hands are encased in large mittens that resemble cow hooves.

She stares vacantly at us and moos. Oh my god!

I stumble backwards, away from the pen, and lose my footing. Charlie catches me and wraps his arms around me like steel bands.

“What is… Why is there a naked woman in that pen?” I stutter out and realize my words are slurred.

“Easy, Jessica.” Charlie murmurs in my ear. “You wanted to see where I worked. I had to listen to you nag me daily. If you would have just kept your mouth shut and fucked me like a good girlfriend after all I’ve done for you, then this wouldn’t have happened.”

“What’s wrong with me?” My legs give out and Charlie supports my weak body.

“Yes, Jessica. Charlie is right. You shouldn’t have been so curious.” The doc says and leans over the edge of the pen and pats the woman on the head like a dog.

“I told you we raise a special type of cow. We have an entire herd of hucows here, and now that you’ve seen them…” The doc shakes his head. “Well, I’m afraid you can’t leave. We have to keep this place a secret. The world is not ready to know about hucows yet.”

I whimper as he steps closer to me, and Charlie’s arms tighten around my middle, keeping my arms in place. “Don’t worry, Jessica, we’re going to give you a pen of your own. You’ll be very comfortable here, and Charlie will make sure you’re well taken care of.”

Dr. Evan pulls out a syringe from his coat pocket and sticks the needle into my neck, injecting me with something. My lids close, and the surrounding noise begins to fade away, but not before I hear him say. “Welcome to the herd.”

Charlie’s laugh is the last thing I hear before darkness takes me.


Chapter 2

“Ah… the new cow is waking up.” A voice says.

I force my heavy lids open and blink rapidly as light burns my eyes. When I can finally see, I wish I couldn’t because everything I thought was a dream is real.

I’m still in the barn, where that poor woman was, but I can’t worry about her anymore because I find myself in a similar or worse situation.

I’m inside a pen, but I’m not tied by a chain to the wall. No. Instead, I lay across some type of support bench, and to my horror, I’m totally naked.

When I try to move, I realize I’m shackled to the bench by my wrists and ankles, and there is a ball gag in my mouth, preventing me from screaming, which I try to do anyway.

“Shh… easy cow. Don’t get upset.” The young man who’s in the pen with me says as he reaches out with a hand to pat my head, but I move away from his touch.

He frowns down at me in anger. “Listen here, bitch. You never turn away from a man’s touch here.”

I shout a muffled fuck you behind my gag, and his face darkens in anger before slapping me hard in the face.

I grunt, and my face stings from the strike.

“What are you doing, Alex?” Doc says as he enters the pen and Charlie comes in behind him.

“Hey man. This is my cow.” Charlie snaps. “Fuck off.”

Alex laughs. “I just wanted to see the new cow. I heard she used to be your girlfriend.” He says to Charlie.

Charlie looks down at me with disdain. “Some girlfriend. I did everything for her, and she wouldn’t even fuck me. Ungrateful bitch.”

What the hell? He did this because I wouldn’t sleep with him. Asshole!

“She’s not my girlfriend anymore. She’s just a cow now. It’s just a cow.” He adds.

“Yes, make sure you use the words it or cow when talking. The faster it realizes it’s nothing more than a farm animal, the better.” The doc says.

“After the serum injections and the collar training, it will be transformed like all the rest.” The doc says.

“Let’s get started. Alex, you can go.” He dismisses the other man.

Alex leaves and Charlie comes closer. I glare at him, but he isn’t looking at my face.

“Do you know if it has any health problems?” The doc asks him.

Charlie shakes his head. “None that I know of.”

“Good. I’ll do a basic physical before injecting it with the serum, but first it needs to be fitted with a collar.”

He picks up a metal collar. The same one that I saw the other women wear and I thrash in my restraints. Bucking and pulling against the shakes on my wrists.

“This is not going to work if the cow doesn’t settle. I’ll have to give it a sedative.” The doc says and I shake my head no.

He ignores me and grabs a syringe from the toolbox at his feet, and fills it with a cloudy liquid before coming closer and injecting it into my naked ass.

“That should work in a minute.” He says.

The woozy feeling from earlier returns, and I feel like I’m floating as I relax onto the bench below me.

“That’s much better.” The doc says and grabs the discarded collar.

I can’t muster up the will to fight as he hands it to Charlie. “Want to put it on your new hucow?”

“Fuck yes!” Charlie says in delight.

He takes the collar and crouches down in front of me. “Your new collar. It’s so pretty, isn’t it? This makes you our property, and it will never come off for the rest of your pathetic life.” Charlie says with malicious glee.

Stare blankly at him, not able to understand the gravity of the situation I’m now in.

When it wraps around my neck, the lock engages and it snaps closed, sealing my fate. He fiddles with something and it pulls tight. Then I hear a beeping before a robotic voice sounds. “Level one programming initiated.”

The collar comes to life and I feel vibrations against my skin. They feel nice and it soothes some of the fear clinging to me.

“It’s working.” Charlie says as I relax further.

“Good. I’ll check its heart and lungs now, then you can apply the brand.”

The cool metal of a stethoscope touches my chest and moves around to my back after a minute.

“Heart and lungs sound good. Make sure the numbers are clear and even when placing the brand, or it’ll be a bitch to read it otherwise.” The doc says, and hands Charlie a black machine that looks similar to a barcode scanner.

He moves behind me, and I feel him press it to my left ass cheek before a searing pain assaults me.

“Lines look clear. Registered as Hucow #246. The hucow’s handler is Charlie Jamieson.” The doc says and I see him writing in his chart.

“I’ll take good care of you 246.” Charlie pats my head like an animal.

The pain is now a dull ache. I barely register it as the vibrations from my collar make everything feel better for some reason.

“Is the programming supposed to work that fast?” Charlie asks.

“I set it to maximum stimulation. This sedative is not the same one I usually use on the new livestock. The vibrations from the collar are playing havoc with the cow’s brain neurons, and the sedative seems to be giving it a boost.” The doc says as he stares at my face, and I stare back at him in a daze.

He rubs his chin in contemplation. “We might have stumbled onto something new. We should keep this cow on mild sedation to see if it helps the program recalibrate its brain, and thought process faster. If its mind is always cloudy, the program should face no resistance.”

The doc smiles and claps his hands in excitement. “This might be another breakthrough in hucow transformation.”

“Wow! It’d be less work for us if they turn into dumb cows overnight, and not in days. We could process a bigger lot of new cows at a time.” Charlie says.

The doc nods in agreement.

“I’ll add daily sedation injections to its chart, along with the usual serum injections to get it lactating. You should increase the hormones in the feeding tubes. This one looks a bit skinny.” The doc says.

“Yeah. It was always worried about its weight, but I’ll have it looking like a fat little cow in no time. I like it when their rumps jiggle when you fuck them.” Charlie laughs.

The doc laughs too but turns serious. “Enough talking. We have a cow to process, and it’s getting late in the day. The cow slept all night. I must have given it too much last night.”

It’s morning? I’ve been here all night?

My stomach grumbles in hunger. When did I last eat?
“Shh… cow. Your handler will feed you after.” The doc says as he comes around the front of the cart I’m strapped to. He has another syringe in his hand. He bends down and grabs a breast. “Its udders are a good size already and very meaty. They should grow very large, and produce adequate amounts of milk.”

He then stabs the needle into the flesh around my nipple. It stings, and I moan around the gag. He repeats the same process on the other breast before I get a final injection in my still sore ass.

The collar buzzes and my breasts begin to tingle. The tingling spreads down my body, right to my core. Heat radiates from my pussy and suddenly I’m very wet. I don’t know what’s going on.
 “I usually do the internal exam next, but I did promise that you could take its virginity since you brought the cow to us. You can do that now, and then I’ll examine its cervix after.”

What? The fog in my head clears enough to understand what the doc just said, but the heat is getting worse, and the urge to be touched down there gets worse.

“The serum is working. It’s well lubricated, so you shouldn’t have a problem. If you can make it cum, the rest of the exam will be more pleasant for it.” The doc says.

Yes! I need to cum.

I wiggle my hips, trying to find relief.

“Finally. I’m going to get what I deserve.” Charlie says. “All I wanted was this cherry, but the bitch wouldn’t give it up like a good slut. Now look at it. Begging for cock.”

I frown at his words, but the collar vibrates, and I forget about his nasty comments. The heat in my pussy gets worse and I whimper.

“Don’t keep the cow waiting. That’s cruel. The serum makes the cows very horny, and you know from working with the other cows that it can become painful if they don’t get relief.” The doc says.

Charlie kneels down behind me, and I almost weep in relief when he pushes a finger inside me.

“Nice and wet.” He comments.

I hear his zipper going down, and then he withdraws his finger he’s been pumping inside me and notches his cock at my entrance.

I should be crying in fear right now, but all I want is his cock buried inside me. He’s about to take my virginity, and I don’t care.

The collar vibrations dance along my skin as he pushes inside me with a grunt. He doesn’t pause in his momentum as he rips through the thin piece of flesh that was my innocence.

“Fuck, this cunt is tight.” He grunts when he’s fully inside me.

I whine and moan as the slight sting of my hymen breaking filters through the need to be fucked.

He pulls back and thrust his hips, driving his hard cock in deeper. His hips slap against mine as he pumps away inside me, and the pain quickly turns to pleasure as the heat in my core ramps up.

I arch my back, presenting my pussy for him to enter me better at a better angle, and he laughs. “That’s it cow. Show me that pretty pussy. Show me how much you need my cock to fill this dirty little hole.”

His words should shame me, but I’m too far gone to care. The pleasure builds until tiny little fireworks go off inside me and I detonate around him.

I whine my release loudly, but the gag muffles it.

I sag in my restraints as he continues to fuck me.

“You can cum inside it.” The doc says, and Charlie stops moving.

I whimper in complaint. The heat is slowly returning, and I need to cum again.

“I thought only the bulls get to do that until they’re pregnant.” Charlie asks and I wonder what he means by bulls.

Are they talking about real live bulls?

“This one is not going to be bred by the bulls. I need new cows for the pleasure barn. It’s a new service we are offering at The HC Dairy Farm.”

“I’ve never heard of it before. What is the pleasure barn?” Charlie says as he moves his hips in lazy strokes.

“It was Mr. Stanton’s idea. He became an investor a few months ago and brought the idea to me. Cows in the pleasure barn will be kept in mounting stalls, chained and milked twenty-four seven, and men will pay a fee to use the cows. We are starting a hucow brothel.” The doc chuckles.

“It’s a great financial opportunity, and the cows are ours to use any way we want. As long as they are milked regularly, we can do whatever the investors ask.”

“They’re used by the handlers anyway, so what’s a few more rich men in suits?” Charlies laughs. “Here that, hucow 246, you’re going to be a pleasure cow.”

“Finish up, Charlie. We need to get this exam done and then you can feed it, and get it ready to be shipped on the truck with the others headed to the pleasure barn, which is located on the other side of the property. It’s hidden for privacy reasons.”

“Sure thing, Doc. I’m about to burst inside this juicy pussy.” Charlie chuckles and picks up the pace.

He fucks my right into another orgasm before cumming inside of me. I am vaguely concerned that I’m not on birth control, but the thought floats away as the collar sends out another vibration.

Charlie pulls out, and I can feel his cum dribble out of me. Moments later, a spray of water hits my backside and I jolt.

He washes away his cum, and then the doctor is pushing a speculum inside my tender vagina. He pushes it against my cervix before opening it wide. I whine in discomfort, and the doc slaps my freshly branded ass.

Fuck, that hurt worse. “The cow will have to get used to this. They need to learn to accept any touch they receive. Good or bad.”

“I’ll work on it.” Charlie says, and I’m worried about what that means.

I stay put after that, and the doc prods my cervix with something hard. It stings, but I don’t move.

“Good. Everything looks fine inside it. This cow will eventually end up being bred by a customer at some point and we’ll sell the babies as usual.” The doc says and begins to put his things away. He no longer pays me any attention as he and Charlie chat.

I’m going to get pregnant! The collar vibrates, and any concern evaporates.

“Feed it first and prepare it for transport. The truck is waiting outside. There are portable milkers at the other barn, and holding stalls for the cows when they are knocked up and ready to deliver. They’ll remain in the mounting stalls until they go into labor, though. Mr. Stanton is in charge, so do what he says. This is a test run and we want it to be a success.”

“I won’t disappoint you.” Charlie says, and the doc nods and then walks away.

Charlie returns to my side and pats my head. “Good cow.”

The praise settles something inside me. There is suddenly a need to please. I gaze up at Charlie, and I should hate him for doing this to me, but I can’t find a trace of the anger I should be feeling.

“Let’s get you fed and prepped for transport.” He says. “Your new life as livestock on the farm is about to begin.”


Chapter 3

I watch as Charlie moves around the pen, gathering items from a storage bin in the corner.

He comes back to me with his arms loaded with strange items. “Let’s feed you first, and while you’re eating, I’ll prepare your body, and when you’re done, I’ll finish the rest. The faster we get you moved, the sooner we can hook you up to a machine for milk training. You’ll stay in a holding stall until your milk comes in.”

“These udders will be huge and have milk by tomorrow morning.” He says and cups one of my breasts. “I can’t wait to suck on them when they’re dripping with milk.”

I still don’t understand how I’m going to produce milk.

He grabs a tube from the wall that’s filled with a brownish liquid and pushes the end into a hole in my gag. “Suck to get the food and eat it all.”

I give an experimental suck and the food flows into my mouth. It tastes sweet, but a bit greasy. He turns a dial on the tube, and I see another tube connected to this one. Pinkish liquid comes down that tube and mixes with the brownish sludge that I’m eating, turning it a lighter color. “That should be enough hormones to help fatten it up and change its body.” He mumbles to himself, and I have no clue what type of change he’s talking about.

I keep sucking on the tube because I’m hungry and it tastes pretty good. Charlie lays his items out on the floor beside me, but I can’t tilt my head enough to look at them with the feeding tube in my mouth.

He pushes on my stomach hard, and I groan at the pressure he puts on my bladder. It’s full, and I’m going to need to urinate soon. “You need to piss now, cow. This is your only chance until we have you settled in your new home.” He says.

He can’t be serious! I need a toilet. I wiggle my head in complaint.

“Let it out, 246. You’re just an animal now, and animals don’t get shy. They pee where they stand.” He says, but I still resist.

I almost choke on my next swallow of food when I feel a sharp sting on my backside. Charlie whips me again with what looks like a riding crop, and tears gather in my eyes.

“Piss now, you dirty fucking cow, or I’ll whip you until you do. I won’t tolerate a disobedient cow.” He hits me again. This time on the back of my thighs, and I flinch.

I’m crying now and he gives me a few more lashes to my thighs. I give up on modesty and let go of the urine I’m holding and pee right there on the floor below me. The hot stream runs down my legs and into the straw, and my cheeks pinken in shame.

“That wasn’t so hard, was it?” He smooths his hand over the welts from the crop, relieving some of the sting, and I lean into that small sliver of comfort. “Good, cow.”

The contented feeling returns at his praise, and my collar hums softly.

He uses warm water to clean me before drying me off with a rough cloth. He uses a bristle brush on my hair and ties it into a braid while I continue to eat. My belly feels full now, but there’s still food in the tube. “Keep eating, cow. I want this belly bloated with food.” His fingers caress my stomach, and I continue eating.

I feel him behind me, and then his fingers are inside me, gathering up the wetness that my body is producing constantly. The heat from earlier is less now that I’ve cum, but it still simmers just under the surface, and it awakens as he continues to play with me.

A moan slips out as he works me up with his slick fingers. “Shh… I know you need the stimulation. It’ll help bring your milk in.” He says.

He withdraws his fingers and moves them up to my back hole. He rubs my juices around until I’m lubed up and then he pushes into another hole that no one has entered before today. It burns and I forget about eating.

I groan as he pushes two fingers past my tight ring. I don’t think they’re going to fit, but the muscles give way and he drives his fingers up to the knuckles.

He moves them in and out, and the burning slowly changes to pleasure as he stretches me open. When my muscles relax even more, he adds a third finger, the burn returns along with a blaze of heat in my core and I suddenly cum.

My back arches and I pull on my restraints as the orgasm ripples through me. When I finally come back down from my high, my body slumps in exhaustion, and Charlie is still fingering my ass.

He pulls them out, and I feel a large rubber object replace them. It’s much wider than his fingers and I worry it’s going to tear me open. I grunt and groan as he steadily forces it in. “Easy, cow. You can take it. It will stretch you nice and wide and eventually you’ll be able to take anything up your ass without pain.” He laughs. “Like my cock or even a fist.”

The head of the plug is narrow and enters me easily, but the base is much wider and I feel my asshole stretch obscenely as the plug pops into place.

“Wow. I wasn’t sure if it would fit. I’m impressed.” He says in awe.

Didn’t he just say I could take it? Why is he so surprised? Was the asshole just guessing it would fit?

“When that finally comes out, you’ll have a gaping loose hole. I doubt I’ll feel it when I feed my cock into it.” Charlie smacks the end of the plug and I feel it move deep inside.

He whistles to himself as he removes my empty feeding tube and wipes the drool from my chin. “Good, hucow. You ate it all. Let’s finish getting you ready. I’m excited to see the new barn.”
He grabs a pair of mittens that are shaped like hooves. The same ones that were on the other woman I saw. He places each hand in them and then places pads under my knees. Next, he grabs some kind of black cloth that looks like a sack, and to my surprise, he slides it over my head. It fits snug against my face, and there is only a hole for my nose and mouth. I’m completely blind.

I can only go by touch now and I feel his fingers tie the hood around my neck above my collar. Then he grabs the base of my collar and pulls down on my neck before locking it to the bar that I’ve been resting my chin on. If I try to move my head, the collar chokes me.

I hear him move away and I strain my ears to listen. I want to find out what he’s going to do to me next, but he’s being too quiet.

I jump when I feel his finger on my labia. I didn’t realize he was so close. Being in the dark, completely blind, is throwing off my senses.

The collar senses my anxiety and vibrates gently, causing me to relax again. I shouldn’t be so worried. Charlie said he would take care of me.

His fingers spread my lower lips apart, and he inserts a long, hard object inside me, pushing until it’s pressing right up against my cervix. It’s a mix of pain and pleasure, and I don’t know whether to sigh in bliss at being filled or wince in pain.

Straps tie around both thighs, passing over my clit and then tied around my hips, keeping the device inside me.

He tugs down the straps covering my clit and slides a flat disc against my skin. The straps get tighter to keep it flush against me.

Immediately, the flat device begins to vibrate against my clit, sending sparks of pleasure throughout my lower body.

I groan and twist my hips, which makes the object inside me rub against my walls. It feels exquisite, and I know I’m going to cum soon.

As I reach my peak, Charlie pinches my nipple, causing me to fall over the edge into bliss. I pant in the darkness as all my senses are zeroed in on the feeling of his fingers as he tugs and plays with my nipples, making them hard like diamonds.

A sharp pinch on my left nipple clears some of the organic haze I’m in, and moments later, I feel the same pinch on my other nipple. It hurts. Bad. It feels like my nipples are being crushed.

The lust is now completely gone as the pain in my nipple gets worse, and I twitch in discomfort.

“Stop fussing, cow. I had to clamp your nipples. When any hucow gets transported, the udders can leak from the movement of the truck, and the company doesn’t want any milk wasted so we clamp them to stop any leakage. I know you don’t have milk yet, but you need to get used to how animals like you are treated. Don’t worry, you’ll get used to it.” Charlie says without care.

“Hmm… let me check you over. Body is locked onto the cart in all areas needed; calming hood is on, stimulators and plugs have been inserted. Clamps have been applied. Am I forgetting anything?” He goes through his mental checklist.

“OH! I forgot to elevate your head.”

I hear him grab something metal, and then I feel a chain wrap around my waist and the frame I’m laying against. He locks it into place around my waist, preventing my lower half from moving at all, then he grabs the end of my braid, pulling my head back as far as my collar would allow and ties it to the chain. This position keeps my head facing straight, but applies a lot of pressure on my neck that’s going to get painful fast.

“There!” Charlie says in satisfaction. “Time to go, cow 246.”
The cart I’m on has wheels and I feel myself being moved. I listen to the sound of the wheels on the pen floor change as we move along. The vibrations on my clit keep me on edge and it gets hard to focus. I’m going to cum again soon.

I can’t see where we are going, so I try to listen. I know when we leave the warmth of the barn and are outside because cool air brushes my naked skin. The journey gets bumpy, so I assume we are passing over gravel or dirt.

Finally, the cart stops after a few minutes and I strain my ears, trying to hear anything so I can figure out where we are.

“Is this Hucow #246?” I hear a gravelly voice say.

“Hey, Samson. Yes, this is 246. It’s ready for transport to the pleasure barn.” Charlie replies.

“Good. We’ve been waiting for the final hucow for transport. Josh. Sam. This is the last one. Lift it onto the back of the truck and we’ll head out.” The stranger says to someone.

The sounds of shoes crunching on the ground get closer, and then my cart is being lifted in the air and I’m jostled around before the cart settles again. I must be on the back of a vehicle. My ears make out small whimpers around me, so I think there are other women on the back with me.

“Look how big that plug is.” I feel fingers touch around the plug in my ass. I clench round the large plug and the device in my pussy.

“I wasn’t sure it was going to fit, but it’s already orgasmed with it inside. You can play with it before we leave and see how responsive it is. I’ll bet you a beer; it will come in under thirty seconds.” Charlie says to someone.

The stranger chuckles. “I’ll buy you a beer just to play with it. I like the new ones. When they get fat and sloppy, it turns me off.” The man says and tugs on the plug, moving it inside me.

I keen out a cry as lust sparks inside me. His movements and the clit vibrator pushes me to cum fast and I scream around the gag.

“Slutty, cow.” someone says, and the man stops touching me.

“Stop touching the cows. We have to go!” Samson shouts. “Charlie, are you going in this truck with the driver, or are you going in the van with the guys?”

“I’ll go with the guys. My cow will be fine.” Charlie says and walks away.

The truck rumbles to life and then I feel it moving. The cool air blows around me as we travel down a bumpy road, causing me to shiver. Every dip and rut the tires hit causes the object inside me to shift, and I prevent my body from responding. I cum a few times before the truck eventually stops.

I hear doors opening and closing and then voices again.

“Let’s get these cows unloaded and settled. The ones that are already lactating are going right to the mounting stalls. Charlie, your hucow can go to the holding pens until you can get it producing. Every cow needs to be in place before the barn opens for business and the customers arrive.” Someone says in an authoritative voice.

We’re unloaded quickly, and I hear Charlie’s voice before we’re moving again.

I have no clue where we are, but as the collar vibrates around my neck, I find I don’t care where we are or what’s going to happen to me next.


Chapter 4

“Welcome to your new home.” Charlie says as he pulls off the hood, and I blink in the dim light. I’m inside another pen. This one is identical to the other barn. The warm air chases the chills away from the ride here. Being naked on the back of a truck is not an enjoyable experience, but they call me livestock and they are treating me like a cow, so I don’t expect anything to get better.

Charlie unstraps me from the cart and removes the vibrators, but leaves the plug in. I stumble from the cart onto my hands and knees.

When I go to stand up, he shoves me roughly back down. “Cows don’t stand on two legs. This is your only warning. Crawl on all fours, like the cow you are or I will whip you unconscious.” He barks.

I cower in fear. I don’t recognize this, Charlie. He was never mean to me, and I’m confused by his behavior. I don’t think I ever knew the real Charlie Jamieson.

His fingers curl around my collar and drags me to a metal ring on the wall. He grabs a chain and latches my collar to the ring.

“The collar should be working its magic by now, but I can tell you still have some human thoughts floating around in that head of yours, so I’m going to tell you what is expected of you. Once those rules are in your head, the collar should do the rest.” Charlie says.

“When in this pen, you will be chained to the wall unless you are being milked twice a day.”

I still don’t understand how I’m going to have milk. I’m not pregnant.

“You will be stimulated during milking, and will begin to crave it all the time. Your body is now property of the farm and will be used by me and the other handlers, as well as any clients whenever we want.”

“Eventually you will become pregnant and provide babies for couples who can’t have children of their own.”
“You are no longer human. You are a hucow. Only livestock, and are owned by The HC Dairy Farm and you will remain here until you are no longer of any use.”

He says all this with no emotion as I shake in fear. “I’m going to sedate you again, so you are more relaxed. I can tell you are more aware than before the ride.”

He leaves for a moment and then returns holding a syringe. My body backs away from him as far as the chain will let me. I don’t want my mind to be cloudy again. I get confused and can’t think right.

He shakes his head in displeasure and grabs the chain attached to my collar and pulls me towards him. He jerks the chain so hard I fall on my stomach and he places his knees on the center of my back, holding me down. “You will be punished for this. Never recoil from a handler or any man that approaches you.”

He jabs the needle into my ass cheek and stays kneeling on my back until the drug begins to work. When he gets up, I stay on the floor and curl into a fetal position.

The drugs flood my system and I feel like I’m floating. Charlie leaves again but returns with another bench like the ones on the cart.

He places it next to me. “Get up and climb on. It’s time for your first milking.” He taps the crop to my arm in warning when I don’t immediately move.

I climb to my hands and knees and lean over the bench. My breasts lay on either side of the bar that runs vertical. He takes the shackles on my arms and legs and fastens them to the base of the bench. Then locks my collar to the bar below my chin.

He leaves again and I close my eyes, trying to rest and enjoy the calming state the drugs are making me feel as the vibrations from my collar soothe me even more. I feel safe laying on this bench and this position I’m in feels right for. My collar buzzes again. I want to be on this bench.

Charlie disturbs my peace once again. He wheels in a machine that has a stainless steel cylinder with tubes running from it. At the ends are two cups.

I scrunch my brows in confusion as he drags another device into the pen. This machine has a dildo attached to some type of piston, and I feel myself getting wetter the longer I stare at it.

I hope he’s going to put that inside me. That will feel nice. The collar hums in agreement.

Charlie moves the piston behind me and forces the dildo into me, and when he turns on the machine, it moves in and out quickly.

I feel another orgasm building quickly and when Charlie turns it up higher; I shoot off like a rocket. “Good cow. Let the piston fuck your juicy cunt and it’ll make you cum like a dirty little slut.”

He moves around the front of me and wipes my breasts with a damp cloth. My nipples are still sensitive from the clamps, but they tingle as he touches them.

He takes the cups from the other machine and flicks a switch. The machine hums to life and I hear a faint sucking sound. The cups are placed under my breasts and they suck my nipples into the cups. My nipples distend with the powerful pull of the suction and then release before being sucked again.

The combined stimulation of the milking and the thrusting of the dildo makes me cum again.

“Good, little cow. Let it happen. I’ll be back in tonight to unhook you.” Charlie says, and I snap my eyes open and look at him.

He can’t leave me like this all day! I won’t survive.

“I’m only supposed to keep you on it for a few hours, but you misbehaved earlier and this is your punishment. Try to cum as much as possible. It’ll make it more bearable, and next time you’ll remember to listen.”

With those last words, he leaves me to be milked and fucked by the machines.


Chapter 5

I’m delirious with exhaustion when Charlie shows up later in the evening. I don’t know what time it is, but hours must have gone by.

My swollen pussy is leaking like a tap from all the orgasms the piston fucked out of me, and I barely acknowledge him as he shuts off the equipment and unstraps me from the bench. The collar seemed to vibrate harder every time I came, and my mind seems cloudier.

I climb off and just kneel there in a daze. He walks around me, putting the equipment away as I stare at the floor.

I see his shoes come into view. He grabs my chin and tilts my head up to look into my eyes. I stare at him blankly, and whatever he sees makes him smile.

“There’s my good cow. Did you enjoy your punishment?” He asks, and I don’t think I just nod.

His smile widens. “Are you going to be a good cow?”

Again I nod. The collar hums. I will be a good cow, my mind whispers.

Where does that come from?

The collar vibrates again, and any rational thought floats away.

Charlie seems happy now, and gently guides me to a pile of hay next to the ring on the wall, and I kneel on it obediently.

He grabs the feeding tube from the wall and inserts it into my gag. I suck the sludge down as fast as I can, realizing I’m starving.

He pats my head and tells me I’m a good cow, and I preen under his touch.

My breasts feel hot and heavier than normal as they hang below me. “Your udders have grown already. I can’t wait to see what you look like tomorrow.” He says.

I have the urge to urinate and there’s no feeling of shame this time when I let it out. The hot stream spays the floor below me while I eat my supper.

Charlie nudges my side and I shuffle around so he can clean and replace the soiled straw.

Once I’m done eating, he removes the tube. “I want to fuck you one more time before I leave, little cow. Then you can sleep.”

He pulls my hips around to face him, and I stand still and wait for him to mount my puddy, but he takes the end of the anal plug and pulls it out.

I whimper and clench my ass cheeks. It’s empty and feels odd after being so full from the plug. Charlie pulls my cheeks apart and spits into my hole. “So pink and open. It won’t even close fully.”

He lines his cock up and thrusts into my stretched asshole. “God! It’s so loose. I can barely feel you squeezing me.”

His thrusts get rough as he pounds into me as deep as he can go. He leans over my back and tweaks my nipples, sending waves of pleasure down to my core. I’m going to cum soon.

“I’m kinda glad you held out on me. I got you here, and now I get paid to fuck you in any hole whenever I want to.” He chuckles.

“Cum, you dirty hucow.” He shouts and pulls hard on my nipples, and I do. I cry around my gag as I clench around him.

“Fuck yeah!” He utters before I feel hot splashes of his semen coating my bowels.

He pulls his cock out and wipes it on my leg before putting it away. “See you in the morning, cow.” He says and starts to walk away, but turns around.

“I almost forgot. You’re ready for the next stage of programming.” He presses something on my collar, and I hear a beeping, then the voice again. “Stage two commencing.”

Charlie leaves as the collar’s vibrations get stronger and I collapse onto the pile of straw, and quickly fall asleep.

I’m going to be moved tomorrow to my permanent stall, where I’ll stay until I’m pregnant and ready to deliver.

Any concerns about my future and life disappear as the collar hums and sends soothing thoughts to my brain. This is my life now.


Chapter 6

The first thing I notice in the morning after waking up is how spaced out I feel. My mind is numb. I know where I am, but I can’t remember how I got here. Did I always live here? When I try to think back, the collar vibrates and I lose focus.

I climb unsteadily to my hands and knees and immediately notice the changes in my body. The biggest change is my breasts. They’re massive and I can hardly move around without them rubbing on the ground. They are so hot, and so full.

I waddle around my pen, trying to alleviate the tingling feeling in my breasts, but nothing is helping, and it’s only getting worse.

“Oh, look at you!” Charlie says excitedly. “The hormones made you a chubby cow overnight.” I look at my body, and he’s right. My thighs are thicker, and my ass jiggles when I move.

He cups my breasts and squeezes. “These feel full. Are they painful? Do you want to be milked?”

I nod quickly. If it will relieve this pressure, I’ll happily let him hook me up to the milker. He grabs the portable machine next to the pen, turns it on, and attaches the cups to my teats.

“Is this the newest hucow?” A boisterous voice asks.

An older man comes into the pen. I recognise his voice from the day before. He was the one giving orders when we arrived.

The man is wearing a suit that’s too big on his tall, thin frame, and he has a very noticeable receding hairline.

“Yes sir. This is hucow 246. It was processed yesterday, and was on the milker for most of the day. The collar is on the last stage of reprogramming, and it worked on the cow’s brain through the night to recalibrate its neural pathways.” Charlie looks at his watch. “It should almost be complete.”

“Good. I’d like to see how far it has progressed. Don’t let me stop you from your morning routine. I just want to observe right now.” The man says.

“Yes, Mr. Stanton. I’m going to give the cow its serum injections now, then turn up the milker.”

Charlie pinches the skin above the cups on my teats and injects the fleshy part with a needle, then finishes with a jab to my thigh.

Charlie turns the milker to high and watches the tubes. I feel it sucking, but there is no relief. My milk won’t come.

“They look full of milk, but they won’t release unless it’s stimulated.” Mr. Stanton notes.

“I’ll put it on the piston. That should do the trick.” Charlie says.

“That’s not necessary. I’ll help the cow.” He says as he steps into the pen.

He traces the curve of my back with his fingers, and I shiver. I don’t know this man, but my arousal is leaking down my legs in anticipation. “It’s very responsive. That’s a good sign that the serum is working and it’ll be a good fit for the pleasure barn.”

He kneels down behind me and pushes two fingers inside me. “Nice and wet.”

I hear him remove his belt and then his pants lower, and he brushes his hardness against my folds, coating his cock in my juices.

I whimper in impatience. I need his cock. Why do I feel this way?

The collar vibrates again and I forget about anything but the man’s cock as he enters me in one hard thrust. His cock is long and thin like his body, and it pokes my cervix with each flex of his hips.

“Good cow. Take Mr. Stanton's cock deep.” Charlie says and pats my head.

I sob in relief when I feel the first trickles of milk leave me. “It’s milk is starting.” Charlie says.

“It’s not enough. I want the hucows udder to be flowing like facets before we move it to the mounting stalls. Maybe some pain will help. I want you to whip its udders while I fuck it. That should do the trick.”

I want to resist, but the collar vibrates again, and I stay still and accept their touches. I need to produce milk and if this will help, then I must endure it.

Charlie takes out the crop and taps the skin lightly around the cups attached to my nipples.

Mr. Stanton fucks me faster. “Don’t go easy on the cow.” He snaps at Charlie. “Treat it like the animal it is and whip its hide until it’s red and the milk is flowing.”
I close my eyes, and the whip whistles through the air before hitting the top of my breasts, making them shake.

I cry out with each lash of the crop. My breasts are on fire and my cunt floods with liquid. I’m straddling a line between pain and pleasure and it’s messing with my mind and body.

The collar vibrates as I float between enjoying the lashing and crying in horror as Charlie marks my tender flesh.

“You want to be punished, cow.” Mr. Stanton says between thrusts. “It makes us happy when we punish you, and you want to please us. Don’t you?”

His words settle into my brain, and I nod. I do want to please them. The collar hums and I lean into the next hit.

“Good, cow. This is what you’re here for. To be milked and used in every hole.“ He pushes his fingers into my ass and I moan.

“Take the gag out. I want to hear it, moo!” Mr. Stanton says.

“The programming isn’t finished yet. If it speaks, the entire program will have to start over again.” Charlie says.

“I don’t give a fuck. Take the gag out now!” He snaps.

“Cows don’t talk, do they, little cow?” Charlie asks me and I shake my head no. Cows moo, and I’m a good cow!

Charlie removes my gag and then whips me again. I scream loudly. Mr. Stanton pinches my clit and the extra pain sends me over the edge.

“MOO. Moooo…!” I scream as I cum.

Mr. Stanton pulls out of me and comes around to stand in front of me. “Open your mouth, cow.”

I comply and he pumps his cock with his hand before erupting all over my face and into my open mouth. I lick my lips and swallow his seed.

The collar beeps “Programming complete. Mental neurons recalibrated.” The voice says.

“The program is complete, and the orgasm made its milk release.” Charlie says and I feel my udders draining as the machine continues to suckle my teats. Milk sprays into the tubes and fills the container.

“This horny hucow will be popular.” Mr. Stanton says, and I feel proud that I’ve pleased him.

I smile blankly as they talk about the pleasure barn where I’ll be heading later today and what they have planned for me, and I can’t wait. I’m going to be the best cow in the barn!


Chapter 7

Hours later, Charlie, my handler, returns with the wheeled cart and unchains me from my pen. He helps me climb onto the cart. My udders have filled with milk again and I hope he’s going to milk me soon. As I lay my body across the padded bar, my enormous udders swing on either side, causing milk to dribble out of them.

Charlie sees the mess I’m making and clamps my dripping teats to stop the flow.

“Mooo!” It hurts my sensitive teats, but alongside the pain, arousal blooms, and I feel my cow cunt flood with liquid. I want to be mounted.

“Shh, hucow 246. We don’t want to waste any milk. I’ll have you hooked up to a milker as soon as you're settled into the stall.”
I nod at my handler, and he smiles.

Once I’m secured on the cart, he wheels me to a lift that’s similar to a cargo elevator.

We go up to the level above the housing pens, and when the door opens, I see rows of small open pens. A lot are empty, but some have hucows in them.

They are all being milked, and all are bolted to the floor by the shackles on their wrists and ankles.

Charlie wheels me into the room and stops at an empty stall.

Another man approaches us. “Make sure to hurry and lock the cow in place. The barn is opening soon. Do you need help?”

“No, I got it.” Charlie says.

The man shrugs and touches my ass as Charlie unstraps my restraints. I moo hoping he’s going to fuck me.

“Dumb slutty cow. It’s not me who’s going to be fucking you, but don’t worry, you’ll get used plenty tonight. We have a big crowd of horny men coming.” The man says. I don’t understand everything he said, but I did understand the work fuck. I want that. My collar hums in agreement.

Charlie chuckles and pulls me off the cart by my collar. “Stand right here, cow.” I stand still as he locks my wrists and ankles to the bolts in my new stall. The floor has a fine layer of straw in it, and there’s a grate right below my hips, so I can pee when I need to and it will drain away.

Once my limbs are locked into place, he takes the chain on my collar and feeds it through a ring on the floor, pulling my head down until it’s level with my spine, then places a lock on it.

He grabs the cups of the portable milker in my stall and attaches them to my teats before turning on the machine. It sucks my nipples into the cups and my milk begins to trickle down the tubes. I moo in relief.

He moves behind me and unzips his pants, and begins to fuck me. “I want to fuck you before this pussy is filled with cum from all the cocks you're going to take today.” He grunts as his hips slam into mine.

I moan out a moo.

“You’re so pathetic now. An animal. Just livestock to use, and then discard when you’re all used up. I’m going to enjoy watching you everyday being fucked until you’re bred, and then when you deliver, we’re going to do it all over again.”

His words make me smile. I want to be used. That’s what I’m here for. I’m a slutty little cow.

He shouts his release and then cums inside me, triggering my orgasm. “Moooooo!”

My milk sprays into cups and down the tubes as I cum.

“Sleep when you can hucow. This place is going to be open twenty-four hours and you won’t get much rest. I hope you're comfortable because you won’t be leaving this stall for a long time.” Charlie says as he walks away, leaving his cum dripping out of my hole.

I just stare at the floor in a daze as I wait to be mounted again.


Chapter 8

Men come and go throughout the nights and days as I remain in my stall, being milked constantly and fucked in every hole.

My teats have toughened up from the constant sucking of the machine over the past week or weeks. I don’t know how long I’ve been here.

I only get a few hours each day without the machine suckling at my now finger long teats.

It’s been a haze of orgasms as I’m used by anyone who enters my stall.

Charlie just left after feeding me, and I hear footsteps as a man approaches my stall.

“You’re a pretty cow.” The man says, patting my head and I preen at his compliment.

I was just hosed down this morning so I’m relatively clean and my skin is free of cum for once.

“Hey, Howard! Let’s use this one. We can tag team it.”

Another set of footsteps approach, and the new man comes into my stall. “Good choice. Its tits are massive and it’s not too pregnant yet. The belly on it is still smallish.”

I’m pregnant?

Maybe I have been here longer than a few weeks.

“I want its ass for now, and you can take its mouth.” The man says to Howard.

They shuffle around until they’re in position. Howard unzips his pants and I lick my lips in anticipation.

“It want’s my cock so bad.” He laughs then feeds his length into my eager mouth and right down my throat.

“I like throat fucking the cows here. They have zero gag reflexes.” He moans as he forces his cock deeper, opening my throat until my face is smashed into his pubs.

I love the way his cock cuts off my air supply and I moan as he uses me to get off.

The other man behind shoves inside my ass, and I’ve been stretched so much, I barely feel any discomfort.

He fucks me hard and without a care. I’m just here to give them pleasure. They pump away inside me until the one in my ass pulls out and pushes Howard away from my face. Howard grumbles, but moves behind me and enters my pussy.

“Suck on my big cock that’s been in your ass, dirty cow.” He shoves it into my open mouth and fucks me until he comes, making me swallow every drop.

Howard takes pity on me and rubs my clit like a caring lover, and I cum. “Moo!”

His rhythm falters, and he spills inside me with a grunt.

They clean themselves off, pull their pants up, and walk away chuckling and talking about visiting me again soon.

I smile in happiness as the milker pulls on my teats. This is my life now. I’m a pleasure cow, and I love it.

Three years later…

“Is this Hucow 246?”

“Yes, it is.” Charlie says to Jack.

“It’s booked for termination today.” Jack says as he looks at the chart in front of him. “Low milk production, and no longer suitable for the pleasure barn.” He adds.

Charlie has been looking after his hucow for the past three years, and he’ll be sad to see it go, but it’s not making the farm any money now. The customers visiting the pleasure barn want the newer cows and so the ones that are used up get retired.

“Do you want to stay for the procedure?” Jack asks Charlie.

“I do. I brought this cow to the farm, so I should stay until the end.” He says.

“Ok. Get it on the exam table.” Jack says and Charlie helps 246 climb onto the table and guides the cow’s head into the stocks before locking it into place. It moos softly, and he pats its head.

The poor cow is confused. This is the first time it’s been moved from the pleasure barn.

It was a bittersweet moment this morning when he was getting it ready for transport. It brought back memories of that first day many years ago when he prepared his new cow for transport to the pleasure barn.

“Put a bench under it for support. Once I give the first injection, it won’t be able to stand on its own anymore.” Jack instructs, and Charlie places the bench under its body.

The hucow’s udders have begun to sag like deflated balloons. They no longer fill with milk. The poor cow is all used up.

“Let’s begin.” Jack says. “This is a very humane procedure. The animal won’t know what’s happening. The first injection will put it to sleep, and the second injection will stop its heart.”

Charlie nods. This happens all the time on the farm, but he’s never seen it in person.

He watches Jack fill a syringe with clear liquid from a bottle and then he injects the cow in the thigh.

“It takes about five minutes.” Charlie nods and continues to pat the cow’s head to keep it calm.

Eventually the cow’s muscles relax and it slumps onto the bench with its eyes closed.

It’s hard to remember that this cow used to be his girlfriend. That was a long time ago, and she was better off here, anyway.

“Good. It’s asleep now and won’t feel what happens next. I will need to put in an IV. The last injection needs to go into the vein.” Jack says as he inserts the iv into the cow’s arm.

“Are you ready? I know this can be hard for some handlers. They get attached to their cows.” Jack says in sympathy.

“I’m fine. Go ahead.” Charlie says.

Jack nods and grabs another larger syringe with blue liquid in it. He connects it to the iv and slowly injects it into the line.

Nothing happens for a few minutes, but then the cow’s chest stops moving, and it urinates onto the table.

“That’s normal. The muscles in the bladder relax and any urine is expelled.”

Jack takes his stethoscope and places it on the cow’s chest. He listens for a moment and then looks over at Charlie.

“It’s gone.”

Charlie’s chest tightens in sadness. This was harder than he thought. He’ll miss this cow, but soon he’ll have a new one to take this sadness away.

There will be new cows, but he’ll always remember Jessica… Hucow #246.


Back To The Farm




Chapter One

“Everyone listen up. We have a detective Johnson arriving shortly to speak with all of you. Pay attention, and show him the respect he deserves.” Captain Sparks says to us. The entire precinct was called in today, and the gossip of today’s meeting has run rampant around the station. None of us know why we’re here, but it can’t be good.

This must be an important case because usually a rookie like me is never privy to things like this. All I ever get to do is write traffic tickets, and help around the office. All those months of training at the police academy feel wasted, but I know I have to put in my time and do the grunt work until I can prove myself to the other officers and the captain.

I’ve only been assigned to this precinct last month, straight out of the academy, and I feel a flutter of excitement at being included today.

“What do you think is so important that they even allowed us lowly rookies to be here?” Mitch, the other rookie, asks me.

I met Mitch at the academy and had an instant crush on him. I’ve never found another man as attractive as him before. Boys were never an interest for me in high school, and I didn’t give dating or sex a thought until the first day I joined the academy and met Mitch. I find him so handsome with his dark hair and stunning looks. When he smiles, showing off his dimples, my panties get damp, and my heart beats so fast I feel faint.

I’d definitely give sex a try with Mitch if it was a possibility, but it’s against the rules to date fellow officers. Plus, I doubt he feels the same way about me as I do about him. I’ve never got the vibe that he’s into me.

I shrug my shoulders, and look away from him before I do something stupid like drool. “I don’t know, but I guess we’re going to find out.”

The door to the meeting room opens and a middle-aged man in a beige suit comes in. He looks like the typical detective, with neatly trimmed hair and a clean face.

He moves towards the podium and nods at the captain, who greets him with a hand shake and steps back to allow detective Johnson to take control of the room.

“Good day, officers. Time is of the essence, so I won’t waste time and just explain why I’m here.” Johnson has everyone’s attention. The room is silent as we wait for him to continue.

“For the past five years, we’ve been investigating the high number of missing persons in this state. It has the highest number of missing persons reported each year than any other state, and ninety-five percent of them are women.”

I heard about this at the academy. Not them investigating it, but that this area has a lot of missing women. It’s not unheard of, but what’s odd is that almost all of them are never found dead, or alive. There are never any bodies or sightings. It’s like they disappeared off the face of the earth.

“We believe that a majority of these cases are linked, and last month we had a breakthrough in the investigation that proved that theory, but we are nowhere close to solving it.”

Quiet murmurs fill the room as the officers whisper amongst themselves.

“Quiet! Let the detective finish.” The captain shouts, and everyone settles down.

The detective clears his throat before continuing. “We don’t know all the details, but there seems to be a link between a large farming facility a few hours north of the city. It’s as secure as Fort Knox and has ties to some major political figures. We’ve tried to get a warrant to check the place out, but have been denied at every turn. With no solid evidence, we’re fucked.” His face portrays his frustration.

“Excuse me, sir, but why tell us about this if your team is stuck sitting on the bench? It’s not like we can do anything to help you out.” A senior officer speaks up, and I have to agree with him. What are we going to do that a detective can’t?

“Well. You can help with the investigation, actually. At least one or two of you can. We figured out a way to get someone inside the facility undercover. We’re looking for some volunteers.” The detective says, and immediately a dozen hands shoot into the air, mine included.

This is the type of opportunity that doesn’t come along often. Whoever cracks this case will automatically earn a promotion. This could be my chance to jump start my career.

The detective holds up his hands, palms out. “It’s nice to see all of you willing to help, but we are looking for an officer or officers that fit a certain criterion. Also, you should consider a few things before deciding. There are risks involved and the major one is that you will be going in blind.”

That gives some officers pause.

“We don’t know what will happen to you once you’re inside. You’ll be on your own,” Detective Johnson says.

“Won’t we be wearing wires or something that lets you track us?” Someone asks.

The detective shakes his head. “Yes, and no. We can’t risk them finding a wire, but whoever goes in undercover will be fitted with an internal tracking device, so we will know where you are at all times. Also, you’ll have to figure out a way to contact us once you’ve gathered enough evidence pertaining to the missing women or other illegal activities taking place inside the facility.”

Now a few of the officers who volunteered are shaking their heads.

“What leads do you have, and what are the criteria you maintained earlier?” Officer Janis asks. I like her, and we get along great. She’s been working here for ten years, and has been nice to me, showing me the ropes.

“Well, we know that most of the women who have disappeared are homeless, prostitutes or orphans fresh out of the system, so we are looking for a female officer who could pass for a nineteen or twenty-year-old. They’ll have to pose as a street worker in the hopes of being picked up and taken to the farm. It’s a long shot, and it’s only one of two ways to gain access to the farm. I sit up straighter in my chair, and look around at the other officers.”

The captain is looking for someone young, and the only women that would qualify would be myself and maybe Shannon. She’s twenty-six and has only been on the job for two years. She could still pass for a nineteen-year-old.

I just turned twenty-three, but my youthful face makes me look like I’m still in high school. It’s annoying and sometimes people overlook me because they think I’m just a child.

Could this be my opportunity to rise in the ranks? I’m not a fan of patrol, and all rookies have to do it to gain experience, and is just another stepping stone in my path towards my dream of promotion. My end goal is to become a detective, and if I can help solve this case, then I’m one step closer to my goals.

“Being hired as a farm worker is the other option, but it’s tricky, and the chances of getting hired are slim. They don’t just hire anyone. We picked up a man on manslaughter charges a few days ago, and it turns out he’s been working at the farm for two years. He refuses to talk about what goes on inside for fear they’ll find out and kill him.”

Everyone begins to whisper among themselves, and I look over at Mitch. “What really goes on there for someone to fear for their life if they talked about it?”

“Must be pretty bad, but if what the detective says is true about the farm having ties to very influential people, then he’s probably right to be worried. They probably have spies all over the city, and they’ll find out if he snitches.”

The detective clears his throat and we all settle down again. “We offered him a plea deal and witness protection if he could get one of our male officers hired along with testifying against the farm. He was resistant at first, but when he realized he could be spending the rest of his life behind bars, he agreed. We don’t want to just depend on him getting us access, so we are working on both options. If we can get one officer in, we’ll be happy, but if there’s a chance to send in two, even better. So we are looking for a female officer to use as bait.”
 “There are only a few female officers in this precinct that match your criteria.” Officer Janis says, and our eyes meet through the crowd.

“You’re right and I’ll be talking with them shortly, but remember, this is a team operation. Even if you’re not undercover, one of your fellow officers will be and when the time comes to assist them or if an extraction is needed, then it will be all hands on deck.” The sternness in the Captain’s voice has everyone nodding in agreement.

“Good, now I have the names of a few officers I’d like to speak with.” The detective holds up his notepad and reads the names.

“Officer’s Samuel Morgan, Mitch Williams, Shannon Wade, and Janie Hutchins. Please stay where you are, but everyone else is dismissed.”

Oh, my god. He said my name. I kinda thought he would, since I look so young, but hearing him actually say it has my heart pounding and my palms sweating.

I look over at Mitch and can tell he’s feeling the same way. This is our chance to make a name for ourselves. I’m both excited and terrified. Going undercover is going to be dangerous, and with zero help from the outside, I’ll be on my own.

The other officers quickly leave, some of them casting us quick glances as they go. They all know Mitch and I are rookies, and I have a feeling some of them think they were unqualified to take on a case like this. I’d have to agree, but is my inexperience and fear going to stop me? No.

“Let’s get down to business.” The detective says. “Officer Wade and Hutchins, both of you fit the criteria we need. You both could pass for barely legal girls, and that’s the age of women that have been going missing, but Wade’s been on the job for a lot longer than Officer Hutchins and has more experience so I’m going to offer you the case if you want it.”

I expected that, but not being the first choice stings a little. Shannon Wade is beautiful and a great cop, so I’m sure she’ll do a great job.

“I’m sorry, detective, but I can’t go undercover, especially this one where it’s so dangerous.” Shannon says and I’m surprised by this.

“I have told no one yet, but I’m pregnant. My husband and I just found out a couple of days ago and I was going to mention it to the captain today. This case could put my child at risk and I won’t chance it.”

“I understand and had I known, I wouldn’t have asked you. Congratulations. You can go tell the captain now.” The detective says and dismisses her.

He looks at me. “Well, what do you say, Officer Hutchins? Do you want to go undercover?”

I have to be smart about this. It’s a big assignment, and there’s no guarantee I’ll make it out safely, but if I don’t do it, then who will? All those women still missing need my help, and I became an officer to help people. This will be my chance to prove I can do my job and do it well. If I can take down this farm, then I’ll definitely earn a promotion. Besides, how dangerous could it really be? I’m sure I can handle it.

I stand up straighter and look the detective in the eyes. “I’ll do it.”

He nods his head and lets out a breath. He seems relieved. “Good. If you get inside, get whatever evidence you can and contact us for extraction. We’ll get you out of there immediately. You have one week once you're inside, and if we don’t hear from you within that time, we will implement an emergency extraction.”

“I will. You can count on me.” I say with confidence. I’ve got this.

“Now that we have our female undercover officer, I’d like to get one of you inside as staff. The farm worker in custody, Kevin Spencer, explained how to apply for the job, so I want you both to inquire about employment through an email given to us by him.” He hands a large brown envelope to Mitch and Officer Morgan. “Inside that package is a folder. You’ll find the email address and also fake IDs and burner phones. If he’s right and the investors of this farm are prominent figures in this city or worldwide, then they’ll have no problem figuring out who you are if you use your real names. You need to use Kevin’s name as a reference. When they call him, he’ll vouch for you and you’ll get a time to be at the farm.”

A shiver goes down my spine at the possibility of getting inside, only for them to find out who we really are. We’d be fucked and it would destroy any chance of stopping them.

I refuse to let that happen, though, and I’ll be the best damn fake hooker out there. I’ve got the looks and the goods. Now I just have to act the part.


Chapter Two

Almost a week later, I find myself freezing my barely covered ass off on a street corner in the worst part of the city. I rub my arms and wince when my fingers brush over the sore spot on my left arm where the tracker was injected.

I didn’t even know such advanced tech existed until they brought out a tiny little gun and shot the chip into my arm.

It’s now activated and the captain, along with the detective and his team, are monitoring me from a secure location a few miles from my location. The small chip is the only thing that provides some comfort. I’m alone and nervous, but I take comfort in the fact that if something goes wrong, they’ll find me.

Mitch and Samual both applied for jobs at the farm and so far Samual was declined for unknown reasons. Mitch got a response almost right away and went undercover as a farm worker a few days ago. His tracker shows that he’s inside the facility somewhere, but he’s failed to contact us yet, and we’re getting concerned. Now it’s up to me to get in, and see what’s happening, and to find Mitch if I can.

The captain gave me one week. If I cannot contact them before that deadline, then they are going to assume something is wrong and come get us out, regardless of the case.

My slutty attire has attracted a few men since I’ve been standing here. I wasn’t sure how I would know which customers were the bad guys or just horny sleazeballs, but the detective’s informant told them all the women are brought to the farm in white cube vans so I should be on the lookout for one.

It’s been a pretty dull night. So far, I’ve had three potential clients. Every single one of them was not driving a white van, so I gave them a ridiculous price for my services to deter them. It worked, but they were not happy, and one man was quite vocal about it.

“Are you on crack?!” He shouted. “There’s no way I’m paying you that much to suck my cock. Good luck finding some idiot to pay the prices you’re asking, you overpriced whore! Fucking dumb cunt.” He yells before driving away.

I just roll my eyes and lean against the lamp post to wait some more.

It’s close to two in the morning, and I’m ready to call it quits for the night when a vehicle turns the corner and drives slowly down the street in my direction. The headlights are almost blinding and I squint my eyes to get a look at the vehicle.

As it nears, my heart begins to race as nervous excitement fills me. When the white van pulls over and stops next to the curb, feet from where I’m standing, the adrenaline flooding me almost makes me dizzy.

This has to be them. The odds of it being some random Joe looking for a quick fuck are low, and in my gut I know I’m right. My way into the farm is right in front of me.

Wiping my sweaty palms on my short leather skirt, I stand taller, pushing out my tits that are barely contained in the tiny crop top.

When the detective handed me my outfit, my cheeks burned in embarrassment at the lack of material, but I remained silent and took the scraps of fabric. I was pretending to be a hooker, and the outfit would definitely make me look like one.

I do my best to appear sexy and saunter towards the van. My stiletto heels click against the pavement as I move. There are no windows in the back of the van and the windows in front are tinted, hiding whoever is inside. The passenger window rolls down, revealing two occupants.

The driver’s features are shadowed, so I don’t get a good look, but the passenger leans out the window and smiles at me. “Hey, sweetheart.”

His hair is dark brown and wavy, with wisps sticking off the sides and brushing the collar of his blue plaid shirt. The eyes that roam over my exposed skin are dark and cold, sending a chill down my spine. There is no warmth in his gaze, and my instincts are telling me to run far from this man. If I was just some random girl, then I would already be running, but I can’t. I have a job to do.

I’m a cop, and we don’t run from danger. We face it. We protect the innocent from it.

I mentally get back in the game and let my red painted lips tip up into a seductive smile. Keeping my voice low and sultry, I lean my shoulder against the side of the van door, and say, “Good evening, gentleman. What can I do for you?”

This close, I can just make out that the driver has dark hair and a beard. He remains silent and just stares at me. They’re both middle-aged. I’d guess between thirty-five and forty.

“We just saw you standing out here all by yourself and we got worried.” He says.

Bullshit.

“You look too young to be out here by yourself. I bet your mom and dad are missing you.” He adds, fishing for information.

The women kidnapped are always on their own and no one would miss them if they went missing.

I twirl a strand of my blond hair with my finger, laying it on thick. I want them to think I’m just a dumb hooker.

“I’m nineteen, mister, and I make my own rules. Besides, I don’t have parents.”

Sorry mom and dad. I have parents and they are great.

“I’m all alone and I’m just out here trying to make ends meet. You know? It’s hard for a girl like me. I never finished school, and it’s difficult to find a job with no education, but,” I lick my lips coyly, “I’ve got other skills that make money.”

His smile widens. “I’m sure you do, sweetheart.”

He looks over at the driver, who nods, and then turns back to me. “It’s cold out tonight, and I wouldn’t want a pretty girl like you to freeze. How about you climb into the van with us and we’ll keep you warm?”

I open my mouth to say yes, but then remember I’m supposed to be selling myself, so I have to make the deal first. I can’t appear too eager.

“I’d love too, baby,” I say with a wink, “but first we need to discuss business. I don’t come cheap.”

He chuckles and flashes me a wad of bills. “We’re good for it.” He hands me the cash and I tuck it into my purse.

“You can call me Candi.” I say, giving them my fake name.

He opens the door and I take a step back. When he gets out, he leaves the door open and gestures for me to hop in. “I’m Andrew, and this is Chuck.” He points to the driver. “Slide on over to the middle, sweetheart, and we’ll get you someplace warm.”

I stare into the van and notice the back is hidden by a curtain, which makes me wary. What’s behind there? A sense of foreboding hits me. I know I need to do this, but my gut is telling me that something bad is going to happen if I do.

I don’t have a choice if I want that promotion and to stop more girls from going missing.

My feet move before I change my mind, and I climb into the van. I have to bend over the seat to get to the middle and I know I’m flashing Andrew. He has a clear view of my ass and black thong.

Andrew gets back in once I’m seated, and meets my gaze with a heated look. He definitely checked out my ass, the perv.

I look over at the driver, Chuck, but he’s looking out the front window. Once the passenger door is closed, he puts the van into gear and we drive away.

I shift in my seat and reach out to move the curtain so I can get a peek in the back, but Andrew grabs my wrist in a firm grip, stopping me.

“What’s back there?” I ask.

He just shrugs his shoulders. “Work stuff. We’re contractors, and this is our work van. Don’t you worry your pretty little head about it.” He says.

I smile and pretend to listen, but my curiosity is killing me. “Where are we going? You’ve paid me enough for two hours, but you never told me what you wanted.”

Andrew’s smile turns sinister. “Oh, sweetheart. We’re taking you somewhere that person like you deserves.” His large hand lands on my bare thigh, caressing the skin. “Whores are only good for one thing after all. To be used.”

“Excuse me?” I snap. I know I’m not really a whore, but his words sting.

“Andrew, stop playing with her. We have work to do.” Chuck says. His voice filled with boredom.

Andrew sighs in disappointment. “Fine. Jared, you can take her now.”

Jared? Who’s Jared?

It all happens so fast. Andrew grabs my arms suddenly, and there is the sound behind me. The curtain moves, and I start to turn my head, but another arm wraps around my body.

Oh fuck! There are three of them.

There’s a sharp pain in the side of my neck, and then my vision goes fuzzy. My arms go limp, and I lean into the stranger behind me.

I fight to remain conscious, but whatever they injected me with is strong and I know I’m going to black out in moments.

I see Andrew’s evil face come into focus as he leans over me. His hot breath makes me want to cringe away, but I can’t. “Be a good slut and give in. Don’t fight it, you’ll only lose. In the end, you all do.”

And I do. I give into the darkness and let it take me away from what I’m quickly figuring out is the worst decision of my life.

I should have never taken this case.


Chapter Three

There’s something seriously wrong.

That’s the first thought that comes to me when I regain consciousness, and find myself naked and unable to move or speak

My body is strapped down tight to some type of padded bench or frame. I can feel a bar supporting my hips and another supporting my upper body. My entire head is restrained in some type of harness that keeps me facing the concrete wall in front of me and a ball gag in my mouth.

The air is warm and smells mildly of sweat mixed with urine and something else I can’t place. There is a mechanical sound of some type, and a few whimpers reach my ears, telling me I’m not alone.

Where the fuck am I?

Those last few moments in the van come back to me, and I remember someone grabbing me and then I passed out.

This must be the farm! I did it! I made it inside, but not in the way I imagined. What the hell is going on and why am I naked and strapped down?

There’s the sound of footsteps, more than one, coming closer. The male voices reach my ears before they stop. They’re not right behind me, but close enough that I can hear what they’re saying.

“We collected five new heifers in last night’s run, Doc.”

I recognise Andrew’s voice.

“Excellent. Where did they come from?” An unfamiliar voice asks. This must be the doctor. The man’s voice is deep, with a smooth quality. There’s a sense of confidence and authority when he speaks. This man or doctor is definitely one of the people in charge of this place.

“Two were aging out of the orphanage yesterday and we picked them up in the afternoon on the pretense of giving them a job.” Andrew says. “They are prime livestock. Having connections at the orphanages really helps us find grade A hucows.”

I absorb every word out of his mouth, even if I don’t understand all of it. This is the evidence I’ve been sent here to collect. Some of what he says makes little sense, though. What livestock? Maybe there are animals here. Also, what is a hucow?

“The other three?” The doctor asks. “Please don’t tell me any of these new cattle are drug users. Douglas’s collection last week had two that were showing signs of withdrawal almost immediately. We don’t have time to detox them. Plus, the quality of milk from them would be subpar, and they never last longer than a year or two, since the hucow transformation and the demands on the cow’s body is harsh. It’s a waste of time and space. I’d rather terminate them now and save room for higher quality stock.”

It sounds like they’re discussing sick cows and putting them down. This is all so confusing and why are they not untying us?

“No, Doc. This group is all fine. We did a cursory body exam on each once they were contained and there was no evidence of drug use. We picked up two more leaving the homeless shelter, and the last one at the end was a street worker.”

He must be talking about me, and that means there are four other women here, too.

The doctor sighs like he’s exhausted. “Good. Let’s get started then. I’ll do the initial exam, but I can’t stay for the induction part. I have two cows in labor since last night and I have to head back to the medical bay in thirty minutes. Our hucow operation has grown so much over the last few years, we may have to train another doctor.”

There are a few sounds of them moving around, and I hear another female begin to whimper.

Andrew prattles on while the doctor does whatever he’s doing. “Yeah, I agree. We have almost more hucows than we can handle now. It makes me happy that we’ve created more efficient methods of operation. When I first started here four years ago, I loved how hands on it was, but my cock can only handle so many needy cows.”

The doctor chuckles. “When Doctor Evans started this farm years ago, his brilliance in neural modification was experimental. Now it’s essential in hucow transformation. The collars have become more advanced and now the process is flawless. No hands-on training is needed to break them.”

“The heart and lungs sound good on this one. Its body is a bit on the small side, so add an extra feeding to fatten it up. It’s tight and the cow’s cunt is small, but with the injections and repeated sessions on the machine, it should stretch enough to take a bull. I hope.” The doc says. “Make sure you use a double penetrator on it during transition. I’ve noted this all in the file.”

Andrew must nod because I don’t hear his response.

“How long have the collars been on them?” The doc asks.

“These two have had it on for longer than the others since they were the first pick up. The other three a few hours later.”

It’s then that I notice a heavy weight around my neck. I didn’t even realize it was there until they mentioned a collar. The light hum emitting from it is almost unnoticeable. I wonder what it does and why am I not freaking out right now?

“Good. Their fear response is already being affected, or they’d be putting up a fight now. I’m sure they’re afraid, but the brain is already being altered to not panic and keep it calm.”

The doc and Andrew move closer as they talk more about hucows and injections and other things I have no knowledge of. They stop every few minutes and the doctor does something which makes a girl whimper before moving on.

My anxiety grows the closer they get to me, but for some reason, my body’s response is dulled. I should be shaking with fear, and breathing hard, but I’m not. It must be the collar. It’s doing something to me.

Soon enough, they are right next to me. “This is the street whore?” The doctor’s words are crude.

“Yup, but I doubt it’s been doing it for long. Still seemed innocent, and from the looks of it, I’d say this one’s fresh out of high school. A good fit for the farm.” Andrew says. He believed my story about being nineteen. Good.

Something cold touches my skin and I flinch. It moves along my back, pausing in places before moving underneath me and stopping right over my heart.

“Sounds good.” The doc murmurs, and I realize it was a stethoscope.

My eyes widen in shock and a whimper slips out when a finger gets shoved inside my pussy. A dry finger without lube, and it burns.

“Hmm… are you sure this one was a prostitute? This cunt is just as tight as the other’s.” The doc asks as I let out another whimper of pain when he withdraws his finger.

He gives my rump a pat. “Hush, little cow.”

He called me a cow. Cow? It’s then that I realize they were talking about us this entire time. We’re the livestock. The hucow’s, but I don’t understand what that is. Where people. Humans, not cows.

“Maybe it was her first night, and we got lucky.” Andrew answers.

“I doubt.” Is all the doctor says. “This lot is perfect for hucow work. Have Terrance help you with the injections. Feed them and get them on the machines for the next twenty-four hours. I want injections every three hours and massage their udders with the balm. They are going to grow fast. This time tomorrow, they’ll be ready for the dairy, and the collars can be upgraded to stage two of neural recalibration.”

With those last words, I hear the doctor walk away, leaving Andrew to prepare us for god knows what, but none of it sounds good. The injections send a wave of fear through me, but the collar’s incessant hum soothes me instantly. Maybe I should be more worried about this thing around my neck and not what Andrew is going to do to me next, but I know one thing: as soon as I’m free, I’m getting my ass out of here.

Fuck the case. This place is messed up, and whatever I see and hear on the way out has to be enough. I can’t stay here for much longer or I’m afraid I’ll lose myself.


Chapter Four

Andrew calls for Terrace on the radio, and when he shows up, they get to work. Neither of them speak to me or the other girls.

“Grab the controls for the winch, and I’ll guide the machines into place while you lower them.” Andrew directs the other man and soon a grinding sound fills the air as something above us is lowered down. I can’t even move my head an inch to see, and I wonder what machines they are talking about.

The floor shakes as the heavy equipment lands with a thunk. “Bolt down your side and I’ll do mine. This machine is heavy duty and can stimulate an entire row of cows at the same time. It needs to remain stationary. Any shift in movement can damage the cows, and I’ve seen it happen. By the time we came back to give them another shot, their poor insides were destroyed. It fucked their guts right out. Most of them were dead, and the rest had to be put down right away. What a waste. The higher ups were not impressed.” Andrew says.

I shudder at his words, and the others begin to cry out. We all heard him, and this time the collar doesn’t prevent me from really feeling the terror of my situation.

“Shut up!” Terrance shouts at us. “Dumb cunts.”

Drills turn on and the machinery is bolted down tight, hopefully. Please don’t let them fuck up.

Next, someone kneels down next to me. A tube is shoved into a hole in my ball gag. “Suck for food.” Andrew says. It’s the first time he’s spoken to me.

I’m too afraid to do what he says. They’re probably trying to poison us.

His large, calloused hand grabs my tit and pulls down on my nipple hard, making me squeal in pain. A needle sinks into my tit flesh about my nipple and he injects me with something. It hurts, as he punctures a few areas around my areola, pausing to inject me each time.

When he’s done, my breast feels like it’s on fire. He moves round to my other side, grabbing my other breast and repeating the process. Soon my entire chest is engulfed in heat. My nipples throb in time with my heartbeat, and tingle as the warm air brushes across them.

The discomfort of my chest is so great that I barely feel a needle sinking into my stomach and another in my left ass cheek.

The same heat begins to spread from those injection sights, while Andrew moves away to torture another woman. My stomach muscles spasm as an ache builds in my core. The burning heat fades into a pleasant feeling of warmth in my belly. My heart begins to pound in anticipation. For what? My mind doesn’t know, but my body does as my breath becomes shallow.

There is a surge of arousal so strong and I’ve never experienced something like it before. My pussy flutters, clenching around nothing as wetness builds and begins to leak out of me, running down the inside of my thighs. I’m a wanton mess, and I have no control over my sudden urges.

It’s like they injected me with pure lust, and as the ache builds, my mind becomes fuzzy, and I begin to forget why I’m here. The only thing I can focus on is the need to be filled.

A whine slips out when fingers pull my pussy lips apart. Oh god! Please. I need those finger’s inside.

“Hmm… nice and wet. That shit works fast. Easy, little cow. You’ll get what you need in just a second.” Terrance says as he lines something smooth and round at my entrance. He pushes it in about a half an inch, spearing my tight channel. He moves it around until he’s happy with the position, then walks away.

“They’re all fitted. You can turn it on slowly at first. We’ll check the angle after a few thrusts to make sure their cow cunts are getting the maximum stimulation, then I’ll crank it up.” Andrew says.

There’s a loud clanking and then whirring noises fill the air as the machine behind me springs to life. Rhythmic thumping of pistons can be heard as they begin to move. The round head of the objects begins to push into me slowly. Even with the amount of natural lubricant my body is creating, there is still resistance, but the machine doesn’t let me adjust.

Every inch feels like I’m being torn in two as my pussy is stretched beyond my limits. I’ve only had my fingers in there and a pocket vibrator. This thing is much larger, and I cry out as it tears through my hymen. My walls clench, trying to push the object out, but it continues its slow and steady movement forward until the head of it nudges my cervix.

There’s a hiss from the machine and the dildo retreats to its original position just inside my cunt, and I sigh in relief. It’s short-lived though, because it pushes into me again. This time there is less resistance, and it still hurts, but there is a feeling of something else hidden under it all. It feels good to be stuffed full.

Terrance stands behind me. “Andrew, I thought this one was a hooker? Look at the blood on the dildo. It was definitely a virgin.” Terrance says, and I can picture the dildo filled with my innocence.

“Maybe it was the first night on the job.” Andrew chuckles. “Doesn’t matter now. That cunt will see more action here when it’s time for breeding than it ever would on the street.”

Breeding? What the hell. The dildo slides in again, and this time I moan. It’s too hard to think right now. Almost all the initial pain is gone, and now each thrust feels different. I’m beginning to enjoy it even though I shouldn’t.

Terrance makes a minor change to the angle of penetration, and I shiver in delight as it rubs along a sensitive spot inside me.

“They’re all looking good. Turn it up. I want to see them take it rough.” Terrance says.

The motor on the machine revs higher and the piston pushing the rubber cock in and out of me picks up speed. Every thrust gets harder and faster until it’s pounding my freshly broken in pussy brutally.

The intensity of each movement sends waves of pleasure through me, and my entire body reacts. My nipples harden even more. There’s an ache in my chest that wasn’t there before.

The machine fucks me hard, pushing my arousal higher, and a deep primal satisfaction fills me. My collar vibrates, sending goosebumps across my skin. I’m being assaulted by too many sensations at once and my body is ready to explode.

The sounds coming from me are animalistic as I moan and cry out around the gag. I’m going to surrender to the ecstasy building. I can’t prevent my orgasm as it crashes over me. My pussy flutters and clenches around the dildo as I scream and cum. Wetness gushes out of me, soaking my thighs and the ground below me.

“Holy shit. This one’s a squirter. I can’t wait to sample a piece of her.” Terrance says.

“You can after she’s been altered. Let’s go. We got cows to milk and take care of. I’ll drop back in a few hours to give them another shot.” Andrew says as they walk away, leaving the machine pounding away inside us.

I am lost in a haze of bliss, that I don’t feel the collar doing what it’s made to do. The change in my thought pattern is so small that I don’t notice. This is supposed to be wrong, but all I can think about is that this feels so right.

I’ll just rest for a minute and enjoy the pleasure. Tomorrow, I’ll worry about getting free.


Chapter Five

I doze in between orgasms. The machine never stops and even though I’m getting sore, I still cum often. It’s impossible not to.

It must be hours later when the machine slows down, but doesn’t stop entirely. Andrew is back and kneels down in front of me.

He looks me in the eye and smiles. “Yeah, you’re good and dazed. Cum drunk. Just the way we like our cows.”

I mumble around the gag that I’m not a cow, but he taps the feeding tube I completely forgot about. “Eat, little cow. You must be starved.”

My stomach grumbles so I take a tentative suck, and greenish liquid comes down from the tube and lands on my tongue. It’s cool and tastes like pears, but with hints of greens in there. It tastes good and quenches my thirst, so I continue to suckle.

“That’s a good cow. Eat as much as you can so you get nice and fat and all those hormones in it will help your milk come in and make you super fertile.” He says.

Milk? Is that what they are doing to the women? Turning them into human cows? My head clears enough for all the pieces to fall into place and my eyes widen in shock. All of their comments make sense now, but I still don’t understand why?

Andrew seems to notice that I’ve figured it out because his smile widens. “I see you understand what’s happening to you. Most of the women we pick up are too dumb to realize, but I can tell you’re a smart one. We’re transforming you into a hucow, and the process has already begun.”

He cups an aching breast and lifts it. They seem fuller and overflow his palm. I was a c-cup, but now they are at least a d-cup. “Your udders are already growing, filling up with milk that rich men and women love to drink. It’s a delicacy and they will pay a lot of money for it. The injections we give you are fast acting and they’ll double in size again by tomorrow.”

Oh god! This is what happened to all the women who went missing.

“In the meantime, the stimulation helps the process along physically and mentally. Every time you cum, it urges your breasts to produce milk, while the collar uses the pleasure you feel to alter your thought patterns. In the end, all you’ll think about is cumming. Every touch on your udders will have your cunt dripping. You’ll forget everything. Whoever you were before this will be gone, and you’ll be nothing but a beast, a cow with massive udders and a fertile womb. You won’t even remember how to talk.” He taps the side of my head. “There will be nothing left up here. You’ll be reduced to a mindless animal that wants to be milked and bred. You’ll crave it.”

I gasp and almost choke on the food.

“Oh, and we can’t forget about the fertility hormones. The food is loaded with them. In a few days, you’ll be ready to meet the bulls, and they’ll fill you up with so much cum your belly will be swollen with a calf in no time. Pregnant cows produce more milk. You’ll spend the rest of your life or what’s left of it being used as livestock until your body fails and then you’ll be put down like all other farm animals that are no longer useful. It’s a hard life, but it’s what happens to hucows.”
Tears are running down my face as the horror of his words fill my mind. I suck without thinking and instantly stop when my mouth fills with more food. I can’t eat this. Andrew chuckles. “Don’t fight it, little cow. It’s already too late for you. The collar has already begun to change you. Give in and it’ll be much faster. Once you forget you used to be a human, you’ll be better off. As a hucow, you never have to think or worry about a thing.”

He squirts some white cream on his hands and begins to massage my sore breast. I hate that he’s touching me, but I can’t deny his touch is helping ease the discomfort in my chest.

When he’s done one, he moves to the other. “You should take a piss now before I turn the machine up again. I won’t be back for another three hours.”

I have to pee, but I’m not going to pee in front of him.. I refuse to piss like an animal.

I growl my disgust, but he just chuckles. “Suit yourself, but cows piss in their stalls where they stand, so you should get used to it.”

I will not.

He doesn’t talk to me anymore after that. When he’s done with the massage, he injects my breasts again, making me hiss in pain. I get another shot in the ass, too. Then he pulls the lips of my pussy apart, and lubes up the pseudo cock, which eases some soreness, then leaves me alone in my stall.

I assume he’s dealing with the other new women or hucows, as he calls us. These short moments when the machine is powered down gives me some relief and I’m tired enough to doze off even though the unpleasant heat in my breasts is back.

I’m jolted awake when the machine picks up speed and once again my pussy is being fucked hard and fast. There’s no building up this time. My body is already primed and I cum in seconds. It’s like my body is being trained to orgasm with constant stimulation. Andrew’s dark laugh is loud as he watches us for a few minutes before his heavy footsteps fade away.

This process happens two more times, and it’s always Andrew or Terrance that comes. They make us eat and if we are too slow; they use a wooden cane on our asses. It hurts like a bitch and after the first time; I suck back the food whenever they come back.

They give us more injections, and massage our steadily growing breasts. I can’t deny their growth anymore. I can feel the unfamiliar weight of them. They are much larger than normal. They ache all the time now, and my nipples burn as the pressure builds.

I don’t know if it’s day or night. I’ve had nothing to look at but the concrete wall in front of me. The next time they came back, Andrew laughed in my face when he saw I had pissed myself. I just couldn’t hold it anymore. He patted my head and said, “good cow,” before cleaning up the soiled straw and replacing it.

“One more round should do it.” Andrew states and I almost weep when they inject me again. I’m not sure how much more I can take. I don’t feel right, my thoughts feel scattered. The mixture of pain and pleasure clouds my mind, and I’m having a hard time focusing on anything else.

Terrance leans down to look at me, and I stare at him in a daze. Whatever he sees in my eyes makes him nod his head in approval. “Yup. They’ll be good to head to the dairy for milk training soon, and we can recalibrate their collars. They’re beginning to get that spaced out look.”

I do feel spaced out. I can’t deny it, and every hour this machine pummels my tender pussy, making it worse.

“Should we double them all up?” Terrance asks next, and I have no clue what he means.

“No. Just do the cow in stall two like the doc asked. It’s showing progress, but to loosen a cunt and ass that tight is going to take more work.” Andrew answers and shortly after, I hear a wail of pain come from nearby, and then the machine is turned back on.

What did they do to her?

The gagged screams quiet down to whimpers after a few minutes and then to moans after a few more.

My pleasure peaks and soon my moans join the others as we are forced to endure another round of orgasmic torture.

Terrance said one more round, and I’m both excited about getting off this machine and a little sad. I’m enjoying the moments when I get lost in blissful release and they seem to happen more frequently now. It helps me forget that I’m in this horrible place and that I’m being made into something else. Something less human and I’m not sure that if I get out of here, I’ll ever be the same again.


Chapter Six

It seems harder to focus as the collar vibrations act like a massage along my neck, and my body tumbles from one orgasm to the next. They are no longer large body wracking explosions of euphoria, but constant ripples of pleasure that never stop.

Something wakes me up from my daze, and for a second I think I hear my name being called, but that can’t be right.

“Janie?” a male voice says in a loud whisper.

He kneels down in front of me and, for a few moments, I don’t recognize him. When I do, I let out a squeal of happiness. Mitch!

“Oh god, Janie it is you.” Mitch says as he looks over my naked body with concern, and when his eyes land on my breast they widen. “Oh shit. They gave you the injections already and you’re wearing the collar. This is not good.”

I know it’s not good. I’m the one in this mess.

“I’m going to remove your gag, but you can’t be loud or someone will come. Okay?”

I nod as much as my restraints allow.

When he removes the gag, I let out a cough and lick my sore, chapped lips. “Mitch. Oh god! They are taking women and turning them into cows! We have to get out of here and tell the detective.” I say.

“I know, Janie. I’ve been stuck in this hell hole for almost a week, and you wouldn’t believe what I’ve seen.” He says and shakes his head.

“Why haven’t you contacted the outside? The captain has been waiting.” I ask. “Can you untie me?” I’m ready to get the fuck out of here.

“They don’t allow any new farmers contact with the outside until they’ve proven trustworthy. I have no access to the phones or internet. It’s like a prison here.”

He gets a pained look on his face. “I can’t let you go right now. This place has so many guards and the entire property is surrounded by a high electric fence. If I freed you, then you’d be caught before you reached the yard.”

“There must be a way, Mitch. I can’t let them give me more injections, and I need this collar off.” I say.

Mitch reaches up and presses a button that turns off the collar, and I sigh in relief when the vibrations stop and the fog in my head clears.

“Janie, I wish you never came here. They…” He pauses, trying to gather his thoughts while I stay strapped down, still being fucked by the dildo. He seems to not notice that, or he’s purposely ignoring it.

“They have documents on all the women here. Every woman here has signed a consent form to become hucows.” He says. “I’ve seen the filing room.”
 I look at him with wide eyes. “They have to be fake.”
 “I know they’re fake, but Janie they look real. Whoever made them is a pro at forging documents, and I doubt anyone would know the difference. The documents state the women were aware of what was going to happen and willingly gave the farm control of their bodies. Whoever runs this place has covered their tracks. I honestly don’t know how we’re going to shut this place down.”

We both fall silent when we hear a noise.

“Shit.” Mitch says, and before I can blink, he shoves the gag into my mouth before leaving the stall. I stare at the wall, dumbfounded.

What the hell, Mitch?

“Hey new guy, what are you doing here?” Andrew sounds pissed.

“Umm… someone said we had new cows receiving induction treatment, and I was curious.” Mitch says.

“Well, you shouldn’t be in here. This place is off limits unless you have high clearance.” Andrew says.

“Sorry. I’ll just leave then.” Mitch rushes out.

“Did you touch the new cows?” Andrew asks before Mitch can leave.

“No, I was just looking at them. They don’t look like the others. Their… um udders aren’t as big as the hucows in the dairy.” Mitch says.

“Of course not, but give them a few more days, and their milk sacs will be dragging on the floor.” Andrew says with a laugh. “Now get the hell out of here.”

I can hear Mitch hurrying away, and a tear of frustration falls down my face. I know Mitch did the right thing and left me here, but it’s still upsetting. We have to keep our cover, but I feel even more hopeless. What are we going to do, and how am I going to prevent them from turning me into a hucow?


Chapter Seven

“Good morning, new pets.” Andrew says as he shuts off the machine and pulls out the dildo. I whimper in relief. Ever since my collar has been shut down, the orgasms have not been leaving me in a state of confused bliss. Instead, I’ve been painfully aware of how long I’ve been strapped to this rack since Mitch left. Whatever they are injecting me with has made me horny, but with a clear mind, every thrust chaffed. My poor pussy must look swollen and bruised.

“Everyone, grab your assigned cow. I got this one.” He says and moves in beside me, holding something black in his hand. They look like boxing mitts. He quickly unhooks my arms and forces my hands into the mitts. “Cows need hooves since they walk on all fours.” He says, and my heart beats in trepidation.

My legs are released next, and pads are attached to both knees. The last thing he does is unhook my collar, but he pauses. “Your collar is off.” He says in confusion.

Shit! I was hoping he wouldn’t notice.

“We must have bumped it or it’s faulty.” He says to himself. I hear a beep and the collar hums to life. My heart sinks as the vibrations begin to pull me under, and I start to lose focus.

“I’ll have to monitor it.” He adds. He grabs me by the chin and tips my head up. I stare up at him blankly. “Be good and listen. Docile cows don’t get punished.” He holds up a leather crop. “I am going to lead you to intake. If you put up a fight, I’ll strap you back to the rack and repeat this process all over again.”

I shiver in fear at his words. I don’t want that.

He lets go and lifts me off the rack and onto my hands and knees. The first thing I notice is my large breasts. They must be three times the normal size, and I almost topple to the side when I move. They look like cow udders!

The black mitts resemble cow hooves, and they render my hands completely useless.

Andrew attaches a chain to my collar and pulls me out of the stall like an animal. It’s the first time I get a look at the other women who are being led out of their stalls.

They are all naked, and their breasts look painfully swollen like mine. All of them are young, and one is so petite that her newly enlarged breasts look comical on her tiny frame. She looks forward in a daze like all the others and I can see dried tear tracks down her pretty face.

A hank on my neck gets me moving, and I crawl behind Andrew, who leads me down a hallway and into a white sterile room. It looks like an exam office. Every surface shines, and the walls are lined with cabinets filled with medical supplies.

“Ah good, you’re here.” A man says, and I instantly recognize his voice. It’s the doctor. “I take it everything went okay with the new cows’ first stage of transformation?”

“It did.” Andrew replies.

“Good, good. Let’s get them fully processed and then they can go to the dairy. Place the small one on the table first.”
I watch the petite girl as she’s led forward. The farmhand lifts her onto the table and places her head into a slot between two posts before locking her head in. It’s some form of stock. Her hands and legs are shackled to the table, and a padded bench is placed under her hips. A leather belt wraps around her hips, holding her in place. The more restraints they use, the more nervous I get. The collar sends out a strong vibration just as my heart begins to beat faster in fear, and instantly my body and mind calm. A thought enters my mind that I’m worrying for nothing. The girl is safe on the table.

Shaking my head, I try to clear it, and it almost works, but there is still a buzzing in the background, making it hard to focus on what’s going on. I bite down on the gag and force myself to focus. I need to fight the collar’s influence.

The doctor proceeds to examine the girl. He squeezes and weighs her engorged tits. Humming in approval. “It’s coming along nicely, and once its udders have reached maximum size, it may be one of our more productive heifers.” He says.

The doctor keeps addressing us as it, or cows. He’s trying to dehumanize us and making us feel like real animals.

He picks up a black object on a nearby table and places it on the girl’s left ass cheek. She whimpers loudly, making the rest of us shift nervously. When the doctor pulls the device back, I see a series of numbers tattooed on her flesh. He just branded her.

“643.” He says as he writes it down on a sheet of paper.

Then the next part has me swallowing in fear, but my pussy gushes in response to what the doctor is doing.

He places three fingers inside her pussy and moves them in and out, testing for resistance. “Much looser than initial intake. The piston machine has stretched it in preparation for the dairy, but I still have concerns about breeding it. The bulls may damage it with how aggressive they rut into the hucows.”

He pushes in harder, making her cry out. He seems to be feeling for something before pulling his fingers out. Using the girl’s natural lube, he penetrates her ass with two fingers. She moans and shakes as he spreads her open with his fingers.

The doctor frowns and pulls his fingers out, wiping them on her thigh. “If this cow is as productive as I think it will be, then I don’t want to risk breeding it naturally. We’ll have to inseminate it artificially. It’s already ovulating, the cow’s cervix is soft and open, so we must have grabbed this one at the right time. I’m sure it was days away from ovulating before coming here, but the hormone injections gave it a boost.”

“Do you want to inseminate now or wait until she’s fully transformed?” Andrew asks.

“Mind your pronouns.” The doctor admonishes him. “Remember to use it or cow. They are only animals and need to be treated as such.”

“Sorry doc. Slip of the tongue.” Andrew says in apology. “It’s only been on the collar for twenty-four hours, and its mental deterioration is not complete yet.”

“That shouldn’t matter.” The doctor reached out and pressed something on the girl’s collar. Two loud beeps are heard and if I wasn’t watching closely, I wouldn’t have noticed her wilt in her restraints. I watch as her head droops and she goes lax. What the hell did he do?

“Stage two has now begun and should advance the cows’ cognitive decline further. Over the next twenty-four hours, its brain should be eighty percent recalibrated. Then stage three will only take a few hours to finish the job.” The doctor says.

“It will forget it was human and be mooing like a farm animal in a few more days begging to be fucked by any cock that walks by.” One of the other farmhands laughs at his own crude words, but the doctor frowns at him.

“There’s no need to be so crude, Shawn. They may be reduced to animals, but we don’t treat them cruelly. They are financially beneficial to the farm. This life will be hard on them, which is always the case for livestock, and we shouldn’t insult them, especially when they still understand what we’re saying. The calmer they are, the faster the mental decline happens.” The doctor admonishes the asshole, who looks more pissed off than apologetic.

When the doctor turns back to his tasks, he falls to see the glare sent his way. “It’s true though.” Shawn grumbles quietly.

This type of brain alteration technology is unheard of. The collar does something to our minds, and from what I understand, we’ll soon have the mental comprehension of a toddler or less. How is that possible?

It hurts my brain to think about it, and the harder I try to understand, the stronger the vibration in my collar gets.

What was I thinking about again?

Whatever it was, I doubt it was important. The one lingering thought that stays with me is my desire to escape. No matter how much the collar vibrates, I still remember I shouldn’t be here.

I need to watch everything the doc does and use it against them when I get out.

“Can you send over a fresh load of bull cum to med bay?” The doctor says into a radio.

“Yes, sir.” Someone replies.“While we wait, let’s process the rest.” The doctor says, and another girl is placed on the free exam table. She’s restrained like the other girl, and the doctor places a barcode on her ass. He completes the same internal exams and says she’s fit for the dairy and for natural breeding. Whatever that means. He then presses her collar to begin stage two.

Her body reacts the same way, and once the farmhands place her back on the ground, she looks completely checked out. She stares off in space as he leads her through another set of doors that take us to the diary they keep mentioning.

I wonder what the dairy looks like. Are there rows of women being milked by the farmers? My breasts tingle at the thought, and I find myself getting aroused. What the hell? I don’t want that, but why is my body reacting this way?

Andrew’s words filter through my mind. “We’re transforming you into a hucow, and the process has already begun.”

I do feel different. Just the thought of hands on my breasts, milking me, has my pussy leaking. It’s like my mind and body are linking the milking process to pleasure. Every time they milk me, I’ll turn into a horny mess.

I should be appalled, but as my collar hums again, I realize I’m looking forward to it.

Three women are done, and there is only the petite girl and I left. Another man enters the room and hands the doctor a jar filled with a thick creamy white liquid. It’s cum, and a lot of it.

He then fills up a large syringe with the cum and attaches a thin rubber tube to the end. He pushes the tip into the girl on the table until over half of it is inside and presses the plunger, filling her up with the bull’s cum.

When the syringe is empty, he quickly grabs a rubber plug and seals the cum inside her cunt with it. “She can start her milk training and I’ll redo this process again before the end of the day. A few semen deposits should do the trick.” He says.

She’s released from the table, and then Andrew picks me up and places me on the table. I freeze when he tries to lock my head into the stocks, which earns me a hard slap to my ass.

“Why is she so resistant?” The doctor asks Andrew?

“Her collar got turned off for a few hours somehow, so I think she is not as far along as the others.” Andrew grits out as he roughly pulls my body forward on the table. He grabs my hair hard and I yelp. His grip is painful and I follow his instructions and place my head in the stock. Once I’m in place, he releases his grip and I sigh.

“Do as you’re told, cow, or you’ll suffer.” Andrew tells me as he secures my neck, arms and legs.

“How did your collar get turned off? Is it defective?” The doctor asks with concern.

“No, I don’t think so. I just think we bumped into it moving around inside the cramped stall. It’s back on now.” Andrew says.

“Hmm… this could delay her transition. Make sure you monitor it, but in the meantime, I’ll give her some sedation. That should keep her relaxed enough for it to catch up.”

I feel a sharp sting in my hip as he sinks a needle into my flesh. It burns as the sedative enters my muscle. My body feels heavy as the drug takes effect and soon enough I’m laying heavily across the padded bench that’s supporting my hips.

I hardly feel the barcode being applied, and don’t even have the energy to get angry that they branded me like an animal.

“This cow is number 647.”

As I remain still, the doctor squeezes my breasts, pulling on the nipples. A moan slips out as he prods and squeezes. The tingle returns to my nipples and the pressure builds like something needs to be released.

“Very good. It’s going to have an impressive set of udders. I can already feel the milk inside. This one and 643 should yield us a good quantity of milk. I’m looking forward to seeing its output once it’s with calf.”

He moves around behind me, and I know what’s about to happen. When his fingers slip between my legs, he whistles. “Wow. It’s very well lubricated.” Three fingers push inside me easily and I moan at the fullness. They stretch me more than the rubber cock, and more of my juices spill to ease his way deeper. Goosebumps break out across my skin as he thrusts his fingers in and out, creating a delicious friction that has me on edge in moments.

“This cow should be able to take our larger hubulls. Its body is defined, and sturdier than the others. It will handle some of our rougher hubulls just fine. Definitely suitable for breeding.” I’m so worked up that the thought of being bred doesn’t sound so bad at the moment. If he keeps this up, then I’m going to cum all over his hand.

“Should be able to get quite a few calves out of it before its time is up. An excellent addition to the herd.”

He pulls his fingers out and moves them to my ass. They’re so wet that two slip into my asshole even with me clenching down. His fingers feel foreign, and it hurts. I’ve never had anything in my ass before.

“Tight. Make sure to plug it during milking or anal train it to accept cock. Those bulls don’t care which hole they fuck.”

“I’ll work on it.” Andrew says with a chuckle, and I don’t like the sound of that.

“648 passed inspection. I’ll check on it tomorrow to begin stage three.” The doctor says and there are two loud beeps in my ear before the vibrations from the collar increase. Stage two has begun.

The vibrations race along my spine and up the back of my neck. It feels like tiny fingers prodding my brain. This vibration pattern differs from the first stage and it feels like they are targeting a specific area. It’s like a massage for the mind. It doesn’t hurt, but it’s making me lose focus. No matter how hard I try to stay alert, the sounds of Andrew and the doctor talking fade to the background as my mind fills with fluff.

I can’t explain it, but nothing seems important at the moment. I can relax and they will take care of me. This is what I want. I don’t have to think about anything, and they will make me feel good.

My breasts ache as the pressure builds more and more. I need to be drained. They will do that in the dairy. They will help me. That’s what I want, I think again.

All these thoughts of being milked and feeling pleasure fill my mind. Why would I want to leave here?

I vaguely remember being set on my feet, and when I feel a tug on my collar, I don’t think about it. I just follow.

“Good, cow. Let’s get you on a machine and see if we can’t get your milk to come in.” The man says. What was his name again?

It doesn’t matter. All I know is I’m going to be milked, and that sounds nice.


Chapter Eight

When we get outside, the fresh air clears my head enough to remember Andrew’s name and that he’s leading me to the diary.

I crawl slowly along behind him, and look around. We are headed toward three large barn-like structures, all connected with glass walkways.

“Enjoy the fresh air cow. Hucows rarely leave the main barns, and soon your udders will be so big they’ll drag on the ground. Then you’ll hardly be able to walk. We’ll have to cart your fat ass around on a trolly.” Andrew says to me. What a fucking asshole. His words are humiliating and meant to insult.

The doctor would probably have something to say about his words, but I have a feeling when he’s not around, a lot of the farmhands speak like this.

There are security guards with guns all around the perimeter. I can see part of the fence to my left and guards patrol along the fence-line. This place is like Fort Knox. How are Mitch and I ever going to get out?

Mitch! Oh my god! I can’t believe I forgot about everything for a second.

The hum of my collar increases when a memory comes back to me, and this time it’s no different, but I refuse to let it go.

This is important and I need to hold on long enough for Mitch to get help.

With renewed hope, we enter the middle building, and my eyes widen in shock. There are dozens of women being milked, but not in the way I thought. This farm is way more advanced than expressing milk into a pail.

The dairy is one open space with rows of steel frames where big breasted naked women are strapped to. Tubes hang from the main pipes that run across the ceiling. The tubes have large suction cups on the end that are fitted to the hucow’s udders. I hate referring to them as hucows.

Milk is pouring down the tubes of the nearest woman. Her chest is massive with two inch long nipples that are stretched out from the suction cups. Angry stretch marks crisscross older faded ones on her pregnant stomach, showing this is not her first pregnancy. Her backside is facing us, and I get a clear view of her wet snatch. It’s shiny with arousal and coats her pubic hair and runs down her thighs. A large black plug stretches her asshole obscenely. The plug is about as wide as my hand and looks like it would be painful, but she doesn’t seem to mind. On the next spray of milk, she tilts her head up and lets out a loud “MOO!”

What the hell?

There are farm hands everywhere, moving from cow to cow, and one stops by the woman as she moos again.

“Yeah. Yeah. I hear you, old girl. I got just what you need,” he says, and to my horror, he unzips his pants and thrusts his cock into her.

They fuck the livestock?

His thrusts are rough as he slams into her cunt, and she moo’s loudly, bucking in her restraints. She’s clearly enjoying the rough treatment.

“Good, slutty cow. Taking my cock so well. All you cows are horny dumb bitches. Good only for breeding and milking.” He grunts and then moans. “That’s it. Clench down on my cock.” She screams as she begins to cum and more milk sprays out of her and into the cups.

Orgasms seem to increase milk flow.

My heart has been beating harder since he pulled his cock out and began fucking her. My cheeks flush, and I can’t look away. I’m feeling a mix of terror, arousal, jealousy that it’s not me getting fucked, and excitement that I might experience the same euphoria soon. The entire time my collar is humming and a little of the haziness sinks in. If she’s enjoying this, then it’s not so bad, my mind tells me.

“I’m going to fill this sloppy cow pussy.” He groans and thrusts one more time before bending over her back, his body shuddering as he cums inside her.

A whimper slips out of me, and my pussy clenches as I imagine his cum filling me up. Breeding me.

Andrew pats my head. “Good cow.”

That snaps me out of my haze. What was I thinking? This is all wrong. I don’t want this. Do I?

Fuck! Why is it so hard to focus? I need to stay strong and get back to my job, which is… what was I? I strain hard to remember. A police officer! My name is Janie… well, I’m sure I’ll remember my last name when this collar is off. I’m still able to remember that I’m undercover, so there is hope.

“Slot 35 is open.” Someone says to Andrew, who nods, and we move past the just fucked woman and further into the building. I see more hucows being used by farmhands as they are milked, while others have fucking machines ploughing into their pussies and asses. All the cows are mooing happily as they are brought to orgasm repeatedly while their milk is drained.

We reach an empty slot and Andrew taps me on the ass with a crop. “Climb up. You need to learn how to do this without being told.” He directs.

I glare at him, and he whacks me hard enough to listen. “Cows don’t give attitude.”

I clumsily climb up the two steps leading to the milking rack and position myself over the support bars with my breast hanging down. The bars are padded and it’s not too uncomfortable.

Andrew straps my limbs to the frame and my collar is attached to a clamp on the bar below my chin, keeping me from moving much. Another belt cinches tight around my hips.

Both my breasts are washed down with a damp rag. Andrew grabs the tubes hanging down in front of me. I swallow nervously. I’m about to be milked for the first time, and if someone told me days ago that I’d be naked, injected with drugs to turn me into a human cow, and then milked, I’d laugh in their face.

It’s so absurd and no one would believe it unless they were here to witness it.

I can lower my head so I watch as he cups my sore, swollen flesh and the cool plastic is placed over it. The suction is strong and my tit is sucked down into the cup, making me jolt. He wiggles it around until my nipple is lined up with the tube and then does the same with my other breast.

I watch as the rhythmic suction pulls on my nipples until they are elongated. With every pull, they seem to stretch farther. The sensation is uncomfortable as the ache in my breasts increases with every pump and nothing comes out.

Cold liquid lands on my ass, and I flinch. Oh no. A round rubber object touches my rosebud, and presses against it. “Relax, or this will hurt.” Andrew says, and I know it’s going in whether I want it or not, so I try to relax my muscles. On the next push, the tip breaches my asshole. It’s narrow at first, but the more he pushes in, the wider it gets.

I cry out as it burns, and I wonder if I’m bleeding. Andrew's fingers find my clit and he begins to rub in circles. It feels good, but not enough that I forget what’s happening to my ass.

I breathe through my nose deeply, and focus on his fingers, and not the large plug he’s forcing my body to take. “You can take it. This one is only half the size of the one you’ll get once you’ve been bred. You’re lucky I’m being nice and making you feel good. I could just force it in.” He says, and I snort.

He’s never nice, but as his fingers expertly trace circles over my clit, I can’t help but let out a soft moan. My body begins to tremble as the pleasurable sensation intensifies. It builds until it’s all I can feel. I arch my back and surrender to the wave of ecstasy that courses through me like a bolt of electricity that centers around my ass as the plug pops in place.

Shudders rack my body as I come down from one of the strongest orgasms I’ve ever had, and when I open my eyes, all I can do is stare blankly at my breasts as small drops of milk form on the tips of my nipples and drip down the tubes.

The orgasm released my milk. I have milk! Does that mean I’m really a hucow?

“It’s a good start, but I think one more orgasm should get you really flowing.” Andrew says, and I don’t understand what he’s talking about until the warm head of Andrew’s cock touches my core before pushing inside and making me cry out.

There was no consideration for me or what I wanted. He just does what he wants. It’s a tight fight with the plug in my ass, and every thrust moves the plug inside me. The combination of being double filled makes everything tighter and adds an extra layer of sensation. Every nerve ending is stimulated and my arousal builds as heat pools in my core. I was going to cum, and I’m not sure my body and mind would survive the fallout.

The vibrations of my collar only heightened the arousal in my body as my mind urged me to let go, and enjoy every drop of pleasure and pain meant for hucows like me. This was what I was meant for. My mind screams it at me. I was a body to be used, and with that final thought I tumbled over the edge of bliss, my muscles locking down on the cock and plug buried inside me. In that moment my nipples spray out a gush of milk, and that relief almost has me passing out as the pain and fullness in my chest begins to ease.

As I float in a haze, satiated with my milk being drained, I feel Andrew shudder behind me, and then he releases a hot load of cum deep inside me.

He pulls out, and when he leans down to check my flow, he’s red faced and breathing heavy. He seems to be happy with my output and smacks my ass. “This is where you’ll be during the day unless you’re being bred or delivering a calf. The constant pumping will urge you to produce more, so learn to love this machine, and I’ll be back to fetch you tonight.”

He was going to leave me here all day?

My flow was already slowing, and when I run out of milk, the suction is going to hurt.

I shouldn’t have bothered to worry because throughout the day, other farm hands came and my tits were injected every few hours, growing larger each time and my milk never completely stopped.

Whenever I was close to drying up, a farm hand would fuck me, dumping their cum inside me. Every time I carried less and less, and with each orgasm, I could feel myself slipping away.

At this rate, there won't be anything left of my mind soon, and I really will be a dumb animal. A hucow.


Chapter Nine

My stall is small, only a five by five space filled with straw, but I don’t care where I sleep at the moment. I’m exhausted and I can feel my mind drifting. The only thought that sticks with me is the dairy. I can’t wait to go back in the morning. I’ll need to be milked and I’ll get to cum again.

A feeding tube is shoved into the hole in my gag, and I suck down the sludge. I’m ravenous and it’s been hours since I ate. After a few minutes, my lethargy gets worse. There must be something in the food to keep us calm. I still keep eating though. I can’t stop. It tastes so good, and I want to eat until my stomach bloats.

I stand still while I eat, and Andrew injects my breasts again. I barely flinch, and he gives me two more shots in the ass and another in the stomach. My entire body begins to warm. These are different from the other injections. I don’t know what they do and I don’t really care. “Good, 648. Sleep tight. Stage three begins in the morning, and by the end of the day tomorrow, this life will be all you remember.”

He rubs his hands along my ass, letting his finger graze against my slightly gaped ass. Having the plug inside for hours has me nice and loose. “Just one more fuck before I leave, and you can rest.”

Andrew attaches my chain to a hook on the wall and kneels between my legs. He spits on my exposed ass and then slides his dick inside. I barely feel any discomfort and before he finishes, he rubs my clit, making me cum with him.

When he pulls out, his cum bubbles out of my abused asshole and drips onto the straw below. He leaves me filthy and when I finish my food; I collapse onto the ground and fall asleep.

**************

“Janie, hey. Wake up!”

The sound of someone’s urgent whispers drag me from slumber.

“Oh god. Look at you.” The man says when I open my eyes and I stare at him in confusion.

“It’s me, Mitch.” He says, and the name still doesn’t seem familiar to me. “Dammit. It’s the damn collar.”

He reaches up and turns off the collar, making the pleasant hum disappear. “Please Janie. Fight it. Your name is Janie and you’re a police officer. This is an undercover operation that has gone entirely wrong from the beginning.”

With the vibrations gone, my mind is still not working correctly. It’s like parts of my memories are gone and when I concentrate harder, there is nothing but a black space. I look up at this man in front of me, and he looks familiar to me now. Flashes of memories flit through my mind of him smiling and in uniform. He is so handsome.

He pulls the gag out of my mouth, causing me to cough.

“I… what?” Why is forming a sentence so hard?

“That’s it Janie. Talk to me. They haven’t broken you yet,” he says.

I finally remember him. “Mitch?”

His smile is filled with relief. “Yes! Do you remember now? We are undercover at this farm because women are going missing.”

I vaguely remember, so I nod. There are large chunks that are gone, but I don’t dare tell him.

“Good. Good. This entire thing is a disaster.” His eyes drift down my body, and his cheeks turn red. “There has to be a way to reverse this.”

I look at my body and see my breasts are so large that hang down to my elbows, and my nipples another two inches. They tingle and I can feel the milk building inside them again. I’ll need another milking soon.

My mind drifts to the dairy, and my brain has no trouble remembering it. All the pleasure I received. The fucking. The orgasms, the milk being sucked from my breasts. No, they are udders. Hucow udders.

“Janie?”

Mitch’s voice brings me back to the present.

“Try to stay focused. We have nothing to show for our time here. Everything points to the women here asking to be turned into hucows, and none of them can talk now to tell the truth.”

Suddenly, every event from my time in the academy, going undercover, and every moment since I climbed into the van comes back to me. It’s not crystal clear. It’s like watching a movie reel and the edges of the frames are fuzzy like ants are eating away at them, but I remember. I can tell this is only a fluke and the memories will fade because the images are already getting blurrier.

“We have nothing to show for our time here.” He says again in frustration.

“Do you think it’s possible to reverse what the collars have done to their minds?” It’s getting harder to talk.

Mitch meets my gaze, and I can tell what he’s going to say is not good. “No. I heard the doctor explain that the collar completely rewrites the brain’s neural pathways, and it’s so hard on the person’s brain that it can only be done once or it could cause massive bleeding and the person could become brain dead.”

“So what they did to my mind so far is going to be permanent?” I ask, thinking about my job as a police officer. I won’t be fit for duty, and the way my mind drifts, I probably won’t be able to live on my own. It’s almost too much work to think about what I want to say, let alone live a normal human life.

I know what I need to do to take this farm down.

“We only have a few more days before our deadline is up, and the captain with order and extraction. Hold on until then, and you can tell them that this was all against your will.”

“I won’t make it much longer, let alone days. I need you as my witness, Mitch. It’s the only way.” I say.

“What do you mean?” His voice fills with worry and my concentration is failing fast, so I spit it out quickly.

“I did not give them permission to change me into a hucow, and if my transition is complete, the detective will have the evidence he needs to shut this place down. You and the entire precinct know I would never consent to this, so use my body as evidence.” I say, even though I know if I do this, then Janie will be gone forever. When I leave here, I’ll have to be sent to a psychiatric hospital or hospice for the rest of my life.

Can I give up my life to save others from suffering this fate?

Yes, I can. I have to, or this never ends.

“You can’t be serious, Janie.” Mitch asks in disbelief.

“Do you have a paper and a pen?” I ask, ignoring his comment.

He frowns, clearly torn about what to do, but he begrudgingly grabs a clipboard off the wall next to my stall. He flips a page over so it’s blank.

“Take off one of my mitts.” I say, and he does. I shake out my hand, and then ask him to place the clipboard on the ground.

I take a minute to member how to write, and when I’m done my head hurts terribly, but it was worth it.

I hand the note to Mitch, who reads it.

“While still sound of mind, I, Officer Janie Hutchins, hereby state that I did not consent to any medical procedures done on my body while undercover at the HC Dairy Farm. Any alterations to my mind or body are evidence of wrongdoing by the owners and operators of this facility, and I demand that they be held responsible in a court of law.”

“This is my official statement, and I consent that law enforcement and the district attorney can use my body as evidence if I’m unable to testify myself.”

“Officer Janie Hutchins”

When he’s done, he looks at me with a resigned frown. “Are you sure about this Janie?” He asks, even though he can see the determination on my face.

We have days before help comes, and by then it will be too late, anyway. This will have to do.

“I am, but can I ask you for a favor?” I say.

“Anything.”

“I don’t want to prolong my suffering. Can you start stage three before you leave me? The faster I become a hucow, the better it will be for me. At least I won’t remember my old life.” I say and tears begin to fall from my eyes as I get ready to give up my old life that I’ve worked so hard for. It has to be this way. If I can’t go back to my old life, then I don’t want to remember it.

“Dammit, Janie. Okay. If you’re sure, but when we get out of here. I promise I’ll take care of you no matter what. Your sacrifice won’t be for nothing.” He says.

I give him a small smile in thanks. “Okay, I’m ready.”

He puts my statement in his pocket, and we don’t talk after that. There’s really nothing else to say, so he puts the mitt back on my hand. I stay still as he places the gag back into my mouth, and we look at each other once more before he presses the button on my collar and three beeps sound.

The collar hums to life, and I close my eyes and stop fighting it as the new intense vibrations send waves of pleasure through my mind, knocking out any remaining thoughts. There are no more worries, and my tears dry up as I forget why I was so sad. I’m content in my stall. This is my life now, and I am a hucow.

With no worries keeping me awake, I curl up on the hay and go to sleep, not even noticing Mitch giving me one last lingering look as he leaves.


Chapter Ten

“Whoa, you’re looking like a real hucow this morning.” A man says as he comes into his stall.

It must be time to get milked. I look up in excitement and moo around my gag, which makes him pause.

“Did you just moo?”

“Moooo.” I say again because that’s what cows do. They moo.

He kneels down next to me and grabs ahold of my collar, yanking me closer to him. “Shit. I guess your collar is defective. It’s already running the third stage.”

He tips my head up and I stare at him in confusion. Why isn’t he feeding me? I want food and then get milked.

His fingers tap the side of my head and laughs. “There’s nothing left in there, is there?”

I don’t understand what he means, so I nudge his shoulder with my face in impatience.

“Good cow. The doctor will be surprised about the collar malfunction, but the end results are the same. You’re officially one of the herd now.”

He removes my gag, and I moo softly. “Moo.” He holds the feeding tube in front of me and I happily suck down my breakfast.

“Why is its gag off?” A new man comes into my stall and he looks angry.

“It’s okay, doc. It can’t speak anymore.”

“That’s not possible until the transition is complete. Maybe it’s fooling you.” Doc says.

“Turns out the collar was defective like you thought and sometime through the night, it jumped to stage three and completed the cow’s neural reprogramming. It’s a full-fledged hucow now.”

“Hmm… let’s run some tests to make sure. After you feed it and clean it, of course.” He says to my… handler. The word filters into my mind. Handlers take care of us.

“Sure thing.”

The doc leaves and once I’m done eating my handler wheels in a small platform on wheels, and helps me climb on. My udders are so large now that I can barely walk. He straps me down on the frame and wheels me down the alley between other hucows. They moo and I return their greeting.

I hear the sounds of the dairy when we arrive and moo excitedly. My udders tingle in anticipation of what’s coming, but he turns into a small tiled room.

“Moooo!” I say in disappointment.

“Hush, cow. You’ll get milked soon.” My handler says.

Cool water hits my body as he sprays me down, and he washes me with a rough bristle brush. I may not understand what is happening since I’m just a dumb animal, but instinctively I know he’s grooming me.

“Good cow.” He praises and I know I’m making him happy. This makes me happy. I want to be a good cow.

When I’m clean, the doc comes back, and he looks me over. I moan softly as he examines my breasts. “Impressive set of udders, and they are still growing.”

He moves around to face me and looks into my eyes. I stare back blankly. He taps my lips. “Open.” He says and I obey because I’m a good hucow.

“Now for the cognitive function test, and I’d like to see how responsive it is to sexual stimulation, so I want you to mount the cow.” The doc says and I get excited because I know that word, and mounting brings pleasure.

“It’s already dripping.” My handler says as his fingers fondle my folds. “Her cow clit is so swollen like a grape.”

The head of his cock pushed through my wetness and slid into me. “MOO!” This feels wonderful, and as he begins to thrust, my teats start to drip milk.

“Positive response to stimulation. Her milk is already releasing.” The doc says as I moan and wiggle my hips to get him to fuck me harder.

“647.”

The doc says my name and I look up at him in a lust filled haze.

“Are you a cow?” The doc asks me, and I moo in response.

“Can you speak like a human?” He asks next, and I snort and then moan when my handler hits a certain spot inside me. Cows don’t talk, the doc is being silly.

I shake my head. “Moo.”

“Are you a good cow whose only purpose is to get milked and be bred like the animal you are?”

Yes! That’s what I am.

“Mooooo.” I say as my pussy clenches down on the cock plowing into me roughly now and I cum.

“You’re right, Andrew. The transformation is complete. Now pull out before you make a mess. I have to do an internal exam. I want it bred as soon as possible.” The doc says, and Andrew pulls out, but then the head of his cock is pushing into my ass.

“Sorry doc, but I need to blow my load, and this hole could use some lube before it’s plugged.”

Another orgasm builds as he uses my body like he’s meant to. It’s my purpose. To make all the handlers happy.

I almost cum again when he holds still with a shout and fills my ass full of his cum. He pulls out and I moo softly. I was so close.

He pats my ass, and the doc wastes no time pushing four fingers into me. It instantly sends me over the edge.

I hang limp across the frame, panting heavily and relishing the aftereffects of my orgasm as the doctor does what he wants to me.

“The cervix is softening up nicely, so it should be ready for breeding in a couple of days. Until then, put it on milk rotation with the other hucows.” The doc says. “I have to go. The other new heifers need to start the final stage. We lucked out with this one and the program seems to have worked properly despite the collar malfunction.”

I quietly wait as my handler removes my collar and places a heavier steel one around my neck. He adds smaller steel bands around my wrists and ankles before taking me to the place I’ve been waiting to go. The dairy.

I eagerly climb onto the milking rack, and he locks my neck, arms, and legs in place. Cups are placed on my udders and the rhythmic suction feels so good.

“Moo.” I moan as my milk begins to trickle out.

My handler laughs and then pushes a large plug into my cum lubed asshole. I whimper as it stretches me open. “Perfect. In a few days, you’ll be taking the biggest one we have.” He says. “You’re such a slutty cow.”

I’m a little disappointed when he doesn’t fuck me, but when he wheels over a fuck machine with an enormous dildo on it, I’m extremely happy.

As the hard cock sinks inside me, everything feels right. This is the best life. I begin to cum as he turns up the machine until it’s thrusting hard and fast inside me. My udders let go and my milk sprays into the cups and gets sucked away.

Small orgasms wrack my body, and I close my eyes and sink into nothingness. I don’t need to think, only feel pleasure.

My handler mutters, “another dumb horny cow,” before walking away, and he’s right. I am a dumb horny cow, and I’m always horny when they milk me. Getting milked makes me so content and I’m happy to stay here all day, every day. I don’t remember anything better than this.


Chapter Eleven

Mitch

They should be coming to extract us any day now, and I can’t wait to be out of this hellhole. The shit I’ve seen will give me nightmares for years. The people who run this place are sick and they deserve to suffer, just like all these women. Just like poor Janie.

I’ve kept my distance from her so no one gets suspicious, but I’ve seen her in the dairy getting milked and stimulated on the machines. Anger and something close to jealousy fills me every time I see a farmhand sink his cock into one of her holes and use her for his pleasure. I always had a crush on her since meeting her in the academy and even made sure I got a job at the same precinct as her. There will never be a chance for us now, but I’ll keep my promise to her and make sure she is taken care of after this is over.

I grit my teeth as I see a farmhand sliding his cock into her open mouth while the dildo is drilling into her from behind. It’s barbaric. The only consolation is that she doesn’t know any better now that her mind is broken and seems to enjoy it.

My heart aches at what she’s been reduced to. A mindless beast with enormous breasts that are now being milked, and a cocksleeve for whoever wants to use her.

The farmhand pulls her head down onto his cock until her face is smashed into his pubs, and cums down her throat. I can’t prevent my cock from getting hard as she gasps for air when he pulls out and licks him clean. I feel ashamed at getting turned on, but just thinking about her doing that to me has me hard as stone.

“Hey, are you free?” Conner, another farmhand, asks.

“Yeah, what do you need?” I ask, trying to keep my expression free of the disgust I feel every time I have to talk to someone here. They are all guilty as far as I’m concerned.

He looks down at a clipboard in his hands. “648, is on schedule for breeding, unhook her and take it to the breeding barn right away.”

Shit. “Yeah, okay.”

I hurry over to Janie or hucow 648, and unhook her from the pumps. I ignore the wet sounds of the dildo sliding out of her pussy. She moos her displeasure, and I can’t help but smirk. She’s such a horny little thing now.

I pat her on the head to comfort her, and she leans into my touch. Grabbing the nearest trolly, I help her onto it before pulling her out of the dairy and through the long glass walkway that leads to the breeding barn.

I was hoping the lead detective would’ve raided the farm before she has to go through this, but it’s too late. The bulls have been genetically modified, and their seed is extremely potent. The petite woman who came in with Janie is already pregnant through artificial insemination. After today Janie will be pregnant too.

When we pass through the glass walkway, something outside catches my eye and I stop to look. In the distance, and getting closer, are three helicopters. Could it be? My heart begins to pound as they get closer.

Some guards begin to shout and then there is a gigantic explosion near the medical building where all the women begin their transformation.

Janie moos in distress, and I pat her to soothe her panic. The sounds of gunfire reach us and then the glass next to us shatters.

“MOOOO!” Janie screeches in fear.

“Fuck!” I shout and quickly pull her back towards the dairy. Off to the left is a storage room and I pull her into there and behind a shelf of supplies.

The sounds get louder and they go on for hours before silence. I remain in the room longer. I won’t risk Janie getting hurt by a stray bullet. Her body is now evidence, but that’s not the only reason I’m protecting her. She’s still my friend.

Movement outside the door has me tensing up, and when two swat officers bust through the door with guns raised, I put my hands in the air, standing in front of Janie like a shield.

“My name is Officer Mitch Williams. I’m undercover on the farm.” I say quickly and one man removes their face mask. It’s Douglas Park, an officer in the same precinct as me.

“Mitch, glad to see you’re all right.” He says.

Janine lets out a loud moo, and all eyes move to the women restrained on the trolly behind me.

“Holy shit. Is that…” Douglas asks as he stares at Janie with wide eyes. His gaze drops to her naked chest and I move back in front of her to block his view. It’s bad enough everyone will know what happened to her soon. They don’t need to ogle her naked body.

“Yes. It’s Officer Hutchins. This place…” I gather my thoughts. “The detective couldn’t have thought the case was as bad as this, and once we were in, we realized we were in over our heads. Janie had it much worse than me, and she fought it, but in the end she sacrificed herself to make sure this place gets shut down and these bastards get put away for a long time.”

Douglas swallows hard and takes one more glance behind me before the other officer produces a blanket. I grab it and cover Janie’s body.

“It’s okay, Janie.” I tell her. “It’s over now. You did good.”

She smiles, her beautiful eyes once intelligent and sharp, stare blankly at me as she lets out a soft moo.

“Moo.”

“I’ll protect you from now on, I promise.” I say and mean every word.


Epilogue… Six months later

Every farm hand and guard who survived the raid was arrested. Dr. Jack Darrow, who turns out really wasn’t a doctor, was taken into custody as well. They were all tight-lipped when they thought their fake documents and safeguards would protect them, but when they found out Janie wrote a statement and signed it while on the farm they knew they were going to face hard time and where she was a cop, they were going to get the book thrown at them.

The DA offered them a lower sentence if they talked, and Jack Darrow became a fountain of information. He ratted out his predecessor, Dr. Evans, who was an actual doctor of neurology. The farm started out as a science experiment to see if a human’s brain can be reprogrammed to basic animal instincts. Then some rich investors with lactation fetishes started to invest, and the hucows were made. Selling babies birthed by the hucows on the black market was a large financial bonus, and we also stumbled on hucow trafficking and pleasure barns that were scattered throughout the state.

The corruption was not just on the farm but spread throughout the country, linking prominent figures to the farm. A lot of high-profile figures were arrested and the trials will continue for years to come.

The farm was shut down, but after Dr. Evans’ arrest, he hinted that there were other farms, similar to the HC Dairy Farm across the world. Detectives are looking into countrywide abduction patterns to find another possible hucow facility.

It may take time, but they’ll all get what they deserve and the victims will finally get the justice they deserve. There is a memorial plaque placed on the farm property to honor the women who lost their lives there as well.

When the trial hit the news, it went worldwide. Most people were horrified, but some found hucow life captivating and it became a kink in some of the bdsm clubs. They would roleplay as a hucow and handler. I stare down at Janie who’s lying in the grass in my fenced-in backyard, sunning herself, and can understand their desires. Hucow kink has become my fetish too, but I have a real hucow.

They built a facility to house all the surviving women who fell victim to the farm and now they are being cared for properly with the freedom to move around and socialize as a group. I didn’t want Janie there, so I fought to gain custody of her and when I won the fight to take care of her, I had to make some changes to my home and the fence kept her safe from wandering off. I watch, climb to her hands and knees and stretch, letting out a moo sound that makes me smile.

Her once smooth stomach is rounded now, as our baby grows inside her. I get hard just thinking about sinking inside her pussy. She’s always wet and ready. A side effect of the drugs they gave her on the farm. Her udders are swelling up with milk again and I’ll have to take her to the milking shed again soon. She loves getting milked, and I like our time spent in the shed. She needs stimulation to have a letdown, and I’m more than happy to give it to her. I groan and adjust my hardening cock.

Her head swings in my direction, and she waddles towards the back deck. I made her a ramp, so it’s easier for her to climb up.

She settles between my knees and looks up at me with lust filled eyes. I love it when she’s so eager to please me. This is not the life I’d envisioned with her, but I’m happy. I unzip my fly and pull my hard cock out, and she immediately swallows it down.

I’ve fallen in love with her, and she’ll never be able to tell me she loves me verbally, but she can show me with actions. I shudder in pleasure when she hums on my cock, bringing me closer to climax.

Janie was amazing as a person. Kind and brave, and great at everything she did, but she is no different now. I shout out my release, and she swallows every drop of my cum before licking me clean.

I run my fingers through her soft hair and smile down at her. She’s still kind, and she is a good hucow.

I’ll keep my promise and take good care of her.

THE END.
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