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Chapter One

I step off the bus and frown at the outdated bus station in front of me. What used to be yellow paint is faded on the walls and in some spots, it’s peeling, exposing the old boards underneath. There is one lone window where an old man sits, leaning his head into his hand with his eyes closed. He looks like he’s having an afternoon nap instead of greeting the people coming off the bus.

I snort to myself. What people? I was the last one on the bus. The other travels got off ages ago in towns that were far busier and nicer than this place. “Have a good day, miss.” The driver says before closing the bus doors and pulling away from the station, leaving me standing alone in a cloud of dust as the bus meanders down the dirt road.

“What the hell am I doing? I must’ve lost my mind.” I mumble to myself for maybe the hundredth time since climbing onto the bus yesterday. The air blows across my face, bringing with the smell of hay, and my nose scrunches up in disgust as I get a whiff of what I think is animal manure. I’m a city girl and have never visited the countryside before and I wouldn’t be here now if I could find a job close to home, but there was nothing available for a new high school graduate. The entire country has been falling into a recession over the past few years and work is hard to find unless you have a college degree, which I will have to get, eventually. It wasn’t my first choice, and I never expected to have to pay my way.

So here I am, in the middle of bumfuck nowhere, in sandals and a flowery sundress with my blond hair tied up in a ponytail, waiting for my new boss to pick me up for my first job ever. I look rumpled from the twenty-four-hour trip to get here, and would give anything to have a hot shower and a full night’s sleep, but that will have to wait until my new employer comes to collect me.

Fresh out of options and with zero job prospects in the city, I had to search for work in places I wouldn’t dream of going, but I’m desperate. My parents were never the type to coddle or be very maternal, but they bought me stuff and kept me living the comfortable, spoiled lifestyle I’ve grown accustomed to. Now that I’ve graduated, they consider their job done. My allowance is now cut off and I have the summer to find a job or I’m out on my ass. I can’t believe my parents are being so mean. I was raised to be a spoiled, pampered brat and I expected it to continue until I bagged a husband that would take care of me. Being a grown up sucks! Now I need to go to college and then get a cushy job or I’ll end up poor, or worse, living on the streets, spreading my legs for my next meal.

I shudder at the thought. Don’t get me wrong, I have no problem spreading my legs if the man between them is rich as fuck and will be my sugar daddy. Believe me, I would prefer that route instead of college, but like jobs, rich men who are not already taken are hard to find so I’m shit out of luck and now I’m going to be up to my elbows in shit too when I start my new job. Yuck!

I hear a honk and an old, beat up red pick up truck pulls up next to the bus station. I eye the bus attendant to see if the noise of the horn woke him up, but he’s still snoozing away. The man in the pick up rolls down his window. “Howdy, young lady. You must be, Sarah.”

He smiles at me, showing off his perfectly white teeth and dimples that are partially hidden behind a day’s worth of scruff. He’s handsome for a redneck farmer. His blue eyes sparkle with warmth as he gazes at me. He tips his dusty baseball cap up with a sun-tanned hand. “Have you been waitin long?” The timber of his voice sends pleasant shivers down my spine, and my nipples pebble in response. Damn! Working on a farm doesn’t seem so bad if I get to look at this hunk all day. I wonder if he’s looking for a wife to pamper.

My lips tip up as I smile back at my new boss. “You must be Mr. Taylor and no, I haven’t been waiting long. I just got here.” I stand up straighter, puffing my chest out as the farmer’s gaze drops downward, taking in my form. Hopefully, he likes what he sees. I know the boys in school did, but that was just fun. This is serious. If he finds me attractive, maybe I can use that to my advantage. From the look of his faded plaid shirt and rusty truck, I can tell he’s not rich, but a little flirting won’t hurt, especially if I can get away with working less or possibly not at all. I just want to be someone to take care of my needs without having to lift a finger. That’s not too much to ask for, is it?

He meets my gaze after a moment and I notice the flicker of lust in his eyes, but he quickly looks away and clears his throat. “Good and call me Joe or Farmer Joe. Everyone does. Well, daylights a wastin and the farm is an hour’s drive from here. Hop in and we’ll head home. You’ll need a full night’s sleep because work on the farm starts early.”

My stomach sinks in dismay. I never wake up before noon most days and now I have to get up at dawn? This is not going to be a fun summer. Tossing my luggage in the back, I open the passenger door. The hinges protest, making a loud grinding sound, and I wonder if this truck is safe. I climb into the cab and pull the door closed, eyeing the interior. Everything is dusty and smells like a barn. The odor is not exactly unpleasant. There is a potent scent of hay, but thankfully, the smell of cow shit is absent.

Joe is pleasant the entire ride, explaining some ins and outs of running a dairy farm. He details some chores I will be doing as a farmhand, like feeding the cows and chickens and mucking stalls. Joe gets into detail about the milking process, but he might as well be talking gibberish because it makes no sense to me. He must read the confusion on my face and maybe some panic because he chuckles. “Don’t worry. It’s easier to show you. You’ll be a pro in no time.”

I just nod my head. What the hell am I doing? I ask myself again. A city girl doesn’t belong on a farm.

When the farm comes into view, my mouth drops open in awe. It’s beautiful with fields as far as the eye can see and a large mountain range as a backdrop. The tall red barn sits to the left of the driveway as Joe pulls up and parks in front of a white farm house which is surprisingly well maintained.

“Welcome to Alphabet Farms.” Joe says as he stares at his farm with pride.

Some of the tension in my body eases as I climb out of the truck and a sense of serenity fills me. This is my new home for the summer. I might be a city girl, but there’s just something about this place. The wide open space, free of people and the loud noises of a bustling metropolis is a pleasant change.

I think I’m going to like it here.


Chapter Two

“I fucking hate this job!” I growl under my breath as I stare down in disgust at the shit that just splattered across my boots. The dumb cow didn’t even wait until I was done cleaning its stall before it lifted its tail and had a huge dump. The steaming mess hit the ground with a wet plop and sprayed across my boots.

The stupid animals do nothing all day but eat and lie around in their stalls or the field and relax between milkings while I run around and clean up after them and make sure they are fed and watered. Their only job is giving milk twice a day and thankfully Joe takes care of that after I bumbled the first day. I got distracted and left the milking machine on for longer than necessary. The cows’ teats were sore, and angry moos were heard throughout the barn. Guess it hurts once they are empty, but they’re just animals, so who cares? Farmer Joe didn’t feel the same way and was not impressed. At least it got me out of milking, but now I’m knee deep in shit and no amount of showering takes the smell away. The pungent odor is embedded in my nose.

I’ve been here for two weeks, and every day is the same shit. Literally!

The cow lets out a quiet moo and goes back to eating while I shovel out the new waste. I’m suddenly jealous of the thing. What I would give to just spend all summer lying in the sun, relaxing the day away while someone brings me drinks and food.

I shake my head at myself. I’m being foolish. Who gets jealous of a dumb animal? I’m just exhausted and on the farm there are no days off. It’s time to call it quits. I’m not cut out for manual labor.

Throwing the shovel down, I stomp out of the barn and make my way towards the farmhouse. Hopefully Joe will be home, so I can tell him I quit and get him to drive me to the bus station. He started leaving the farm lately after the morning milking and only returning at dinner or in time for the evening milking. This began a couple of days after I started, telling me that he was heading to some type of farming expo. He mentioned a new type of farming that could make him a lot of money, since traditional farming was dying out and he’s close to losing his farm. I never paid attention to what type of animal he was planning on farming, since it had nothing to do with me. As long as he paid me, I don’t care what happens to this place.

The only problem I had was that he left me to do most of the work. I didn’t even get the benefit of staring at his handsome face and the way his shirt stretched across his muscles as he worked. I was done with this place unless things changed, but I don’t see that happening.

“Hello?” I shout after taking my boots off at the back door.

The farmhouse is quiet and there’s no response, so I move down the hallway and don’t see Joe in the kitchen or living room. Maybe he’s in his office.

The door is opened a crack and when I knock, it slowly swings away from me to reveal an empty room with a desk and chair in the corner. The desk is covered in papers and the computer screen is on.

Guess he’s gone again. Just as I turn to leave, the image on the screen catches my attention.

My curiosity gets the best of me and I move closer to get a better look. On the screen is a picture of a woman. A naked woman with enormous breasts. She’s outside, kneeling on the ground on all fours. Around her neck is a thick black collar. I can only see her side profile, but notice she has a dopey smile on her face as she looks up at the man standing next to her. He’s dressed a lot like Joe does around the farm, with blue jeans and a plaid shirt. He’s holding a lead in his hand that’s attached to the woman’s collar.

At first I think Joe forgot to close his web browser after watching kinky porn, but what I’m looking at is not a video, but an article. A rush of heat spreads through my body in the erotic picture. There is something about how she’s in such a submissive position that makes my panties damp. It’s obvious the man is in complete control.

My mind begins to wander, imagining myself in the same position. Naked and submissive, but in my head Farmer Joe is standing over me with a sexy smirk on his face.

My thighs clench at the thought and I have the urge to slide my hand between my legs and touch myself.

I pull my gaze away from the picture and read the title of the article. “Hucow Farming. The future of the milking industry.”

Hucow? What is a hucow? This must be what Joe was talking about when he mentioned a new method of farming, but I still don’t understand.

I begin to read through the article, scrolling down past the picture of the naked woman and the more I read, the wetter I get. Holy shit! A hucow is a human cow! They milk them and sell their milk. The article gets technical, discussing milk yields and marketing, proper hucow care and husbandry.

I can’t believe something like this really happens.

The last picture in the article is of the same woman kneeling in a stall with a metal bucket beneath her huge tits. She has a blissed out smile on her face while the farm cups her chest in the same fashion I’ve seen the farmer milk the real cows. From the look on the woman’s face, she seems to love it.

“Sarah, what are you doing in here?”

I jump to my feet quickly and spin around to find Joe standing in the doorway, looking at me suspiciously. He glances at the computer screen and then back to me before crossing his arms, waiting for me to explain why I’m not out in the barn working. His face doesn’t show any embarrassment about what I saw on his computer.

“I… I was looking for you, and thought I’d check your office when I didn’t find you in the kitchen.” I say. My cheeks must be bright pink because I can feel their warmth.

He lowers his hands to his sides and steps further into the room. I can’t help but glance down at his large, calloused hands and wonder what they’d feel like on my flesh. My cheeks flush even more and my belly flutters in response to the erotic thoughts swirling around in my head. I shouldn’t have read the article because all I can think about now is farmer Joe’s hands wrapped around a pair of large breasts, milking them. A deep desire rises in me and I suddenly want those hands on me.

“I was in town at the bank, finalizing my new business plan.” He says. “What did you need me for?”

What did I want him for again? I can’t think straight with how horny I feel right now. Oh yeah! I was coming in here to quit, but now I’m more curious about this hucow stuff.

“Um… I’m struggling with my chores.” I tell him. “Farm work is exhausting, and it’s way too hard for me. I’m not used to this type of manual labor. Honestly, I’m not used to doing any type of work. Physical labor is just not for me.”

“So you’re quitting, I take it.”

“I’m sorry, but I just can’t do it anymore. I need an easier job.”

I look away from Joe’s now disappointed gaze and my head subconsciously turns towards the computer screen and the woman being milked. “It’s that article real? Do women really get milked like cows?” I point towards his computer.

“Yes, they do. They’re called hucows and hucow farming is the future. Regular farming is no longer lucrative. Hucow milk is increasing in demand as the industry grows and the price of a gallon of hucow milk is twenty times the price of regular cow milk. I’ve seen my neighbors losing their farms to bankruptcy because they refuse to adapt to the times and I refuse to lose what my father and grandfather built. I just re-mortgaged this property and I’m getting ready to start my very own hucow farm.” His voice is filled with pride when he talks about this place.

“Unfortunately, you won’t be around to see the changes and meet the hucows that will be under contract with my farm.” He says.

“There under contract? Like it’s a job?” I ignore the first part of what he said and latch on to the end.

“Yes, all hucows sign a contract and get paid twenty percent of their yield. The more milk they produce, the more they get paid. They get free board and food, as well as all medical expenses paid. Once their contract is up, they walk away with a large paycheck and all they have to do is lie around, relax and give milk. They don’t have to think or worry about anything while they are on the farm. Everything will be taken care of for them.”

That sounds easy. Plus, the idea of getting taken care of and getting paid on top of it sounds very appealing if you can get past the idea of being used like a farm animal.

“Well, I’ve got a busy afternoon, so go get packed and I’ll take you to the bus. Got a truck full of equipment on the way and another one to pick up the old cows I’m selling to another farm. I’ve got to this place ready before I find someone to be my first hucow.” He says.

“What if I become your first hucow?” The words are out of my mouth before I can think twice about it.

“What?” His mouth drops open in surprise.

I’m a little surprised too, but now that I’ve said it, something feels right about my decision, so I continue. “You said it’s like a job, right?”

“Yes. Hucows are under contract for a set amount of time. They become property of the farm until the end of the contract.” His expression changes and he looks at me differently than normal.

His gaze turns appraising as he starts at my feet and moves up my body. I stand still until he meets my eyes. “I’m not sure if you could handle becoming a hucow.” He says, and instantly I bristle in anger.

“I can! Plus, I need the money and it’ll be more than you’re paying me now and I’ll have to do less work.” I know I sound like a brat, but I’m committed now and really want this job. This man’s hands on my body will be a bonus. It’s a win-win.

“Fine, then take your clothes off.” He says.

“What?” I freeze, not expecting him to say that.

“I need to see your body, and if you have a problem being naked in front of a man, then you’ll never make it as a hucow.” He says simply as he stares at me, waiting.

Well, this is happening fast.

I want to bulk, but the look of challenge in his eyes has me gripping the bottom of my shirt and ripping it over my head. I want to laugh as I unbutton my jeans and see he’s surprised now. He didn’t think I was serious. His look of surprise disappears quickly and gets replaced by appreciation as I stand up straight after kicking my pants to the side, leaving me in just my bra and panties.

“More?” I ask, feeling bold as his eyes heat.

He nods his head.

I remove the rest of my clothes until I’m standing in front of him, naked. He doesn’t move right away, just stares at me, at my chest, at the tiny patch of hair between my legs. Then, before I can blink, he’s standing in front of me. “You’re very beautiful.”

“Thanks.” I whisper as he walks around me. I stand still and let him look at me. His eyes don’t miss an inch of my skin. They pause a little longer on my breasts and I can’t stop my nipples from hardening.

At least I’m not the only one affected by what is happening. I can tell he likes what he sees because there is a noticeable bulge in his pants, but he remains professional, just staring at me like he did earlier. Appraising me like an object or better yet livestock, because if I do this, then I’ll be his property. His hucow to do with what he wants until my contract is up, and that thought alone has had me wet. Hopefully, he doesn’t notice. I’m not sure why I’m so turned on, but the thought of being under his control has me dripping with desire.

“I’m new at this, but I think you have what it takes to be the perfect hucow.” He says, and I smile in pride.

Damn right I do.

He walks over to the filing cabinet and takes out some papers. “If you're serious. Read this and fill out the back.”

“What does it say?” I ask, not feeling up to reading when all I want to do is go up to my room and finger myself to orgasm after this.

“It’s a contract between you and Alphabet Farms. States that while you are here, all your needs will be covered. You’ll be housed, fed and taken care of. All that is required of you is to be a good hucow and get milked. I will help you produce as much milk as possible, of course. It will only benefit you and the farm financially in the end.”

I nod my head. Everything he’s saying sounds good.

“The back page is the most important.” He flips the papers to the last one. “By signing, you’ll become my property for whatever amount of time you choose, but most farms usually ask for a minimum of three months.”

“Three months is fine.” I say and he nods.

“Good. We can start with that.” He adds, and I wonder how long most women do this. Isn't three months long enough to act like a cow?

“This part acknowledges that no breeding will occur during your contract.”

“Breeding?” I ask, confused.

“Yes. Some hucows get bred, but only the ones who decide to remain a hucow permanently. Those hucows truly embrace the lifestyle and breeding offers another form of revenue. A pregnant cow produces more milk and any offspring can be sold to families who can’t have children.” He explains.

I look at him in disbelief. “Why would someone want to be a hucow for the rest of their life? That’s crazy. I don’t think I want kids, but if I did, I don’t think I could give them up.”

He shrugs his shoulders. “Every woman is different. You’re not aware of this, but on my visits to other hucow farms, I’ve seen how addicting being a hucow becomes. It’s very pleasurable for the women and they get used to the stress-free life. Some choose never to leave after their contract is up, and being bred is something they look forward to. They go through the joys of carrying a life, without the sleepless nights and diaper changes and the stress of raising a child. They’re happy knowing they fulfilled a couple’s dreams and their child will go to a loving family.”

I don’t understand everything he said since I’ve never seen a hucow farm before or heard of a hucow until an hour ago. What I get the gist of is that it’s a roundabout way of adoption, which is a good thing. Some women are devastated that they can’t have kids.

“I can see you need some time, so read it over and decide.” He says, but I shake my head.

“I’m fine. It’s only three months. I’ll sign now.” I say and grab a pen off the desk.

“If you’re sure, but I don’t want you regretting it in a few days. This is a binding contract and if you break it, then you’ll be out the cost of legal fees and any money the farm has put into you.” He warns.

I’ve always been impulsive. I’m never one to second guess my decisions and I’m not going to start now. The faster I become a hucow, the faster I get to relax and maybe if I’m lucky I can get some special attention from my new temporary owner.

I fill out the back form, writing three months for the length. I check off the boxes, stating I understand my body is now the property of Alphabet Farms and its owner. The bottom states I’ll get a document stating my amount of milk produced and my cut of profit at the end of my term. My signature seals the deal and I hand it back to Joe, who’s smiling wildly.

“Great. Don’t worry about anything. I’ll take good care of you while you’re here.” He says.

I smile back and reach down to grab my clothes.

“Wait.” He walks over to a box in the corner. “I got these last week. Not sure if I was going to need them, since I was just going to pick up my hucows already prepared from an auction.”
I’m curious about this entire hucow business, but he doesn’t elaborate. He returns with a black silk robe and hands it to me. “Put this on. It will be more comfortable than your clothes once your udders grow.”

“Udders.” I frown, but take the robe and put it on. The soft material caresses my skin, and it feels amazing.

“Yeah. I’m going to keep things very traditional on my farm. Your breasts are now called udders and I’ll refer to other parts of your body in different terms. Like your ass as rump.”

I giggle. He can call them whatever he wants as long as I get paid in the end.

“Now, here are the pills you need to take to make you lactate. Take three in the morning and three in the evening. Once you have milk, the daily milking will keep you producing.” He says while handing me a bottle of pills.

“What happens when I’m done?” I ask.

“Your milk will dry up without constant milking within a few weeks, but you’ll probably be stuck with the larger breast size.”

I smile and take the bottle. “I have no problem with having bigger boobs.”

He chuckles. “That’s good then. I’m so excited to start my hucow farm and I’m one lucky farmer to have such a beautiful hucow like you will be once those meds kick in. They take about three days and you may have some discomfort as your udders grow, so I want you to relax and do nothing for the next few days. I’ll be busy around the farm with renovations and new equipment arriving today, but I’ll make sure there is proper food stocked in the fridge for you to eat.”

“Proper food?” I ask.

“Yup. Hucows need food rich in nutrients and calories to stay healthy and produce top quality milk. Don’t worry, each day I’ll label all the containers and dates and times to eat. Just make sure you eat it all.”

This is awesome. I don’t even have to make myself food and I get to relax and catch up on sleep for the next few days. Sounds good to me.

“Welcome to Alphabet Farms, my first hucow.” Joe winks and walks out the door.

I head to the kitchen and down three pills with a glass of water before making my way upstairs to my room with a smile on my face. My new job as a hucow is starting off perfect.

I’m still horny from earlier, so I think I’ll get myself off and then have a nap. Sounds like the best way to spend the afternoon.


Chapter Three

I did everything farmer Joe asked of me in those three days, which was eat and rest. The first day I didn’t feel any different, but when I got up in the morning and dressed in a pair of jeans and a tee, I noticed my bra didn’t fit quite as well as it usually does and my shirt felt scratchy against my skin, but I ignored it. My boobs felt fuller and my tee looked tighter across my chest. When I looked in the mirror, I could help but smile. I looked fucking hot!

I took another dose of pills after eating the breakfast Joe had pre-prepared for me. There was an egg and spinach omelet which was huge. It tasted amazing, and I almost couldn’t finish it, but Joe told me to make sure I ate everything, so I did, but that wasn’t all. There was a side of fruit and baked sweet potato along with a green smoothie. By the time I was done, my belly was so bloated I looked pregnant. The jeans had to come off, and Joe found me on the couch in my shirt and panties.

His heated stare scorched across my bare skin as he took in my relaxed pose on the couch, stopping when he got to my tits. “How are you doing?”

“I’m feeling good.” I say. My body flushes with heat the longer he stands there, staring at me.

“Did you eat breakfast?”

“Sure did! Now I’m so full and…” a yawn escapes me. “I think I’ll need a nap again.” I’ve never been this tired and lazy. Must be all the work I’ve been doing around here. Probably need a few days to catch up on my sleep.

“Good. Rest up. I have to get back to work. Make sure you eat lunch and supper, too. And take another dose this evening.” He says and then turns around and leaves.

The thought of eating lunch when I was already stuffed was daunting, but after my nap, I did what he asked and ate another enormous meal of what looked like veggie stew and bread along with another thick smoothie.

Supper was the same vegetables and two shakes this time. These were grainy and so thick I had a hard time drinking them, but they tasted great.

I took the meds again, stripped off my clothes and passed out, naked, on my bed.

The second morning, there was a noticeable difference in my body. I woke up groggy and when I rolled over, my tits almost smacked me in the face. They were at least two cup sizes bigger and when I touched them; they were tender. My nipples even grew too and darkened in color. As I pinched them lightly, they hardened under my fingers. My pussy grew wet as I explored my new tits with my fingers. Every tug on my nipple sent electric shocks of pleasure to my clit. I didn’t know breasts were so sensitive.

I was so horny I slipped my fingers inside my core and pumped them in and out while my other hand pinched my engorged flesh. I came so hard I nearly blacked out. Even though my orgasm was so strong, my arousal lingered under the surface all day.

I didn’t bother with a bra that day, and just grabbed one of Joe’s shirts from the laundry to wear. The faint scent of his natural musk lingered on the cotton and only fueled my lust. I wanted that man badly.

When I sat down for breakfast, I took another dose of meds and grab the food labelled breakfast. This time it was only a plate of fruit and two smoothes. I frowned, really looking forward to another omelet, but as soon as I took a sip of the drink, I was starving and quickly finished it all. It filled me up, and the laziness returned. It was time to relax the day away again. This time I spent it in the backyard where there was a recliner. The sun was warm, and I fell asleep under the tree until it was time to eat again.

Now it’s the third morning, and my chest is aching like crazy. My chest is massive, but still nowhere near the size of the woman’s breasts I saw on Joe’s computer. My entire body felt overheated, and I was incredibly horny. The inside of my thighs were soaked in my arousal and my clit felt all puffy. I let out a whimper of pleasure as I touched the swollen nub. I could cum from the lightest touch.

A knock on my door had me sitting up quickly and grabbing Joe’s shirt to cover up, but as soon as the material touched my skin, it felt wrong. The material felt soft yesterday, but now it was like wrapping myself in sandpaper, so I threw it aside and went and answered the door completely naked.

Joe was standing there, holding another smoothie. I’ve never been self-conscious about my body. I’ve always looked good, and the heated expression on Joe’s face when he sees my new boobs makes me feel proud. The mixture of awe and raw lust and excitement in his expression has me sticking my chest out further, and posing for the man who now owns me for the next three months. I’m looking forward to what he’s going to do to me.

He lifts his free hand slowly like he’s in a trance and reaches toward my chest. Fucking finally! Just as his fingertips make contact, he snatches his hand back and shakes his head, making me frown.

“It’s okay to touch me.” I say. “My body’s yours for the next three months.” I remind him.

“Yes, I know, and I can’t wait to get my hands on you and start collecting your milk, but not here. By the looks of your udders, you’re now ready to begin.” He says. “Are you feeling okay?”

I pout. My body is craving his touch. I want this to be pleasurable too. “Yes, I’m fine, but my body is hot and, honestly, I’m a little horny.” I fib a little because I’m more than a little horny.

“That’s normal, and should level out once you get milked a few times. Here, drink this and then we’ll get started. Meet me downstairs when you’re ready.” He says and hands me the smoothie.

Once again, as soon as the mixture hits my tongue, I’m ravenous and wolf it down.

When I’m done. I grab his shirt, but can’t bring myself to put it on, so I’ll just carry. I shut my bedroom door and take a deep breath. This is it! My first day of being a hucow. I hope I’m ready for it.


Chapter Four

“Good. Let’s head out to the barn.” He says when I find him waiting for me by the back door.

“The barn?” I ask in surprise.

He looks at me with confusion. “Yes. That’s where all the equipment is. Did you think we were going to collect your milk in the house?”

I didn’t know what to think, really, so I didn't answer.

“Don’t fret, the real cows are gone, and the barn has been completely transformed.” He adds.

Good. That place stunk. If I have to still work out there, then I don’t want to smell shit all day.

He opens the door, but pauses. “Sarah.”

I look at him. “Once we leave this house, you're three months as my first hucow starts. Remember, I’ll have complete control over you until your contract is up and you will have to do as I say.”

My heart rate quickens and my body grows even warmer at the thought of giving up control to him. He must see something in my expression as I nod eagerly because he smirks and takes my hand. “Good girl.”

The cool air hits my heated flesh and I sigh in relief. The house was way too warm, but the air in the barn is even better than outside. There is a cool breeze that blows through the open doors and Joe told the truth. There is not a whiff of cow smell left. In fact, every surface is wiped clean and the floors in the stalls are covered in black matts that look soft. In the corner of each stall is an elevated cot big enough for a large do with a layer of straw on it. The old stalls had no doors, but every stall now has a fence-like door. All the stalls are empty, of course, since the cows are gone, but I wonder why he needs stalls anymore? Why fix them up?

“This way.” He directs me into what used to be the supply room, but it doesn’t look like it anymore. The back wall still holds shovels and cleaning supplies, but there is also a fridge and sink next to the door. A glass cabinet holds bottles of medications and stainless steel instruments that make me a little nervous. In the center is a small table which he points at. “Sit here for a second.”

I place my naked ass on the edge of the table and hop up while he gathers a few items out of the fridge and something from the shelf.

He sets it to the side and then comes back to me. “Now, little hucow. I want this process to be as uncomplicated as possible. This farm will run similar to a normal dairy, so for the next three months, you are my human cow. We’re both new at this, but I say we just jump right in. Sound good to you.?”

“Okay.” I say, not sure what he means.

“Good. Now let me help you get on all fours.” He says and grabs my hips, flipping me over onto my hands and knees on the table. I’m ready to protest, but decide to see where this is going when he rubs his hands down my thigh, letting his fingers graze the edge of my pussy. I subconsciously push my ass out, hoping he’ll keep touching me, and smile in glee when he does.

“Good, girl. Good, cow.” He coos as he pats my ass soothingly while fiddling with something on the side of the table.

Suddenly, there is a sharp sting in my ass, and I yelp. “What the hell?”

“Shh… it was just a shot of vitamins. I need to make sure you stay healthy.” He says.

“You could have just told me before sticking me with a needle.” I say.

“Do you think I told the real cows what I was doing before I did it?” He asks.

“That’s different.”

“How so?”

“They were just dumb farm animals.” I say.

“But now you’re a farm animal. Now don’t get mad, pretty cow. I know you’re not dumb, but I’m going to run this farm my way. You agreed to be my hucow, and that means doing things my way. Besides, it’s better if you just relax and let me worry about everything. All you have to do is let me take care of you and make milk.”

I’m not sure I enjoy being called a farm animal, but it’s only for three months, and he’s right. I should just focus on producing milk. It’s his farm and I’m just a hucow.

“Okay, Farmer Joe.”

“There’s my good girl.” He pats my rump and picks up a thick leather collar before coming around the front.

“Let’s get you collared and then we’ll see if we can’t get your udders producing.” I gasp loudly when he cups one swollen udder and gently squeezes. “Does that feel good?”

I nod my head and moan when he pinches my nipple. The ache intensifies as my nipple distends as he prods at it. “Would you look at that!”

The awe in his voice has me opening my eyes and looking down. I didn’t even know I closed them. At first, all I see is him pinching and squeezing my flesh, but then I see what has him so excited. On the end of my nipple is a white drop.

I have milk! Those pills really work quickly.

“This is great! I knew you’d be perfect for this job.” He says and pats my head.

I can’t help but smile proudly as he slips the collar around my neck and fastens it snuggly.

“There. Now you’re collared. I haven’t been issued tags yet until I register with the Hucow Farming Association, but I will tag you later.” He says, and I open my mouth to ask him what he means, but then remember I don’t need to know more.

He lifts me off the table and places me on the floor on my hands and knees still. He hooks a lead to the collar and gives me a gentle tug. “Come on, girl. Time for your first milking.”

I crawl obediently behind him and only realize he’s not called me by my real name since entering the barn. I guess I won’t hear it again until I walk out of here on two feet.


Chapter Five

I’m slow, but Joe doesn’t rush me. He remains patient as we make our way towards the stalls, which I’m thinking they are for new hucows. I’m not sure how I feel about having a stall out here in the barn. Hopefully, I won’t have to sleep in it since there is a comfortable bed in the house.

He opens the door to the nearest stall and guides me inside. Joe unhooks the lead and hangs in on the door. “Stay, hucow.” He commands and exits the stall, leaving the door open. I could stand up and leave, but I won’t. My chest is hurting. Milk is beading on the tips of my nipples now and if I don’t get milked, I’m afraid I’ll burst.

I hear a squeaking coming closer and then Joe is back, pulling a stainless steel machine on wheels into my stall.

“This is the probable milker. I’ll use this on you and any other cow I own until the farm makes a profit, then I’ll install the fancy industrial machine that can milk multiple cows at once. I have big plans for my new farm, and you’re a part of that. Thank you for becoming my first hucow, and I promise you won’t regret it.” He says and can hear the sincerity in his voice.

The machine comes alive when he flicks a switch. It’s on wheels, but I can feel a small vibration through the floor. For such a small machine, it feels powerful.

“What happens now?” I was a little nervous when he grabbed two cups attached to hoses coming out of the machine. I really thought he would be milking me by hand.

“Now I put these on your udders. Your teats will be sucked into the cups and it will draw your milk out.” He says as he kneels down next to me. He cups one udder and places the cup against my flesh and my sore mound is immediately sucked down ward as the cup seals around my udder.

“Oh god.” I moan at the strange sensation.

He attaches the next cup and now both my udders are strangled by the machine. He presses another button, and the suction grows stronger as it suckles my teats. I watch in fascination as my teats are stretched. Milk bubbles out and down the tubes and I feel like a real cow.

“Look at all that creamy goodness.” Joe says as he strokes my side. “Give in to the sensation and relax. Your milk will flow better.”

The stimulation to my udders is wreaking havoc with my body. I’ve been in a constant state of arousal for days and now I’m soaking wet. The suction from the machine is constant and after a few minutes, my nipples become sore and I’m tempted to rip off the cups. “It hurts. Can you take it off now?” I whine.

“Shh… hucow. Just a little longer. You’ll get used to it, but I know something that may help you keep your mind off it.” He says and I feel him move around to my rear. Oh, fuck yes! Is he finally going to fuck me?

When his fingers brush along my folds, I moan and push back against his fingers. This is what I’ve been waiting for. I’ve lusted after this man since arriving on the farm, and now he’s touching me.

“Your little cunt is soaked. The pills increase libido and I bet this pretty pussy has been weeping for days.”

“Yes, please. I’m so horny.” I scream in pleasure as he jams two thick fingers into me.

“All hucows turn into little sluts. Are you my slutty hucow? Are you going to cum all over my fingers while being milked?”

“Yes! Yes! Please.” I’m begging as my body is overwhelmed with pleasure. I can hear the milk spraying out of me the more aroused I become. I’ve never felt anything so good and realize how addicting this could be.

All I can think about is Joe’s cock and what it would feel like inside me. I want it so badly that tears are now leaking out of my eyes as he pumps his fingers in and out of my snatch quickly. The sound of my arousal soaking his hand fills the air.

“Good cow.” He coos. “Take your pleasure while I take your milk.”

“I… want…” I’m panting and moaning so much I can already form a sentence.

“What do you want, slutty cow? Tell me.” He chuckles.

“I want to be fucked! I want your cock. Please, I need it.” I wail.

“Sorry, little hucow. No cock for you. Only hucows that stay on the farm permanently can be bred. It would be illegal if I accidentally bred you and could lose my hucow farm license. Plus, farmers are only permitted to fuck their hucows once they are pregnant to prevent attachment to the offspring.”

I drop my head in disappointment. My lust fueled brain forgot that contract hucows can’t be bred. My mind and body don’t care at the moment and I almost tell him that I want to stay here forever and live life as a hucow, but I don’t think it would be smart to decide while my brain is clouded with lust.

“Even though I can’t sink my cock inside your tight pussy, there is equipment and toys I can buy. I’ll order them today. A nice big fat dildo just for my hucow. Doesn’t that sound nice? I’ll fuck you good and hard with it until your udders are dry.”

“Yes!” I cry out as he brushes my g-spot.

“There’s also a mechanical bull apparatus that’s used for pleasure or artificial insemination. I’ll look into one of those once the farm turns a profit, but right now all we have is my hand, so give up that last bit of milk and cum for me, horny cow.”

My entire body is shaking as I succumb to the pleasure swamping me. The rhythmic motion of him massaging my g-spot is driving me wild. I begin to thrash; the cups hanging from my udders swing back and forth as I hump the farmer’s hand. I’m so close, and when his thumb presses down on my clit, I detonate. An intense orgasm takes over my body.

I distantly hear the last gush of milk leave my udders and drain down the tubes while I shake as waves of pleasure swamp my frame. I just came while being milked and fingered on a barn floor. It sounds crazy, but everything about this moment felt right and natural.

Joe removes his soaked digits, and a trickle of my release flows down my legs. I should feel embarrassed at the mess I’m in, but I’m not. It was amazing.

My limbs are trembling in exhaustion and all I want to do now is sleep. Joe moves back to my side, wiping his hand on his jeans before switching off the machine and removing the cups. My poor nipples are red and stretch down almost an inch from the harsh suction. The cool air hits the raw skin and I hiss in discomfort. Joe hushes me with a pat on the head.

“They toughen up in no time, but I can help until then.” He takes out a jar from his pocket and opens, dipping two fingers in before reaching under me and massaging the cream into my tender skin.

They are very sensitive, and even his gentle touch pulls a pleasurable moan from me. They’ve been achy for days as they grew and the pressure built. I was so uncomfortable, but now that the pressure is gone, I suddenly miss it and can’t wait for my milk to return.

“You did great. I’m surprised you had that much milk for your first time and you’re only going to produce more as your body adjusts to being a hucow. At this rate, you’ll have a lot of money at the end of your contract.” He says while still massaging me.

I became a hucow for money, but right now as he fondles my drained udders, and my body and mind are soaking up the post-orgasm bliss, money is the furthest thing from my mind.

“All done. I can tell you’re dead on your feet.” He stands up and I look up at him in a daze. He grabs my collar and guides me over towards the cot. “Get some rest and I’ll be back to feed you and then let you spend some time in the pasture before your evening milking.”

“Can’t I nap in my room?” I ask with a frown.

He chuckles and pats my head like you would an animal. “Silly, girl. Houses are for people. Cows sleep in a barn. This is your stall until your contract is up.”

I’m too tired to argue and I know I won’t win. I’m his hucow and this is where he wants me to stay, so I have to listen.

I crawl onto the cot and lay down. It’s not too bad and my eyes start to drift shut as he grabs the milker and leaves me alone in my stall. As I drift off to sleep, I realize my mind is empty of any concerns. I don’t have to worry about the outside world or when I’ll get to eat next or where to live for the next three months. Farmer Joe will take care of everything, just like I always wanted. Someone to care for me and I don’t have to do a thing.

I fall asleep with a smile on my face, knowing when I wake up, Joe will be there to guide me.


Chapter Six

Time has flown by. I wasn’t even aware my contract was ending in two days until Joe mentioned it this morning, and I’m not sure how I feel about that. The worries that have been absent over the past few months are creeping in, and I don’t like it.

Being a hucow has been amazing and I can see the appeal of living this life permanently. Right now, I’m lying under the big oak tree in the pasture. The sun is high in the sky right now, and the leaves provide the perfect cover. It’s my favorite spot in the entire pasture except when Joe comes to the fence to visit me then I quickly crawl over to greet him so he can pat me on the head, or fondle my enormous udders that have grown so big I’m now more comfortable on all fours.

In the first month, I used to stand up in my stall when Joe was not around and pace to get some exercise, but it just hurts my back now to stand, so I don’t bother anymore. Joe was nice enough to fit my hands with soft mitts and pads on my knees, so I don’t damage my skin. The only downside of the mitts is I can’t touch myself on nights when I’m alone in my stall and horny, but again, Joe makes sure I’m taken care of that way too by installing a dildo to the wall of my stall so I can pleasure myself whenever he’s not around to assist.

My favorite time of the day, besides milking, is when he comes to the pasture or my stall just to give me special attention. He says if I climax often; it helps with milk production, so he’ll often visit me just to get me off. Sometimes it’s even out in the open, right at the edge of the pasture next to the driveway where anyone could show up and see me naked, but I no longer care about modesty. Other men have visited the farm since I became a hucow. Delivery drivers or other strangers, I’m assuming, are in the hucow business because they don’t blink twice at seeing a naked woman on all fours in the pasture. I was shy at first, but now it doesn’t faze me. I don’t worry about what they think.

Yesterday, a neighboring farmer came over and Joe brought him into my stall to show me off.

“Dennis, this is the hucow I was telling you about. Isn’t she a beauty?” Joe says to the stranger, who looks down at me with a mixture of curiosity and lust.

“She sure is. I’ve heard you were planning on farming some new livestock, but this sure is a surprise! How does it all work and where do you find these hucows?” Dennis asks.

They discuss business while I kneel between them like a good hucow.

“Come feel her udders. I’ll squeeze off a sample so you can taste it. Her milk is delicious.” Joe says.

They both kneel, and I’m a little nervous. No one has touched me except for Joe before.

I shift towards Joe, and he’s quick at picking up on my anxiety. “Shh… girl. He won’t hurt you. Trust me.” His soothing tone relaxes me and I give him a timid smile. “I’m just so proud of my first hucow and want to show you off.”

Pride fills me and I sit up straight, pushing my chest out. Joe is proud of me! I’ve got nothing to be shy about.

“Go ahead, Dennis.” Joe says, and when I remain still this time, Dennis reaches under me and cups my udder in his warm hands.

“Amazing! These udders are huge and look at how big her teats are. The skin is so soft.” The awe on Dennis’s face has me smiling wider.

Joe places a cup under my other udder and massages the mound, squeezing on every downward pull, making me moan. The cup fills with my creamy goodness. Milking never falls to turn me on. I know my thighs are becoming wet, and I wish we were alone so Joe can play with my pussy and make me cum.

“Udder stimulation is arousing to hucows. She loves to be milked. Turns her into one slutty cow,” Joe explains. “Here, try her milk and we can talk more at the house.”

Dennis takes a drink and groans. “Damn, that is good.”

“I’ll come back later, pretty girl,” Joe says with a pat on my rump, and they leave. Dennis looks back at me one last time and licks his lips. The bulge in his pants shows he was just as affected by the milking as I was. Too bad cocks are off the menu… unless I stay on as Joe’s permanent hucow.

I’m in a constant state of horniness now. My pussy is always drenched and aching to be filled. I can hardly focus most days because I’ll I can think about is my next orgasm.

The sun is just setting when I’m drawn out of my lustful thoughts by a whistle. I look to my left to see Joe standing in the barn's doorway that leads to the pasture and my heart rate picks up and happiness fills me.

I’ve grown so attached to him. Maybe I’m even in love with the man, but I’m not foolish enough to tell him that. Sure, he cares for me, and is so kind, but I’m nothing more than a cow to him. Something to profit from, but that doesn’t bother me. It did at first, being treated like a cow, but after so many months, I’ve gotten used to it.

When Joe calls me a cow, or whistles at me, calling me back to the barn, it’s not meant to degrade me. It’s just how things are done here on Joe’s hucow farm. He waves his hand. “Come on, girl, time for supper and one last milking before you spend your last night in the stalls.” He says as I near and a sad smile graces his lips. Our time together is almost over.

Once I reach him, he hooks the lead onto my collar, and we head towards the stall. Most of the time, Joe does the talking when we’re together and I’m content to just relax in his presence and enjoy the attention he gives me. I’ve gone days without saying a word and it’s been nice. My life lately is pretty simple, so there has been nothing really to talk about.

My heart is heavy as I stare at the four walls that make my stall. This has been my home, my safe space, and the thought of leaving is overwhelming. I feel a deep sense of sadness that tomorrow everything changes. I’ll have to start making decisions about my life again. Anxiety twists my stomach, but I keep my emotions in check as Joe goes about his work, bringing in the milking machine and turning it on before attaching the cups to my engorged udders.

As the suction begins, and my milk flows, tears begin to pour down my face. Joe notices, and his look of concern has me crying harder. “What’s wrong? Are you in pain? Is something wrong with your udders?”

The lump in my throat makes it hard to speak, and Joe reaches out to switch off the machine. “No, keep it on.” I managed to get out.

He wipes my face and cups my chin in his hand, tilting my face up. He looks into my tear-filled eyes and then, to my surprise, he leans down and gives me a light kiss on the lips. It’s quick, but the heat of his lips remains. My eyes open wide in surprise.

“I think I know what’s wrong.” He says. “You are worried about tomorrow, and leaving the farm.”

I nod my head, causing my udders to sway slightly. They already feel better as my milk begins to drain.

“Well, you could always stay.”

“I… I don’t know.” I say.

“I understand. It’s a big decision, but know that if you want to stay, I will make sure you are cared for the rest of your life. You’ll get everything a hucow needs to be satisfied and happy.” He says.

His eyes are soft as he stares at me. His voice is filled with sincerity and I believe every word he says, but can I really commit to this life and what would I be giving up if I stayed here?

These last three months have been utter bliss. If I leave, I’ll be on my own, and I might never see Joe again.

“Why don’t you think about it while I help you relax?” His hand brushes along my side, tenderly stroking my skin. He kneels down behind me and grabs my ass with both hands. “God! You are one sexy hucow. The prettiest I’ve ever seen so far.” Heat burns my skin everywhere he touches. I don’t want him to ever stop touching me.

He zeros in on my swollen, needy clit and I jump when he begins to stroke it. His other hand spreads my lower lips, teasing my entrance with his fingers, making me mewl in delight.

“Good, girl. Good cow. Always so responsive. You were made to be a hucow. Your body is perfect for milking and I bet this tight pussy would feel like heaven for any bull lucky enough to breed you.” He sinks two fingers into me and I cry out.

“I want you to scream loud, cow. Scream as you cum on my fingers.” He picks up the pace, pumping in and out of my hole as my arousal eases his way. As usual, I’m dripping for him. The machine continues to suckle me and the dual sensations push me to the edge quickly. I’m going to cum soon.

“I’ll never push you to stay with me and if you decide to leave, I want you to know you’ll always have a special place in my heart. You were my first hucow, and I’ll always remember you.”

His words make my heart swell with love. Maybe he feels a little something for me? In that moment, the moment my body locks down and I explode in pleasure is when I make my decision. I can’t leave this place. I want to see Joe every day. Even if I’m just his hucow, it will be enough. There is nothing outside of this farm that I need.

I scream loudly as my body shudders and shakes through my orgasm. Joe strokes my back, whispering tender words. “Pretty, girl. That’s my slutty cow.”

When I can catch my breath, Joe pulls his fingers out and flicks off the milker as the last drops bead on my tender teats.

“Well, that was some final milking.” He says with a chuckle.

I’m still in a fog of sexual haze, but I have to tell him my decision. “I want to stay.”

He tries to hide his eagerness behind a serious expression, but I know he’s hoping I would stay. “Are you sure? You know you’ll live the rest of your days as a hucow.”

I nod my head, but he continues.

“I’ll have to claim complete ownership of you, and even though I promise I’ll never do it, I will have the right to sell you to another farm in the future if I choose. You are giving up your life as a human to become a hucow.” He adds.

Again I nod. I wasn’t aware of the selling me part, but he promised he’d never do it and I trust him so it doesn’t matter.

“And you’re aware that I will breed you as soon as possible? Pregnant cows make more milk.”

This time, I nod quickly, making him chuckle. “Figured that wouldn’t be an issue. You are always begging for cock.”

I blush, but don’t deny it.

“Okay, but it’s late and you're tired. You need to eat and get some sleep. I’m going to ask you again in the morning to make sure and if it’s still a yes, then you’ll have a busy day tomorrow.“ He hangs my food bag on the stall wall. There’s a straw attached so I can drink. I’m on a diet of smoothies and blended salads now and should be slim, but my hips and ass have filled out while being here. Must be something in the drink or because I’ve grown so lazy.

He’s not sure of my decision, but I won’t change my mind. This is my home now, and I’m happy here.

I eat my food while Joe cleans up. He says goodnight, and flicks off the lights before closing the barn doors.

After I’m done, I curl up on my cot and fall asleep with no worries or regret. I’ve never slept better.


Chapter Seven

“Good morning, little hucow.” Joe says when he arrives in the morning. “Now before we do anything, I need you to tell me in your own words that you want to live life as a hucow.” He holds up a tape recorder. “I need verbal consent for insurance purposes and to register you properly.”

He flicks the button on and waits for me. I’m still sure of my decision, so I give him what he wants.

“I, Sarah Beth Walters, want to remain as a hucow for the rest of my life. I want Joe to be my own and live on Alphabet Farms.”

His smile is blinding as he shuts off the recorder, and mine is just as big. I’m now an owned hucow.

“Good.” He looks towards the barn doors. “You can come in now.”

I didn’t realize anyone was here, but two men walk in, one is wearing a white lab coat and the other is dressed normally in jeans and a shirt. He’s carrying a black tool box, which he sits down next to my stall.

“Good morning… ahh, what is her name?” The man in the lab coat looks at Joe and I open my mouth to tell him, but Joe answers before me.

“Annabelle.” Joe says, and I look at him in confusion.

He looks at me and sees my face. “Your old name won’t work. This is Alphabet Farms and we have a tradition of naming all our animals alphabetically. You’re my first hucow, so I’m starting with the name Annabelle.”

I shrug. I’m his cow. He can call me what he wants. “It’s a pretty name. Thank you, farmer Joe.”

“Pretty name, for my pretty girl.” He always knows how to make me blush.

“Okay, Annabelle. I’m Dr. Robins. I’ll be administering a few shots today. One to make you permanently lactate, and the others are fertility shots, so when you're bred, the chances of it taking are higher.”

Joe opens the pen and hooks the lead onto my collar, pulling me out of the stall. He holds onto my lead in a firm grip. “Now stay still and be good for the vet.” He says firmly, and I do as he says because I don’t want to disappoint him.

The vet, which I’m assuming is just an actual doctor, opens up the black tool box, and he takes out three needles and I swallow nervously.

He squats down next to me. The entire scene is very clinical. He swabs my arm and then injects me. “That will keep your milk from drying out.” He says. “Now for your fertility shots. These can hurt but, remain still, please.”

The one in my thigh only stings a little, but the last one in my stomach has me whimpering. Joe pats my head to calm me, and it works.

“There, my part is all done.” The vet says and stands up. He holds out his hand to Joe. “Congratulations. It’s rare for your first cow to stay permanently. You must be doing something right. Keep it up and this farm will grow quickly.”

“I plan to.” Joe says with a smile.

“My assistant can handle the rest. Good day.” He says and walks out.

“Hello. I’m Peter, and I’ll be tagging your new cow, and tattooing your brand. I’m assuming you have one.” He says to Joe, completely ignoring me while I wonder what he’s talking about.

Joe fishes a piece of paper out of his pocket and hands it to the man. “This is my farm brand.” I get a glimpse of fancy capital letters, AlphaBet HF and it’s pretty. “Can you put her name under it?”

“Sure. Whatever you want.” He says. “Do you have a breeding rack? It’s best if she can’t move for this.”

“Yup, I have a breeding pen over here.” Joe says, and that’s news to me, but I’ve never explored the barn, so anything beyond my stall is new to me.

Joe leads me across the barn and into a larger pen. This one is twice the size of my stall but still has the rubber matts on the floor. The only thing in this room is a padded metal frame. Before I know what’s happening, Joe picks me up and places me on the frame. “Easy, Annabelle. This is to keep you safe. I don’t want you hurting yourself.”

I let him tie my arms and legs to the four legs of the frame. There is a padded support bar that runs across my upper chest and one to support my hips. My hips are strapped down and then the lead is tied to a bolt in the floor, keeping my head still.

“Should I milk her to keep her occupied?” Joe asks as Peter gets his equipment ready. “I think you should wait until Duke comes in for that. She’ll be ready for him then.”

“Who’s Duke?” I ask.

“Don’t worry about that now. Let Peter brand you and tag you, then I’ll get these udders drained.” He reaches under me and pinches my teat, making me shudder. I forgot about my morning milking.

While Joe continues to pinch and play with my udders, I feel something cool touch my ear and then there is a loud snap.

“Ouch.” I cry out as my ear stings. I shake my head and feel something hanging from my ear.

“Shh. That’s the worst part.” Peter says.

“Now you really are my little cow. That tag means you’re registered as mine. I now own you and the tattoo you’re about to get will show everyone that your property of Alphabet Farms.” Joes says with a big smile.

I don’t really like the tag and am nervous about the tattoo, but he looks so happy I keep my worries to myself.

“Such a good girl.” He coos as the tattoo gun is turned on.

Peter swabs my rump and then begins. It hurts, but not too bad and he’s quick, so it’s done in twenty minutes.

He places a bandage on it that needs to stay on for a few days, and then he leaves us alone.

“I’ve got one more surprise for you, but first let me get you set up on the milker.” He says, and I perk up.

He wheels in the milking machine and attaches the cups. Instantly, my milk begins to pour down the tubs, and as usual, I get aroused. “Are you finally going to fuck me now that I’m your cow?” I moan as the machine pulls on my teats. It feels amazing and I can’t believe that I almost gave this up.

“Not yet, Annabelle.” He says, and I moan in disappointment, making him chuckle.

“Such a horny cow. You’re going to love this surprise. Be right back.” He says and leaves me alone, strapped down and being milked.

There is the sound of more than Joe’s feet coming back, and I wonder who is with him.

“This is the hucow.” Joe says. “Her name is Annabelle.”

I look up to see a large muscular man comes into the pen and my mouth falls open. Holy shit, he is hot! He towers over Joe by a foot with broad shoulders and bulging muscles. His deep voice sends shivers down my spine.

“Hello, Annabelle. I’m here to breed you.” He says, and my stomach muscles clench in excitement. I was not expecting this today and don’t know what to say.

“This is Duke. He’s a registered bull and will be here for the week. He’ll mount you twice a day and hopefully, by the end of the week, you’ll be pregnant. Now, be a good cow and get pregnant.” Joe says.

“I’ll wait outside and leave you to it.” He says to Duke. “Come out when you’re done.” He looks at me. “I’ll come back and take care of you after I get Duke settled in the house.”

How come he gets to sleep in the house? I’d like to know, but don’t ask Joe before he leaves.

Once we’re alone, all I can do is stare at Duke. The man is huge and I’m a little nervous when he starts to undress. The bulge in his underwear is intimidating. He catches the look of concern on my face when he drops his underwear and palms his hardening cock. “Don’t worry. I get no complaints from the hucows I’ve bred. You’re going to enjoy this.”

He moves behind me and I can’t do anything but lie here since I’m strapped down tight. My thighs are spread wide from the frame, leaving me open and ready.

“Damn, your pussy is pretty.” He grumbles. “So soft and wet.” His fingers touch my folds, making me jump. This is really happening. I’m about to be bred by a stranger. Farmer Joe wants me to get pregnant and have a baby. I’m not ready for kids.

Then I remember what Joe said about giving them up for adoption. I’ll be helping a couple in need. That calms me down some.

His beefy fingers glide up and down my slit, collecting my arousal. One thick digit dips inside, testing me. “You’re tight. This pussy is going to feel good impaled on my cock.” He presses two fingers into me, and spreads them apart, stretching me. The burn is pleasurable, and I groan in delight. I grow wetter as my body prepares to be mated. I’ve been waiting to be fucked for months and now that the time has come, I’m so ready.

“Please.” I beg. I need more than his fingers. He has a giant cock between his legs that I need more than air at the moment. I need to be fucked and bred.

“You’re ready.” He says, and then he pulls his fingers out. He lines up his cock with my entrance and then grabs my hips in his large hands. I’ve been holding my breath and not realizing it until he smacks me on the ass. “Breath.” He barks.

I let out a gasp and when I inhale; he slams inside me right to the hilt. I exhale on a scream as my walls are forced open by such a large appendage. I’ve never had a cock inside me this big and it’s bordering on painful.

When he begins to pull out, I take another gulp of air, only to exhale harshly when he flexes his hips and slides back into me. He doesn’t wait for me to adjust, and I’m made to accept his punishing pace. In and out he ruts into me, losing himself to the breeding process. His fingers dig into my hips, leaving marks.

There is nowhere for me to go, so I relax my body and just feel. My body quickly begins to respond, growing wetter, easing his way deeper until he brushes against my cervix with every thrust.

My pussy begins to flutter and I know I’m going to orgasm soon. He quickens his pace when he feels my muscles clenching and releasing. “That’s a good cow. You’re gonna cum on my cock while I fill your womb with my seed. You’ll be a pregnant heifer in no time.”

I close my eyes as I lose myself to the intense pleasure that’s building deep in my abdomen and spreading outward along my skin. Every nerve ending is tingling. I’m always aware of the machine milking me, but this time the feeling fades compared to what I’m experiencing now.

I don’t know how I lived without this and even before I cum, I’m thinking of when I’m going to get to do this again.

Sweat coats my skin as my arousal is pushed higher and higher with every thrust of his massive cock. He’s hitting all the right places, but then he shifts his hips a little and I’m seeing stars. I scream so loudly that my ears ring, as my muscles tense up and go stiff. My heart is beating out of my chest as a wave of pleasure rocks me. My pussy squeezes his cock like a vise and he groans.

“Jesus.” He grunts and then he’s slamming his hips against mine, melding our bodies as close as possible. His cock twitches, and then I feel it. Hot wet pulses of his cum bathe my cervix and womb.

I’m still feeling the effects of my first orgasm, but the thought of his seed finding a home in my womb triggers another wave of ecstasy and I cry out as I cum again. My pussy milks more of his seed as he unloads inside me. My greedy cunt willingly accepts every drop.

When my muscles unlock, I slump down on the frame in exhaustion. There’s probably a dopey smile on my face, but I can’t help it. That was mind blowing and everything I’ve been waiting for.

If women knew how well fucked hucows were, then they would be lining up to be part of the herd.

He keeps his cock inside me until it starts to soften and then he steps back, letting it slide out of my messy hole. My pussy is overflowing and his cum and my fluids drop out onto the floor, leaving a giant wet spot.

He’s breathing hard like he ran a marathon and slowly gets dressed. No words are said until he’s done. He pats my rump. “See you again tonight, Annabelle.” He says and walks out, leaving me alone.

I close my eyes as the last of my milk drains out of me. Joe comes in a few minutes later and unhooks me.

He sets down on the floor and I wobble unsteadily. Taking pity on me, he picks me up. “The bull really tired you out. You were such a good girl, Annebelle. He said you took your first breeding like a pro. I think you deserve a bath and then you can take a nap in your stall or out in the pasture.”

“The pasture please.” I say groggily.

“You got it.” He says. “Rest now. I’ll do all the work.”

I close my eyes and lay in his arms, content, knowing I’m in excellent hands with my farmer. I may be exhausted, but I’m already looking forward to being mounted again, and again, and again.

God, I love being a hucow.


Epilogue

It’s been two weeks since Duke left. Farmer Joe said it’ll take a few weeks to find out if I’m pregnant, but if I’m not, then he’ll bring another bull back and I’ll have to be bred again. I wouldn’t mind. It was the best week of my life, but I was a little tender for a while.

Now I’m feeling better. My milk production is higher than ever and I’ve been waiting impatiently to find out if I’m pregnant. Every morning this week, Joe gets me to pee in a cup and he sends it for testing.

He said he’d let me know as soon as the results come back, but so far nothing. Hopefully, he’s not too disappointed if it didn’t work this first time.

The barn door opens and Joe comes in. “Good morning, Annebelle. How’s my favorite hucow?”

I’m his only hucow, but his words still make me feel special.

“I’m good.”

He pulls the milking machine behind him and opens my stall. I crawl off my cot and stand still, waiting for him to get the cups attached so my achy udders can be drained. He cups my mounds and fastens on the cups, turning the machine to max. I can handle the strongest setting now that my teats have toughened up.

I close my eyes in bliss as the first spray of milk leaves me. I can’t help but moan at the pleasurable sensations coursing through me.

I expect Joe to use his hand like usual when I begin to hump the air like a cow in heat, but when I hear him unbuckling his belt and lowering his zipper, my eyes snap open and I look behind me.

He has his hard cock out in his hand, and I’m shocked, stupid. What is happening? I must be dreaming because Joe always tells me no when I beg him to fuck me.

“Joe?” I question.

“I said I’d tell you if I got the results back, but I figured I would show you instead.” He grabs my hips and slides his thick cock inside me.

I moan in pleasure as the man I’ve lusted after finally sinks inside me. With each thrust, I can feel his hardness owning my pussy like he owns the rest of me.

“I… I don’t understand.” I pant between groans.

“It means the test came back positive this morning and I can finally fuck you like I’ve been wanting to since I picked you up from the bus all those months ago. You were so pretty in that cute sundress, but you’re more beautiful now with your big milky udders and naked body that I now own.”

“I’m pregnant?” I get all flustered when he talks sweetly to me, but I realize what he said.

“Yup, and I can fuck you anytime I want now that you're pregnant. I’ll have to hold off once you give birth, but as soon as I can get you bred again, then I’ll be able to sink my cock into this perfect hucow pussy. If I have my way, you’ll be pregnant all the time. I can’t wait to see you all rounded with a calf.”

Intense satisfaction fills me, knowing I’m with child. I’ve done a good job and now I get to enjoy the benefits. I let out a gasp as he hits my g-spot just right. A few more thrusts and I’m cumming. Joe climaxes a few moments after and spills inside me.

He pulls out and stands in front of me with his cock hanging in my face. “Lick me clean, cow.”

I give him a flirty smile and do as he says. After all, a good hucow does as she’s told.

The End of Book One… stay tuned for the next installment of Alphabet Farms: The Next Hucow: Buttercup coming soon!

Follow me on Amazon to get notified of the Release Date or for sneak peaks of upcoming books friend me on Facebook under Lucy Moo or follow my instagram page: lucymoo2023

Check out my other books:

The Hucow Black Market Series

	Captured. The Hucow Blackmarket 
	Auctioned. The Hucow Blackmarket 
	Purchased. The Hucow Blackmarket 


The Betrayed Milker Series: A BDSM Hucow Series

Sold to the Farm

Sent to the Farm

Tricked on the Farm

Back To The Farm.

Life Under the Dome Series:

Selected For Hucow Service

Hucow In Service

Escaping Hucow Service

Ending Hucow Service (coming 2024)

Alphabet Farm Series:

The First Hucow Annabelle

The Next Hucow Buttercup (coming 2025)

The Hucow Herd Series

Grade A: Prime Choice

Commercial Grade Hucow

Grade B: Butcher’s Choice Hucow (coming soon)

Hucow Farm Series

Hucow Farm Book One: Intake

Hucow Farm Book Two: Transformation

Hucow Farm Book Three: The Farm (coming fall/winter 2024)

Other Standalone Shorts Available Now:

Abducted: Hucow Alien Space Station

The Hucow Experiment: The Mad Scientist

Hucow Horror Farm

The Hucow Lottery

Life Sentence: The Hucow Prison

The New Club Hucow: Udder MC

HAPPY HUCOW READING!
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