
        
            
                
            
        

    
Grade A: Prime Choice Hucow

A Futuristic Hucow Story


Author’s Note:

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

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

●     Grade A: Prime Choice Hucow (Red collar)

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

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

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

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

Happy Hucow Reading!


Chapter One

The Inspection

There is nervous excitement amongst the livestock huddled around me in the containment area. We’ve been waiting all our lives for this day, and I’m looking forward to getting out of this place and fulfilling my purpose in life.

I’m F1367. I don’t have a name. Only the free humans have names, and I’m not a free human. I am factory raised. They call us hucows or cows for short. We are livestock raised to provide sustenance to the free humans. This giant factory I’m housed in is all I’ve ever known, or at least remember. I was brought here when I was only a few years old. Like all the other females around me, I was born on a breeding farm or birthed from one of the hucows housed in the dairy factories. There was never a time I was free, and neither was my mother before me. She was bred for the sole purpose of creating more hucows.

We are weaned from our hucow mothers at an early age and then we get shipped off to facilities like the one I’m in now where we’re raised to maturity. Then it’s our turn to go through inspection and get assigned a grade. Getting graded is the first step out of this place and onto our final destination.

I don’t know what the grades mean exactly or how they grade us, but I know after we are inspected, we leave here. I’ve been told this often. Since we’ve old enough to understand, our factory trainers have explained our purpose and how to be a good hucow. Our roles in humanity’s future are very important and we are trained to accept our fate and to be of use to the free humans. That is the fate of all hucows.

Most hucow’s lives are short since most of us are food grade quality. Almost all the hucows here will end up on someone’s dinner table or become main entrees at some fancy restaurant. The rest will become breeders to make more livestock or will provide milk in dairies and also birth calves. It’s not much of a life, but it’s all I’ve known and I’m resigned to my fate.

The humans that run the facility and look after us are always reminding us about what’s in store for us as soon as we mature. I shouldn’t be excited about my probable death, but I can’t help being excited about leaving this place, even if it ends up being a quick trip to the slaughter house. That is the life of a hucow and finally I’m about to experience it. If my body is good enough to remain breathing, I will end up on a breeding farm producing babies or providing lots of milk at a dairy.

I look down at my naked body and frown. I doubt I’ll be a breeder. Only the best hucows go to the farms. No. I’ll probably end up providing humans with juicy cuts of meat from my body. I’d be content with that as long as I don’t get black tagged. No hucow wants that. It’s the only grade to be ashamed of. Black collars mean you failed as a hucow and the only thing you’re good for is the cannery.

I am feeling a little nervous that I might be a disappointment today. What if I’m not good enough for any of the top grades and I fail my job as a hucow? I look down at my naked body again and then at the other hucows around me.

We’re all naked, standing in rows, waiting to be inspected. I don’t think about all the naked flesh surrounding me or be embarrassed to stand in front of others naked. Hucows never wear clothes. It’s normal for us and I’m not shy about my body.

Being naked is another thing that separates us from the free humans, but honestly, clothes look very uncomfortable and I think it would irritate my skin. The only item on my body is the temporary collar around my neck, which displays my number, and I reach up to touch it in comfort. I’ve only had it removed once when I outgrew my old one and I panicked when they took it off. The only time I settled was when they put the new one on.

I see a man in a familiar uniform the free humans always wear walking between the rows of the obedient hucows waiting for inspection. He stops when he reaches the front of the room and faces us.

“It’s a big day for you all. The inspection will begin in a few minutes, young cows. Today, you will be graded and finally serve your purpose. Shortly, you will be moved by groups of twenty into the inspection room. There is a line painted on the floor. Follow it and don’t move from that line until directed. Obey every order given to you by the inspectors. Disobedience will result in failing the inspection and an automatic black tag. No one wants an unruly cow.”

I shiver in trepidation at his words. I don’t want to fail, so I take a deep breath and push aside all my fears. At this moment, I promise myself to be the best, most obedient hucow they have ever seen.

I look over at my friend, H1458, who’s standing in the row next to me and smile. We’ve grown up here together and shared the same stall. On colder nights, we huddled together for warmth and talked about what this moment would be like and where we thought we’d end up.

She returns my smile and then shifts in place, making her very large udders jiggle. That’s another recent change for us over the past month. On my last veterinary exam, the vet said I was fully developed and ready for inspection. He then injected each of my breasts with something to help my milk come in. It hurt terribly, but I was a good hucow and stayed still. Every day after that, we received daily shots. I’ve grown used to the pain and there is only a minor discomfort from the injections now.

Nothing changed in the first week of shots, but then suddenly, our udders began to grow and I started to get excited. Daily life here is so boring and the change in my body was something new. My growing udders was a sign that I was one step closer to getting out of here.

They are very large now, but not as big as my friends have grown. They ache from the fullness of the milk that’s building inside. I really want to touch them, but we are forbidden to do that. A hucow a few stalls down from me was caught touching her udders one night, and they dragged her out of her stall while she screamed and cried. We never saw her again, and that was really scary for the rest of us, so I keep my hands off my udders even though I have the urge to squeeze them to see if there really is milk inside.

“I wonder how long we’ll have to wait.” My friend says as we watch the line of hucows ahead of us move forward through a set of steel doors that close shut behind the first group.

“I don’t know how long the inspection takes, but it can’t be that long.” I say.

“I am so excited to finally get out of here.” She says. “I don’t care where I’m sent as long as I leave this place. Even the cannery will be better than seeing these same walls every day. It’ll be a short visit there, but I won’t mind as long as I’m free of this place.”

We’re never truly free, I think to myself, but don’t say it out loud. Hucows are forbidden to talk about freedom. Livestock can only ever be owned.

I stare at her bulging chest. “You won’t be sent to the cannery. Maybe you’ll go to the dairy. That sounds fun. You get to provide milk and live with other dairy cows. Think of all the friends you’ll make.”

“Yeah, that would be nice, but I hope we go to the same place or I’ll miss you.” She says with a frown.

“It’s up to the inspection.” I say simply. I don’t want her to be sad, but it’s not up to us to decide.

“You’re right. The inspectors know best.” She replies and after that we fall silent and wait our turn.

Soon enough, we are at the front of the line and the steel doors open. The man ushers our group through the doors. “Remember to follow the line on the floor and obey. Try not to ask a lot of questions. They don’t have time to explain things to you and you likely won’t understand, anyway.” He says, and the door closes behind us. He’s probably right. Hucows are not taught anything but obedience and our life’s purpose. Nothing more, except they talk about the grade system and what to expect after we are graded. We don’t need to learn anything more since free humans know what’s best for us, and we are just livestock.

We all keep our eyes on the line beneath our bare feet and walk forward down the long hallway until it opens up into a large white room. Half of it is partitioned off by thick curtains, blocking our view of what’s behind the four inspectors standing in front of us. A woman with glasses tells us to stop. I look down the row and see there are six hucows ahead of me on the line. My stall mate, H1458, is third in line.

“Wait there until we call for you.” The lady says.

It seems like we wait forever and I grow concerned that there is something wrong. Are we not getting processed today? A factory guard stands in the corner and watches us with a sharp gaze. I eye the correction stick in his hand warily. The guards use them on us when we don’t comply or act out, and I’ve received a few painful jabs when I was younger and not as well behaved as I am now. The pain is not something I will ever forget, and I don’t want to feel it again.

They don’t abuse the hucows here, but we are only livestock and some guards are not as nice as others. I’ve seen too many hucows being punished over the years for misbehaving or talking back, so I try my best to keep quiet and obey.

Finally, the first two cows in line are called and they move forward. They are led behind some privacy curtains and out of sight. What are they doing to them, I wonder?

A few murmurs can be heard, but their words are muffled and not being able to understand what they are saying is making me anxious to have my turn. I hope it doesn’t hurt.

Soon enough the two hucows come out of the inspection area, and one is smiling proudly as she tips her head up to show off her new permanent designation collar. It’s green, which means she’s a Grade B. She should be proud. It means her body contains the perfect amount of muscle to fat ratio and she’s headed to the slaughterhouse where she will live until a chef of a fancy restaurant or butcher purchases her. If she’s really lucky, then she’ll end up as a delicious centerpiece for some rich free humans who can afford to buy an entire cow.

A guard comes in and attaches a leash onto her new collar and leads her through a door in the back of the room. She waves goodbye to all of us and follows behind the guard like a good hucow.

A sniffle catches my attention, and my eyes are drawn to the other hucow. I was so focused on the first one that I failed to notice the other cow’s collar and my chest tightens in sympathy.

Around her neck is a thick black collar, meaning she failed inspection. It’s the worst outcome and not because she’s headed to the cannery. It means she failed as a hucow. Sure, they’ll process her body for food, but it’ll be only good for canning, and is the lowest quality of meat. Most free humans feed their pets with canned meat and only the poorest people will buy it to actually eat, so it’s a high possibility that not one ounce of her will ever touch a human’s mouth and that’s what we are raised for. To feed the free population.

Another guard comes in and takes the poor girl away. She’s so embarrassed that she keeps her head down and follows the guard out.

I look down the line at my stall mate with worry. What if we’re failures too? She meets my gaze and gives me a reassuring smile and wiggles her body, making her large udders sway. My eyes wander down her body and then I take stock of myself. What I see settles the nerves in my stomach a little. We don’t look anything like the girl with the black collar. She was very thin with narrow hips and small udders. My stall mate has massive udders but slender hips. Her stomach is flat but not skinny like the other girls. She’ll do fine. Maybe the hucow was sick.

My own udders are a good size, I think, and my hips and ass are fuller than my friends. My stomach is toned and my skin shines under the harsh light. No. We’ll do fine during the inspection.

They call the next in line and my friend waves to me and steps behind the curtain. It feels like I have to wait a long time to find out her fate, but when she finally steps back out, I can see the happiness on her face and the blue collar she’s proudly wearing. She’s a grade C. Commercial Grade, and that means dairy quality.

I knew she was dairy material. I’m sure she’ll have fun at a milk farm, but I hope she won’t forget me with all the friends she’s going to make. We are not supposed to have relationships here or make friends because we’ll probably never see them again after inspection, but we still become best friends regardless of the warnings.

I share in her happiness, wishing her the best life, and wave goodbye as she is taken away by a guard. I’ll miss her, but I’m proud she’s going to a dairy.

The other hucow is wearing a green collar, so another Grade B.

“Next, two cows come forward.” An inspector says, and it’s my time to find out where I’m headed.


Chapter Two

I look at all the strange items behind the curtain with wide eyes and wonder what everything does. There is a sink in one corner with a few items sitting in it that I’m assuming were used on the other hucows. A long metal table along the back wall is filled with objects. Some I’ve seen on my few visits to the vet, but they were never used on me. Others are unfamiliar to me.

“Come over here and step up onto this, then lean your stomach along the bar right here.” The male inspector says, pointing to a platform with two posts running up from it with angled bars connecting them.

When I step onto the platform cautiously, he smiles softly at me in encouragement, like you would a nervous animal. I shyly smile back. I like this inspector. He seems nice and I think he understands how nervous I am. He’s also very attractive with light colored hair and his eyes are like the color of the sky I’ve seen through the few windows in this place.

“Good girl.” He says when I obey.

My heart lightens at his praise.

“Stand like that for a few minutes and don’t move.” He says.

“Are we ready, Dan?” the other inspector asks in an impatient voice, and I look over at the woman with glasses. She was the same one that made us wait in line. Her expression is not as welcoming as the males. She doesn’t smile at me or even bother to meet my gaze. She picks up a clipboard ready to begin the inspection.

Dan, the nice inspector, grumbles something under his breath but responds with a, “Yes, Susan”.

“ID number on the hucow’s collar?” Susan asks.

“F1367.” He replies, and then the inspection begins.

The platform has a scale so they weigh me, and then Dan takes out a measuring tape and he measures my legs, arms, waist, chest and neck while she writes the information down.

Next, he uses an object that looks like a clamp and it pinches my skin a little. I wince as he squeezes the flesh of my stomach between the clamps before moving to do the same thing to my ass cheeks and then thighs. It seems like his fingers linger on that part of my body as he cups the area before pinching the flesh between the object in his other hand. His fingers are really close to my privates and his touch does something weird to my body. I flush with warmth, and something stirs in my lower belly, causing my vagina to become wet.

It’s almost the same feeling I always got a few hours after receiving the injections in my udders. I asked a worker about it once and they assured me it was normal and to ignore it, so I do the same now.

He moves onto another part of my body, pinching my skin in a few more places, while the female inspector writes whatever he says.

“The cow’s BMI is 21.4 and falls right in the middle of the appropriate parameters. She weighs 56 kgs and is 5 ‘6”... Susan’s words trail off. “Give me a minute to consult with the chart.”

“Did I pass?” I keep my voice low as I ask Dan.

“Shh… little cow. We’re not done yet, but you are doing great so far. No black collar for you. Probably a green collar. You’re definitely perfect for eating.” He says with a smile and a wink, which makes my face heat. The flutter in my tummy is back and all I can think about is him taking a bite out of me with his perfect white teeth.

He eyes my chest. “You could be blue tagged too, but we’ll find out shortly.”

“Hmm…” Susan says, bring my attention back to her.

“What?” Dan says.

She doesn’t answer his question, but says. “She will not be black tagged, so let’s move on. Place her on the frame now.”

“Okay, girl. Lean forward against these bars.” He says and I comply.

“I’m going to restrain you for the next part. It’s for safety, so don’t worry.” He adds, and I nod my head.

I lay my upper body against the padded bars. My hips are resting on the lowest bar. One crosses along my upper stomach and another one is level with my shoulders and my forehead brushes against the last one.

“Keep your head still.” He says, and I can hear him moving around behind me. I want to look so bad, but I’m a good hucow and remain still like he ordered.

He takes my arms and places them behind my back, and I feel the metal shackles close around both wrists. My breathing speeds up and I begin to tremble as he loops a leather belt around my hips and securing me to the posts.

He notices my fear and rubs his hand down my back, between my shoulder blades. “Shh… easy little hucow. There is nothing to be afraid of. You’re doing so great and it’s almost over. I promise you, the next part won’t hurt a bit.”

Susan snorts at his words, but says nothing.

His words and soft touch soothe me and I stop trembling, but it doesn’t erase the anxiety of not knowing what is going to happen next.

He fastens another strap across my shoulders and then the back of my head, making my upper body completely immobile.

“The frame is going to lower now.” He tells me moments before I hear a motor and the frame begins to bend at my hips. It only stops once I’m facing the floor and I’m bent over at the waist.

“Grab the bucket and sample cup,” Susan says, and I jolt in surprise at hearing her right next to me.

Her soft, warm hands sink into the flesh of one udder and I almost moan at the contact, but bite my lip to keep it in. I’ve wanted to touch them so badly over the past few days and finally having someone touch them has the moisture between my legs increasing. Bent over like I am, I’m sure they’ll soon notice how wet I’m getting down there.

“Measure the other udder.” She directs Dan and the moan I’ve been holding in slips out at having two hands cupping me. Dan chuckles at the sound, but says nothing.

“D almost E cup. After a few milkings, definitely an E.” He says and then slides a bucket underneath me.

“Get the sample cup ready. I’m going to squeeze off the first bit of milk in the bucket.” She says as she massages my udders with a firm grip. Her nails scrape against my nipples, making them harden and begin to tingle. The pressure that has been slowly building in them intensifies, and I moan again as it begins to hurt.

“Quiet, hucow.” She admonishes, and I squeeze my eyes shut as she keeps massaging my breasts in a downward motion.

“Don’t be so mean.” Dan says to her. “This is her first time, and it’s always hard to get them flowing.”

“You’re too soft on them, Dan. She’s not some cute free girl you just met. She’s a hucow. They are livestock, not your pets. We eat and milk them, Dan. They are raised for this, and I’m not being mean to her, and your sympathy won’t help her adjust. Cows need direction and order and nothing more. It makes them feel safe and lets them know what is expected.” She says, and she’s right in a way, but could have said it nicer.

We do need order and direction. Human emotions can be confusing to me and I feel better knowing what is expected of me, so I don’t make a mistake. Obeying gives me a sense of fulfillment and satisfaction. I feel safe and trust the person giving orders. They always know best.

I can’t see Dan’s face in this position, but he says nothing back to her and I’m grateful because they're fighting is making me tense and skittish.

The woman gets back to the massage, but her fingers are digging into my flesh harder now that she’s angry. I hiss in pain as the pressure builds and builds.

“Almost.” The woman grunts, and I close my eyes as she pulls down on my udder again. Just when I think she’s going to pull my nipple off, a burst of liquid sprays from my nipple down into the bucket below. The relief is immediate and I sigh as she continues to milk me for a minute.

I watch as Dan places the cup he’s holding below one teat and lets my milk fill the bottom before placing a cap on it. Her hands fall away and I think they’re done milking me, but to my surprise, she leans under me and her lips close around my teat. They are soft against my flesh and when she tugs on my hardened bud with her teeth, a strange sensation shoots through my body and straight to my center. It’s stronger than I’ve ever felt before, but not unpleasant. I’m embarrassingly wet now, but I don’t have time to worry because Dan is on my other side, his mouth is on my teat, too. Where her mouth suckles gently, Dan is more aggressive, and sucks my teat further into his mouth as he drinks from me.

The dual sensations only increase the wetness now pouring down my thighs, and my body warms. My vagina pulsates and I feel a deep ache inside me, like I’m missing something, but I don’t know what it is. I can’t hold in the gasp as my muscles tense and I know something big is going to happen and it will be wonderful. My eyes fall closed as I focus on the feelings inside me. I’m almost there; so close to something beautiful when they both pull off me and stand up.

“No, please.” I cry out before I remember I’m supposed to keep quiet and behave.

My eyes snap open, and I whimper in despair at the loss. I bite my lip to prevent myself from begging for them to suckle me again. I’m not sure what I’ve lost out on, but it still feels like I lost something.

They continue the inspection, ignoring my outburst. “She has good flow once it’s started, and her milk has a rich flavor.”

“It’s very good.” Dan comments.

“Yes. I agree, but I don’t think she’ll be good for a dairy. Her udder size is slightly below the dairy standard.” The woman says, and I’m a little disappointed I won’t be going with my friend. I guess I’ll get a green collar and be headed to the slaughterhouse until I become someone’s dinner.

“Green collar?” Dan asks her exactly what I’m thinking.

The woman had stepped away from me while I was lost in thought and I didn’t realize she moved behind me.

“No. Come look at this,” she says and I watch Dan’s feet as he stands next to the woman and I wonder what she wants him to look at.

“Damn. That’s a wet hucow pussy.” Dan says and I blush when I realize they are looking at the mess between my legs.

“This cow seems to be easily aroused by udder stimulation. She passed all other categories during the inspection except for her subpar udder size. That issue could be rectified with extra mammary injections if she were sent to a dairy, but I think it would be a waste of a good breeding sow.” The woman talks to Dan about me and the more I listen to them talking, the more confused I get about how they are going to grade me.

“You think so?” Dan says. “She is a perfect hucow, I agree, but we don’t have final say in a decision like that. The farms want prime choice breeders and if she has one tiny flaw, then it’ll look bad on us and the facility.”

“Call in Mr. Ferris. I think I’m right about this one, and I’ll take the blame if we’ve wasted his time.” She says.

I can hear Dan talking on the radio while the woman elevates the top half of the frame. I’m elevated enough that I can see the wall in front of me.

“Is everything okay? Did I do something wrong?” I ask Susan.

“Shh.. no talking, F1367. Everything is fine. We’re just calling the master inspector to confirm something. It’s really important that you behave and don’t speak when he’s here. It’ll affect your grade.”

My mouth snaps closed. I refuse to say another word even though so many questions are filling my head. A master inspector is coming to see me? Why am I different from all the other cows here?

“Susan, this better be worth my time. I was busy processing the new calves arriving today.” I hear a new man’s voice as he comes into the inspection area. “Is this the cow?”

“Yes it is, and I’m sorry to disturb you, but I think we have a prime choice, hucow.” She says.

Prime choice hucow! Me? My heart begins to beat faster as excitement bubbles inside me. Grade A: Prime choice hucow is the highest grade a hucow can receive, and it is the envy of all hucows in the facility. It means you’re the best. All hucows want to be Grade A, but few ever make the cut.

I can’t believe they think I could be one of the best hucows here.

“I’ll be the judge of that. Show me the cow’s chart.” He says.

The man steps in front of me, and I get a good look at him. I realize I’ve seen him around the facility before. He’s much older than most of the workers here, but everyone seems to respect him when he’s around. I notice he never smiles and seems really gruff.

He looks at the papers in his hand, rubs his free hand along his bread in concentration. “It all looks good on paper, but I’ll examine her and make the final decision.” He says.

“Yes, sir,” Susan, the female inspector says.

Large calloused hands make contact with my skin as the man repeats the same exam I already had by Dan, but in more detail. He measures my entire body again, then grabs both my udders in his beefy hands, squeezing my milk into the bucket below me. This time it sprays right out without a fuss, thankfully.

The entire time, I remain quiet, even biting my tongue to keep the moan from coming out as he sucks my teat between his lips and drinks down my milk. The sensation is back again and my pussy flutters at the feeling of his lips on me.

He pulls away, and then without looking me in the eye, he grabs ahold of my chin. “Open your mouth, cow.”

I obey, and he sticks two fingers into my mouth. He looks inside like he’s checking for something and then pushes his fingers to the back of my throat. I start to gag, but he keeps them there. Tears form in my eyes as I panic. “Breath through your nose,” He says and slides his fingers to the front of my mouth.

I try to calm down and do as he says, and when I get myself under control, he slides his fingers down my throat again. This time when I gag and begin to panic, I take deep breaths through my nose and it helps some.

When I stop struggling, he pulls them out of my mouth. “Good.”

He moves behind me and slides those same fingers into my vagina. I can’t stop the shout that comes out of my mouth, which earns me a slap on my ass.

He pushes into me until I feel a slight burn and his fingers meet resistance. “Hymen is still intact, and she is well lubricated, showing a high arousal response to touch. This is a requirement in breeding heifers. One last test to see how fast she can orgasm and then I’ll grade her.”

His other hand finds the swollen nubbin between my legs and he rubs his fingers along it until I can’t hold in the sounds that want to come out. I whine and whimper as the earlier sensations come rushing back. This time there is nothing stopping the tidal wave of pleasure that washes over me. I’m tied down but my back bows and I let out a loud whine as my pussy clamps down on the fingers inside me as I surrender to the overwhelming sensations. The feeling continues until my body collapses against the frame, trembling, and I’m gasping for air.

In that moment of pure bliss, I knew I wanted to experience this everyday if possible and once will never be enough.

The man pulls his fingers out of my over sensitive pussy, making me grunt in displeasure and relief.

“So was I right?” Susan’s voice clears, some of the haze lingering from my orgasm.

“Very few hucows we raise in this facility ever reach Grade A: Prime choice. It takes a perfect combination of body type, obedience, and sexual responsiveness. This cow’s body passes with flying colors, and her sexual response to stimuli is above average. There are no behavior problems listed in her file, so I concur with your inspection, Susan.” The master inspector says.

His conversation with Susan confuses me, but I understand enough to know I’m a good quality cow, but what does it mean for my grade? Will I be blue or green or red?

“Thank you, Mr. Ferris. I know you’re busy, so we can handle it from here.” Susan says.

“Yes, well, have a good day.” The man says, and I hear him walk away.

Dan unstraps me from the frame and guides me down off the platform. I look at him in confusion as he removes my old collar. The panic of being collarless lasts only a moment before he places a red collar around my neck.

I’m so shocked, I freeze in place.

Red!

I’m a grade A: Prime Choice Hucow.


Chapter Three

The Hucow Market

I’m still in a state of disbelief that I got a red collar and when I step out from behind the curtain, I hear the other hucows still waiting in line begin to talk amongst themselves while they point at me.

“Quiet!” the guard barks, and they settle at once, but their eyes remain on me. Some stare at me, eyes squinted in jealousy and others wide in awe.

I don’t have to feel their stares for long because a guard comes in and attaches a leash to my coveted red collar and leads me out of the room.

I follow the guard down a long walkway. This is an area of the facility I’ve never been to before. I’m too busy looking around, and I almost stumble into the guard’s back when he halts at a closed door.

He opens the door and pulls me inside without a word. What I see inside has my heart rate increasing in fear as I look at all the restraints hanging from hooks on the walls. At the facility, only bad hucows get punished by being restrained.

“Did I do something wrong? I was a good hucow for inspection.” I say nervously as the guard ties the end of my leash to a steel post in the center of the room.

“I’m sure you were a good cow. They don’t give out red collars often. These restraints are not for punishment, but for control and safety. You’re leaving the facility and heading to the hucow market where you’ll be sold to a breeding farm. These will keep you safe, and it’s the law. Livestock must be restrained when leaving any government hucow facility or registered hucow farm. I’m sure we can trust you to behave around the public, but you’re just a cow and something could scare you. If you end up hurting a free human, that is an immediate death sentence.” The guard says as he eyes my naked body. He licks his lips, and I notice a bulge forming in his pants. “It would be a damn waste of a good hucow like you to end up at the cannery.”

I feel hot suddenly and I look down at my feet, trying to avoid his gaze and the feeling it evokes in me.

He grabs two metal shackles from the wall and approaches me. “Hold your arms out.” He says and I obey, even though I really want to refuse.

The steel shackles are heavy and cold on my warm skin as he closes them around my wrists. There is a small locking sound and they lock smoothly. I look at them and can’t even tell where they open.

He fetches a thick chain with two clasps on both ends. It seems really short, and I wonder what he’s going to do with that.

“Turn around and face the post, hands behind your back.” He directs and again, I do as I’m told.

There is another ring on the back of my collar that I was unaware of, and he threads the chain through the ring. Both ends hang down the center of my back. I shiver at the feeling of it against my skin. I don’t like this at all, but I’ve never had a choice about anything in my life, and this is no different.

He grabs one wrist and pulls my wrist back and up gently, but the firm grip he has on me tells me it’s useless to struggle. The clasp on the chain is attached to my wrist shackle and then he does the same to my other wrist.

I was right about the chain being short. With my wrists shackled this way, my hands are facing upward and if I pull on them, the chain draws my collar tight, cutting off my air. I panic for a minute, thinking I’m going to suffocate, but the guard leans his body against mine and pushes up on my wrists, taking the strain off my neck. “Keep them right about here and you can breathe fine. This position is meant to keep you docile, and if you put up a fight, you will only hurt yourself. Understand?”

“Yes.” I say, taking in large lungfuls of air. I expect him to step away now that he’s explained how the restraints work, but instead, he presses his body harder into my backside. The bulge in his pants is even more evident when he rubs it along the seam of my ass.

His breath is hot on my neck when he groans and grinds his dick harder against me. “Fuck. You are a tempting cow. I can see why you’re Grade A.”

Without conscious thought, my body reacts to his closeness and I arch my back, pressing my ass towards him. I wonder what it would feel like if he mounted me right here. I know I’m headed to a breeding farm where I’ll be bred often to produce more livestock, but suddenly I can’t wait that long. His hard body pressed against mine; dominating me. I’m helpless in my restrained position, and it’s making me wetter than I was during inspection. Even the scent of him is driving me wild. He’s male and I’m female. I don’t see any problem with him mounting me right here and using my body. I’m a breeder after all.

He leans his upper body away from me and I can feel his hand on my ass. I arch my back further, which takes more pressure off my neck, and in this position, his manhood rubs right against my pussy. Too bad he has clothes on.

“Good cow. Already presenting yourself for mating. As much as I’d love to fuck your tight pussy, I won’t.” He pulls away from me and I whimper in displeasure. “You’re Grade A and off limits. I would get fired. If you were just some cow headed to the cannery, then I might’ve given you a good fuck before your end, but also, I’d never risk impregnating a hucow that wasn’t on the chopping block. I don’t want my offspring raised as livestock.”

He’s right. I lower my head as much as my restraints would allow. What was I thinking? He’s a free human. They don’t mate with us, and if he managed to breed with me, then any calf born would be livestock. No exceptions.

I don’t respond to him. There is nothing really to say, so I adjust my stance until I’m no longer sticking my ass out in invitation.

I hear him walking around the room, but I keep my eyes lowered submissively. He’s behind me again, but leaves space between us. “Spread your legs.” He says.

Then I feel him add restraints to my ankles. Another chain about shoulder width connects my ankles, hobbling me. I’ll have to walk in small steps from now on.

He seems to be finished now and unhooks my leash from the post and helps me turn around to face him. I push my wrists back to keep the strain off my neck and I see his eyes dip down to my chest. With my arms like this, my udders are pushed up and out like they are on display.

“Damn. You got me so horny.” He points to his crotch, where he’s straining against the seam of his pants. “I can’t work like this. I might not be allowed to use your hucow pussy, but I can use your mouth.”

I frown in confusion. My mouth?

He presses down on my shoulders with his large hands. “Kneel, cow.”

It’s awkward to move when I’m restrained like this and I fall to my knees roughly with a wince. The hard floor offers no cushion. I’ll probably have bruises.

“Now open your pretty mouth.” He says, “but I don’t want to feel any teeth or I will punish you and you won’t like it. I promise you that..” He scowls at me hard, but then smiles in satisfaction when I open my mouth and wait for his next command. He’s been nice so far, but I know the guards here can be brutal when angry.

“Good girl.” He says and then unzips his pants, pulls out his hard cock. It’s the first time I’ve ever seen one and I stare at it in fascination.

It’s hard, long and thick, with veins along the shaft. The tip of his looks angry and purple as it points in my direction.

“I’m going to put my cock inside your mouth and you’re going to suck on it until I cum down your throat. Remember, no biting.” He says and I nod.

Without further warning, the guard pushes the tip into my open mouth. I remain still, unsure of what to do.

“Close your lips around it.” He grunts and pushes into my mouth further. “Yeah, just like that.”

I wrap my lips around his shaft, and the taste of me has me moaning. It’s salty and musky. It’s different, but not unpleasant.

His fingers sink into my hair and he holds onto my head as he flexes his hips, pushing deeper into my mouth each time until he’s hitting the back of my mouth. I gag as he pushes the tip down my throat. I remember the inspector telling me to breathe through my nose so I don’t panic this time. Drool is pouring out of my mouth now, but I remain still and let him use me.

He grunts and groans like he’s enjoying himself, and I didn’t think I’d get any pleasure out of this, but I do. I’m dripping between my legs. I wish my hands were free so I could touch myself.

“Oh, fuck. I’m going to cum.” He grunts and my eyes widen in surprise when the first drops of his seed hits my tongue. Lost in his pleasure, he pushes roughly down my throat without care until my face is flush with his groin. He holds still as he cum down my throat, uncaring that I’m struggling to breathe now. I almost bite down in panic, but remember his threat of punishment and resist the urge.

Tears are pouring down my face when he pulls his softening cock out of my mouth. I cough and splutter, drawing in a much needed breath as he puts his cock away and zips up his pants. He pats me on the head and I meet his gaze. “Good cow.”

“I made a mess out of you. Can’t leave you like that.” He says as he produces a rag and wipes the tears and drool off my face. His actions are gentle compared to how rough he was moments ago.

When I’m clean enough, he helps me to my feet. “Time to go. The transport is waiting.” He doesn’t look at me as he guides me out of the room by my leash and I hobble behind him with drenched thighs and my own pleasure unfulfilled.

“Do I have to wear these restraints all the time?” I ask as we walk.

“That will be up to whoever purchases you. The shackles are permanent, but the chains can be removed by your new owner if or when he decides.” His words seem dismissive now, like he’s forgotten he just had his cock down my throat moments ago. He’s all business now and I’m just another hucow.

I feel hurt, but I shouldn’t give into these feelings. I’m nothing to the guard. Just livestock. I need to remember that.

We enter another set of doors that open into a large area lined with trucks. The guard leads me over to one where a man is standing near the back of it. The doors are opened and inside I can see two other red collared hucows standing in cages only big enough to squeeze into. I don’t know them well, but I’ve seen them around the facility.

“What took you so long? I’ve been waiting for thirty minutes. The other guards dropped their cows off ages ago.” The man looks angrily between the guard and me like it’s my fault we’re late. I’m not the one holding the leash.

His gaze rakes over my swollen lips, down my body and stops when he sees my red, bruised knees before turning his attention back to the guard’s now smirking face. The man huffs under his breath. “Just couldn’t help yourself, could you?”

The guard laughs as he hands my lead to the man. “Not when it’s a Grade A piece of ass.”

“Well, next time, don’t make me late. I need to get these cows to the afternoon market.” He tugs on my lead, and I look back at the guard one final time.

He meets my gaze for the first time since he used my mouth for his pleasure and he smirks at me. “Have a nice life, cow.” He turns away and walks back into the facility. He’ll probably prepare a few more hucows for transport today, and I wonder if he’ll use their mouths like he did mine or will he stick his cock somewhere else.

“Come on. We’re already late and I’ll have to push the speed limit to get you to market on time.” The driver says as he helps me into the truck.

He opens the nearest cage and grabs my arm, guiding me into the tight space. He lets my leash dangle from my neck as he closes the door. There is no room to move and the metal presses against me from all sides. My poor udders are jammed against the door, making my teats push out past the bars and I wince at the pressure. The small amount of milk they took from me during the inspection was not enough and they are full and sore again.

He reaches through and grabs my lead, which he ties it to a hook in the ceiling of the truck.

“Keep quiet. It’s a three-hour ride and I won’t be stopping, so if you got to take a piss, do it. There are drains beneath you.” Then he hops down and closes the doors, taking the light with him and sealing us in the dark.

None of us say a word the entire drive. My mind is enough to keep me occupied as I imagine what is in store for me next.


Chapter Four

We’re unloaded quickly when we arrive at the market. Our leads are handed off to new guards who take us inside another building where we are chained to posts and hosed down with cool water. Once we are cleaned, they lead us into a large open room with an elevated platform in the center with holding posts.

Two hucows with red collars are already chained by their leads to their individual posts. There are lots of chairs surrounding the platform. Some are filled, others remain empty, but I can see a few men standing, chatting in groups throughout the room.

I can feel eyes on me as the guards lead us towards the platform and a nervous flutter begins in my chest. Most of these men must own breeding farms and are here to bid on us. I have a sudden fear that they’ll find me lacking and I won’t sell.

“Oh good. The last three hucows are here. I was worried we’d have to delay the sale.” A man with white hair says as we near and I don’t get to dwell on my worries, thankfully. “Get them up on the block and tied off so we can start.”

“Yes, sir.”

They pull each of us up the set of steps, tie our leads to posts and then leave us.

“Good evening, gentlemen. We will start the bidding in thirty minutes. Now is the time to examine these prime cows up for sale.”

It’s like a wave of men coming at us and I almost flinch when the hands begin touching me. I don’t know what I thought would happen when I was sold, but definitely not this. Multiple hands grope me, sliding between my legs or into my mouth. My udders are fondled and my poor teats are red from receiving too many pinches. It’s like the inspection all over again, but with dozens of inspectors touching me at once.

As they touch us all, they talk amongst themselves. “This one has nice wide hips, perfect for breeding, I’d say.” A man says.

“Yeah, but look how its udders are sagging already. I bet my farm you’ll only get a few years out of her.” Another adds.

I tilt my head and look over at the hucow they are examining and I don’t see anything wrong with her udders. These men are really picky.

Just then, two fingers push inside me and I grunt as the man behind me pumps them in and out. My body’s response is automatic, and I soak his fingers with my wetness almost immediately.

He hums in approval and pulls his fingers out before I have a chance to really enjoy them inside me.

“The sale will begin in ten minutes. Take your seats, gentleman.” The man with white hair says, and I’m assuming he’s in charge here.

The surrounding men slowly dissipate until only the hucows up on the platform. I lift my head and see a sea of men seated around the platform as the man in charge of selling us steps up onto the platform.

He goes to the hucow furthest from me. “All hucows in front of you are fresh out of the facility and graded A: Prime Choice. Anyone of these will make a fine addition to your breeding farms. We’ll start the bidding on this fine heifer at $5000.”

I don’t know how much that is, but the men began to murmur amongst themselves and I see hands began to raise.

“Do I see $5500?”

Again, hands raise but a few less.

“$6000.”

This goes on until only one hand remains up.

“Sold to Mr. Markus for $8500. You can pay the teller and collect your cow after the market closes.”

Just then, the back door slams open and the handsomest man I’ve ever seen walks in. He’s tall with wide shoulders and dark hair.

“Mr. Thomas, you are late. The bidding has already begun.” Says the seller.

“Sorry, Edward,” the newcomer says, “I had to deliver my last two calves to the facility and an old breeder to the butcher.”

Edward, that the seller’s name says, “well you won’t be able to examine the livestock and the first hucow just sold.”

“That is fine. I’m pretty good at picking out good quality cows by just looking at them.” Mr. Thomas says and as he takes a seat, our eyes meet before he trails them down my body. It’s like I can feel his gaze and my body flushes with heat.

I like this man’s eyes on me, and if I feel this way with a look, I wonder what having his hands on me will feel like.

When his gaze leaves me quickly to look at the hucow next to me, my heart sinks. Did he not like me?

Edward continues the sale of the next hucow. Hands raise in the air again, but I keep an eye on Mr. Thomas. He doesn’t raise his hand for the hucow, and that makes me feel a little better.

“Sold to Mr. Jacobs.”

Edward moves on to hucow number three. She’s the one I overheard the men talking badly about her udders.

“Do I hear $5000?” Edward begins and, to my surprise, no one raises their hands.

“Hum… What about $4000? That is well below the Grade A base price.” Again, no one raises their hands.

“Well then, perhaps this hucow has been mis-labeled.” I watch as he nods to a guard who quickly comes and removes the cow from the platform and leads her back through the doors we came in. She was from the same facility as I did and I worry that maybe I’ve been mis-labeled as well. What will happen to her or me if I don’t sell?

“Moving on then.” Edward begins the bidding on the next hucow that arrived with me. “We’ll start with the base price of $5000.”

I hold my breath until I see lots of hands shoot into the air. Oh good. If she sells, then hopefully I’ll be fine too.

Her bidding takes longer than the others, but eventually she sells, and the handsome man still hasn’t placed a bid on any of the hucows.

“Sold for $9500 to Mr. Crafton.”

All too soon, it’s my turn.

“The last hucow up for sale today is this beauty. Do we have $5000?”

I’m afraid to look at the crowd, so I keep my gaze on the floor. My heart is beating fast in my chest. The sound is so loud in my ears that I almost don’t hear Edward’s next words.

“Excellent. We have ourselves a real auction.”

What?

I peek up just for a second and the breath stalls in my chest. Almost every hand is in the air. Every hand except for Mr. Thomas’s, that is.

“Since everyone seems to be interested in this exceptional cow, I’m going to jump the bid to $10,000.”

A few hands drop at that price, but more than half are still up.

“12,000.”

“13,000.”

“16,000.” Only a few hands are still in the air now, and when I look over at the handsome latecomer, he is looking at me which is normal since all the men are, but he makes eye contact and the smirk on his face has my core heating. He is still not bidding on me, and I’m disappointed. I don’t know this man, but something in my gut is telling me I want him to be my new owner.

“Do I hear $18,000?” I turn my attention to the two men left bidding. They are glaring at each other now as they keep their hands in the air.

“Looks like it’s down to two.”

There is a shout of, “$25,000!” and I gasp when I see Mr. Thomas has his hand up.

“Well! Do either of you gentlemen want to outbid Mr. Thomas for this fine heifer?” Edward addresses the other two, who quickly shake their heads no. “Congratulations Mr. Thomas. You have bought yourself a new hucow.”

He bought me! Excitement fills me. I can’t believe I’m going to be owned by someone as handsome as Mr. Thomas. He seemed nice when he spoke with Edward, so I’ll assume he won’t be a bad owner and now I can’t wait to get to my new home.

“I’ll have one of my farmhands come pick her up. I have to stop by the butcher again on my way home to pick up whatever prime cuts could be salvaged from my old girl.” Mr. Thomas says and then walks out.


Chapter Four

The First Milking

The ride to the farm was not what I expected, but I shouldn’t be surprised. I am only a hucow and not a free person. Of course, they wouldn’t let me sit up front, but I wasn’t expected to be made to kneel in a crate on the back of the truck, which is open to the elements.

At least the farmhand cared enough to cover me up with a tarp which blocked the wind. Before he closed the flap, he let me know it’s a six-hour drive to my new home. He could have said any amount of time and it wouldn’t have mattered. I don’t understand how long an hour is.

My knees were aching and my legs had gone numb not long into the trip. My bladder was also full, and I really had to urinate, but I refused to soil myself.

I was relieved when the truck finally came to a stop a long time later, and the trap was removed. The farm hand pulled me out of the crate and set me on my feet, holding me by my arms until I could stand on my own.

“I need to relieve myself.” I say to the farmhand. He has the same color hair as my new owner, but not as handsome. There is something harsh about his features and he’s never smiled once since I’ve met him.

“You’re going to have to hold it, cow, until the boss says so. Come on, he’s probably waiting in the hucow barn for you.” He says and grabs my lead, pulling me towards a building.

The large structure looks to be two large buildings in one connected by a smaller section in the middle. I get a glimpse of the surrounding area as we walk. Fields surround the barn, and further down the road is a large house. I see two older children playing in the yard and I assume they are the farmer’s kids because if they were hucow born they would be living in a facility by now.

A tug on my leash has me jerking my attention to the farmhand and I move as fast as my restraints allow.

I stare around the barn with interest. Everything is so new to me and I don’t want to miss a thing. It’s spacious inside, with rows of stalls on one side. As we pass by, I can hear shuffling in a few of them, but I’m unable to see over the edge of the walls. There must be more breeding hucows here. I wonder how many he owns.

My new owner, just as handsome as he was the first time I saw him, is standing next to some equipment I’ve never seen before with an excited smile on his face. “Ah… good, my new hucow is here.”

I look down at the floor, feeling nervous suddenly. “Hello.”

“Shh… don’t talk.” The handler says to me.

“It’s okay, Josh. She’s new and will take some time to learn the ropes.”

So the man who delivered me to the farm is named Josh.

“Welcome to your new home, F-1367. I hope the ride was not too hard on you.” He chuckles to himself.

“It was okay, but I have to pee.” I say softly.

“Good, and we’ll fix that issue in a minute.” He says. “The first thing I want to do is give you a name.”

My head snaps up in shock. Hucows aren’t allowed names. “A… name? We’re not allowed to have names.” I say.

“No, of course not. You’re a hucow. No better than an animal, but F-1367 is a mouthful. It won’t be a legal one, but a nickname. Something I can call you that will be easier to remember than a number. I like to give all my cow’s nicknames.”

“How many hucows do you own?”

“Ten, counting you.” He says and points at the stalls behind me. “Every one of those stalls are full. I’m sure you’ll see a few in passing, but you’re all too valuable to interact just in case someone gets hurt, so we keep you all separated.”
My shoulders drop in disappointment. I won’t be able to make new friends. Being a breeding hucow seems really lonely and I suddenly wish I was sent with my friend to the dairy.

“Now, what should I call you? Oh, I know! I’ll call you Clover. My daughter said she’d like her next pet to be named Clover and a hucow is kind of like a pet, so that’s what we’ll call you.”

Clover sounds nice, and it feels good to have a name to call my own. It almost makes all my sadness at missing my friend disappear.

“Thank you, Mr. Thomas.” I say.

“All my hucows call me master. Remember that.” His voice is stern, but he’s still smiling at me.

“Yes, master.” I replied.

“Okay, Clover. Let’s have a closer look at you. You cost me a lot of money, so I want to make sure you were worth it.” He says before his hands are on my udders. He cups them in his hands, pinching my teats between his fingers and pulling them outward.

“They hurt.” I whine, which earns me a smack on my ass from the handler behind me.

“Quiet.” He says and I obey, remaining still and quiet while my master examines my udders.

“Smaller than the rest of my herd, but nice and full. Your first time on the milker will be short, but with a successful breeding they will grow much bigger and you’ll be put on the machine for hours at a time.”

“I’ll get these transport restraints off you now, and then I’ll milk you.” He adds.

He moves behind me and I sigh in relief when my wrists are freed from the chain and I can finally breathe without feeling like I’m being choked. The chain connecting my ankles gets removed next until I’m left with my shackles and collar only.

“Josh, place the new hucow on the milking bench and then you can leave. I’m sure you have other chores to do.”

“Sure thing, boss. Kneel cow, and lay your stomach over the bench.” Josh directs me.

I follow his orders and once I’m in position; I see my udders hang over the edge of the bench. This position is not uncomfortable. The milking bench is padded and the floor below my knees is spongy, so my aching knees get some reprieve. My bladder doesn’t like the added pressure, but hopefully if I’m good, they’ll let me pee soon.

“Place your hands flat on the floor.”

My wrist shackles are locked to steel rings on the floor, leaving me to support my upper half on my hands.

He then removes my lead now that I can’t move and I see in front of me that there is a chain connected to the wall in front of me. He clips that chain to my collar. Why do I need to be restrained so much to get milked?

I can turn my head a little, and see my master watching Josh restrain me with a gleam in his eye that I’m not familiar with, but when I lower my gaze, I can tell he’s turned on by the massive bulge in his pants.

Is he going to want to use my mouth like the guard? That thought doesn’t bother me. I’ve been attracted to the farmer since seeing him at the market and would love to take his cock inside my mouth and lick it until he spurts his seed down my throat. It would please him and I want to make my new owner happy.
My dirty thoughts are interrupted when Josh spreads my thighs with his hands until my ass and pussy are exposed. Using thick leather straps, he ties me to the legs of the bench to keep my thighs open. Lastly, he grabs my ankles and attaches them to more rings on the floor.

“Have fun boss.” Josh laughs as he leaves the barn and I’m left alone with my master and the other hucows, hidden in their stalls.

He doesn’t respond to Josh but kneels down on the soft floor and that’s when I notice he has grabbed a bucket filled with liquid. I watch as he dips a rag into it and wipes down my udders thoroughly.

“This machine is just for your first milking. There is a system in every stall that you will be hooked up to multiple times a day. Myself or another farmhand will be caring for you while you are on my farm. We have rules you will be expected to follow or you will be punished.”

Goosebumps break out on my skin as his voice takes on a deeper tone.

“I don’t allow my hucows to talk back. Only speak to one of us when we ask you a question. You’re new here, so I will allow you to ask as many questions as you want today. Understand?”

My new owner doesn’t seem as nice as I originally thought, and a sense of fear washes over me the longer he talks.

A hard pinch on my nipple has me crying out. “Do you understand!” He barks.

“Yes, master.”

“Good.”

He places something between my spread legs. “You can pee now, cow. I need a sample to check if you’re fertile.”

My cheeks heat as I release myself right in front of him. Usually, I have some privacy in my stall.

I watch as he sticks a tiny stick into the bowl filled with my urine. When it changes color, he nods his head. “Looks like I bought you on the right day. You are ovulating now, so we won’t have to wait to breed you.”

He said I’m allowed to ask questions right now, but not a single thing comes to my mind. It’s all a jumbled mess in my head, so I stay quiet and hopefully I can gather my thoughts while being milked.

He places the cups against my udders and switches on the machine. The suction is immediate and harsh, causing my flesh to be pulled down into the cups. I grunt. “OH!”

My teats stretch downward with every pull, and I see milk begin to bubble at the ends before dripping down the tub.

My master chuckles and squeezes my udders above the cups. “How does it feel to be milked for the first time?”

I don’t think he cares about my answer, but I respond. “Different… It hurts, but also feels good.”

The longer the machine suckles on my teats, the more warmth spreads throughout my body. Heat pools in my lower abdomen and I grow slick between my legs.

His warm hands slide over my body. “Damn, you're one fine hucow and I can tell you’re going to be worth the money I spent on you.” His voice has grown husky as his fingers slip between my legs and ghost along my folds. “So soft and wet. My bulls are going to love breeding you, but I can’t let them have all the fun. Besides, it’s my duty as your owner to prepare you first.”

He pushes two fingers into my pussy and the combination of the machine pulling on my teats and his thrusting fingers has me panting. I try to hold my moans in, but they slip out.

“Good girl, making all those sounds. Be as loud as you want, little cow. I’m going to make you cum all over my fingers. You’re such a horny cow, perfect for breeding. Perfect for milking and all mine.”

His words bring me to the peak of pleasure and every thought disappears as I tumble over the edge with a scream. My udders burst and milk pours from me down the tubes along with arousal that pours down my legs and soaks his hand.

In my haze, I feel him remove his fingers. He shuffles behind me and then I hear the sound of a zipper. It doesn’t register what he’s doing until I feel the heat of his body brush against mine.

“I always break in the new cows. Tight hucow pussy is always my favorite.” He says, and then with a grunt he shoves his cock into me without warning, making me scream at being ripped wide open. It feels like I’m on fire. It burns as he pushes his cock in and out of my sore pussy. Whimpers and whines leave my lips as he slams into over and over, uncaring that I’ve never been mounted before.

Just when I think I can’t handle the pain anymore, something changes. The pain begins to fade and a new feeling replaces it. The stretch that was unpleasant before now feels enjoyable and when he withdraws his cock, I feel despair at being empty even for the moment.

“Do you like my cock, cow? I bet a little breeding slut like you loves to be fucked, used, and milked like the animal you are. This is your job. To get bred and produce milk, and I’m going to make sure you’re permanently fat with a calf for the rest of your life.”

His words don’t hurt me. This is my job. I’m a Grade A prime choice hucow. A breeder, and if being bred feels like this, then I’m going to enjoy every bit of pleasure I get out of it.

Pleasure builds again in my lower abdomen and I know I’m going to cum soon. There is no escaping it and I don’t want to, so I ignore everything around me and focus on chasing that pleasure.

“That’s it. Squeeze that tight cunt around my cock. I’m going to cum soon and fill you up.” He grunts and then his fingers are on the bundle of nerves between my legs.

He pinches and the pain spirals outward in a wave until I shatter and cum with a cry. My pussy pulses around him and he pumps his hips two more times before pushing in as far as he can go. With a shout, his cock twitches, spraying spurts of seed against my womb, possibly creating life inside me.

I feel excited about being a mother. I’ve never thought about it before because I always thought I’d end up being someone’s dinner, but now I get the chance to have babies.

I slump over the bench in exhaustion. My milk has trickled to a stop and my udders are aching from the suction. He pulls out with a sigh, and a gush of fluid pours out from between my legs, landing with a wet sound on the floor. A sudden thought comes to me.

“Master, I thought free humans weren’t supposed to breed hucows. If you get me pregnant, then your offspring will become livestock like me.” I say.

He zips up his pants and then removes the cups from my sore teats before answering me. “I have two children with my lovely wife. I don’t want anymore kids. Plus, it’s not like I’ll ever know if it’s my child in your belly or it’s one of my bull’s spawn. I never fuck a cow unless they’re already pregnant or head to the bull pen for breeding.”

I don’t have anything to say to that.

He attaches a leash to my collar before unlocking me from the bench. “Come on. It’s time for you to eat and then get some rest. You’re going to meet the bulls tomorrow.”

I stumble to my feet and follow along behind quietly. He opens an empty stall and guides me inside. It’s smaller than my facility stall, but I’m also alone in this one so I have enough room to be comfortable.

There’s a pile of hay in the corner, along with a waste bucket and a bowl of dry pellets I’m accustomed to. It was the same thing they fed us in the facility. It’s freeze-dried and contains the proper amount of nutrition needed to remain healthy. There’s no flavor, but I have nothing else to compare it to. It’s all I’ve ever eaten.

A large bucket of water sits next to it.

“Eat and drink as much as you want. We don’t ration food here. We want you fat and healthy.” He says. “Sitdown on the straw.”

He grabs a chain hanging from a ring on the wall and attaches it to my collar before removing the leash. It’s short enough to prevent me from standing or moving too far, but I can lie down comfortably.

He pats my head. “Good girl. Now no talking or disturbing the other hucows. You’ve had your time to ask questions, so the rules are now in effect. I only have one other rule. Obey all farmhands and do as you’re told. Your life here will be pleasant if you follow these rules.”

I nod my head and keep quiet.

He smiles down at me. “Good night, Clover.”

Then he’s gone and I’m all alone with only his cum dripping out of me. I scoop a handful of pellets and shove them in my mouth while I think about what is going to happen to me tomorrow.


Chapter Five

The Bulls

“Time to get up, Clover.” Josh barks at me, and I open my eyes to see him standing over me. “It’s milking time.”

He guides me over to the milking bench in my stall and straps me down like yesterday. Once my udders are cleaned, the cups are placed on my udders. He turns it on and my milk begins to drain. I let out a sigh as the pressure in my chest eases.

I watch him change out my hay and empty my waste bucket before filling up my food and water.

When he’s done, my milk is just running dry. The cups are removed with a pop and I wince as the air touches my teats.

Josh must see the look on my face and says, “In a few weeks, you won’t feel any discomfort. You’ll learn to love being milked, especially when you’re knocked up and your milk fully comes in.”

My stomach flutters in anticipation and nerves. Everything’s happening so fast. I was just at the facility yesterday and now I’m on a farm and waiting to get bred.

I’m finally doing what I was raised to do. Providing my body to be used for how they see fit.

The leash gets connected to my collar before he unstraps me from the bench. I notice how I’m always restrained or under their control. I guess they don’t want to risk a hucow running away, but where would we run to?

No. I wouldn’t run. The outside is an unknown, scary place. I may be just a cow. Livestock, but the farm is much safer and I’m looked after here.

“No time to rest, Clover.” Josh says when I head towards my bed. “I’m taking you straight to the bullpen.”

Already! I thought I’d have some time before I’d have to go there and where is my master? I assumed he’d come and take me himself.

“Boss is away with his family, so I’ll be taking care of you.” Josh answers my unspoken question and my shoulders drop in disappointment. I know I’m nothing more to him than a piece of property; a hucow on his farm, but I was hoping he would be here for my first breeding.

We enter the middle section of the barn and I’m surprised to see a large steel cage. There are two doors on either side and Josh leads me through one. The floor is covered in a layer of hay.

Josh leads me through one door and once I’m in the center, he pushes on my shoulders until I’m kneeling. That’s when I noticed another chain bolted to the center of the cage floor. I can guess that’s for me before he even attaches it to my collar. At least it is longer than the one in my stall and I can move around the cage with ease.

“I’m going to let the bulls in shortly. Don’t fight them or I’ll come back and strap you to a mounting bench. It will be a long two days if you’re confined like that,” Josh says.

Two days! I’m going to be here that long?

“What about my milkings?” I blurted out, even though I’m not supposed to talk.

Thankfully Josh doesn’t seem mad. “The bulls will take care of that.” He answers with a smirk. “Don’t worry. They know what to do.”

He leaves and locks the door to the cage, leaving me inside to wait. A few minutes later, I hear footsteps and my breath quickens when I see two large men standing behind the other door. With their large bulging muscles and facial hair, they look like giants compared to my slight frame and are taller than my master or Josh. They are naked like me, with steel collars around their necks signifying they are bulls. I can’t stop myself from eyeing the long, thick cocks between their legs and I watch as they grow bigger the longer I stare at them. Their size is intimidating and I worry they will split me in two if they try to mount me.

There is a click, and the door opens, erasing the barrier between us and they approach quickly.

I’m shocked when one of them speaks in a rough voice. “Hello, pretty hucow.”

I guess we are allowed to talk. “Hello.” I say nervously back.

They surround me, standing over my kneeling body, my face level with their cocks. I can see the tips are already wet with desire and I lick my lips, subconsciously making them growl.

“I’ll go first.” One says, and then they drop to their knees beside me. His large hands grab me by my hips and pulls me onto all fours. His touch is not rough, but there’s no mistaking the strength in his grip. This bull could really hurt me if he wanted to.

I expect him to just shove his cock into me like my master did, but to my surprise, his face is suddenly between my legs. His large tongue swipes along my folds and the sensation causes me to moan. He grumbles in approval as he continues to lick me until I’m soaking his face in my arousal. I open my eyes and see the other bull stroke his cock as he watches. His eyes seem feral as his intense gaze is fixed on us.

My eyes fall closed when the bull behind me presses his tongue into me. Soon I’m pushing back against him, rubbing my pussy in his face like a hucow in heat. He pushes me quickly to the edge of that perfect place filled with ecstasy. The place I want to live in forever. I’m almost there when he pulls back and I cry out in complaint.

My sadness is short-lived because in the next second he knees my legs wider and the head of his cock is at my entrance. His grip on my hips hardens, and he pulls me back, impaling me on his monster cock. I scream as he stretches me open wider than ever before. I thought my master was big, but he is nothing compared to this bull and after feeling him inside me, I don’t want anything else.

He ruts into me like a savage, driving his cock as deep as it can go before he pulls back, only to plow into me again. His pace is fast, driven by the animalistic need to breed me. This is pure lust. We don’t know each other and we will never be more than this; a bull breeding a hucow. We come together in these moments for one goal; to get me with calf.

The wet sounds of our coupling fill the air, along with our grunts and moans. I can feel the start of my orgasm. Heat blooms deep in my core, and my inner muscles ripple along his shaft. My breasts begin to tingle and then milk starts to drip out of me and onto the floor.

The other male slides under me and latches onto one teat. He groans as my milk flows into his mouth. Having both bulls touching me brings me closer to the edge. I tremble as the surge of pleasure builds higher. It’s almost too much and I worry I won’t survive.

A primal scream leaves my mouth as the bull behind shifts and hits a spot deep inside me, and I surrender to the intense orgasm that slams into me like a tidal wave.

“Hmm… good hucow. I’m going to cum now.” He says and then he’s shouting as he slams into me one final time. The head of his cock is so deep, I can feel his seed shooting into my womb. There’s so much of it that my belly bulges, and then some pours out from between my legs.

I’ve been bred by the bull.

I drop my head as a wave of exhaustion hits me. I just want to go back to my stall and sleep for the rest of the day.

I momentarily forgot about the other bull until I find myself straddling his waist as he sits on the ground. He lines himself up with my dripping, cum-stuffed pussy and then slides me down on top of him.

I grunt as I’m filled again by another bull cock. There is no resistance or pain this time. I’m so wet he slipped right in. I’ve never mated like this, so I don’t know what to do, but I shouldn’t have worried. He grabs my hips and lifts me up and down on his shaft, using me like a cocksleeve to get off.

The base of his cock rubs along my clit, stimulating me with every thrust, and I’m surprised when another orgasm approaches so soon after the first.

“Open your mouth.” The bull that just bred me is standing with his semi hard cock in my face. He touches the tip to my lips and I can smell our combined desire on him. I open my mouth and let his taste explode on my tongue as he pushes his cock down my throat. I gag, and my eyes water, but it’s not enough to distract me from the bull rutting up into me.

I lose myself to the moment, surrendering to the intense pleasure and the sensation of being the focus of these two bulls. It’s a feeling of complete abandon, of being consumed by pure physical pleasure. All of us were chasing our own ecstasy. I moan loudly as my body pulses and shakes with the intensity of my next climax.

The bull beneath me roars and then I feel him empty inside me, adding more cum to the load already inside me.

The bull in my mouth removes his cock and before I can catch my breath, he lifts me and lays me down on my back. He kneels between my spread legs; his cock now hard and ready to go again.

“What are you doing? I thought we were done.” I ask.

He smirks at me and chuckles. “Oh, no little hucow. We are only just getting started. We’ll fuck you over and over again for the next two days. Our only goal is to ensure that you leave this cage pregnant.” Then he thrusts inside me and it starts all over again.

I get very little rest over the next two days. The bulls never seem to tire and even when I’m so exhausted that I can’t move, they just place me where they want me and fuck me until they cum inside me. Even during the night, I’m woken by one of them slipping into me. Sometimes they are quick and I don’t even get to climax, but other times they make sure I cum multiple times before they give in to their own pleasure.

They drink from me often while we mate so my udders don’t become painful. Josh comes by a couple times to deliver food, but mostly we are left along to fuck like animals until I’m so full of their seed that it pours out of me every time I move.

When Josh finally opens the bull’s door and they leave, I’m almost sad to see them go. It was an exhausting experience. One I will never forget, and I couldn’t wait to experience it again.


Chapter Six

The Vet

Six weeks later

My master, Mr. Thomas, is standing next to the vet as he examines me. It’s been six weeks since my visit to the bullpen.

I barely remember Josh hosing off my sore body before taking me back to my stall. I was asleep before he even chained me to the wall.

I was restrained on an exam table in another part of the barn. The vet took some blood and then I had to hold still for him to insert a rod into my vagina. He was focused on a grainy screen in front of him now.

“Well. Is the cow pregnant?” My master asks.

I’ve only seen him a few times since I’ve been here. Most of the time it’s been Josh or another farmhand that has tended to me, but every time he has come into my stall, he has been gentle with me.

I’ve been a very good hucow. I want to make him happy, and make sure he doesn’t regret buying me. It can be lonely here sometimes, but it’s a nice place to live. I could have done much worse.

If I’m not pregnant, then I worry he will sell me or send me to the slaughterhouse. Now that I’ve experienced the pleasures of a breeding hucow, I don’t want to leave.

I hold my breath as the vet removes the rod from my vagina and turns to my master with a smile on his face.

“Congratulations Mr. Thomas. The cow is pregnant.”

A smile crosses my face, and I let out a breath of air. I’ve done it. I’m pregnant.

“That’s good news.” My master says.

“More that good news, Mr. Thomas, it's great news. She’s pregnant with twins.”

Twins? Two babies?
 “Whatever you paid for her, it was worth every penny. She’s going to make this farm a lot of money.”

My master claps his hands in delight and looks at me. “Do you hear that, Clover? You are going to have twins. I knew you were worth buying. I always know how to pick out the best stock.”

I guess the inspectors were right. I am a Grade A: Prime Choice Hucow.

The End…
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