

Chapter one

The room is unfamiliar. The lights above me shine with a harsh, unforgiving glow. Cold concrete under my feet sends a chill up my legs, making them shiver.

The nerves in my body feel like live wires, sparking and sending shocks through me. I try to steady myself, to find a comfortable stance, but the tension in my muscles makes it difficult. This place is too bright, too open. I long for the familiarity of my stall.

I hear footsteps approaching: the sharp click of boots on the hard floor. Standing straight, I try to push my chest out, to present myself just as I’ve been trained. I keep my eyes lowered, submissive. The livestock inspector circles me, his boots echoing in the grading room’s space. I can feel his eyes on me, assessing. He carries a clipboard, and the sound of his pen scratching against the paper.

His hands prod my flesh, cold and clinical. He tests the firmness of my thighs, my arms, my rear. Each touch sends a jolt through me, a mix of discomfort and the desire to please. I want to be good, to prove my worth.

He moves to my front, his eyes lingering on my breasts. He prods them, notes their size and firmness, and squeezes them until a small dribble of milk pours out. The pitiful amount makes him frown, and I feel a flush of warmth and a mix of embarrassment. I want to be seen as valuable, as worthy.

I know I’m not Grade A. Those hucows are perfect, and I doubt I’ll be Grade C with udders like mine. He scribbles more notes, his expression smoothing out.

He walks around me, raking his eyes over my body. It’s not like I’ve never experienced this, where someone sizes you up. It’s normal for hucow livestock to be assessed as we grow. His hands grabbed my ass and then traced my hips.

He is silent for a moment, then speaks. “Grade B - Butcher’s Choice.” His voice is as clinical as his touch. He fastens a green collar around my neck, the leather cold against my skin. It feels heavy, a weight I’ve earned through my flesh and compliance.

“Strong muscular thighs, meaty arms, and a plump rear that marks her as excellent butcher material. Good cow. You’ve matured nicely and are ready to serve your purpose. “

His words and the collar feel heavy against my skin, but I accept it with the docility expected of livestock. I was raised to serve and be eager to be used as the free human chooses. A lifetime of fed chemical concoctions and hormone stimulation—all for this one exam. The hormones have done wonders, growing my breasts from nearly two cups. Not enough to be a permanent milking cow, but they have plumped up my body nicely. I’ll feed a lot of hungry mouths and be proud to do it.

He turns away, his inspection complete. I am left standing alone in the cold room, and my mind wanders back to the quiet moment in my stall, the whispered conversations with my stallmate.

I think of her eyes, the way she would look lost in thought, and I miss the familiarity of her presence, her quiet, affirming sounds. I wonder if she thinks of me now, if she wonders what grade I got. It’s hard to believe I’ll never see her again, but it’s fine. She has her purpose, and I have mine.

A guard arrives with a heavy lead and attaches it to my new green collar. “Grade B.” He says to himself as he leads me down a sterile corridor toward the prep room. The air is thick with the scent of disinfectant.

I try to focus on the sound of my breathing, but my heart pounds in my ears, drowning out any semblance of calm. This is so new, and I’m not used to being out of my stall this long.

The guard’s boots echo sharply against the floor. His grip on my collar is firm, not cruel, but impersonal. I am just another piece of livestock to him, another body to be processed.

The prep room smells mildly of sweat and metal from all the shipping restraints hanging on the walls. He tied the lead tightly to a post in the middle of the room.

The guard’s hands are rough as he secures metal shackles around my wrists, binding them behind my back. The coldness of the metal feels shocking against my flesh. “Easy girl, these are for your safety.” He says, and I immediately calm down. They know best. “The shackles have to be tight, designed for control during shipping.”

He leans closer and attaches them to my collar with a short chain, pushing my chest forward and putting a strain on my neck. The weight of the collar and the strain of the chain send pain down my spine. Despite that, the strongest pain I feel still manages to be that of my engorged breasts, hanging like two burdensome melons.

I test the restraints with slight movements, feeling the weight of the metal against my skin as the guard watches me with an air of detachment, like one would observe this. An animal.

Once I settle, he pats my ass in praise. “The transport is not here yet, so we have some time to kill. Do you want to have sex before you head to the slaughterhouse? It’ll probably be your only chance before you die.”

I blink in confusion. Processing his words slowly. Sex is something I vaguely understand from the limited lessons we are taught. It’s the breeding process for hucows, but only prime choice breeding hucows are bred.

“But I’m not prime choice.” I say.

He chuckles. “I know, and this is not about breeding you. This is about fun and pleasure. Mine preferably, but I’ll make sure you enjoy it too.”

I look at the guard, I nod, in a barely audible voice. “Yes,” I responded with a nod. “If it makes you happy.” I had heard the girls in my stall whisper it would be painful, but I swallowed my nerves. This will please him, and my body is not my own. It’s to be used. “I would like to be bred before I die.”

I close my eyes, taking a deep breath. At this moment I can picture myself as a breeding cow. I’ll never get a chance to experience this again. My future is not in a barn producing offspring. My future is ending up on someone’s dinner plate.


Chapter Two

A flutter of something like excitement mingles with my confusion as I consider experiencing this before my life is snuffed out.

The guard laughs, the sound bouncing off the walls of the prep room. “No, no. You’ve got it all wrong.” He circles me, his boots clicking against the concrete. “This isn’t breeding. No calves will come from this. This is just for fun—for pleasure.”

I furrow my brow, struggling to understand. The concept of pleasure without purpose feels wrong. Everything in my life has been structured around utility—eating to grow, exercising to develop muscle, being milked to produce. The idea of an activity with no output confuses me.

“But...” My voice trails off as I try to articulate my confusion. “What’s the point if not for breeding?”

“The point is, it feels good.” He stops in front of me, his face close enough that I can smell the coffee on his breath. “And trust me, it will feel good for you too. Consider it a parting gift before processing.”

I watch as his hands move to his belt. The metal buckle makes a clanking sound as it comes undone. The zipper of his uniform pants slides down tooth by tooth, the sound unnervingly loud in the quiet room. He pushes the fabric down just enough to reveal tight black underwear beneath, then hooks his thumbs under the elastic waistband and pulls that down too.

His cock springs free, and I stare at it with wide eyes. I’ve never seen one before. It’s different from what I expected—larger, more imposing. It juts forward, semi-hard and growing firmer as he strokes it casually with one hand. The skin is flushed and veined; the tip glistening slightly. I’ve only ever seen my body and those of other hucows—all female, all with the same curves and openings I possess. This is entirely new territory.

“First time seeing one of these, huh?” he asks, noticing my fixed stare.

I nod mutely, unable to look away. It continues to swell under his touch until it stands fully erect. My throat feels dry suddenly.

“Don’t worry. It’s designed to fit,” he says matter-of-factly, as if discussing a piece of equipment.

The clinical way he refers to his body makes sense to me. I’m accustomed to my own body being discussed in terms of its utility—my udders assessed for milk production, my muscles evaluated for meat quality. His detachment is familiar, even comforting in its predictability.

My heartbeat quickens, though I’m unsure if it’s fear or anticipation. Perhaps both. I tug slightly at my restraints, feeling the cold metal bite into my wrists. The chain connecting them to my collar forces my posture to remain upright and exposed.

“Will it hurt?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

“A little at first,” he admits with a shrug. “But then it gets better. Way better.” He steps closer, his eyes roaming over my naked body, assessing me. “You’ve got good strong thighs and a nice ass. That’s what earned you that B grade. Butcher’s choice.” His tone is appreciative but detached, like he’s complimenting a cut of meat—which, I suppose, is exactly what I am to him.

Against my back, the metal of the hitching post feels cold and unyielding. The prep room feels both too large and too small simultaneously. The lights overhead cast harsh shadows across the guard’s face, making his expression difficult to read as he approached me.

I take a deep breath, trying to calm my racing heart. This is just another way to fulfill my purpose, I tell myself. Another way to be useful before I’m processed into food, but something about the guard’s casual manner and the unfamiliar situation keeps me on edge.

His hand reaches out to touch my face, tilting my chin up so I’m forced to meet his eyes.

“Ready?” he asks, though it’s not really a question that requires an answer. Ready or not, this will happen. That’s how things work for livestock.

I nod anyway because I’ve been conditioned to be cooperative, to accept whatever is done to my body with docility. My muscles tense involuntarily as he moves closer, his naked lower half pressing against my thigh, the heat of his skin a stark contrast to the cold air of the prep room.

“Lean back against the post,” the guard instructed, his voice flat and professional. “Spread your legs wider.” He gestures with one hand, showing the stance he wants me to take. Despite my restraints, I managed to adjust my position, the metal hitching post cold against my bare back. I wince as the chain connecting my collar to my wrist cuffs pulls taut, forcing my chest to thrust forward.

“Good cow,” he says, stepping back to observe me. His erection hasn’t flagged, but he seems in no rush to proceed. Instead, his eyes catalog my body with the same methodical attention the livestock inspector gave me earlier. “Need to check the quality of what I’m working with.”

His hands reach out, starting at my thighs. His touch is firm, squeezing the muscle as if testing its density. I remain perfectly still, having been trained since birth to submit to examinations. His fingers probe and press, measuring the fat-to-muscle ratio that determined my grade.

“Excellent development here,” he murmurs, more to himself than to me. “Classic B-grade musculature. Firm but with just enough fat marbling to ensure tenderness.” He speaks as if reading from a butcher’s manual, his clinical assessment strangely soothing.

His hands move upward, tracing the curve of my hips. “Good wide pelvis. Would have made you suitable for breeding if your udders had developed properly.” There’s no cruelty in his observation, just a matter-of-fact evaluation.

I feel my breathing steady as he continues his assessment. The tension that had built in my muscles began to ease. This, at least, is something I understand—being evaluated, appraised for my physical attributes. The sexual context may be new, but the clinical touch is not.

“Turn your head to the side,” he commands, and I comply immediately. His fingers trace the line of my jaw, then move down to my neck, carefully avoiding the collar. “Good structure here. The neck cuts will be prime.”

A shiver runs through me at his casual reference to how my body will be butchered, but it’s not fear—just acknowledgment of my purpose. I’ve always known my destiny was to feed others. His words simply confirm what I’ve been raised to accept.

He moves closer, his hands sliding around to cup my rear. “Excellent gluteal development. This will be premium ground meat or maybe a rump roast.” His hands knead the flesh, but the touch remains professional with just a side of lust.

“Face forward again,” he says, and I obey. His hands come to rest on my waist, measuring its circumference with his fingers. “Good ratio here. Lean enough for quality cuts, but not too stringy.”

My nervousness about what’s coming begins to fade under his methodical examination. There’s comfort in being handled by someone who knows exactly what they’re doing, who sees my body for what it was—a resource. The fear of the unknown gives way to the familiarity of being assessed.

“Deep breath,” he instructs, and as I inhale, his hands move up to cup my udders. Unlike the inspector earlier, his touch is neither rough nor dismissive. He weighs them carefully, his thumbs passing over my teats. “Underdeveloped for milk production, but adequate for the purpose I have in mind.”

My breathing hitches slightly at this unfamiliar touch, but I maintain my position. His hands are warm against my skin, and I lean into his touch almost imperceptibly, seeking that warmth.

“You’re a very compliant hucow,” he observes, his eyes meeting mine briefly. “That’s good. Makes things easier for both of us.”

I nod slightly, unsure if a verbal response is expected. I’ve been trained to speak only when directly questioned. His recognition of my compliance feels like praise, and I feel a small glow of satisfaction at having pleased him.

His hands continue their methodical exploration, moving down my stomach, noting the firmness of my abdominal muscles. “You’re in good condition. Shows in your muscle tone. That’s why you made B grade.”

His hand moves lower, hovering just above the junction of my thighs. His demeanor hasn’t changed, but something in his eyes shifts—a flicker of personal interest breaking through the professional facade.

“This is where we’ll begin,” he says, his voice maintaining its even tone despite the slight dilation of his pupils. “Remember, the goal is pleasure. Yours as well as mine. Yours is not required, but it makes things more... fun.”

I don’t fully understand what he means, but I nod again. His hand finally makes contact with the most private part of me. The sensation is entirely new. The vet has examined me there, but only to check my health.

His fingers explore, and his touch sends unfamiliar signals through my nervous system. His fingers part me and slide into the heat between my legs. I gasp, startled by the sensation. The vet’s gloved hands were always cold, dry, and quick, but the guard’s skin was warm, slightly rough, and insistent. He rubs slowly at first, circling and pressing, and something tightens in my belly. It isn’t pain, exactly—something more like an itch or hunger. I tense, but then I feel my muscles relax around his touch, my knees shifting wider as he probes and explores.

I hear a wet, squelching sound, and realize with embarrassment that his fingers are slick with something from inside me. I struggle to categorize the sensation. It feels good, and I don’t know how to act.

“Stay relaxed,” he instructs, noticing my muscles tensing. “This works better if you don’t tighten up.”

I force my body to loosen, to accept this new form of handling. His other hand returns to my udder, and the dual points of contact create a circuit of sensation that makes me gasp softly.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, and the praise washes over me like warm water. I’ve been conditioned to respond to those words all my life, and they have their intended effect now. My body softens further under his touch, surrendering to whatever comes next.

His fingers continue their careful exploration, and I find myself grateful for the hitching post supporting my weight as my legs begin to feel unexpectedly weak.

The guard’s hands return to my udders, but his touch changes. His fingers now knead and squeeze the swollen mounds. His thumbs circle my teats, applying increasing pressure until they harden and grow sensitive. I feel a familiar pressure building in my milk ducts, a tingling that spreads across my chest.

“Let’s see what you’ve got,” he murmurs, squeezing more firmly. The pressure triggers my let-down reflex, and thin streams of milk begin to leak from my teats. Despite their underdevelopment, my udders respond, releasing their meager offering.

I feel a flush of embarrassment at the pitiful amount compared to what Grade C hucows produce, but the guard doesn’t seem disappointed. He watches with rapt interest as the white droplets form and run down my skin.

“Not much quantity, but let’s check the quality,” he says. He collects a drop on his finger and brings it to his mouth, tasting it. His eyebrows raise slightly. “Sweeter than I expected. Too bad they weren’t able to produce enough to send you to the dairy.”

Before I can respond, he leans forward and takes my teat into his mouth. The sensation sends a shock through my system. His lips are warm, wet, and unlike anything I’ve experienced before. His tongue swirls around my nipple as he sucks, drawing milk directly from the source.

A sound escapes my throat—not quite a moan, but something close to it. My body responds to his mouth with a fresh release of milk, and he makes a sound of approval that vibrates against my skin.

Then his mouth switches to my other teat, sucking more firmly this time. The sensation intensifies, sending unexpected pulses of pleasure through my body, centering between my legs where his other hand dips.

I pull against my restraints without meaning to, the metal cuffs chafing against my wrists. The chain connecting them to my collar tightens, cutting off my breathing unless I tip my head back and push my chest forward, offering my udders more fully to his mouth. The mild pain of the restraints blends strangely with the pleasure of his suckling, creating a confusing mix of sensations I have no framework to understand.

His fingers between my legs moved with increasing purpose. The unexpected pleasure of his mouth has triggered a response I didn’t know my body was capable of.

The guard notices too. He pulls back from my udder, a drop of milk clinging to his lower lip. “Perfect,” he says, wiping it away with the back of his hand. “You’re ready.”

Ready for what? I’m not entirely sure, but I don’t have long to wonder. He positions himself between my spread legs, his erection pressing against me. One hand grips my hip while the other guides himself to my entrance. There’s a moment of pressure, of resistance, and then—

Pain. Sharp and sudden. I yelp as he drives forward in one thrust, filling me completely. My body tenses around the intrusion, unprepared despite the wetness. My wrists strain against the cuffs, the metal biting into my skin as I instinctively try to pull away.

“Breathe through it,” he instructs, his voice steady despite his quickened breathing. “The first time always hurts, but it gets better.”

I force myself to breathe as he remains still inside me, allowing my body to adjust. His hands return to my breasts, squeezing rhythmically, drawing more milk. The familiar sensation helps ground me as I process the strange fullness between my legs.

Gradually, the sharp pain subsides, replaced by a strange pressure that’s not entirely unpleasant. Then he begins to move, slow and deliberate, and the sensation changes again. Each thrust sends a jolt through my system—not pain now, but something else, something building.

“That’s it,” he encourages, noting the change in my breathing, the way my hips have begun to move slightly in response to his rhythm. “Your body knows what to do, even if you don’t.”

His words are true—my body seems to have its own instinct, responding to his movements with increasing enthusiasm as the pain fades completely. The pleasure that begins to build is unlike anything I’ve experienced—more intense than the satisfaction of a full meal after hunger.

His pace increases, and one hand moves between us, his thumb finding a spot above where we’re joined that sends a shock of sensation through me when he presses it. I gasp, unprepared for the intensity.

He smirks knowingly, and his thrusts increase. Each thrust, each circle of his thumb, each squeeze of my udder pushes me toward something I can’t name but instinctively seek.

The chain connecting my collar to my wrists rattles as my body strains against it, no longer trying to escape but trying to move closer, to increase the contact. The metal cuts into my skin, but I barely notice the pain through the overwhelming sensations elsewhere.

“That it, cow,” he observes with detached interest, as if documenting a scientific process. “Let go; cum on my cock.”

I don’t understand his words, but my body seems to know what he means. The pleasure builds to an impossible peak, and then—

Something breaks open inside me. Waves of intense pleasure pulse outward from where we’re joined, washing over my entire body. My head falls back, and a sound I’ve never made before tears from my throat. My muscles clench and release, clench and release, around him as the pleasure crests and crashes through me.

Through it all, the guard maintains his rhythm, his expression one of satisfaction. “Sweet girl, so tight,” he groans.

The waves gradually subside, leaving me trembling and confused. My legs feel weak, and my breathing is ragged. Sweat has broken out across my skin despite the coolness of the room. All the while, the guard continues to move inside me, his pace increasing just shy of feeling uncomfortable.

“What—” I begin, my voice unsteady. “What was that?”

“An orgasm,” he replies matter-of-factly, still thrusting.

No one had ever mentioned this word to me that I can recall. It felt like a reward of some kind. An intense physical reward and nothing in my training as livestock prepared me for this wonderful feeling.

As my breathing slowly returns to normal, I realize the guard is still using my body, his movements becoming more urgent, less controlled. His hands grip my hips tightly now, his eyes focused on some distant point as he approaches his own release.

The guard’s movements become more erratic. There is a tension in his jaw, and then suddenly, he pulls out of me completely. The abrupt emptiness is jarring after the fullness I’ve grown accustomed to over the past minutes. Before I can process the sensation, he grunts and a warm, viscous fluid spurts across my belly in several pulses.

I look down in confusion at the white substance painting my skin. It’s thick and opaque, unlike my translucent milk. The guard’s breathing gradually steadies as he surveys the mess with satisfaction.

“Why did you put it outside?” I ask, genuinely puzzled. My limited understanding of breeding tells me this is his seed. “Shouldn’t it go inside to make calves?”

He laughs, a short, sharp sound that bounces off the tile walls. “Told you before—this isn’t breeding. And even if it was, you’re headed to the slaughterhouse.” He reaches for a dispenser on the wall and pulls out a sanitized cloth. “Besides, I can’t contaminate the food product. Company regulations.”

The clinical term—"food product"—brings me sharply back to reality, to my purpose. This momentary connection of shared pleasure evaporates as he methodically cleans his semen from my skin, his touch once again detached and professional. The cloth is cool and smells of antiseptic, erasing all evidence of what just happened.

“Rule 326 in the Livestock Handling Manual,” he continues, wiping himself clean with a fresh cloth. “No bodily fluids to be introduced to food stock. Compromises meat quality.” He disposes of the cloth in a biohazard container, then pulls his zipper back up.

I nod in acceptance. The rules make sense—they’re designed to ensure I fulfill my purpose properly. The clarity of that purpose is comforting after the confusing experience. I am livestock, bred to feed others. The momentary pleasure was an unexpected gift, but not my reason for existing.

“Time to get you ready for transport,” he says, checking his watch. “The truck should be here now.”

He moves behind me and detaches the lead, but leaves my arms in the uncomfortable position. “Those will get removed once you arrive and they get you secured. It prevents escape attempts. Not that you’d try anything.” He pats my flank approvingly. “You’re well-trained. Plus, you cows are too dumb to know what to do if you were free.”

“Freedom is scary.” I say and shiver at the thought.

He just shakes his head. “Sure. The world is a big place. It’s best to stay with the herd, and let us take care of you.”

I nod in agreement.

“Let’s move,” he says, taking up the lead attached to my collar, and guides me toward a door at the far end of the prep room, different from the one I entered through. It slides open automatically as we approach, revealing a long corridor.

Our footsteps echo in unison as we walk—his boots clicking authoritatively, my bare feet making softer padding sounds. My legs feel different, slightly unsteady from the mating. Between my thighs, there’s a lingering soreness, a physical reminder of what happened.

“The processing facility is about thirty miles from here,” he explains as we walk, even though I have no idea how far that is. “Transport takes approximately forty minutes.” Again, I have no sense of time.

“Upon arrival, you’ll be unloaded with the other B-grades and taken to holding pens until they process you for butchering.”

He speaks of my death with the same matter-of-fact tone he used when explaining sex. I listen silently, absorbing the information without fear. This has been my expected end since birth. The only surprise was the unexpected pleasure before it—an ultimate experience I hadn’t expected.

We pass through another set of automatic doors and enter a wider corridor. Other handlers lead their charges—some hucows with blue collars destined for milking facilities, others with green collars like mine headed for transport. None of us make eye contact. We’ve been taught that proper livestock keeps its gaze lowered, focused on following the person leading them.

The guard maintains a brisk pace, and I follow obediently, the chain between my wrists clinking softly with each step. My body feels strange—tired yet somehow energized, sore yet satisfied. The physical memory of pleasure mingles with my conditioned acceptance of my fate, creating a dreamlike state as we continue our journey.

“Almost there,” the guard says as we approach a final set of doors.

As the doors open, something unexpected happens. A gust of wind—actual wind, not the artificial circulation of the facility—touches my face. With it comes smells I’ve never encountered. And natural light—not the cold fluorescent glow I’ve known all my life, but golden, warm sunlight streaming through the open bay doors at the far end of the shipping yard.

I falter momentarily, overwhelmed by these new sensations. The guard tugs gently on my lead, urging me forward. “Come on. The transport’s waiting.”

I resume walking, but my eyes remain fixed on the rectangle of light ahead, the glimpse of a world I’ve never seen before. Through the open doors, I can make out patches of color—trees, perhaps—and the vast expanse of sky. Something tight forms in my chest, not quite regret but a recognition of all I’ve never experienced.

As we cross the shipping yard toward the waiting transport vehicle, I keep my eyes on that patch of sky—the first and last piece of the outside world I’ll ever see.


Chapter Three

A large livestock truck backs into the shipping bay, its engine growling like a hungry beast. The sudden sound makes me flinch, my bare feet sliding slightly on the smooth concrete. Metal groans against metal as the truck stops, followed by the sharp hiss of hydraulic brakes releasing. The handler tightens his grip on my lead, and I feel the tension travel through the collar around my neck, a silent command to stay put amid the new commotion.

The shipping yard erupts with activity. Handlers and guards move quickly, their boots clicking against the concrete. Commands fly through the air, short and direct, designed for our limited understanding.

“Get them loaded!” A voice shouts over the mechanical groans.

My handler tugs at my lead, guiding me toward a growing cluster of other hucows wearing the same green collars that mark us as Butcher’s Choice. Our naked bodies form a tight group, shoulders, udders and hips occasionally brushing against each other. None of us speak. It was frowned upon to talk. I catch glimpses of wide eyes and trembling lips, but most faces remain blank, accepting.

I notice how different we are, even within the same grade. Some have more muscular builds, while others are softer, with thicker layers of fat beneath their skin. I wonder what specific cuts they’ll yield, what meals they’ll become. My thighs brush against another hucow’s as we’re pressed closer together. Her skin is warm against mine, briefly comforting in this sea of new sensations.

“Line them up.” The command comes from a tall guard with a clipboard. His voice is firm but not cruel. He doesn’t need to be; we obey instantly, arranging ourselves into a neat row.

In his hand, I spot an electric prod, its tip occasionally sparking with blue electricity. The sight of it sends a shiver down my spine, but I note how rarely it’s used. Most of us comply immediately, understanding our role, accepting our purpose.

“Forward. Steady pace.”

The line begins to move. My handler releases my lead, transferring control to the guards manning the loading area, and I glimpse his retreating figure. I follow the hucow in front of me, watching her green collar bounce slightly against her neck with each step. The sunlight from the open bay doors grows brighter as we approach, and I squint against its unfamiliar intensity.

The metal loading ramp extends from the truck to the concrete floor of the shipping yard. It’s steeper than I expected, with ridged treads for traction. The first few hucows ascend without issue, their bare feet finding purchase on the metal surface. I watch carefully, trying to learn from their movements.

When my turn comes, I place one foot on the ramp, testing its stability. It feels solid despite a slight vibration from the idling truck. The metal is cold against my soles, so different from the smooth concrete of the facility floors. I take another step, then another, climbing toward the dark interior of the transport vehicle.

Halfway up, my restraints shifted. The chain connecting my collar to the cuffs around my wrists pulls unexpectedly, throwing off my balance. My foot slips on the metal ridge, and I lurch forward. The chain rattles loudly as I struggle to stay upright.

“Steady, cow,” a guard says from the side of the ramp. His hand finds my bare thigh, steadying me before I can fall. “Don’t be bruising the meat.”

I regain my footing and continue up the ramp, my cheeks warm with embarrassment at my clumsiness. The darkness inside the truck swallows me. After the brightness of the shipping yard, my eyes struggled to adjust. The air hits me first—thick with the mingled scents of dozens of hucow bodies. Sweet milk mingles with the musky scent of fear-sweat, creating the distinctive odor that marks all hucow facilities. But here, in this confined space, the smell is more concentrated, almost overwhelming.

“Move forward. Make room,” the guard commands, his voice echoing slightly in the metal interior.

I shuffle deeper into the truck, my restraints clinking with each movement. My eyes adjust to the dimness, revealing rows of bodies already packed tightly together. There are no seats, no stalls, nothing to separate us or offer support during transport. We’re cargo, nothing more.

Bodies press against me from all sides as more hucows are loaded. An elbow grazes my ribs, a hip bumps against mine. Someone’s breath warms the back of my neck. The truck’s interior isn’t designed for comfort—it’s built for efficiency, to transport as many of us as possible in a single trip.

My udders, still tender from the guard’s attention earlier, ache as they’re pressed against another hucow’s back. I shift slightly, trying to find a more comfortable position, but there’s nowhere to move. The space grows tighter with each new addition to our ranks.

Through the open doors at the rear of the truck, I watch as the last few hucows climb the ramp. Their silhouettes are backlit by the sunlight, creating dark shapes that momentarily block the light before they’re swallowed by the truck’s interior. Each addition pushes us closer together, bodies adjusting like puzzle pieces to accommodate new arrivals.

The handlers outside count heads, checking off numbers on their clipboards. One calls to another, “Twenty-eight green collars loaded. All accounted for.”

“Secure for transport,” comes the reply.

The diminishing light signals the end of loading, and the heavy door at the rear of the truck swings closed with a resounding clang, sealing us inside. The sound is final, definitive—the closing of one chapter and the beginning of another. Metal latches engage with mechanical precision, locks clicking into place.

The only light now comes from small vents near the ceiling, casting thin strips of brightness across our clustered bodies. In this dim illumination, I can make out faces close to mine—eyes reflecting what little light there is, expressions ranging from blank acceptance to quiet fear.

The truck’s engine revs louder, and a tremor runs through the metal floor beneath our feet. We sway collectively as the vehicle prepares to move, our bodies pressed so tightly together that we move as one unit rather than individuals.

The smell of milk grows stronger in the warmth of the enclosed space. Several hucows are leaking, their udders responding to the stress of the new situation. The sweet scent mingles with the musk of our bodies, creating the distinctive hucow. I feel a trickle from my own udders, the inadequate milk production that earned me a green collar instead of a blue now dripping uselessly down my skin.

A jolt rocks us as the truck begins to move. Bodies shift and press tighter together as we all try to maintain our balance.

As the truck pulls away from the facility, I realize I’ve left behind the only world I’ve ever known. The stalls, and the handlers who’ve overseen my entire existence—all receding into the past. Ahead lies only the slaughterhouse. Despite the uncertainty, there’s a strange comfort in knowing that my journey is reaching its designed conclusion.

As the truck settles into motion, I find myself pressed face-to-face with another hucow. The vehicle is packed so tightly that our bodies touch from shoulder to knee. Her breath warms my face, smelling faintly of the nutritional formula we’ve all been fed our entire lives. In the dim light filtering through the small vents, I can make out her features—a round face, wide eyes, and the green collar identical to mine circling her neck. Our restraints clink softly as the truck sways, metal touching metal in a quiet harmony.

The truck hits a bump, pushing us even closer together. Our udders press uncomfortably between us, and I feel a small trickle of milk escape mine, dampening the space where our bodies meet. The intimacy of the moment strikes me as strange—I’ve never been this close to another hucow outside of our shared stalls.

“Hi,” I whispered, surprising myself with the initiation. Speaking without being spoken to first isn’t something I would normally do, but something about this journey emboldens me.

Her eyes widen slightly at my greeting, then dart around nervously, automatically searching for a handler to punish me, but we’re alone now.

“Hi,” she whispers back after a moment. Her voice is soft, barely audible above the rumble of the truck’s engine. I notice a small scar on her cheek, a thin white line that stands out against her skin. I wonder about its origin, but know better than to ask. Our histories don’t matter now; only our purpose does.

The truck turns, and we sway together, our restraints rattling. When we stabilize, we’re somehow even closer, her lips nearly touching my ear.

“I’m F28570,” she offers quietly. Not a name, of course—we don’t have those.

“Nice to meet you,” I responded, matching her volume. The exchange feels illicit, thrilling in its mundanity.

The darkness creates a strange intimacy, as if we’re hidden from the world. In this moment, in this metal box hurtling toward our end, we’ve found a tiny pocket of connection.

“I’ve never been outside the facility before today,” I confess, thinking of the brief glimpse of sky I caught before being loaded. “Have you?”

She shakes her head, her collar clinking softly. “Never. This is my first transport.”

The truck hits another bump, and we’re jostled together. She winces as her wrists strain against her restraints. I understand the discomfort; my own wrists ache where the metal cuffs bite into my skin.

“A guard had sex with me before we left,” I say suddenly, the words tumbling out before I can consider them. The memory of that strange pleasure feels important somehow, worth sharing before it’s lost forever.

Her brow furrows in confusion. “Sex?” she repeats, testing the unfamiliar word. “Like breeding?”

I struggle to explain, realizing I barely understand it myself. “It’s like breeding, but not for calves. It’s for... pleasure.” The concept still feels foreign on my tongue.

She stares at me with blank incomprehension. “So he bred you?” The idea clearly makes no sense to her, as it hadn’t to me before experiencing it.

Her expression remains puzzled, almost concerned, as if I’m speaking nonsense. I realize then that my experience was unusual, perhaps not something every hucow encounters. The guard had chosen me specifically, offered me something that most hucows won’t experience. Mentioning it now feels like boasting, and I suddenly feel guilty.

“No, he didn’t breed me. Never mind,” I say quickly, dropping the subject. “It’s not important.”

She nods, seeming relieved to move past the confusing topic. The truck swerves slightly, and we brace against each other for stability. When it straightens again, she looks directly into my eyes, a seriousness in her gaze.

“Are you afraid?” she asks, her voice even quieter than before. “Of what happens at the end of this ride?”

The question catches me off guard. We’ve been conditioned not to fear our purpose, to accept it as natural and right. But in this private moment, with no handlers to correct us, the truth feels permissible.

“A little,” I admit. “Not of being food—that’s why we exist. But of the process. I wonder if it hurts.”

She nods in understanding. “I’ve heard they make it quick,” she whispers. “That’s what the handlers say. One moment we’re here, the next we’re not.”

“That’s good,” I say, finding comfort in the thought. “I want to be good meat. To fulfill my purpose well.”

“That’s why we were raised,” she responds, her voice carrying a mixture of fear and dignity that resonates within me. “To feed the free humans. To nourish them with our bodies.”

The simplicity of the statement settles over us like a familiar blanket. Despite the fear, there’s pride in knowing our lives have a purpose, a definite value.

“I hope I taste good,” I say, and a small smile touches her lips.

“I hope I do too,” she replies. “I hope whoever eats me enjoys their meal and feels grateful.”

The thought is oddly comforting—that parts of us will continue on, transformed into energy for others. That our existence, however brief and limited, contributes to something larger than ourselves.

The truck’s engine suddenly roared louder, vibrating through the metal floor beneath our feet. The vehicle lurches forward with increased speed, and we sway together, maintaining our balance through proximity.

“How long do you think the journey is?” she asks, her eyes darting nervously to the ceiling vents where thin strips of light still penetrate the darkness.

“The guard said about forty minutes,” I reply, though the measurement meant little to me.

She nods, processing this information, but looking confused as I do

We fall silent, the rumble of the engine and the occasional clink of restraints the only sounds in our metal cocoon. Around us, other hucows stand in similar quiet reflection, each processing their journey in their own way. Some have their eyes closed, perhaps finding what peace they can. Others stare vacantly at nothing, their expressions unreadable.

The truck takes a sharp turn, and F28570’s body presses harder against mine. I don’t mind the pressure. There’s comfort in not facing this journey alone, in sharing these last moments with someone who understands exactly what I am and what awaits me.

As the vehicle settles into a steady rhythm on what must be an open road, I close my eyes briefly, feeling the vibrations travel through my bare feet. For the first time in my life, I’m traveling, moving through a world I’ve never seen. The destination doesn’t matter as much as this unprecedented moment of transition—of being between the only place I’ve ever known and the place where I’ll fulfill my final purpose.


Chapter Four

The truck’s engine changes pitch, its rumble dropping to a lower growl as we begin to slow. Bodies shift around me, shoulders and hips pressing closer as our momentum carries us forward against the deceleration. F28570’s eyes meet mine in the dim light. The moment stretches, suspended in the metallic darkness, then shatters as the brakes hiss and squeal, bringing our journey to a halt.

We sway together, a mass of warm flesh as the truck reverses with a whine that burrows into my ears. Through the small vents near the ceiling, new sounds filter in: the rhythmic clank of machinery, the harsh buzz of equipment, and the pneumatic hiss of unseen hydraulics.

“We’re here,” F28570 whispers, her voice barely audible over the industrial symphony outside. I nod, my collar shifting against my neck with the movement.

The truck stops with a final lurch that sends us pressing into each other once more. The engine cuts off, leaving us in a strange, suspended silence broken only by the sounds of our breathing and the distant mechanical din. Footsteps approach the back of the truck; metal latches disengage with decisive clicks, and suddenly—

Light floods in, harsh and white and overwhelming. I squint against it, my eyes watering after so long in the dimness. The heavy doors swing wide with a groan of metal hinges, revealing a concrete loading bay. The smell hits me next—antiseptic cleaner barely masking the underlying metallic scent of blood, different from the sterile facility where I was raised. This smell is rawer, fresher, more immediate.

Workers in white coveralls stand at the base of the ramp that now extends from the truck to the concrete floor. Their uniforms are smeared with dark stains—some brown, some fresher and redder—splattered across the front like abstract paintings. They wear tall rubber boots, and some have plastic face shields pushed up onto their foreheads. None of them look directly at us; their eyes scan over our bodies with the detached interest of people assessing objects rather than living beings.

“Move ‘em out,” one calls, his voice flat and businesslike.

Beyond the loading bay, I glimpse the vastness of the shipping bay—high ceilings with bright lighting, and concrete floors with drainage channels cut into them. Workers move with efficiency; their motions purposeful. There’s no wasted movement, no hesitation. They’ve done this countless times before.

At the far end of the building, through a set of swinging plastic doors, I see tiny machines on wheels with prongs on the end moving back and forth from a massive freezer unit, its metal doors periodically swinging open to release clouds of condensation into the warmer air. The mini trucks, I’m not sure what to call them, transport large cardboard boxes, sealed and stamped with the NWFC logo—New World Food Corporation. The packaging is clean and professional, nothing about it suggesting its contents were once living, breathing beings like me.

My eyes track the boxes until they disappear into a waiting truck, its refrigeration unit humming steadily.

“That will be us soon,” I murmur to F28570, who stands pressed against my side. “Parts of us in those boxes.”

She nods, her expression a mixture of fear and dignity. “We’re fulfilling our purpose,” she whispers back, the words sounding like something we’ve been taught to believe. And we have been—it’s the foundation of our existence.

“Okay, cows,” a handler shouts, stepping onto the ramp. “Single file, move quickly.”

The mass of bodies begins to shift, those nearest the exit moving first. The handlers are impatient; their gestures sharp as they direct us with short, barked commands. One carries an electric prod, its tip occasionally sparking with blue electricity that makes a sharp cracking sound when activated.

The hucows at the front hesitate at the bottom of the ramp, perhaps overwhelmed by the openness of the facility after the confined space of the truck. The handler with the prod doesn’t wait for them to adjust. He presses the device against the nearest hucow’s thigh, and she jumps forward with a cry of pain, her body jerking as the current passes through her muscles.

“Keep moving,” he says, his voice devoid of emotion. “Stupid cunt.”

The line begins to move more quickly after that demonstration of pain; none of us wanting to experience the prod. I shuffle forward with F28570 beside me, our restraints clinking with each step.

As we approach the exit, the brightness intensifies, and I can see more details of the facility beyond. The mechanical sounds grow louder with each step—whirring, buzzing, clanking, hissing—a constant industrial chorus that speaks of efficiency and purpose.

I reach the edge of the ramp, F28570 just ahead of me. The concrete floor of the loading bay stretches before us, marked with lines and arrows showing the path we’re meant to follow. My foot hovers for a moment above this new surface, this place where my life will end.

In that hesitation, I feel the sharp, burning sting of the prod against the back of my thigh. Electricity courses through my muscles, making them contract painfully. I gasp, more in surprise than in pain, and stumble forward. My bare foot hits the concrete with a slap, my balance momentarily lost.

“Move,” the handler says from behind me, no malice in his voice, just impatient efficiency.

I regain my footing and hurry to catch up with F28570, who glances back at me with wide, concerned eyes. The handler doesn’t use the prod again—he doesn’t need to. We all move forward now, understanding the consequence of delay.

The concrete is cold beneath my feet. It scrapes slightly against my soles as I walk, a constant reminder of the unfamiliar surroundings. We follow the yellow lines, a procession of meat on two legs.

Workers pass us carrying clipboards, checking numbers, and making notes. One stops to inspect a hucow ahead of me, check her id number, then consults his list before waving her onward. The entire operation runs with clockwork precision, a well-oiled machine processing living beings into food.

As we move deeper into the facility, the sounds grow louder. A saw starts up somewhere ahead, its high-pitched whine cutting through all other noise, and I flinch involuntarily.

“Through there,” the handler directs, pointing toward a wide doorway where another worker stands waiting to receive us. “Follow the yellow line, keep moving.”

I pass beneath the doorway, leaving the loading bay behind and entering the main processing area. The ceiling lowers here even further, pressing down with institutional fixtures that buzz and flicker occasionally. The air is cooler, heavy with the scent of disinfectant and something else—something primal that makes my heart beat faster.

This is it, I think as I follow F28570 down the corridor. This is the place I’ve been heading since birth. The thought should be terrifying, but I feel an odd sense of rightness, of pieces falling into place. I was created to end here, to be transformed from livestock into nourishment. A strange calm settles over me. This is my destiny.


Chapter Five

“Sort them by processing order,” a voice calls over the din as we reach a junction in the corridor. A worker in a plastic face shield consults a tablet, his gloved finger scrolling through information I can’t see. “These six first,” he says, pointing to a group that includes me and F28570. The handler nods and gestures with the prod, not touching us with it but making his intent clear. We move in the direction indicated, our small group separating from the larger herd, being channeled down a narrower side corridor.

The ceiling lowers here, making me feel slightly claustrophobic. Institutional lights cast harsh shadows across the concrete walls. The floor slopes almost imperceptibly downward, with shallow channels built into it that run alongside the walls. I notice the channels converge at small grates positioned every few yards. Drainage, I realize, though for what exactly, I try not to think about.

Our footsteps echo in the confined space, six pairs of bare feet padding quietly compared to the sharp click of the handler’s boots behind us. The collar around my neck feels heavier somehow, the green tag hanging from it bouncing against my collarbone with each step. I focus on F28570’s back ahead of me, watching the way her shoulder blades move beneath her skin, the subtle shift of muscles under stress.

We turn a corner and come to a row of pens lining both sides of a wider corridor. Each pen is about ten feet square, fronted with thick steel bars set vertically from floor to ceiling. Some pens already contain hucows probably shipped from other facilities. The handler slows behind us, then calls out to a colleague.

“Got room in three,” the other worker responds, approaching with a ring of keys. He unlocks a gate halfway down the corridor and swings it open, the metal hinges creaking slightly. “In you go,” he says, gesturing with a clipboard. We filed into the pen one by one, F28570 first, then me, then the four others.

The floor inside is covered with sawdust, a thin layer that shifts under my feet. It’s meant to absorb—fluids, I suppose—but it doesn’t hide the faint metallic smell that rises from the drains or completely cover the stains that mark the concrete underneath. Some patches of sawdust are fresher than others, spread more recently.

I look up at the bars that now separate us from the corridor. They’re thick, at least two inches in diameter, spaced close together. At chest height, I notice square slots built into the bars—openings about eight inches wide with padded edges. The purpose is immediately clear: they’re designed for us to present our breasts for milking. Even Grade B hucows like us, destined for the butcher’s table rather than long-term milk production, need to be drained before processing.

“Face the bars,” the handler instructs, and we obediently turn, lining up so we face outward toward the corridor. He moves down the line, taking a length of chain from a hook on the wall. One by one, he attaches each chain to our collars, securing the other end to a ring welded to the bars. The chains are long enough to allow movement within a few feet of the bars, but not long enough to reach the back of the pen.

When he reaches me, his hands work quickly, threading the chain through a loop on my collar and securing it with a heavy padlock. The weight of it pulls forward slightly, a constant pressure reminding me of my tether. The handler pauses, then reaches for my wrists. His calloused fingers work at the cuffs that have been binding my arms behind my back for hours. The metal clasps click open, and suddenly my arms swing free, heavy and tingling with returning circulation. He does the same for each of us, methodically moving down the line, the sound of each release a comfort in this place of endings.

Metal restraints hang from various points in the pen—ankle cuffs bolted to the floor near the bars, wrist shackles attached to the walls, and more collar hooks positioned throughout. It’s a space designed for complete control of our bodies when necessary, but for now, we’re allowed this small freedom of movement.

The handler finishes with the last hucow, then steps back. “Wait here for processing,” he says unnecessarily—where else would we go? He turns to leave, then pauses, looking back at us. “Milking technicians will be by shortly. Might as well get whatever you’ve got left before processing.” His eyes flick to my modest udders without interest, then he turns and exits, locking the gate behind him.

As his footsteps fade down the corridor, I bring my hands around to the front of my body for the first time in hours. The relief is immediate and intense. My shoulders ache from being held in the same position for so long, and the skin around my wrists is raw and red from the metal cuffs. I rub them gently, wincing at the tender flesh.

“That feels better,” F28570 murmurs beside me, also massaging her wrists. Her voice is low, meant only for my ears despite the relative privacy of our pen. The other four hucows have drifted to different parts of the enclosure, each finding their own space within the constraints of their chains.

I nod in agreement, rolling my shoulders to ease the stiffness. “I didn’t realize how much it hurt until it stopped,” I say quietly.

F28570’s eyes meet mine, and there is something soft and almost sad about them. “I’m glad we’re in the same pen,” she says. “I wouldn’t want to be alone for... this.”

I understand exactly what she means. There’s comfort in facing the end together, in having someone who knows exactly what you are and what awaits you. I reach out hesitantly, my fingers brushing against hers. She takes my hand without hesitation, her palm warm against mine.

“Me too,” I reply.

We stand that way for a moment, connected in this small way, before practical considerations interrupt.

“They’ll empty our udders before processing,” she observes, her free hand coming up to cup one of her udders unconsciously. “Makes sense. They won’t waste any part of a hucow.”

I nod, mimicking her gesture, and rub my udder. My udders are still tender from the guard’s attention back at the facility, and I can feel a slight pressure building as my milk returns. Not that there will be much.

“Do you think it will be soon?” I ask, not specifying whether I mean the milking or the processing. Perhaps I mean both.

F28570 shrugs, her chain clinking with the movement. “Don’t know,” she says. “But I don’t think they keep us waiting long. That wouldn’t be efficient.”

Efficiency. That’s the operating principle of this entire facility—of our entire existence, really. We were resources, and resources shouldn’t sit idle. The thought is comforting in its certainty. Whatever happens next, it will happen because it’s the most efficient use of what we are.

I let my gaze wander beyond our pen, taking in what I can see of the facility through the bars. Workers move up and down the corridor, some pushing carts loaded with equipment, others carrying clipboards and checking things off lists. None look directly at us unless they have a specific reason to. We’re inventory waiting to be processed, nothing more.

“At least we don’t have to wait long,” I murmur, watching a worker opening a pen further down the corridor and leading a hucow away.

F28570 follows my gaze and nods in understanding. We settle into a companionable silence, watching the activity beyond our bars.

The initial commotion of arrival gradually settles. Workers pass by our pen less frequently now, their attention focused on pens further down the corridor. The mechanical sounds of the facility continue unabated—a constant industrial heartbeat punctuated by occasional louder noises that make us all flinch. F28570 tugs gently on my hand, leading me toward the corner of the pen farthest from the bars, where our chains still allow us to reach but offer the illusion of privacy. We settle onto the sawdust, our backs against the cold concrete wall, shoulders touching.

The other four hucows in our pen have scattered to their own area, each processing impending death in private. One stares blankly at the ceiling, another paces as far as her chain allows, wearing a small path in the sawdust. The remaining two huddle together much like F28570 and me, finding comfort in proximity.

From our position, we have a clear view down the corridor in both directions. I watch as workers approach the pens. They unlock the gate, enter with practiced efficiency, and select two green-collar hucows from the group inside. The chosen ones don’t resist as the workers clip leads to their collars and detach them from the pen chains. They follow docilely, their expressions a mixture of resignation and purpose as they’re led away.

“Where do you think they’re taking them?” F28570 whispers, though we both know the answer.

“Processing,” I reply, watching the small procession move down the corridor toward a heavy metal door at the far end. The door is painted industrial gray, unremarkable except for the red sign mounted on it with bold letters I don’t understand since we are not taught to read. One worker swipes a keycard, and the door slides open with a pneumatic hiss. The hucows disappear through it, led by the workers. The door closes behind them with a definitive thud.

We watch as this scene repeats. Workers appear, select hucows from different pens, and lead them through the gray door. None ever return.

A sound starts up somewhere beyond that door, its high-pitched whine cutting through the general din of machinery. I feel F28570 tense beside me at the sound. A few moments later comes a heavy thud, followed by muffled voices shouting instructions. The sound stops, then starts again. This pattern continues—the sound, the thud, the voices—each cycle representing another hucow fulfilling its purpose.

“They’re efficient,” F28570 observes, her voice steady despite the slight tremor I feel running through her body where our shoulders touch.

She’s right. The workers move with the practiced precision of people who have performed these tasks countless times. Their actions are economical, almost mechanical in their repetition. They rarely speak to the hucows they lead away, and when they do, their instructions are brief and direct—"Stand," “Follow,” “Stop.” They don’t look at our faces; instead, they focus on collars, lead attachments, and the path ahead. We’re not individuals to them; we’re food, animals to cull.

“They don’t look at us,” I whisper.

F28570 nods. “It’s easier that way, I think. For them.” She shifts slightly, adjusting her position against the wall. “If they saw us as... more than meat, they might find it harder to do their jobs.”

Her insight surprises me. I’ve never considered how free humans might feel about their work, about us. The thought that they might need emotional distance to process us is strangely comforting. It suggests that somewhere, beneath their clinical efficiency, they recognize that we’re human too.

“Are you scared?” F28570 asks suddenly, her voice so low I almost miss it beneath the mechanical noise. She doesn’t look at me as she asks, her eyes fixed on the corridor ahead.

The question requires consideration. Am I scared? My heart beats faster when I hear the noises after the last hucows have been gone awhile. The sound doesn’t begin right away, and I wonder what they do first. My muscles tense when workers approach our pen. My mind shies away from imagining exactly what happens beyond the gray door. But is that fear?

“I’m nervous,” I admit finally. “About the unknown parts. About whether it will hurt.” I pause, searching for words to express the complex mix of emotions. “But I’m not scared of being food. That’s why we exist.”

F28570 turns to look at me then, her eyes searching mine. “It’s scary here,” she whispers, “but it’s almost over, and I’m proud to finally be of use.” Her fingers find mine again, interlacing. “That’s what matters.”

Her words resonate within me. There is pride in fulfilling one’s purpose, in becoming what one was created to be. My entire existence has been leading to this moment.

“I agree,” I say, squeezing her hand. My shoulders relax despite the grim surroundings and the persistent sounds of processing beyond the gray door. “We were raised for this moment—to provide nourishment for the free humans.”

F28570 nods, a small smile touching her lips. It’s not happiness exactly, but a kind of serenity, an acceptance that brings its own peace. “I hope whoever eats me enjoys their meal,” she says. “I hope they taste the care that went into raising me.”

The sentiment is so unexpected yet so perfectly aligned with our purpose that I feel a surge of affection for this hucow I’ve known for less than a day. In her, I recognize the same quiet dignity I strive for—the ability to accept one’s purpose without resentment or resistance.

“I’m sure you taste great.” I reply, making her smile.

We fall silent, leaning against each other as we watch the efficient operation of the facility continue. Workers come and go, hucows disappear through the gray door, and the sounds of processing form a steady backdrop to our waiting.

A louder mechanical sound—something like a conveyor starting up—draws our attention. Through a small window in a different door, I catch glimpses of workers in bloodstained aprons moving what can only be sectioned portions of processed hucows. They work quickly, wrapping, labeling, and preparing the meat for packaging. It’s a reminder of what we’ll soon become, yet it doesn’t fill me with dread. Those neatly packaged portions represent hucows fulfilling their purpose, becoming nutrition for others. Soon, we’ll join them.

“Do you think we’ll be processed together?” F28570 asks. “End up in the same box, sold to the same meat shop?”

The question is oddly touching—a desire to remain connected even after we cease to exist as individuals.

“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “I think they process by body part, not by whole hucow. My thigh meat might end up in a different package than your thigh meat.”

She nods, accepting this reality. “Still,” she says after a moment, “I like the idea that parts of us might nourish the same family, the same person. That we might be connected that way.”

The thought warms me—that our flesh, transformed into food, might continue to exist alongside each other in some form. That the connection we’ve formed might extend beyond our lives as hucows.

“I’d like that too,” I told her.

A worker appears at our pen, clipboard in hand, eyes scanning our collars. My heart rate increases, but I feel strangely calm. Is it our turn already? But he merely makes a notation and moves on, his boots clicking against the concrete as he continues his inventory.

F28570’s grip on my hand tightens briefly, then relaxes. We’ve been granted a little more time, but the countdown continues. Soon, it will be our turn to walk through that door, to fulfill our purpose completely.

We settle more comfortably against each other, finding what ease we can in these final moments of waiting. The sounds of processing continue unabated.

“I’m glad I met you,” F28570 says quietly, resting her head against my shoulder.

I lean my head against hers, our warmth mingling, our purpose shared. “Me too,” I reply, and in this moment of connection—this brief, meaningful intersection of our lives before their conclusion—I find a peace I never expected.


Chapter Six

A group of workers approach our pen, and F28570 tenses beside me, her head lifting from my shoulder as we both turn toward the noise. They’re pushing a cart laden with clear tubing and collection containers. It’s milking equipment. One of them stops at our pen, keys jingling as he selects the right one for our lock. The moment has come for us to be milked before processing.

“On your feet,” the handler commands as the gate swings open. His voice is neither harsh nor kind—simply practical. “Line up at the bars.”

We rise together, F28570 and I, our hands briefly clasping before separating. The other four hucows in our pen also stand, chains clinking as we all move toward the front of the enclosure. None of us resist or hesitate.

I step carefully through the sawdust, feeling the small particles stick to my bare feet. The other hucows position themselves along the bars as well, each finding a place at one of the square slots built into the metal.

“Position yourselves,” another handler instructs, gesturing toward the slots. “Udders through the openings.”

My udders feel heavy and tender, the milk having rebuilt somewhat since the guard’s attention back at the facility. I step forward, positioning myself directly in front of the slot.

The metal bars are cold against my skin as I press my chest forward, working to push my udders through the opening. The thin padding doesn’t protect much, and I feel the steel against the sides of my tender skin. I wince slightly at the contact, and it takes some maneuvering to get both udders through completely, leaving them exposed on the other side of the bars while the rest of my body remains within the pen.

I glance sideways and catch F28570’s eye as she completes the same maneuver at the slot next to mine. Her udders are fuller than mine and look squashed.

“Hold still,” the first handler says, moving along the line of us. He carries several clips. One by one, he secures each hucow more firmly to the bars, attaching one end of the clip to our collars and the other to a ring welded to the bars at neck height. The new restraint limits my movement even further, ensuring I can’t pull back from the bars or move more than a few inches in either direction.

The second handler follows behind, carrying ankle cuffs connected to the floor by short chains. He kneels behind us, securing first one ankle and then the other to rings embedded in the floor. The metal is cold against my skin as he fastens the cuffs around my ankles, pulling them just tight enough to ensure I can’t move my feet.

With my udders through the slot, my collar secured to the bars, and my ankles fastened to the floor, I’m effectively immobilized. The position forces me to stand with my chest thrust forward, my udders fully exposed and vulnerable on the other side of the bars. I can see them if I look down—pale skin with pink teats hanging through the slot like offerings.

A third handler approaches with leather wrist cuffs. Unlike the metal restraints I wore during transport, these are lined with soft material—not for comfort, I know, but to prevent damage to the meat. Even now, approaching my end, they want to ensure the quality of the product I’ll become.

“Hands behind your back,” he instructs, moving down the line.

I comply, bringing my arms behind me and crossing my wrists at the small of my back. The handler secures the leather cuffs efficiently, buckling them just tight enough to hold without cutting off circulation.

“Good girl,” the handler says absently as he moves to F28570.

They exit the pen; the gate clanging shut behind them as I take a deep breath, feeling the bars press against my chest as it expands.

The milking team arrives with their cart of equipment, wheels squeaking against the concrete floor. The equipment—clear tubes of varying thickness connected to gentle suction cups, leading to individual collection containers that are marked with our pen number.

The first technician approaches where my udders hang exposed through the bars. His gloved hands lift my right udder, examining the teat and plucking at it until it hardens. He wipes it with an antiseptic cloth that feels cold against my sensitive skin, then positions the first suction cup beneath it.

The cup closes around my teat, forming a seal. The sensation makes me gasp. He ignores me as he repeats the process with my left udder, his movements efficient and impersonal. At no point does he look at my face or acknowledge me as anything more than the body parts he’s handling.

He moves to F28570 beside me, and I watch from the corner of my eye as he performs the same procedure on her exposed udders. Her face remains composed, though I notice her fingers flex behind her back as the cups attach to her teats.

The technicians work their way down the line, attaching cups to each hucow’s udders. When all are connected, they return to the milking machine.

A switch flips, and the machinery hums to life. The sound starts low, a gentle mechanical purr that builds to a steady rhythm. Then comes the suction—a pulling sensation that spreads from my teats throughout my entire chest.

My body responds immediately. The relief as my milk begins to flow is intense and immediate. I watch as thin streams of white liquid begin to travel through the clear tubes, making their way to the collection containers.

Relief quickly gives way to something else—a warm, spreading sensation that radiates from my chest through my abdomen and down between my legs. The rhythmic pulling at my teats triggers my arousal. Pleasure builds with each pull of the machine, each drop of milk extracted.

The sensation reminds me of the guard’s mouth on my udder back at the facility. The same pulling, the same building tension—but no warmth. It’s consistent and relentless. The memory intensifies the current experience; my body remembering that earlier pleasure and responding even more strongly to this stimulation. It’s as if the guard’s touch opened pathways in my nervous system.

My breathing quickens as the suction continues. Each pull draws not just milk from my body but waves of sensation that grow increasingly difficult to contain.

Around me, I notice the other hucows are experiencing similar responses. The hucow to my left lets out a soft moan, her head tipping forward against the bars. Another’s breathing has become audible, quick shallow pants that match the rhythm of the machine.

A flush spreads across F28570’s chest, visible around the edges of the slot where her udders protrude. She bites her lower lip, her eyes half-closed as she surrenders to the sensation.

I watch the collection container slowly filling with our milk. Even our modest production is being carefully collected; nothing is wasted.

The pleasure builds unexpectedly quickly. My hips push forward involuntarily, straining against the restraints. The movement is minimal, just enough to express my body’s mounting response. A sound escapes my throat—not quite a moan, not quite a gasp, but something in between. It joins the chorus of similar sounds from the other hucows, creating an unexpected harmony of pleasure in this dismal place.

The suction intensifies slightly as the machine detects the slowing of my milk flow, adjusting automatically to extract every drop.

As the milking machines finish draining us, a new group of workers enters the holding area. Three people in gray coveralls carrying shovels and buckets—the sanitation crew. Their arrival can only mean one thing: once we’re drained, we’ll be taken directly for processing. They need to prepare the pen for the next batch of hucows.

The sanitation workers move through the gate, which a guard holds open for them. They immediately set to work in the back half of the pen, furthest from where we’re restrained at the bars. One shovels soiled sawdust into a large waste bin. Another follows behind with fresh sawdust from a cart, spreading it in an even layer across the floor.

The milking machine changes pitch, and I watch my milk flow through the clear tubes, the stream now dribbling out. The collection container is less than half full, but still valuable enough to collect.

Beside me, F28570 shudders as her milking reaches its conclusion. The machine powers down, its mechanical hum fading to silence. My udders feel empty, slightly tender, but pleasantly so.

The technicians move along the line, disconnecting the suction cups from our teats. Cool air touches my newly exposed teats, making me shiver slightly.

“The processing team is ready for this batch now,” a voice calls from down the corridor. “Bring the first one.”

My heart beats faster at these words, though not from fear. It’s anticipation—the knowledge that my purpose is about to be completely fulfilled.

The sanitation crew gathers their equipment and exits the pen, their task complete. The space is now ready for the next occupants, clean and organized while we still hang at the bars, waiting for what comes next.

My gaze finds F28570’s one last time. In her eyes, I see the same acceptance, the same quiet pride. We’ve come to the end of our journey together, and though it’s been brief, the connection we’ve formed has made these last hours meaningful in ways I never expected.

The sound of approaching footsteps signals the arrival of the workers who will guide us on our final steps.


Chapter Seven

A pair of handlers appears at the end of the corridor. They consult with each other, pointing and nodding. Their boots click against the concrete as they approach our pen, keys jingling at one’s belt. They stop before the bars, eyes scanning our exposed udders, then checking their paperwork. They’re selecting their first hucow for processing.

“This one,” says the taller handler, pointing to a hucow at the far end of our line.

They enter the pen, and I watch from my fixed position as they work quickly to release her from the bars. They detach her collar clip first, then her ankle restraints. Her wrists remain bound behind her back as they attach a lead to her collar and guide her away from the bars. Her udders withdraw from the slot, leaving it empty. She doesn’t resist or hesitate, walking with purpose as they lead her out of the pen toward the processing door.

The gray metal door slides open with a pneumatic hiss, and all three disappear inside. The door closes with a thud, and silence falls over our pen once more.

Time passes, and the door opens again. Two different handlers enter and select another hucow from our dwindling group.

The pen grows quieter with each departure. Six became five, then four. After the third hucow is taken, I hear it—the high-pitched whine that starts up beyond the gray door, followed minutes later by the heavy thud. The processing has begun for my pen mates.

The handlers return for the fourth hucow. Now only F28570 and I remain, still bound to the bars, udders exposed through the slots, waiting our turn.

“Just us now,” F28570 whispers, her voice barely audible over the distant mechanical sounds of the facility.

I nod slightly; the movement constrained by my collar’s attachment to the bars. “Not for long,” I reply, my voice equally soft.

We lapse into silence again. There is nothing to say, so I listen to her breathing, steady and calm, a counterpoint to my own.

Footsteps approach again—the familiar click of boots on concrete that signals the handlers’ return. My heart beats faster despite myself. The tall one has a sharp jawline, and the stockier one’s boots are splattered with dark stains. They pause at the gate, studying the clipboard.

“Next is...” The tall handler runs his finger down the list, then nods. “This one. F28570.”

F28570’s eyes meet mine, wide and dark in the overhead light. I see something flicker across her face — a momentary hesitation, but it disappears quicker than it came.

The tall handler attaches a lead to her collar while the stocky one carefully guides her udders back through the slot in the bars. The handlers don’t rush her as she steadies herself.

As they turn to lead her away, she resists for just a moment—not in defiance, but to look back at me. Our eyes lock across the pen. Her lips curve into a sad smile.

“Serve your purpose well,” I whisper, though I’m not sure she can hear me.

Then she’s moving, following the handlers toward the gray door. Her back is straight, her steps purposeful despite her bound wrists. There’s dignity in her walk, pride even. The door slides open and she passes through without looking back again.

I am alone now.

I wait for my turn, the last hucow in the pen.

I strain to hear the high-pitched whine that signals the processing of the others, wondering if I’ll hear it when F28570 reaches that stage. But the sound doesn’t come.

A tremor runs through my body—not quite a shiver, more like an involuntary response to the knowledge of what’s coming. I’m not afraid, not exactly. There’s anticipation, curiosity even, about the process that will transform me from living creature to nourishment. And yes, there’s pride.

I close my eyes for a moment, imagining the journey my flesh will take after processing. Packaged in neat, clean portions, transported to markets and restaurants. Purchased by free humans who will take me home, unwrap me, and prepare me with care. I imagine the sizzle as pieces of my thigh meat hit a hot pan, the aroma that will fill someone’s kitchen. The thought of becoming something desired, something that provides pleasure and sustenance—it satisfies something deep within me.

My eyes open as I hear footsteps approaching, but they pass by my pen without stopping. Not my time yet.

The distant sound of the processing door opening draws my attention back to the corridor. Workers emerge, but they turn away from my pen, heading toward other duties. Still not my turn. The door closes again, sealing away whatever lies beyond.

Time continues its strange elastic quality—stretching endlessly in one moment, contracting suddenly in the next. I have no way to measure its passage except by my own heartbeats, the rhythm steady despite my circumstances. Each beat pumps blood through my muscles, maintaining their quality until they’re harvested. Each beat brings me closer to the moment when those beats will stop.

My breathing slows as I accept the waiting, no longer anxious for it to end nor desperate to prolong it. This moment of suspension between living and becoming food is perhaps the only true freedom I’ve ever experienced—a space where I am neither actively serving a purpose nor failing to do so. I simply am until I am not.

The corridor lights flicker briefly, then stabilize. The background noise becomes almost hypnotic as I wait.

Soon, I will hear footsteps approaching that won’t pass by, and I will walk through that gray door with the same dignity F28570 showed, my head held high, my steps purposeful. I will become what I was always meant to be—nourishment, sustenance, the most intimate gift one being can give to another.


Chapter Eight

I turn my head as far as my restraints allow, watching a handler approach. His eyes meet mine through the bars, and I know with sudden certainty: my time has come.

He unlocks the gate, the metal hinges creaking as he swings it open. “Last one,” he says, though I’m not sure if he’s speaking to me or to himself. He consults his clipboard briefly, then hooks his fingers through a ring on my collar. “Good.”

He reaches up and unclips the chain connecting my collar to the bars. “Stay still,” he instructs as he crouches to unfasten the ankle restraints. The metal cuffs open with soft clicks, freeing my feet from the floor. He moves behind me and I feel his fingers at my wrists, unbuckling the leather cuffs. My arms fall forward, heavy and tingling.

“Turn around,” he says, his voice neither kind nor cruel. “Slowly. Your muscles will be stiff.”

I obey, carefully withdrawing my udders from the slot in the bars and turning to face him. He attaches a lead to my collar, the leather strap hanging between us like a promise.

“Follow me,” he says, giving a gentle tug.

I take my first steps away from the bars, my bare feet pressing into the sawdust. My legs feel wobbly, but they support me. The handler doesn’t rush me as I find my balance. He waits patiently, lead held loosely in his hand.

He leads me out of the pen; the gate clanging shut behind us. We walk down the corridor toward the gray door that has swallowed all the others before me.

We reach the door, and the handler swipes his keycard. The panel beside it flashes green, and the door slides open. He leads me through, and I enter the processing room.

My first impression is that it’s brighter than the holding area and clean. The lights reflect off metal surfaces and gleam on the tile walls. I see how the floor slopes gently toward central drains; the concrete scored with channels that all lead to grated openings. The air smells of disinfectant with undertones of something metallic and organic that I recognize instinctively as blood.

In the center of the room stands a large stainless steel table, angled slightly at one end and fitted with restraints at each corner. Beside it, a smaller table holds an array of tools — clamps, tubes, and implements I don’t recognize. Overhead, a track system supports a series of hooks and pulleys, and chains. Hoses coiled neatly on wall mounts wait to wash away whatever remains after processing.

A man stands with his back to us, washing his hands at a large sink. At our entrance, he turns, drying his hands on a towel. He’s taller than the handler, with broad shoulders and a lean build. His forearms, exposed where he’s rolled up his sleeves, reveal defined muscles that speak of strength. He wears a white coat over dark clothes, the fabric pristine despite the nature of his work. A plastic face shield is pushed up onto his forehead, ready to be lowered when needed.

But it’s his face that captures my attention—handsome in a classical way, with strong features softened by eyes that hold a surprising gentleness. His expression as he looks at me is one of professional assessment tinged with something almost like fondness.

“The last one from Pen Three,” my handler says, handing over the clipboard.

The man approaches me, his gaze traveling the length of my body with clinical interest.

“Good muscle development,” he comments. “Strong thighs. Excellent gluteal definition.” His eyes meet mine, and he smiles slightly. “You’ll make fine cuts.”

A flush of pride warms my cheeks at his approval. I’ve been raised to value such assessment, to find fulfillment in being deemed worthy of my purpose.

“Are you going to kill me now?” I ask, simple. There’s no fear in my voice, only docile acceptance and perhaps a hint of curiosity.

His smile broadens, softening his features further. “Not yet,” he says, his voice a pleasant baritone. “I have to prepare all your beautiful flesh first.”

The word “beautiful” surprises me—no one has ever described me that way before. Functional, yes. Adequate, certainly. But beautiful? The unexpected praise makes something flutter in my chest.

The handler snorts. “I don’t know why you meat cutters try to charm the food. They don’t need to be coddled.”

The handler transfers my lead to the Meat Cutter, who glares at the handler but says nothing. “All yours,” the handler says, then turns and exits through the door, leaving me alone with this man who will end my life.

The meat cutter gently tugs on my lead, guiding me toward the center of the room where the steel table waits. His movements are confident but not rushed; each step measured and precise. He stops me beside the table, one hand coming to rest lightly on my shoulder.

“Have you ever wondered what happens in this room?” He asks, his eyes studying my face with genuine interest.

I shake my head. “No, sir. The details didn’t seem important when the outcome is the same.”

He nods, pleased with my answer. “That’s good. Many become fearful when they enter here, despite their training. But fear tenses the muscles, releasing chemicals that can affect the taste.” His hand moves from my shoulder to my cheek; his touch firm but not rough. “Your calm acceptance will make your meat all the better.”

His praise warms me again, reinforcing that I’m doing well, fulfilling my purpose as intended. His fingers trace the line of my jaw, then move to my collar, examining the green tag that marks me as Butcher’s Choice.

“Perfect,” he murmurs, more to himself than to me. His eyes return to mine. “I take pride in my work. Each hucow that comes through this door represents an opportunity to create something of value, something that will nourish others. Your body is a gift, and I treat it with the respect it deserves.”

His words resonate deeply within me. All my life, I’ve been taught that my value lies in what my body can provide. To hear him speak of respect, of my flesh as something precious, fills me with a sense of purpose stronger than I’ve ever felt before.

“Thank you,” I whisper, overwhelmed by the validation his words provide.

He smiles again, his hand sliding down to rest between my shoulder blades, guiding me closer to the table. “Let’s begin,” he says gently. “The process takes time if done properly, and I always do it properly.”

I move where his hand directs me, docile under his touch, ready to surrender myself to his expertise. There’s comfort in his control, in knowing that my transformation from livestock to food is in the hands of someone who sees value in what I am. I’ve spent my entire life preparing for this moment, and now that it’s here, I feel only acceptance and a strange, unexpected peace.

The meat cutter’s hands encircle my waist, his grip firm as he lifts me onto the steel table. The metal is cold against my bare skin, raising goosebumps along my thighs and back. He guides me to lie down, his movements confident and practiced. “That’s right,” he murmurs, his voice a low, soothing rumble. “Just relax. The more comfortable you are now, the better everything will be.”

I settle onto the hard surface, the chill of the steel gradually warming beneath me. The table is shaped to support a body with slight contours that cradle my spine and hips. The meat cutter moves to the head of the table, his fingers brushing my hair back from my forehead with unexpected gentleness.

“Arms up,” he instructs, guiding my hands above my head. “Good girl.”

The praise flows through me like warm honey, sweet and comforting. I extend my arms fully, watching as he takes a padded leather cuff attached to the table’s edge and wraps it around my right wrist. The material is soft against my skin, a stark contrast to the metal restraints I wore during transport.

“These are designed for comfort,” he explains, noticing my attention to the cuffs. “No reason for unnecessary discomfort.” He secures the buckle, tightening it just enough to hold me firmly. “The goal is clean, undamaged meat.”

He moves to my left side, repeating the process with my other wrist. The restraints hold my arms stretched above my head, exposing the length of my torso. The position makes me feel vulnerable yet strangely secure—I cannot move, but I don’t need to. Everything is being handled for me.

“Now for your legs,” he says, moving to the foot of the table.

His hands wrap around my right ankle, lifting it gently. The table has extensions that swing out from both sides, creating supports for my legs. He places my foot on one of these extensions and secures it with another padded cuff. The position spreads my legs to the side, opening me. He repeats the process with my left leg, leaving me spread-eagled on the table, completely exposed.

“Perfect,” he murmurs, adjusting the angle of the leg supports slightly to ensure maximum comfort and accessibility. “How do you feel? Any discomfort?”

The question surprises me. No handler has ever asked about my comfort before. “I’m fine,” I reply, testing the restraints. They hold firm but don’t bite into my flesh. “The cuffs are comfortable.”

He nods, pleased. “Good. Now for the final adjustments.”

He moves to the side of the table and presses a button on a control panel. The upper section of the table—the part supporting my head and shoulders—begins to tilt downward, angling my head back. He stops it when my neck is extended, my throat exposed. The position isn’t painful, but it feels precarious until he stabilizes it with another press of the button.

His fingers touch my exposed throat, tracing the path of my pulse. His touch sends a small shiver through me.

His hand moves to a compartment beneath the head of the table, extracting a wide leather strap with a padded section in the middle. He positions it across my forehead; the padding cushioning my skin as he secures it to brackets on either side of the table.

“To keep your head perfectly still,” he says, tightening the strap enough to immobilize me completely. “Any movement during the final stage could lead to unnecessary suffering. We don’t want that.”

His consideration is touching. Even now, as he prepares to end my life, he’s concerned with minimizing my discomfort. It reinforces my sense that I’m in expert hands—hands that respect what I am and what I’ll become.

“Will it hurt to die?” I ask.

The meat cutter considers my question for a moment, as if weighing the honesty of his answer. His hand remains at my throat, his thumb pressing gently against the hollow above my collarbone.

“Only a little,” he says finally. “You will barely notice if I’ve done my job right.” He leans closer, his face filling my field of vision. “It’s just a fleeting sting. The important thing is to focus on something good—on the purpose you serve. Hold that in your mind, and the rest will pass before you can even name it.”

His words are oddly comforting. I nod, the movement tiny beneath the padded strap across my forehead.

He smiles, warm and professional. “You’re doing beautifully.”

His hands begin an examination of my body. He palpates my thigh muscles, squeezing gently to test their density. His fingers trace the curve of my hip, then move across my abdomen, noting the firmness of my core.

“Very good,” he murmurs.

His hands move to my udders, cupping them gently. They’re empty now, having been completely drained during the milking, but his touch still sends a tingle of sensation through them. His thumbs brush across my teats, which harden in response despite myself.

“Responsive,” he notes with a slight smile. “That’s always good in this situation.”

He continues his examination, his hands moving up to my shoulders, testing the muscle development there, then down my arms, noting the tone and texture of my flesh. His touch is impersonal yet somehow intimate, as if he’s reading my body like a text that only he can understand.

When he’s satisfied with his assessment, he returns to stand beside my head, looking down into my face with those unexpectedly gentle eyes. “Have you found any pleasure in your short life?” he asks, the question seemingly genuine.

I blink, surprised by the personal nature of the inquiry. “Yes,” I answer after a moment’s consideration. “At the facility before transport. A guard...” I pause, searching for the right words. “He had sex with me. Not breeding,” I clarify, remembering the guard’s explanation. “He said it was for pleasure.”

The meat cutter nods, unsurprised. “Tell me about it.”

“He touched me,” I explained, the memory vivid despite everything that’s happened since. “Between my legs, on my udders. It felt...” I searched for words to describe the sensation. “Warm. Building. Like pressure growing until it broke open inside me. He called it an orgasm.” The term still feels foreign on my tongue, but the memory of the sensation makes my skin warm even now.

“And you enjoyed this feeling?” the Meat Cutter asks, his head tilted slightly as he studies my face.

“Yes,” I reply simply. “Very much.”

A smile touches his lips, thoughtful and considering. “Would you like to feel that again one more time?” he asks.

My heart beats faster at his words, an unexpected surge of excitement coursing through me. The prospect of experiencing that intense pleasure again—that startling, consuming release—is immediately appealing. “Yes,” I responded, perhaps too quickly. “I would like that. Very much.”

His smile broadens slightly at my eagerness. “I thought you might,” he says. His hand brushes a strand of hair from my forehead, the gesture almost tender. “The chemical changes that happen during sexual arousal and orgasm can actually enhance the quality of the meat. The endorphins released, the increased blood flow—they all contribute to a more tender, flavorful product.”

“That sounds good.” I say.

“First, I need to clean you,” he says, his voice shifting back to its professional tone. The meat cutter moves to a wall-mounted cabinet, extracting bottles of cleaning solutions and specialized soaps. He arranges them on a small rolling cart, along with soft cloths and sponges. He tests the water temperature with his fingers, then wheels the cart to the side of the table.

He uncoils the hose mounted on the wall, attaching a specialized nozzle to the end. “This is set to a gentle pressure,” he tells me, adjusting a dial on the nozzle. “Warm enough to open your pores, but not so hot it damages the meat.”

He turns a valve, and water begins flowing through the hose. “We’ll start with a general rinse,” he says, directing the spray at my feet first, washing away the sawdust coating the soles of my feet. The water is pleasantly warm against my skin, cascading over my toes and ankles.

The meat cutter works methodically, moving the spray up my legs. He lifts the hose higher, directing the water over my thighs. The warmth seeps into my muscles, relaxing them despite my restrained position. When the spray reaches the junction of my thighs, he doesn’t avoid the area but treats it with the same attention as the rest of my body, ensuring every part of me is thoroughly rinsed.

As the warm water flows between my legs, a flutter of pleasure rises within me, catching me by surprise. A gentle warmth that spreads outward from my core.

The meat cutter continues up my body, the spray moving across my abdomen and chest. When the water flows over my udders, the sensation intensifies. The warmth combined with the gentle pressure sends little sparks of pleasure through me, making my teats harden visibly. A small sound escapes my throat before I can stop it—not quite a moan, but something close.

He continues his work, moving the spray across my shoulders and down my arms. After the initial rinse, he sets the hose aside and reaches for a bottle of specialized soap. “This is a gentle cleanser,” he explains, pouring a generous amount onto a soft sponge. “It removes surface bacteria without damaging the skin.”

His hands work the sponge into a lather, then begin to wash my body, starting again at my feet. The soap has a faint herbal scent, clean and slightly sweet. His touch is thorough but impersonal as he works the lather over my skin, cleaning every surface with methodical care.

Yet as his hands move higher, washing my calves and then my thighs, I feel that warmth building again. The soft sponge against my most sensitive areas sends waves of pleasure through me. I feel myself growing wet, and not from the water.

My face flushes with a mixture of embarrassment and arousal. I’ve never experienced such sensations during cleaning before. At the facility, our wash-downs were quick and usually conducted with cold water. This—the warmth, the gentle but thorough touch—is entirely different.

The meat cutter notices my response. His eyes meet mine as he continues washing my abdomen, moving up toward my udders. “It’s okay to let yourself feel. Your arousal will make your meat sweeter and taste better,” he explains, his voice maintaining its professional tone despite the intimate nature of his words. “The hormones released during sexual excitement enhance flavor and tenderness. It’s actually beneficial to the final product.”

As his hands work the soapy sponge over my udders, I can’t help but arch slightly into his touch, seeking more of that building pleasure.

He rinses the soap from my body, the warm water cascading over my flushed skin. “The next step will likely intensify those feelings.”

He turns away briefly, preparing another piece of equipment. When he faces me again, he’s holding a long, flexible tube with a smooth, rounded tip. “Internal cleaning is just as important as external cleaning,” he explains. “This will administer a cleansing solution to remove any waste material from your digestive tract.”

He moves to stand between my spread legs, positioning the nozzle. “This may feel uncomfortable at first,” he warns, “but try to relax.”

I feel the cool, lubricated tip press against my backside, and I force my muscles to relax, accepting the intrusion. The nozzle slides inside me; the sensation foreign but not painful. The meat cutter secures it in place with a gentle hand, then connects the other end to a container of warm, soapy solution.

“Ready?” he asks, his hand on a valve.

I nod as much as my restraints allow, and he turns the valve. Warm liquid begins to flow into me, filling my insides with a strange, spreading pressure. The sensation is odd—not quite pleasurable, not quite uncomfortable, but intensely intimate. As my abdomen gradually distends with the solution, that earlier warmth returns, stronger now, centered lower in my body.

“Good,” the meat cutter murmurs, watching the container empty. “Now we hold it for a few minutes to loosen any residue.”

The pressure inside me continues to build until he closes the valve. My stomach feels full, tight, creating an unusual tension that somehow intensifies the arousal I was already feeling. Each slight movement of my body shifts the fluid inside me, sending ripples of sensation through areas I didn’t know could feel such things.

After a few minutes, he repositions a catch basin beneath me and opens a different valve. “Now release,” he instructs.

The solution flows out of me, draining through the grates in the floor. The release brings its own peculiar pleasure—a relief of pressure followed by a heightened sensitivity that makes me gasp softly.

“Once more,” he says, already refilling the container. “We continue until the water runs clear.”

The process repeats—filling, holding, releasing—each cycle leaving me more sensitive than the last. By the third round, I’m breathing in short, shallow gasps, my body flushed and responsive to every touch, every shift of the liquid inside me.

The meat cutter works with unrushed precision, but I notice his eyes lingering on my face, noting my parted lips, my flushed cheeks, the way my body strains slightly against the restraints when particularly intense sensations wash through me.

As he administers the fourth and final cleaning solution, he smirks knowingly, recognizing the signs of my approaching climax—the trembling in my thighs, the way my breathing has grown ragged, the small, involuntary sounds escaping my throat.

“You’re very responsive,” he observes as the final rinse drains away, clear and pristine. “That’s good. Keep that feeling as long as possible, little one.”

His words, combined with the lingering sensitivity from the procedure, keep me balanced on a knife’s edge of arousal. Every nerve ending feels alive, reaching for something just beyond my grasp. I’ve never felt so aware of my body, so present in my skin—ironic, perhaps, given how soon I’ll be leaving it behind.

The meat cutter returns to his equipment cart, selecting a smooth, cylindrical device with a slightly tapered end. Unlike the clinical enema apparatus, this object is clearly designed with dual purposes. “This is the final cleaning stage,” he explains, activating the device. It comes to life with a soft hum that varies in intensity as he adjusts a dial on its base. “It will simultaneously clean and stimulate your body” He applies a clear gel to its surface, the lubricant catching the bright lights as he moves between my spread legs.

“The vibrations help relax the muscular tissues,” he explains, his voice maintaining its professional tone despite the intimate nature of his actions. “No one likes a tough steak.”

He positions the device at my entrance, which is already slick from my arousal. “This may be intense,” he warns, his eyes meeting mine. “But we are almost done.”

The tip of the device presses against me, cool and firm. I feel myself opening to it, accepting its intrusion. The meat cutter guides it inside slowly, watching my face as he does so. The vibrations begin immediately, sending ripples of sensation through my core.

“Oh,” I gasp, the sound escaping unbidden as the device comes fully to life within me.

The vibrations seem to find every sensitive point inside me, stimulating them simultaneously. My hips twitch involuntarily, straining against the ankle restraints.

“Perfect,” the meat cutter murmurs, adjusting the device slightly. “Now we let it work.”

He steps back, watching as the device does its job. I feel it pulsing inside me, waves of vibration that seem to change rhythm and intensity, never allowing my body to adapt. Each pulse sends a corresponding wave of pleasure radiating outward, building upon the last until my entire lower body feels like it’s humming with electricity.

My breathing changes, becoming rapid and shallow. Each inhale is sharp, each exhale punctuated with small sounds I can’t control. The restraints creak softly as my body responds to the building pleasure, my muscles tensing and releasing in time with the pulsations inside me.

“Your body is responding perfectly,” the Meat Cutter observes, his eyes moving between my face and the rest of my body. “See how your skin flushes? The blood is rising to the surface, enriching the tissues.” He reaches out to touch my thigh, which feels hot beneath his fingers. “And the muscle tension—it’s breaking down fibers already, beginning the tenderizing process naturally.”

His clinical observations somehow enhance rather than diminish the experience, reminding me that even this intense pleasure serves my ultimate purpose. I am becoming better food with each wave of sensation, more valuable with each gasp and moan.

The device continues its relentless work; the vibrations seeming to intensify. Or perhaps it’s just my increasing sensitivity, my body climbing toward a peak higher than what I experienced with the guard, a pleasure more consuming and complete.

My eyes find the meat cutter’s face, silently communicating the mounting intensity. He nods in understanding, moving away briefly to prepare for the next stage. I watch through half-lidded eyes as he washes his hands again.

When he returns to my side, he’s wearing thin latex gloves, keeping one hand out of my line of view. He moves to position himself above my head.

“It’s almost time,” he tells me softly, his voice gentler than before. “But don’t be afraid. There is one more thing I need you to do. I want you to close your eyes and focus on the feeling in your pussy and cum so hard you can’t think about anything but pleasure.”

His instructions are direct and clear. I obey, narrowing my attention to the intense sensations between my legs, where the device continues its rhythmic pulsing. The pleasure has built to an almost unbearable peak, hovering just below the threshold of release.

“Let go,” he murmurs above me. “Surrender to it completely.”

I close my eyes, concentrating on the waves of pleasure washing through me. The tension builds further, a tightening coil deep within that winds tighter and tighter until—

It breaks. Release crashes through me, more powerful than I imagined possible. My body arches against the restraints, my head pressing back against the table as far as the forehead strap allows. A cry escapes my lips, raw and primal. The pleasure radiates outward from my core in pulsing waves, each one sending fresh shudders through my restrained limbs.

In the midst of this overwhelming sensation, I barely register the quick, precise movements above me. There’s a moment of sharp pressure on both sides of my neck—not pain exactly, more like sudden warmth—and then an odd flowing sensation.

“Keep orgasming right until your last moment. Enjoy your death,” the Meat Cutter says, his voice somehow distant yet crystal clear.

I am still caught in the throes of pleasure, my body continuing to pulse and spasm around the vibrating device. The orgasm doesn’t stop; if anything, it intensifies as I feel my blood pumping rhythmically from the two precise inch-long slits he’s made on either side of my neck.

The warmth of my blood as it flows from my body is neither frightening nor painful. It feels natural, right—the final giving of myself. I hear the blood flow into a collection pocket built into the table beneath my neck, designed to catch every precious drop.

My heart continues to pound forcefully, driven by both climax and its instinctive response to blood loss. Each beat sends another surge through the opened arteries, hastening the drainage of my life. The ongoing orgasm speeds up the process, keeping my heart rate elevated, pumping my blood out more quickly.

A curious lightness begins to spread through me, starting in my extremities. My fingers and toes feel distant, as if they’re floating away from the rest of me. Yet the pleasure remains, concentrated in my core, waves still washing through me as the device continues its work.

Sounds begin to change—the hum of the device, the Meat Cutter’s movements, my breathing—all becoming muffled, as if heard through water. My vision changes too; the bright lights of the room developing halos, then darkening at the edges. The meat cutter’s face swims in and out of focus as he monitors my transition, his expression one of professional satisfaction.

I try to speak, to thank him for this gentle end, but my lips feel numb, unwilling to form words. He seems to understand anyway, nodding slightly as he watches the life drain from me. His hand briefly touches my cheek—a gesture of acknowledgment, perhaps even respect.

The pleasure continues even as consciousness begins to recede. It’s as if my body is determined to experience every possible sensation before shutting down. The waves are changing now, becoming less distinct, merging into a continuous hum of feeling that seems to exist separately from my increasingly distant body.

My thoughts grow scattered, and darkness crowds the edges of my vision, then begins to close in from all sides. The meat cutter’s face is the last thing I see clearly before everything begins to blur and fade. The sounds of the room grow ever more distant until they’re barely perceptible—just the faintest whisper of activity beyond the rushing in my ears.

The last sensation I experience is a lingering pulse of pleasure—gentler now but still present, a last reminder of the body I’m leaving behind. Then even that begins to dim, fading like a light being slowly turned down.

My purpose is fulfilled. I find perfect peace as everything fades to nothing.


Chapter Nine

The final flutter passes through the hucow’s chest, a subtle ripple beneath skin that’s already cooling. Her eyelids remain half-open, revealing glazed eyes fixed on nothing. Blood continues to flow from the cuts on either side of her neck, though the stream has thinned to a trickle, dark red against her pale flesh. The vibrating device still hums between her legs, stimulating tissue that no longer registers sensation. Her face remains locked in an expression of ecstasy, lips parted in a silent gasp that will never resolve into sound.

The meat cutter, Tom, watches with patience, counting the seconds in his head. Ninety seconds pass with no movement, no breath, no pulse visible in the opened arteries. He nods to himself, satisfaction evident in the slight upward curve of his lips. The hucow has fulfilled her purpose completely, dying at the height of pleasure exactly as he intended. Her muscles have relaxed in the perfect way, preventing the toughening that occurs when animals die in fear or pain.

“Beautiful work,” he murmurs to himself. His voice is swallowed by the soft hum of machinery and the steady drip-drip-drip of blood into the collection tray beneath the table.

He reaches between the hucow’s spread thighs and switches off the vibrating device. It gives a final, diminishing purr before falling silent. The meat cutter gently withdraws it from her body with a wet, squelching sound that echoes in the quiet room. He places it in a sterilization bath on a nearby cart, where it sinks beneath the surface of the blue antiseptic solution.

He moves to the head of the table and begins to unfasten the strap across her forehead. The padded leather comes away, leaving a slight indentation in her skin. Next, he releases her wrists from their cuffs, lowering her arms to her sides with care.

The ankle restraints come off last. He releases each foot, lowering her legs together and aligning them neatly on the table.

Tom activates the drainage system with a button press. The blood that has collected in the trough beneath the hucow’s neck begins to move through clear tubes, directed to containers that will preserve it for specialty food products. The sound of the pump adds a rhythmic counterpoint to the ambient hum of the room—a mechanical heartbeat replacing the organic one that has ceased.

“Time to move you along,” he says to the body, speaking not out of sentiment but from habit. Years of working alone in the processing room have given him the tendency to narrate his actions.

He glances at the wall clock. Ten minutes have passed since her heart stopped beating—just enough time for the initial blood drain to complete and for the muscles to reach the ideal state for hanging.

He moves to the equipment rack mounted on the wall and selects a thick steel bar with vicious-looking hooks at each end. This is the apparatus that will support her weight during the next phase. The hooks will pierce the tendons above her ankles, allowing her to hang vertically for the rest of the processing.

The body on the table has completed its transition from hucow to meat. No longer a she, but an it—a product to be processed. The face frozen in pleasure is merely a bonus, a sign of quality that only the Meat Cutter himself will appreciate before the head is removed.

He places the hook bar on the table beside the body and turns to the wall panel. Tom presses the button on the wall panel, and the ceiling mechanism whirs to life. A heavy-duty chain descends from the track above, its links catching the fluorescent light as it lowers toward the table. The steel hook bar rests beside the hucow’s feet, its twin points sharp and gleaming.

The chain stops its descent with a soft click, hanging just above the level of the table.

He lifts the steel bar, testing its weight in his hands. Though he’s performed this procedure thousands of times, he never rushes. He positions himself at the foot of the table, examining the ankles of the carcass. The skin there is thin; the gap between tendon and bone is narrow.

“Right there,” he murmurs, identifying the exact point for insertion. He places the bar across the ankles, aligning the hooks with the soft depression behind each ankle bone where the tendon meets the joint.

With skill, he drives the first hook through the right ankle. The sharp point pierces skin and slips between tendon and bone, emerging on the other side with a wet sound. No blood spurts—the body has been drained too thoroughly for that—but a few dark drops ooze from the entry and exit wounds.

He repeats the process with the left ankle, driving the second hook through with equal care. The hooks now protrude from both ankles, the bar spanning between them. The weight of the bar pulls slightly on the fresh wounds, widening them imperceptibly.

He reaches for the dangling chain and attaches its heavy-duty clasp to the center of the steel bar. The connection locks with a decisive click. The body remains flat on the table, but now connected to the overhead system.

Returning to the wall panel, he presses a second button, activating the hoisting mechanism. The chain begins to retract into the ceiling with a mechanical whir, growing taut as it takes up the slack. The hook bar rises first, pulling on the ankles. Its feet lift from the table, followed by the calves, knees, and thighs in smooth succession.

The torso leaves the table last; the head sliding from its support as the entire body becomes suspended. Arms hang limply downward, swinging slightly with the momentum of the lift.

When the feet reach a height of seven feet above the floor, the mechanism stops automatically. The carcass hangs fully extended, arms dangling toward the floor, head tipped back at an angle that exposes the neck cuts. Blood continues to drip, though much slower now, each drop making a small sound as it hits the metal grate below.

The overhead lighting catches the curves and planes of the suspended form, highlighting the quality of the muscular development.

He reaches for a control panel mounted on a movable arm near the overhead track. Pressing a sequence of buttons activates the lateral movement system. The chain begins to slide along the ceiling track, carrying the suspended body toward the processing area doorway.

The movement causes the body to sway gently, arms swinging in small arcs. Tom walks alongside, reaching up to grasp the green collar, using it to stabilize the rotation and guide the carcass along the track.

They approach the heavy plastic curtains that separate the initial processing room from the sectioning area beyond. These curtains—thick, translucent strips that hang from ceiling to floor—prevent cross-contamination while allowing continuous movement of the product line.

His eyes catch on the face of the carcass. The expression of ecstasy has not faded, even in death. If anything, the position of hanging has enhanced it; the slight backward tilt of the head creating an appearance of rapture. He permits himself a small smile of professional pride.

The plastic curtains parted as he pushed them with one hand while maintaining his grip on the collar with the other. He guides the body into the sectioning area, where the next phase of processing will begin.

Ahead, other processing workers prepare their stations, sharpening knives and adjusting equipment. Their blood-splattered white coats and plastic face shields give them a horror-like quality.

The sectioning area buzzes with machinery. Unlike the intimate quiet of the processing room, this space operates with industrial efficiency. Three workers in white coats and plastic face shields look up briefly as he guides the newly suspended carcass through the plastic curtains. The hanging body sways gently as it enters. The workers return to their tasks without comment—cow for processing, one of dozens they’ll handle before their shift ends.

Tom guides the suspended body along the ceiling track and stops next to the two carcasses already hanging in the staging area, their bodies swaying slightly. Both are positioned head-down, arms hanging limply, identical hooks piercing their ankles.

The tag on her green collar catches the light as she rotates slowly: F28570. The last of her blood formed a small, dark puddle on the drain cover below.

He’s unaware of the connection between this carcass and the one he now guides into position. The spacing must be precise—two feet between each body to allow the automated saw proper clearance.

Once in position, he activates the locking mechanism on the overhead track. A metal clamp descends and secures the chain, preventing any swinging or rotation during the cutting process. The body settles into stillness, hanging perfectly vertical, the head tilted back to expose the throat.

All three bodies hang in perfect parallel, their green collars visible from the front, their naked forms displaying the muscular development that earned them their Butcher’s Choice designation.

Tom moves to the control panel mounted on a pedestal near the wall. The panel features a series of buttons and switches, each labeled with technical abbreviations that only trained personnel would understand. Above the panel, a red light flashes, indicating that the system is ready for activation.

His finger hovers over the large red button in the center of the panel. With a practiced motion, he presses it firmly.

A series of mechanical sounds erupts from the far end of the room. A safety barrier rises from the floor, separating the preparation area from the cutting zone. Warning lights flash along the ceiling track, and a recorded voice announces: “Stand clear. Cutting sequence starting in ten seconds.”

He steps behind the designated safety line, watching as the system prepares itself. At the far end of the track, an industrial meat saw emerges from its recessed housing in the wall. The circular blade—nearly a meter in diameter—begins to spin, its teeth a silver blur as it reaches operating speed. The high-pitched whine fills the sectioning area, drowning out all other sounds.

“Primary cut sequence active,” announces the automated voice.

The overhead track jerks into motion, carrying the first body toward the waiting saw. The movement is slow and deliberate; the carcass advancing at a precisely calculated speed that will ensure a clean cut. As it approaches the saw, mechanical arms extend from the sides, gripping the body at the shoulders and hips to stabilize it for cutting.

The saw rises from its housing, positioning itself at the centerline of the carcass. It begins its downward movement, the blade meeting the body at the pubic bone. The teeth bite into the flesh with a sound like wet wood splitting. Blood and fluid spray from the point of contact, caught by the collection troughs positioned on either side.

The blade continues its journey, splitting the torso along the centerline. It parts the abdominal cavity, exposing internal organs that glisten in the harsh light. The mechanized arms adjust their grip as the body is separated, maintaining tension to ensure a straight cut. The saw moves steadily, dividing the ribcage with a series of sharp cracks that echo through the room.

He watches with professional satisfaction as the blade completes its journey, splitting the neck and finally separating the head into two clean halves. The body, now in two symmetrical pieces, continues along the track, moving toward the next station where workers wait to remove organs and begin separating specific cuts.

The second carcass advances toward the saw, the process repeating with identical efficiency.

As the last hucow approaches the saw, the Meat Cutter allows himself a moment of professional pride.

The blade meets her body with the same mechanical efficiency, splitting her from pubic bone to crown. Her face, frozen in that expression of ecstasy, separates into perfect halves.

Beyond the primary cutting station, a series of workers stand at specialized stations, each focused on a specific task in the disassembly process. One removes organs, separating those with a commercial value from waste material. Another specializes in limb detachment, separating arms at the shoulder and dividing legs into manageable sections. Further down the line, skilled butchers break these larger pieces into specific cuts, their knives flashing under the bright lights.

The halved bodies of the newly acquainted hucows move along separate tracks now, their brief connection in life completely erased. Parts of them might end up packaged together, might nourish the same family, but any trace of their shared experience has been literally cut away.

Tom turns from the control panel, his role in this process complete. He removes his plastic face shield and wipes sweat from his brow with the back of his hand. A glance at the wall clock confirms his shift is ending. He’s processed his full quota for the day.

He strips off his gloves and disposes of them in the biohazard container near the door. His white coat follows, exchanged for a clean one that will be waiting at the beginning of his next shift. He washes his hands thoroughly at the sanitizing station.

As he passes through the staff exit and into the parking lot, the Meat Cutter breathes deeply of the fresh evening air. In his car, he will change out of his work shoes, leaving behind the last traces of his profession before returning home. Tomorrow will bring more hucows, more processing.

It’s just another day at the slaughterhouse, turning Grade B hucows into Butcher’s Choice meat for hungry consumers.

The End

The next book in the series will be out this year follow me on Facebook (Lucy Moo) and my Hucow Smut group.

Follow me on Amazon to get notified of the New Release Dates 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

Alphabet Farm Series:

The First Hucow: Annabelle

The Next Hucow: Buttercup

Joining The Herd: Clover

Hucow Farm Life: Dolly (coming 2026)

The Hucow Herd Series

Grade A: Prime Choice

Commercial Grade Hucow

Grade B: Butcher’s Choice Hucow

Grade D: Sent to the Cannery (coming 2026)

Sanda and the Hucow

Hucow Farm Series

Hucow Farm Book One: Intake

Hucow Farm Book Two: Transformation

Hucow Farm Book Three: The Farm

Hucow Farm Book Four: Hucow Exposed

Hucow Farm Book Five: Second Chances

Other Standalone Shorts Available Now:

Abducted: Hucow Alien Space Station

The Hucow Experiment: The Mad Scientist

Hucow Horror Farm

Shipwrecked On Hucow Island

The Hucow Lottery

Life Sentence: The Hucow Prison

The New Club Hucow: Udder MC

Alien’s Hucow Incubator

The Lab Hucow

Hubull Duty

My Hucow Journey

Unexpected Hucow

Trapped In The Hucow Dimension

Alien Hucow Farm (Too dark for Amazon!!! Available on Smashswords)

Hucow Mode

HAPPY HUCOW READING!

NON-Hucow Shorts

Press Start To Play: A Step-sibling Romantic Short

Their Love Poem: A Professor/Student Romantic Short

The Mating Arena Part One: OGRE

Aveline’s Pony-girl Adventure Parts 1-6

Chara’s Pony-girl Story COMING Spring 2026

The Correction Company (A pet play Full length story)
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