

Chapter One: Moonlit Hunger

The moon is barely a sliver tonight, which is good for me. Darkness is my only friend as I pick my way across the rutted dirt of the farmyard, my ratty sneakers sliding on loose gravel. It’s been three days since my last meal—a half-eaten bagel fished from a trash bin in the town a few miles back, and my stomach has moved beyond hunger into a sharp, insistent pain that pulses with every heartbeat. I need food, and I need it now.

My hoodie hangs loose on my frame, the cuffs frayed and the hood stretched out from too many anxious tugs. I’m not wearing it for warmth anymore—the spring night is mild—but to hide my face from any cameras that might be mounted on the farmhouse porch. Beneath it, my t-shirt clings to my ribs, and I’m embarrassed that I’m here, stealing from a farmer who’s probably struggling just as much as I am, but hunger does funny things to your principles.

The canvas bag slaps against my hip as I crouch behind a rusted tractor, watching the farmhouse for movement. One light on downstairs, probably the kitchen. I’ve been watching for two nights now, learning the farmer’s routine. He’s alone here, as far as I can tell. No wife, no kids, and no farmhands. Just an older man who must be in his late forties, but is still handsome in a rugged sort of way, with broad shoulders and grey along his temples and peppering his facial stubble.

He does his evening chores, eats dinner, and is in bed by ten. It’s nearly midnight now, and the house has been dark for hours except for the one light he keeps on.

The dairy barn, a long, low structure with a corrugated metal roof that gleams dully in what little moonlight there is. That’s my target. I’ve heard the cows lowing during the day, seen the farmer leading them to pasture in the morning, and then back to the barn at night. Where there are cows, there’s milk. And where there’s milk, there’s cheese. Protein. Calories. Life.

I scurry across the open stretch between the tractor and the barn, keeping low, my heart hammering in my throat. Each footfall seems to echo in the quiet night, though I know that’s just my paranoia. The farmyard is gravel and dirt—my steps are nearly silent. Still, I can’t shake the feeling of being watched, of eyes tracking my progress from the darkened windows of the farmhouse.

The barn door isn’t fully closed—it's just slid most of the way across the opening, leaving a gap about a foot wide. Wide enough for a girl my size to slip through easily. I pause at the entrance, listening. Nothing but the soft shuffling and breathing of the animals inside.

I suck in my breath and squeeze through the gap, the rough wood of the doorframe catching on my hoodie and adding another tear that only adds to the homeless look I’m sporting.

Inside, the barn is another world. Warm and close, the air thick with the musky smell of animals, the sweet-sharp scent of hay, and underneath it all, the heavy richness of fresh milk. The smell makes my empty stomach clench painfully, a wave of dizziness washing over me. I steady myself against the wall, waiting for my vision to clear.

When it does, I see them—a row of Holstein cows standing in their stalls, black and white bodies shifting in the dimness. Some are lying down, some standing, all of them aware of my presence despite my careful quiet. Their dark eyes follow me as I edge along the wall, keeping to the shadows.

“Sorry, ladies,” I whisper. “Just passing through.”

They don’t answer, of course. Just watch me with the placid indifference of creatures who know they’re valued, who have never known a day of hunger in their lives. Lucky cows.

The barn is bigger than it looked from outside, with a wide central aisle and stalls lining both walls. At the far end, a door stands ajar, light spilling from it in a pale rectangle across the packed dirt floor. The storage room, I’m guessing. That’s where the real treasure will be.

I keep moving, my back pressed to the wall, until I reach the open door. The room beyond is small but organized—metal shelves lining the walls, stacked with supplies. My eyes skip over the unimportant items—bottles of medicine, coils of rope, tools—until they land on what I came for.

Food.

Wrapped blocks of cheese sit on the middle shelf, pale and gleaming in the light from the single bare bulb overhead. Below them, cloth sacks of grain. On the floor, a row of large stainless steel milk canisters, filled from the evening's milking.

My mouth waters as I step into the room, reaching for the nearest block of cheese. It’s heavier than it looks. I tuck it into my canvas bag, already planning my next move—back through the barn, across the yard, and then two miles to the highway where I’ll hitch a ride. By morning, I’ll be in a new place, and far away from here.

My stomach growls loudly at the thought of going days without food again until I find another meal, so I reach for a second block. It’s greedy, maybe, but hunger makes you selfish. My elbow catches the nearest milk canister. It wobbles, tilts, and then goes down with a metallic clang that seems to split the night in two. It hits the next canister, which hits the next, a chain of crashes that echo through the barn like gunshots, and the milk in the canisters pours like rivers across the floor.

The cows erupt into movement, hooves clattering against the wooden floors of their stalls, lowing in alarm. I freeze, the second block of cheese clutched in my hand, my eyes fixed on the open barn door twenty yards away. I need to run—now—before—

Before the farmer comes to investigate. Farmers tend to handle things themselves, usually with whatever’s closest to hand—a shovel, a pitchfork, a gun.

I shove the second cheese into my bag and bolt for the door, my heart pounding so hard I can feel it in my throat. Three steps and I’m in the central aisle of the barn. Five more and I’m at the door, squeezing through the gap, out into the cool night air.

Freedom is ten yards away, across the farmyard to the tree line beyond. Ten yards between me and safety. I take off running, my bag thumping against my hip, my breath coming in ragged gasps.

I make it halfway across the backyard when I hear it—the soft whistle of rope cutting through air—and then something drops over my body and cinches tight around my middle. The world tilts, my feet leave the ground, and I’m suddenly face-down in the dirt, the wind knocked out of me, and a coil of rough rope binding my arms to my sides.

I try to scramble to my feet, to kick free of the rope, but it’s already too late. Heavy footsteps approach, and then a hand grabs the back of my hoodie, flipping me onto my stomach. My cheek presses into the dirt as my arms are wrenched behind my back. More rope wraps around my wrists, binding them together with brutal efficiency.

“Wait! Stop!” I shout, but get ignored.

The same happens to my ankles, and then my ankles are pulled up and tied to my bound wrists, leaving me hogtied and helpless in the dirt. I twist my head, trying to see my captor, but all I can make out is a broad-shouldered silhouette against the night sky.

He steps back, looking down at me, chest heaving, and a scowl on his face. “My name is Elias,” he says, his voice low and even despite the situation. “I own this farm, and I don’t take kindly to thieves.” He reaches into his coat pocket and pulls out a cell phone. “You’re lucky I didn’t grab my gun instead.”

The blue light of the phone screen illuminated his face as he started to dial. He has strong features, weathered skin, and I’m surprised to note that he is much more handsome than I thought.

“What are you doing?” I ask.

“Calling the Sheriff.” He says, eyes still focused on his phone.

Oh, no! I’m in so much trouble. I can’t go to jail, and panic claws at my insides. My voice breaks as I beg him not to call, my cheek still pressed into the dirt, my thin frame shaking with fear and cold.

“Please don’t call the cops. I’ll work it off, fix the damage I did. I’ll do anything.” The promises tumble out, desperate and sincere. Anything is better than jail. I’ve been there once overnight, and that was enough, especially the way the guard kept eyeing me up.

“What damages?”

Elias crouches down beside me, studying my face with those calm eyes. I can feel his gaze moving over me—taking in my hollow cheeks, my jutting collarbones, the canvas bag with its pitiful single block of stolen cheese.

“The milk. I spilled all the canisters.” The sudden and fiery expression of anger made me wince. He was unaware of the mess that I had created in his storage room, and I should have kept my mouth shut. I’ve only made it worse for myself. “I’m sorry, but I can work it off.”

“You?” he says flatly. “I’ve got no use for a scrawny girl who couldn’t lift a bale of hay.” He straightens up and opens his phone again, thumb hovering over the screen. “This will just strengthen my case now with property loss.”

Then he stops. His head tilts slightly, eyes narrowing as they fix on my chest, my frame. Something shifts behind his eyes—a calculation, a decision. He closes the phone with a snap.

“Well, there might be one other way you could pay me back for the lost milk,” he says, his voice continuing with that same even tone. He watches my face carefully as he continues. “You could join my herd. As a hucow.”

He says it the same way he’d say anything else—low and even, watching for my reaction. But the word hangs in the air between us, heavy with meaning I don’t understand but instinctively fear.

My heart hammers against my ribs as I stare up at him, suddenly aware of exactly how trapped I am—bound hand and foot, alone on a remote farm with a man twice my size who’s just offered me a choice I’m not sure I can refuse if I want to stay out of jail.

I stare up at Elias’s weathered face, waiting for him to explain what the hell he’s talking about.

“I don’t—“ My voice catches. “What’s a hucow?”

Something flickers across Elias’s face—not quite a smile, but close. He crouches down beside me once more, near enough that I can smell the faint of tobacco on his clothes, and see the faint stubble on his jaw.

“Human cow,” he says, the words slowly. “Like cattle, but human.” His eyes track over my body again, assessing. “You're skin and bones right now but have got the frame for it. There is potential, and young enough that your body’s still adaptable. How old are you?”

“Twenty.”

My stomach drops, an icy wave washing through me as understanding dawns. “You want to... milk me? Like a cow?” The words sound absurd even as I say them, but Elias just nods, his expression unchanged.

“Not just milk. That’s just part of it.” He reaches out, and I flinch, but he only tucks a strand of hair behind my ear, his fingers surprisingly gentle. “You’d live here. Become part of the farm. Part of the herd. You’d be fed, housed, and taken care of. In exchange, you’d produce.”

“Produce,” I echo, the word hollow in my mouth. My mind races, trying to process what he’s saying, what he’s offering. It’s insane and perverted. It’s—

It’s not jail. The thought cuts through my panic. I’d also have a place to stay and there would be food.

“But I’m not—“ I start, then stop, unsure how to finish that sentence. I’m not a cow? I’m not that desperate?

“You’re not what?” Elias prompts. “Not hungry? Not in trouble? Potentially facing charges?” Each question lands like a stone. “Because from where I’m standing, you’re all three.”

He’s right, and we both know it. The cheese in my bag—the only food I’ve managed to secure in days—is evidence enough of my desperation. My empty stomach clenches painfully at the thought of it, a reminder of how precarious my situation really is.

“I could pay you back,” I tried again, though the words sounded weak even to my ears. “I could work for you—proper work. Cleaning, cooking, whatever you need.”

Elias shakes his head. “I don’t need a housekeeper. I need another producer.” He stands up, looking down at me with those calm, assessing eyes.

“How long?” The question is barely more than a whisper. “How long would I have to... be part of your herd?”

Elias considers this, head tilted slightly. “Depends on how well you produce. “Could be a couple of months. Could be longer.”

“I’d still be me, though,” I say, needing to hear it, needing some assurance that I wouldn’t completely lose myself in this arrangement. “I’d still be—“

“What’s your name?” He asks, cutting me off.

“Maya.”

“Well, Maya, my little milk thief, isn’t it time you became useful instead of a drain on society? Take a different role?” He leans in closer, so close that I can feel the heat from him. “My cows are healthy and happy. They’re fed regularly, exercised, given medical care when needed. They’re valuable assets, not just to me but to the farm. I take good care of what’s mine.”

What’s mine? The phrase sends a chill down my spine. Is that what I’d be? His property? His livestock?

“I don’t know if I can,” I whisper, tears threatening at the corners of my eyes. “I’ve never—my body’s never—“

“You’d be surprised what the human body can adapt to,” Elias says. He reaches out, and this time I don’t flinch as his hand comes to rest on my shoulder. “Leave all that up to me.”

His touch—not quite threatening, but firm, assured — makes it clear this isn’t really a choice. Oh, he’s offering it as one, giving me the illusion of agency, but we both know what the alternative is.

Some small, desperate part of me whispers, maybe this wouldn’t be so bad. To be taken care of. To be valued, even as property. I won’t go hungry while I’m here, or worry about where my next meal is coming from, or where I’ll sleep.

“How would it work?” I ask, the words feeling like they’re being dragged from my throat. “I don’t have milk.”

There is a glint of triumph in his gaze, as if he knows he’s won. “First, you’d be examined. I’d need to check your overall health, your potential for production.” His hand moves from my shoulder to my chest, not quite touching but hovering there, a promise of what’s to come. “Then you’d start the regimen—hormones, diet changes, physical adjustments. It would be uncomfortable at first, maybe even painful. But that passes once your body accepts its new purpose.”

His hand moves again, this time to the base of my neck, fingers tangling in my hair. Not pulling, just holding, establishing control.

“What if I change my mind?” I ask, already knowing the answer.

Elias’s expression doesn’t change. “Then I'll call the sheriff, and you take your chances with the justice system.” His hand tightens slightly in my hair. “But once you’re in my herd and start the process... changing your mind isn’t really an option until you pay off your debt.”

My name in his mouth sounds strange—intimate, almost possessive.

“Fine,” I whisper, the words barely audible. Something breaks inside me as I say it—some last resistance crumbling. “I’ll be your... your hucow.”

Elias nods, as if he expected nothing less. “Good girl,” he says, and the praise, simple as it is, sends an unexpected shiver through me. He reaches for me, and before I can blink, he levers his arm beneath my stomach and with one easy motion hefts my bound body over his shoulder.

The world spins, and then my face is pressed against the rough wool of his jacket, my view nothing but his back and the battered denim of his jeans. I squirm instinctively, but the ropes hold tight, and his hand lands heavy and final on the backs of my thighs to steady me. The breath leaves me in a puff as my stomach collides with his shoulder.

“Come on,” he says. “Let’s get you inside. It’s late and mornings start early on a farm.”

The barn door slides open at his touch, revealing the warm, animal-scented darkness within. Elias drops my bound body onto a pile of straw in an empty stall. “Get some sleep. Tomorrow will be a long day for you.”

He walks off before I can ask him to untie, but I doubt he would. He’s smart enough to know I’ll be out the door before he can blink. It’s going to be impossible to sleep like this, and my stomach is still empty.

He could have at least fed me.


Chapter Two: The First Dose

I’m so uncomfortable by the time morning light seeps through the slats in the barn wall. My arms have gone numb from being wrenched behind my back all night, and my stomach has gone beyond hunger into a dull, persistent ache. I haven’t slept but drifted in and out of a hazy half-consciousness, my mind circling the choice I made last night, wondering if it was really a choice at all.

The barn stirs to life around me. Cows shuffle and moo in their stalls; the sound of hooves against wooden floors grow as they grow impatient for breakfast.

God! I need some water. My throat is parched, my lips cracked from dehydration. The wooden slats of the stall door slide open, and Elias steps inside, startling me.

His face is freshly shaved, and carries a pair of heavy shears in one hand and a small wooden box in the other. His eyes met mine briefly. “Morning,” he says as he sets the box down on the straw and crouches beside me. “Time to get you ready.”

Before I can ask what that means, he picks up the shears and presses them to the sleeve of my hoodie and begins to cut my clothes away.

“What are you doing?” I manage, my voice catching on the words. “Stop that. I need my clothes.“

“Shh.” The sound is soft but firm. “These are rags, and you won’t need them. Behave now. This has to be done.”

The shears move down my back, through the thin material of my t-shirt. Piece by piece, my clothes are cut away, leaving me exposed to the cool air of the barn. I squirm, trying to pull away, but the ropes hold tight, keeping me immobilized.

“Don’t,” I say, the word barely audible. “Stop it, you pervert.“ That comes out as a shout. What the hell?

But Elias ignores my insults and continues his work. When he’s finished, my clothes lie in tatters around me, and I’m completely naked, curled on my side in the straw.

He sits back on his heels and looks at me, his eyes moving over my body with the same look I imagine he gives his livestock when checking them over.

“Let’s have a proper look at you,” he says, reaching out to take my chin between his thumb and forefinger. He turns my face to the light, examining my skin and the hollows beneath my eyes. “Undernourished,” he murmurs, more to himself than to me. “But that can be fixed.”

His hand moves to my neck, then lower, pressing his palm flat against my ribcage. “Take a deep breath,” he instructs, and I do, despite the flush of shame heating my cheeks. His hand rises and falls with my breathing, feeling the movement of my ribs beneath my skin.

“Good.”

His hand continues its journey, and I stiffen as his palm cups the underside of my small breast. He squeezes gently, testing the tissue. “Good potential here,” he says.

My face burns even more, embarrassment washing through me in a hot wave. I try to twist away, but I still can’t budge.

“Stop it,” I say, the words catching in my throat. “It’s not right.”

Again, he ignores my complaints as his hand moves to my other breast, repeating the examination, squeezing, assessing. “Udders are small,” he notes, his voice clinical and not at all the way a man should sound when handling a pair of tits. “But they’ll fill out with the right stimulation.”

Then I realize what he just called my breasts. Udders. The word lands like a slap. I’m not a person to him—I’m livestock. He’s treating me just like an actual cow.

His hand moves down my stomach, pressing gently against my empty abdomen. “Belly’s too flat,” he says. “We’ll need to fatten you up.”

Then his hand slides lower, between my legs. I jerk, trying to clamp my thighs together, but Elias just pushes them apart with a firm grip, exposing me completely.

“Cunt looks healthy,” he says, his finger parting my folds, examining me with detached interest. “And not shaved. Good. It’s only natural for a breeding hole to be furry.”

The way he talks is disgusting, and I’m ashamed when my body responds the more he probes my pussy.

Elias leans back, apparently satisfied with his examination. He opened the wooden box beside him, revealing an array of medical supplies—gauze, alcohol swabs, a stethoscope, and several large syringes filled with a clear liquid.

“I’m going to give you your first dose now,” he says, snapping on a pair of latex gloves. He picks up one syringe, uncapping it. “Might sting a bit.”

“What is it?” I ask, watching the needle with growing dread.

“Hormone cocktail and a few other things,” he says, the words flat and matter-of-fact. “It’ll pretty potent and will trick your body into thinking it’s pregnant, so your udders will start swelling within hours and be full of milk by morning. Also, your belly will round out as if you really are pregnant, and your hormones will spike dramatically.” He pauses, meeting my eyes briefly. “Your body will hold that state as long as you get daily injections.”

He moves behind me, one hand pressing firmly on my hip to hold me still. I feel the cold swipe of an alcohol pad against my skin, then the sharp sting of the needle as it pierces the flesh of my left buttock.

I yelp, the sound breaking from my throat before I can stop it.

“You’re fine,” Elias says, his voice devoid of sympathy. “The first dose is always the hardest. It’s a shock to the system, so it’ll be a rough day for you.” He pushes the plunger down slowly, the liquid burning as it enters. “This will also make you temporarily sterile. As long as your womb is swollen with a fake pregnancy, you won’t be able to get pregnant, but it’s not important right now.”

Sure. Pregnancy is the last thing on my mind right now, so I guess that’s good.

“I already mentioned your hormones will spike hard, and a side effect is a loss of concentration. A fog will settle over your thinking, but you don’t need to do math or heavy thinking on a farm.” He chuckles at his own joke, which I don’t find funny. “And you might become more aroused than normal from all the hormones running amok.”

“Is this safe?” I ask, ignoring the last part. There is no way I’ll be turned on by anything while I’m here.

“Safe enough, as long as the medication is only used on a short-term basis, it’s completely reversible with no lingering effects except for increased mammary tissue,” he assures me. “All done. Rest now,” he adds, pulling the needle free and pressing a square of gauze to the injection site. “The changes will come on quickly. I’ll be back to check on you throughout the day and night.”

He stands, gathering his supplies. At the stall door, he pauses, looking back at me. “I know this is unusual, but you made the right choice,” he says. “My girls are well taken care of, and you will be too. Maybe for the first time in a long while someone will be looking out for you.”

Then he’s gone, the stall door sliding shut behind him. I’m left alone as the barn fills with the ordinary sounds of morning milking, wondering if he’s right and when I’ll feel the change start, but I don’t have long to wait.

It begins almost immediately—a subtle tingling that starts at the injection site and spreads outward in a slow wave. At first, it’s just uncomfortable—like pins and needles after a limb falls asleep. My skin feels too tight, too sensitive, as if someone’s turned up my nerve endings to maximum. I lie in the straw, trying to breathe through it, telling myself it’s temporary, that it will pass. But it doesn’t pass. It intensifies.

Soon, sweat beads on my forehead despite the cool air of the barn. My head feels light, my vision occasionally blurring at the edges as a deep, insistent ache spread across my chest. It’s builds to a heavy, pulsing fullness that makes it hard to breathe. I look down, as much as my position allows, and my stomach drops.

My breasts, which were small and unremarkable before, are changing right before my eyes. The skin is being stretched from the tissue beneath, swelling quicker than it can handle. I try to shift, to ease the pressure, but the movement only sends a jolt of sensitivity through my chest.

“What’s happening?” I whisper, though there’s no one to hear me. My voice sounds strange in my ears, like it’s slurred. “What did he do to me?”

The question remains unanswered. Around me, the barn continues on as normal—cows being led to pasture, the clatter of milking equipment, Elias’s voice calling commands to his animals, but inside my stall, nothing is the same. I’m being transformed into something I don’t recognise.

By midday, the changes sped up, to my dismay. My belly, which has been empty more often than full for as long as I can remember, is no longer concave. It has pushed outward as if I just eaten an enormous meal, but it doesn’t stop there. There is a slow, insistent pressure from the inside, as if something is growing there, but I know that’s not true. My navel stretches, the skin around it pulling taut as my abdomen rounds into a firm, heavy dome. I can’t see it properly from my position, but I can feel it—the weight of it, the way it presses against the straw when I shift onto my side.

My chest soon blocks out anything below it. Even my nipples undergo a change. They lengthen and darken; the areolae spreading outward in pale pink circles as big as my palm. They’ve become hypersensitive—even the brush of air against them sends shivers of sensation down to the pit of my stomach. My nipples harden, and I know the growing slick between my legs is not sweat.

My thoughts and fears begin to fragment—the growing panic dissolves before I have a full-blown anxiety attack, replaced by the raw physical feeling of my body changing and the most basic needs push forward.

The stall door slides open, and Elias steps inside. He’s been coming and going. The strange fog in my head distorts time, making it slippery and hard to grasp. I don’t know how much of the day has passed.

He crouches beside me. Two fingers press against the pulse point in my neck, counting silently. His other hand moves to my chest, cupping my swollen breast, giving it a squeeze that sends a jolt of pleasure through me. I bite my lip to keep from making a sound, but a moan still escapes.

“Coming along nicely,” he says.

He reaches for a cloth draped over a water pail and begins to wipe my face. The cool water is a relief against my overheated skin. The cloth moves down my neck to my chest, wiping away the sweat that has gathered in the hollow between my breasts.

“Thirsty?” he asks, holding a tin cup to my lips.

My mouth is like a desert, and I nod. He tilts the cup, allowing me to drink. The water is cool and sweet, sliding down my throat in blessed relief. I want more, but he pulls the cup away after a few swallows.

“Small sips,” he says. “Your stomach’s adjusting.”

“How long will this last?” I can barely talk.

“Hard to say, but not too much longer, I reckon.” He continues his examination, focusing on my rounded belly, pressing gently to test its firmness.

“If I didn’t know better, I would think you really are pregnant,” he says.

Then he’s gone again, the stall door sliding shut behind him, and I’m left alone with the changes rippling through my body, while my mind grows foggier by the hour.

Shadows darken the barn by the time my transformation is nearing its end. My belly, now round and heavy, presses against the straw, and the ache in my chest has deepened into a full, urgent throb. My breasts hang heavy with milk. I can feel it inside, waiting to be drained.

I feel like a stranger in my body. Every inch of skin feels stretched too tight. And between my legs—God, between my legs I’m so wet it’s embarrassing, though it has nothing to do with desire and everything to do with the hormones flooding my system. At least that’s what I blame it on.

Through the night, the changes taper off. I drift in and out of a half-conscious haze, aware of the heat pooling between my legs, the persistent slickness there, and the way every slight movement sends a pulse of unwanted arousal through me.

My thoughts grow simpler: milking, food, and release. That’s all I can think of.

Elias visits once more in the dark hours. I’m barely aware of his presence at first, but then his hands are on me again, wiping the sweat from my face with a damp cloth.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, his voice low. “You’re doing well.”

The praise—simple as it is—sends a ridiculous thrill through me.

His hand moves to my chest, cupping the weight of my breast. “Already full,” he says, satisfaction evident in his voice. “You’ll be ready for milking in the morning.”

Milking. It sounds like salvation—relief from the unbearable pressure in my chest. I make a small sound—not quite a word, more a whimper of need.

Elias’s hand moves lower, across the dome of my belly to the junction of my thighs. If I was in my right mind, I would twist away from his touch, but I arch toward his hand, seeking contact.

“So responsive,” he says, a note of approval in his voice. “You’re going to be a good cow, aren’t you? A good little hucow.”

Then he’s gone again, leaving me alone in the darkness as I drift, caught between consciousness and oblivion, aware only of need—for touch, for release, for the relief only Elias can provide now.


Chapter Three: The Milking

I lie exhausted in the straw, waiting for Elias the next morning. My mind is too clouded with the need to ease the discomfort in my chest to plan or worry or even really think.

Finally, the slat door of my stall slides open, and Elias steps in. He’s freshly shaved, his flannel shirt neatly buttoned, his jeans clean but still stained. He looks like a man who’s slept well and is ready for the day’s work, while I have been suffering and unable to sleep hardly a wink.

“Time to get you ready,” he says as he crouches beside me, setting down a wooden box. He reaches for the rope at my ankles. It falls away, and he moves to my wrists next, working the knots loose. Blood rushes back into my limbs, and I hiss at the sudden pins-and-needles sensation as circulation returns.

“There,” Elias says, gathering the rope into a neat coil. “Better?”

I push myself upright slowly until my back is against the wooden slats of the stall, immediately feeling the awkward weight of my chest and stomach. The round, distended dome of my belly makes it hard to sit up straight—it pushes forward, forcing me to sit with my legs apart. My breasts hang heavy against my chest; the skin is already lined with angry red stretch marks. My nipples are huge and distended. A drop of clear fluid beads at the tip of my right nipple, and I stare at it in disbelief.

I should be running, looking for an exit, and planning my escape when Elias is distracted, but the outside world won’t help me with what I need now. The only one who can help is standing in front of me.

He watches me for a moment, noting my lack of flight response with a small nod of approval. “Good girl,” he says, the praise simple but sending a strange thrill through me.

He moves to the far wall next to my stall, where equipment hangs on iron hooks. I watch him take down a mechanical pump unit mounted on a low wooden cart, along with rubber tubing coiled neatly beside it. The tubing is fitted with two wide-mouthed suction cups that have soft silicone flanges—the kind that fit over a cow’s teats. My teats.

Elias rolls the cart to the center of the stall and checks the tubing connections, making sure everything is secure, then primes the pump with a few manual strokes. The machine makes a soft, rhythmic sound as the pressure builds.

“On your hands and knees,” he instructs, his voice as neutral as if he’s talking to any of the animals in his barn.

I hesitate, embarrassment washing through me, but the pain in my chest drives it away. I need relief, so I get into position, my round belly and bulging tits swaying beneath me as I shift onto all fours, but I notice how much more comfortable it is than sitting.

“My—my breasts hurt,” I say.

Elias doesn’t look up from adjusting the milking machine. “They’re udders now,” he says. “And yes, that’s the point. They’re full. Listen to your body and it will tell you when it’s time to be milked. I’ll make them feel better in a moment.”

He moves around behind me, his hand coming to rest on my hip so casually that it startles me. He adjusts my knees wider with his boot, then places a firm hand between my shoulder blades, tilting me forward slightly so my breasts hang low and are better accessible. There’s nothing sexual in how he is handling me, which somehow makes it worse when my skin tingles wherever he touches.

“That’s it,” he says, his palm running along my spine. “Good girl.”

My face burns with humiliation as my nipples harden, and the slick between my thighs grows heavier the more he touches me. I keep my eyes fixed on the straw beneath my hands, unable to look at Elias as he moves around me.

“I’m surprised you’re doing so well,” he continues, his voice taking on the soothing tone I imagine he uses with nervous heifers. “First milking is always the hardest, but you’ll get used to it.”

I’m not so sure, but I know I need it. The ache is so unbearable I reach up and try to ease the pressure myself, but Elias slaps my hand away. “None of that, or I’ll put mits on you.”

I don’t know what mits are, but I drop my hand back down. I just met him, but I already know he doesn’t give idle threats.

Elias’s hand returns to my spine, a firm press between my shoulder blades. “Deep breath and relax,” he instructs. “It helps with the letdown.”

I obey automatically, drawing air into my lungs. The movement shifts my breasts, sending a jolt of sensation through my chest. Another drop of clear fluid beads at my nipple, then falls to the straw below.

“Good girl,” Elias says. “You’re ready.”

He moves to the milking machine, making a final adjustment to the pressure dial, and then turns to me. “Remember,” he says, meeting my eyes for the first time since he entered the stall, “you chose this. You could be in jail right now, facing charges. Instead, chose to be here, to be valued and useful. No longer a leech on society. It’s time you paid it back.”

Valued and useful.

Am I? So far, all I’ve done is get myself into a mess, but maybe Elias saw something in me other than a skinny thief. I’m not a bad person. I just had to make bad choices to survive. This is an odd way to redeem myself, but I’m willing to try.

“That’s right,” Elias says, seeing something in my expression that pleases him. “You’re going to be a good hucow. A good, productive girl.”

The praise washes through me, warming me from the inside out. My breathing quickens, my skin flushing with pleasure at his words. I want to believe him.

Elias nods, apparently satisfied with my response. “Let’s get you milked,” he says, reaching for the first suction cup. “You’ll feel much better once we start.”

Elias fits the first suction cup over my right teat, pressing the soft silicone flange flush against the swollen flesh of my breast. The cold material against my overheated skin makes me flinch, pulling a sharp breath between my teeth. He holds it there until the seal catches, the slight pressure creating a fuller feeling in my chest. Then he reaches for the second cup, positioning it carefully over my left teat.

“Breathe,” he reminds me, his voice soothing.

I try to follow his instructions, but my lungs feel too tight, my chest too full. Elias steps back, checking the connections one more time, then reaches for the switch on the pump.

“Here we go,” he says, and flips it on.

The machine hums to life, and the first full pull makes my arms buckle slightly. There isn’t pain exactly—it’s an overwhelming pressure-and-release that radiates from my chest outward through my entire body. The suction draws at my teats in a slow, insistent pull that makes my breath catch in my throat.

“Good,” Elias says, watching the machine with a critical eye. “That’s it.”

Milk moves through the tubing almost immediately—pale and thin at first, then thicker, flowing in steady streams toward the glass jar mounted on the cart. I watch it with a strange detachment, unable to fully process that it’s coming from my body. My body, producing milk like I’m a—

Like I’m a cow. A hucow. That’s what I am now.

Elias watches the flow, his eyes moving between my face and the milking machine. He reaches for the pressure dial, adjusting it a single notch, and steps back. “Better?” he asked.

I try to answer, but my voice won’t cooperate. The suction has settled into a rhythm that matches my heartbeat—pull, release, pull, release—each cycle sending a wave of sensation through my chest and down to the pit of my stomach. My breathing goes ragged, coming in short, shallow gasps that make my breasts shift with each inhale.

“Good girl,” Elias says, apparently taking my silence as agreement. “You’re a natural.”

I’m not so sure about that, but it does feel good. I can feel the pressure easing in my chest, the pain along with it.

The milk continues to flow, collecting in the jar in increasing volume. The ache that has faded the more I’m drained is replaced by a strange, building pleasure that starts at my nipples and spreads outward. My thighs press together instinctively, the slick heat between them growing more intense.

The fog that’s blurred my thoughts had cleared some, but now rolls back in like a wave. My mind goes quiet, replaced by pure physical sensation. I don’t even notice when my hips rock back slightly, and a low, broken sound escapes my throat.

“That’s it, pretty cow,” Elias says, his voice taking on a note of approval. “Let it happen. Your body knows what to do.”

Without warning, pleasure crests through me—a full-body wave that starts at my chest and crashes downward. My arms nearly give out as the orgasm hits, rolling through me in a clench that makes my vision blur at the edges. My back arches, my hips rock forward, and a choked moan escapes my lips as the release washes through me, leaving me trembling and breathless.

For a moment, I’m nowhere—lost in the purely physical sensation of it, my mind blank with pleasure. Then awareness returns in a rush of embarrassment. I just came from being milked; just had an orgasm because Elias put suction cups on my teats and told me I was a good girl.

I freeze, mortified, unable to look at him. But Elias doesn’t seem shocked or disgusted. He simply leans forward, checks the level in the jar, and makes a quiet sound of approval.

“Very responsive,” he says, more to himself than to me. “Especially for a first milking.”

There’s no embarrassment in his voice, no acknowledgment of what just happened—just the calm assessment of a farmer pleased with his livestock.

“Your body’s still adjusting to the hormone cocktail, but this is all normal. Your body will get aroused, and your cunt gets wetter when you’re milked,” Elias says, the crude word falling from his lips with the same matter-of-fact tone he might use to describe the weather. “It’s a common response to the flood of hormones and nothing to be embarrassed about. If you can find pleasure in it, all the better for you.”

He says it like it’s the highest compliment—and in his mind, maybe it is, but I still can’t believe I orgasmed so easily, and in this situation.

My breasts are still sore, but the desperate pressure has eased, replaced by a dull, satisfied throb. My body feels loose, boneless—the tension that’s been building since the first injection finally released in that unexpected climax.

“You can rest your head if you want,” Elias says, noticing the tremble in my arms. “The machine will do the work.”

Grateful for the permission, I lower my head until my cheek nearly rests on my forearm. The position pushes my rump higher, my round belly settling against the straw beneath me. It should be humiliating—on all fours like an animal, being milked by a machine while he watches—but all I feel is a deep, bone-weary relief and a strange, warm pride as I stare at the milk filling the canister.

I’m giving instead of taking for once.

“That’s it,” Elias says, his voice taking on that soothing tone again as he strokes my back. “Good girl. You’re doing so well.”

My breathing slows, matching the rhythm of the machine—pull and release, pull and release—my body surrendering completely to the process. The jar continues to fill until gradually slowing as the pressure in my chest disappears completely.

I’ve lost track of time—minutes or hours could have passed while I knelt here, my mind quiet in the aftermath of release. The glass jar mounted on the cart is nearly full of milk.

When the stream from my right breast slows to an occasional drop, he reaches for the pump’s switch and flips it off. The sudden silence feels strange after the steady mechanical hum.

“Hold still,” he instructed, moving to stand beside me. His hands are gentle as he removes the first suction cup, breaking the seal with a soft pop that makes me gasp. The cold air against my wet nipple sends a shiver through me, my skin hypersensitive after being confined under the silicone flange. He repeats the process with the second cup.

“There,” he says, setting the cups aside. “How do you feel?”

The question hangs in the air between us. How do I feel? I’m still breathing hard, my cheeks hot with a mixture of embarrassment and lingering arousal.

But my breasts feel lighter. “Better,” I manage, the word catching in my throat. “Thank you.”

Elias nods, apparently satisfied with my response. He reaches for the jar of my milk, lifting it carefully from its mount on the cart. He holds it up to the light coming through the slats, tilting it to examine the color and consistency.

“Thin,” he says, more to himself than to me. “But it’s only your first milking. When it thickens up, you’re going to be a valuable addition to my herd.”

Elias sets the jar aside on a shelf near the stall door, then turns back to the milking equipment. He wipes the suction cups down with a clean cloth, removing any traces of milk, and coils the tubing back onto its hook.

I watch him from my position on the floor. My arms tremble slightly with the effort of holding myself up, but I don’t move—afraid to break the strange, peaceful moment. For the first time since Elias caught me stealing cheese from his barn, I feel something close to calm.

“You can lie down if you want,” Elias says, noticing my trembling arms. “Milking takes a lot out of you the first few times, and your body’s still adjusting.”

Grateful for the permission, I lowered myself carefully to the straw, rolling onto my side to accommodate the rounded dome of my belly. The movement sends another flood of wetness between my thighs. Everything is so sensitive, and I’m mortified by my continued arousal, but Elias doesn’t seem to notice—or if he does, he doesn’t care. To him, I’m just another animal in his herd, and not an aroused naked woman lying at his feet.

I’d think he was gay if I hadn’t noticed the slight bulge in his pants. He’s not as unaffected as he lets on, but he’s kept it very professional, and I’m grateful.

He finishes storing the milking equipment, hanging the last piece on its hook. Then he turns back to me, his eyes moving over my body with the same clinical assessment he might give any of his livestock, but there is something else in his gaze that sends another pulse of arousal through me.

He is attracted to me, which is shocking considering the state I’m in.

“Your udders will fill again by evening,” he says. “We’ll milk you twice a day to start—morning and night, just like the other cows. As your production increases, we might add a midday session.”

The thought of being milked again sends a confusing thrill of anticipation through my hormone-flooded system.

“What happens to...” I gesture vaguely toward the jar of milk sitting on the shelf.

Elias follows my gaze, understanding dawning in his expression. “It gets processed,” he says. “Pasteurized, bottled, and sold. Like any other milk, but to special buyers.” He pauses, considering. “This first jar will fetch a premium. A hucow’s first milk is considered something of a delicacy.”

The idea of strangers drinking milk from my body is not something I’d ever considered. Who does that? People are strange, but I’m not in any position to judge.

Elias checks his watch, then looks back at me. “It’s feeding time,” he says. “You must be starving.”

As if on cue, my stomach growled loudly, the sound echoing in the quiet stall. I flush with embarrassment, but Elias just nods, apparently taking the noise as confirmation.

“I’ll bring your breakfast,” he says, then he’s gone, the stall door sliding shut behind him. I lie in the straw, listening to the sounds of the barn around me and not even realizing I could get up and leave. There are no ropes holding me in place anymore.

So far it’s not so bad being a hucow. I have a place to stay, food, and underneath it all, a sense of belonging I haven’t felt in years.

I won’t run now. I’ll give it a few days, and if I don’t feel the same way, I'll sneak out one night when he’s sleeping. With that plan set, I close my eyes, waiting for Elias to return with my breakfast.


Chapter Four: Collared and Kept

I’m still lying in the same spot when I hear Elias’s boots crunching on the gravel outside the barn. My stomach growls again, a deep, insistent sound that lets me know I’m beyond starved at this point and need food ASAP.

The milking left me drained in more ways than one, and the hollow feeling in my belly has returned with a vengeance. I push myself up slightly, my round belly making moving awkward, and my new breasts don’t help matters.

My mouth waters when the scent of food hits me as Elias enters the stall carrying a tin tray of fluffy yellow scrambled eggs piled high, a bowl of steaming oatmeal, and a cup of what smells like fresh orange juice. The simple breakfast looks like a feast to my empty stomach, and I have to stop myself from lunging forward to grab it.

“Hungry?” he asks, though the answer is obvious from the way my eyes fix on the food.

I nod, not trusting my voice. The smell of the eggs is making my head swim, or it could be just the lack of food making me dizzy. I don’t know, but it doesn’t matter when Elias sets the tray down in the straw beside me, then steps back. “Go ahead,” he says. “It’s all for you.”

I don’t need to be told twice. I grab the fork with shaking fingers and stab at the eggs, shoveling a huge bite into my mouth. They’re still hot, almost burning my tongue, but I don’t care. The taste explodes across my tongue—rich and buttery and salty—and I moan involuntarily around the mouthful. I’ve never tasted anything so good.

“That’s it, eat up,” Elias says, watching me with a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth. “Good girl.”

The praise has a warm flush spreading across my cheeks as I shoveled in another forkful. The eggs are gone in seconds, which makes me almost cry in disappointment, but I move on to the oatmeal, not bothering with a spoon. I just tipped the bowl to my lips and let the thick, sweet porridge slide warm and satisfying into my stomach.

The bowl is now empty, but it’s not enough. I’m still hungry; my stomach a bottomless pit that seems impossible to fill. I grab a fistful of oatmeal that’s spilled onto the tray, shoving it into my mouth, barely chewing before I swallow. My throat constricts around the too-large bite, and suddenly I’m choking, unable to breathe, my eyes watering as I claw at my throat.

A heavy hand lands on my back, right between my shoulder blades. “Calm down,” Elias says, his voice steady. “Slow down. You need to breathe, or you’ll make yourself sick.”

His hand thumps hard against my back once, twice, and the blockage shifts, allowing me to suck in a desperate breath. I cough, spraying bits of oatmeal across the straw, my eyes streaming as I fight to get air into my lungs.

“When you eat,” Elias says, his hand still resting between my shoulder blades, “try just using your mouth.” His voice is light, almost teasing, but there’s an edge to it—a warning.

I nod, too embarrassed to speak, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. My face burns with humiliation, tears still leaking from the corners of my eyes.

Elias crouches down beside me, watching as I carefully finish the rest of the oatmeal with the spoon. When the bowl is empty, he takes it from my hands and sets it back on the tray. “Feeling better?” he asked.

I nod again, my stomach finally settling into a satisfied fullness. “Thank you,” I managed, the words catching in my throat.

“Good.” Then he reaches into the pocket of his coat and pulls out a length of wide leather. It takes me a moment to realize what it is—a collar with a metal D-ring set into the center.

“Time to get you properly settled,” he says, moving behind me before I can react.

My heart leaps into my throat. “Wait—“ I start, twisting to look at him, but he’s already pressing the leather against the nape of my neck.

“Hold still,” he instructs, his voice taking on that same firm tone he used when milking me. “This will only take a second.”

I freeze as he wraps the collar around my throat. The leather is heavy, the buckle cold against my skin as he threads it through and pulls it tight. Not tight enough to choke, but snug—a constant pressure around my neck, a reminder of its presence with every swallow.

“There,” Elias says, his fingers brushing against the back of my neck as he secures the buckle.

My hand flies to my throat, fingers tracing the edge of the collar. It’s real—thick leather, the seam where it’s been stitched together rough under my fingertips. I’m wearing a collar. Like a dog. Like an animal.

But that’s what I am to him, isn’t it? Not a person—a hucow. A piece of livestock.

Elias reaches over the edge of the stall and produces a length of heavy chain, the links clinking together as he shakes it out. He clips one end to the D-ring on my collar, then wraps the chain twice around the wooden post at the corner of the stall. The other end he clips to a metal eyelet set into the wall, creating a tether that gives me about six feet of movement, but not enough to leave the stall.

“Just a precaution,” he says, noticing the way I’m staring at the chain. “For your own safety and my peace of mind. Can’t have any of my herd wandering off.”

But we both know the first part isn’t true. This isn’t about safety—it’s about control. About making sure I can’t change my mind and run when he’s not looking.

Knowing I can’t escape sends a wave of panic through me, that blots out all logical thought and I lunge forward, forgetting about the chain, I’m brought up short when it goes taut, the collar digging into the soft flesh of my throat. I gag, my hands flying to my neck, but the collar holds fast, the chain keeping me anchored to the post.

“Easy,” Elias says, his voice calm. “You’ll hurt yourself.”

I drop back onto my haunches; the chain going slack again.It’s not coming off—not without the key that’s probably hanging from Elias’s belt.

“Please,” I say, the word catching in my throat. “You don’t need to—“

“I do,” Elias cuts me off, his voice firm. “This is for your own good. You made a choice last night, remember? You chose to be part of my herd.” His hand comes to rest on top of my head, fingers sliding through my hair in what’s almost a caress. “And herd animals need to be contained. For their protection.”

Sure it is.

My vision blurs, tears threatening at the corners of my eyes. I blink them back, refusing to let him see me cry. But the hopelessness of my situation washes over me in a cold wave. I’m not going anywhere until Elias allows it.

His hand moves from my head to my cheek, his thumb brushing away a tear I didn’t realize had fallen. “It’s going to be okay,” he says, his voice gentler now. “You’ll see. You’re going to be a good hucow. A valuable part of the farm, and when you produce enough to replace what you wasted, I will let you go. You have my word.”

My cheeks flush, my breath catching in my throat. I want to believe him, and I could have picked jail. I’ve made my choice. And now I have to live with it.

___________

I’m still feeling sour about the collar the next day. Morning comes with the first gray light seeping through the barn’s windows. I’m already awake, my body too uncomfortable to sleep for long when my udders fill with milk. The chain attached to my collar clinks softly as I shift position on the fresh straw Elias laid down last night to make it more comfortable.

He was already in to visit me and drop off my breakfast; a bowl of oatmeal with a scoop of brown sugar on top, saying he’ll be back to milk me when he’s done milking the other cows putting them out to pasture. I snorted at his mention of “other cows,” but he paid me no mind and set the bowl at my feet, where is still sits untouched even though I’m hungry.

It’s my protest against the collar.

The stall door slides open again, and Elias steps inside. He looks at me, then at the untouched bowl of oatmeal.

“Not hungry?” he asks, his voice neutral.

I shake my head.

Elias sighs. “I can hear your stomach,” he says. “You need to eat. Your body needs the calories for milk production.”

He reaches for the bowl, then steps to the far corner of the stall where a wooden trough—the kind used for feeding actual cows—has been set up on a low wooden platform. With a quick motion, he dumps the contents of the bowl into the trough.

“Hey!” I splutter in shock, and suddenly angry at myself for not eating it when I had the chance.

“Here,” he says, gesturing toward it. “I think giving you bowls and forks isn’t helping you adjust.”

I stare at him, not understanding at first, but then it hits me—he wants me to eat from the trough. Like an animal. My cheeks burn with humiliation and anger, and I’m about to tell him exactly what I think of that, but then he pulls out a candy bar from his pocket and crumbles it over the top, and my mouth waters at the sight. I haven’t tasted chocolate in so long.

I’m crawling forward on hands and knees before I can blink, hearing the chain dragging behind me, but ignoring it as the sweet smell of chocolate invades my senses. The wooden edge is smooth against my palms as I lower my face into the heavenly concoction and eat, my tongue lapping at the sweet, sticky porridge and chocolate, and moaning as the flavors hit me. The oatmeal is still warm; the sugar melting on my tongue as I swallow.

“That’s better,” Elias says, watching me with approval in his voice. “Good girl.”

I finished the food quickly, my stomach grateful for it despite the humiliation of what I had to do to get it. My rebellion crumbled like leaves underfoot at the sight of a candy bar. I’m pathetic.

When I sit back on my heels, my chin and cheeks are sticky with the remnants of my meal. I wipe at my face with the back of my hand, but Elias shakes his head.

“Let me,” he says, reaching for a bucket he’s set down near the stall door. Steam rises from the water inside, carrying the sharp, clean scent of soap. ‘It’s my job to take care of you.”

He kneels beside me, dipping a cloth into the bucket and wringing it out. Then presses the warm, wet fabric against my side. I flinch at the sudden contact, but Elias holds the cloth firmly in place, his other hand resting on my hip to keep me still.

“This is part of your morning routine now,” he explains, as he begins to move the cloth across my skin. “My animals need to be kept clean, and it looks like you haven’t bathed in a long time.”

My cheeks burn in shame. Do I smell? The cloth moves in long, efficient strokes, wiping away the sweat and grime. Elias works methodically, starting at my neck and moving downward, and I have to admit it feels nice.

When the cloth reaches my chest, I stiffen, my breath catching in my throat. The cloth drags across my nipple, and I gasp at the sudden sting of sensitivity.

“Sorry,” Elias says, though he doesn’t sound apologetic. “They’re still tender, but will toughen up in no time.”

He’s more careful after that, but each swipe of the cloth still sends jolts of sensation through my oversensitive flesh. My nipples hardened, responding to the stimulation even as I try to pull away from it. Between my legs, more heat begins to build—the same arousal that flooded me during yesterday’s milking.

Elias continues his work, moving the cloth down my rounded belly, then to my thighs. His touch is firm but not rough; each stroke removing another layer of grime, leaving my skin clean and slightly pink from the friction. He works his way around to my back; the cloth moving in long, even strokes from my shoulders to the curve of my ass, and between my cheeks.

The simple, impersonal touch of the washcloth has left me aroused, my breath coming faster, a flush spreading across my cheeks, but Elias doesn’t seem to notice—or if he does, he doesn’t care. He finishes wiping down my legs, then sets the cloth aside. “There,” he says, apparently satisfied with his work. “All clean.”

He reaches into the breast pocket of his flannel shirt and pulls out a small syringe. The needle catches the light coming through the barn windows, glinting sharp and silver.

“Time for your daily dose,” Elias says, his voice still in that same neutral tone.

Before I can respond, he moves behind me. One hand presses firmly against the small of my back, holding me in position, then the sharp sting of the needle as it pierces the flesh of my left buttock.

“Ouch,” I gasp. The injection burns as it goes in. Elias pushes the plunger down slowly, the medication entering my system in a steady stream. Each millimeter of the syringe’s travel sends another wave of burning sensation through my flesh.

“Almost done,” he says, his voice calm. “Just a little more. It has to be done slowly so your body can absorb it better.”

Then it’s over—the needle withdrawn, a square of gauze pressed against the injection site to catch any blood. Elias stands, tucking the used syringe back into his pocket. “There,” he says. “All done. Now it’s milking time.”

My heart speeds up, and my chest tingles at his words. My breasts are engorged with milk that built up overnight and is ready to be drained. I don’t look to close at the excitement coursing through me as I stay where I am, kneeling in the straw.

Elias settles on a low wooden stool he’s brought into the stall, positioning himself just behind me. This morning’s injection is already starting to work its way through my system, and I know he has a clear view of my wet pussy.

“Ready?” he asks, his voice low and steady.

I nod, not trusting my voice, and Elias reaches for the machine, making a few quick adjustments to the pressure dial. Then he rolls it into position. “Good girl,” he praises, his hand coming to rest between my shoulder blades.

I obey automatically, drawing air into my lungs. The movement shifts my breasts, sending a jolt of sensitivity through my chest. A drop of clear fluid beads at my nipple, then falls to the straw below.

“Your udders are so full, you're dripping,” Elias says, satisfaction evident in his voice. “You’re definitely ready. Those teats are begging to be worked over.”

I hate the terms he uses, but I can’t do anything about it. He reaches for the first suction cup, positioning it carefully beneath my right breast, pulling a sharp breath between my teeth when the seal catches. Then he reaches for the second cup, fitting it over my left “teat” with the same careful attention.

“Breathe,” he reminds me, his voice taking on that soothing tone, and I try to follow his instructions, but my lungs feel too tight, my chest too full. “Here we go,” he says, and flips it on.

The machine hums to life, and the first full pull draws a moan from me. There is no pain exactly—it’s an overwhelming pressure-and-release that radiates from my chest outward through my entire body. The suction draws at my teats in a slow, insistent pull that makes my breath catch in my throat.

“Easy, girl,” Elias says, watching the machine with a critical eye. “The milk will come soon.

The words aren’t even out of his mouth, and the milk begins moving through the tubing. A thin stream at first, then thicker, flowing steadier with each pull. I watch it with a strange detachment, unable to fully process that it’s coming from my body.

I really am a cow.

Elias watches the flow, his eyes moving between my face and the milking machine. He reaches for the pressure dial, adjusting it a single notch.

The suction has settled into a rhythm that matches my heartbeat, and my breathing goes ragged, coming in short, shallow gasps that make my breasts shift with each inhale.

“That’s a good cow,” Elias says. “You’re doing so well.”

His hand moves from between my shoulder blades, tracing the line of my spine in a slow, deliberate caress. Each vertebra receives the same careful attention, his fingers pressing lightly against my skin as they move downward.

Then his hand reaches the small of my back, and instead of stopping, it continues its journey, sliding around my hip to the juncture of my thighs. I freeze, unable to process the shift from milking to... whatever this is. But my body responds before my mind can catch up—my thighs parting slightly, making room for his exploring hand.

“Easy,” Elias murmurs, his voice dropping to a lower register. “Just helping you along.”

His fingers find the slick heat between my legs, already pooling there from the early but now dripping from being milked. He traces a feather-light path along my folds, the touch so delicate it’s almost not there—a ghost of sensation that makes me shiver. Then again, slightly firmer this time, following the same path from bottom to top, circling my clit without quite touching it.

My breath hitches, a small sound escaping my throat before I can stop it. The suction on my breasts continues its steady rhythm, each pull sending another wave of pleasure through my system, but it’s nothing compared to the building heat between my legs. Elias’s finger continues its exploration, circling, teasing, never quite giving me what I need.

“That’s it,” he says, his voice a low rumble I can almost feel through his touch. “Let it happen. Your body knows what to do.”

The suction on my breasts intensifies as Elias adjusts the pressure dial again, the machine pulling harder at my teats. The dual sensation—the draw on my nipples and the teasing touch between my legs—sends my thoughts scattering, and the haze that’s been hovering on the edges of my mind rushes in like a wave.

The barn disappears, and my world narrows to points of contact: the suction cups on my breasts, and Elias’s finger tracing patterns through my slick folds.

My pants turned ragged, coming in short, desperate gasps as the pleasure built. My hips rock back slightly, seeking more contact, more pressure, more of anything Elias will give me. The movement pushes my ass higher, my round belly brushing against the straw beneath me as I arch my back.

“That’s it, ask for more.” Elias says again, approval evident in his voice. “Good girl.”

The praise washes through me, warming me from the inside out. My breathing quickens, my skin flushing with pleasure at his words. I do want more—more of his touch, more of his approval, more of the release that’s building just out of reach.

“Please…” It’s one word, but it’s all he needs, and then his finger finally mashes against my clit—a direct, deliberate stroke that sends a jolt of electricity straight up my spine. My arms nearly give out as the sensations hit, a choked moan breaking from my throat—low and animalistic, nothing like any sound I’ve made before.

The sound seems to encourage him. His finger continues its steady pressure, circling my clit in tight, deliberate strokes that match the rhythm of the milking machine. Each rotation sends another pulse of pleasure through my system, building on the last until I’m trembling with the effort of holding myself up.

“Close?” Elias asks, his voice rough with what might be desire.

I nod, unable to form words past the pleasure climbing my throat. My vision starts to blur at the edges.

“Let go, little one,” he instructs, his voice taking on that firm tone that brooks no argument. “Come for me.”

And just like that, my body obeys. Pleasure crests through me—a full-body wave that starts at my chest and crashes downward. My arms give out completely as the orgasm hits, my face nearly hitting the straw as the release rolls through me in a clench that makes my vision go white at the edges. My back arches, my hips rock forward, and a broken moan escapes my lips as the climax washes through me, leaving me trembling and breathless.

For a moment, I’m nowhere—lost in the purely physical sensation of it, my mind blank with pleasure. Then awareness returns, slowly, but there’s a disconnect between my mind and reality. Everything seems slower.

He reaches between my legs one last time, his finger sliding through my slick folds in a final, almost casual stroke that has my hips bucking again. Then he withdraws his hand completely, wiping it on a cloth he pulls from his pocket.

“Almost done,” he says, checking the machine again, but I couldn’t care less right now. Even when Elias reaches for the switch and flips it off, I don’t move.

He looks at my face and chuckles under his breath. “I’d say that was a good milking.” His hands are gentle as he removes the first suction cup, breaking the seal with a soft pop that makes me moan. The cold air against my wet nipple sends a shiver through me.

He reaches for the jar of milk, carefully lifting it from its mount on the cart. He holds it up to the light coming through the slats, examining the color and consistency with a critical eye.

“Good yield,” he says, satisfaction evident in his voice. “And richer than yesterday’s. You’re adjusting well, but I’m sure you don’t care about that right now.”

I couldn’t care less. I’m too blissed out from the pleasure still lingering in my system. My body feels loose, boneless. But underneath it all, a deeper, more persistent need is building. It’s a hunger for more.

Elias finishes storing the milking equipment, then turns back to me. His hand moves to my chest, his thumb tracing a single line along the underside of my breast. The touch is light but deliberate, a claiming as much as a caress.

“Rest,” he says, his voice taking on that soothing tone again. “Your udders will fill again by evening, but I’ll be out to feed you at lunch and dinner before I milk you again.”

The stall door slid shut behind him, leaving me alone with the aftermath of pleasure still pulsing through my system. I manage to sit up, my body humming with sensation.

The chain attached to my collar clinks softly as I shift position, the sound a reminder of my new reality, but one that doesn’t seem as bad as I thought yesterday. I’m fed, relaxed, and comfortable, the pleasure still echoing through my flesh.

I’m not going anywhere—not with the collar around my throat, but I don’t think I want to anymore.


Chapter Five: Hands are Better

I blink awake, the warm straw beneath me shifting as I roll onto my side. The chain attached to my collar clinks softly. The familiar sound no longer makes me angry. It’s just part of my life.

My udders, now as large as melons, hang heavy against my chest—so full they almost hurt. Time has blurred together since Elias put me in this stall, and I was surprised when Elias said I’ve been here for three weeks already.

Three weeks! My memory has become spotty, days bleeding into each other until I’m no longer sure what day it is, but I hadn’t realized so much time had passed. It’s hard to tell time when all you have to stare at are worn wooden boards. The only time I know lately is milking time. It’s all I have to go by.

My hand moves automatically to my chest, cupping the weight of my udder. The skin stretched beyond what would be normal on my frame; blue veins are visible beneath the surface now. That’s not all that has changed. I can hardly remember when my ribs poked through my skin. My fingers trace the curve of my stomach, which is no longer concave but a smooth, round hill. Three meals a day and daily hormone injections have done their work, filling out my once-gaunt frame until I barely recognize myself.

The hormones have changed more than just my body. The fog in my head now—thick and syrupy—makes it hard to hold on to a thought for long, except for the constant state of arousal I’m in. It’s gotten worse with each passing day, each injection, until sometimes I forget I was ever anything other than what I am now: Elias’s horny hucow.

But I don’t mind the dullness that plagues my mind like I did in the first few days. It was scary to be so out of it, but the fog keeps the bad memories away—the hunger, the cold, the fear I used to feel everyday being out there on my own.

And besides, I’m useful now. Every morning and evening, I’m milked by the machine, my body producing pint after pint of rich, creamy milk that Elias can sell. I’ve seen the buyer through the slates in my stall, a man in an expensive suit who pays in cash and leaves with crates of glass bottles filled with my milk. It’s all absurd, but the fog just wraps around the weirdness of this situation, muffling it until it doesn’t matter anymore.

“Hello, pretty girl,” Elias says as he slides the stall door open, startling me out of my thoughts. “Ready for your milking?”

I respond by pushing myself onto all fours; used to the routine now—morning milking, breakfast, midday nap, dinner, another milking, then bedtime. My body knows what to do even when my mind is fuzzy.

Elias rolls the milking machine into the stall and checks the pressure dial. He’s been leaving me lately once I’m set up while he tends to the other cows, but this morning he stays.

“You’re producing more every day,” he says, his eyes on my udders as he fits the suction cups over my teats. “It’s impressive how quickly you’ve taken to it.”

Pride warms my chest at his praise as the machine hums to life, and the first pull makes me moan in pleasure. The pleasure of relief is heady, and it feels so good when my teats stretch slightly as the suction takes hold. Elias watches the flow with a critical eye, adjusting the pressure once, then again, until the milk moves in a steady stream.

“Almost as good as an actual cow,” he says, satisfaction evident in his voice. “I’m so impressed with your progress.”

Who cares about that? I want him to focus on something else. My hips rock back slightly, seeking the touch that usually accompanies my milking when he stays near. Sometimes Elias uses his hands while the machine works, his fingers moving between my legs to push me over the edge, but this morning, he remains standing, watching the collection jar with narrowed eyes instead of my wet pussy wagging in his direction.

“Your production has increased again,” he says, tapping the glass with one knuckle. “The machine twice a day isn’t going to cut it anymore. I’m going to have to add a midday session—hand-milking only so your teats don’t get sore.”

My breath catches in my throat, and my udders visibly tighten at his words. There is a loud gush of milk pouring down the tubes as I have a letdown from just the thought of having his hands on me—his fingers working my flesh, pulling the milk from me in warm streams. It sends a jolt of heat straight to my cunt, already slick in anticipation.

Elias continues, unaware of my reaction. “Your body’s reached full production capacity. You’ll be uncomfortable by evening if we don’t add the extra session.”

I nod, not trusting my voice. My hips shift back again, my rump rising slightly. The movement isn’t conscious—my body just knows what it wants.

“I’m too busy today, so we’ll start tomorrow,” Elias says, reaching down to adjust one of the suction cups. I try to rub my rump against his leg, which earns me a hard swat. “Stay still!”

I groan at the slight sting, along with the disappointment that he’s not in the mood to play with me, and obey, but it’s so hard. The thought of Elias’s warm, calloused hands on my udders, working the milk from my body with long, firm strokes—it’s enough to make my vision blur at the edges. Between my legs, my pussy clenches, empty and wanting, but he won’t touch me.

His hand comes to rest briefly on top of my head. “That’s a good girl. You’re a good hucow. My best producer.”

The praise washes through me, warming me from the inside out. My breathing quickens, my skin flushing with pleasure at his words, and hoping he’ll touch me down there as a reward, but I don’t dare ask. I’ll sound desperate as I feel.

I’m so horny and ready to explode when his hand slides down my back and over my rump to exactly where I need them. One flick of his finger on my clit and I cum all over his hand. The sound that comes from my lips is animalistic. A mix of a moan and wail. It feels so good, and soon I’ll have his hands on me every afternoon.

It’s another wonderful experience as a hucow that I get to look forward to.

_________

This part of the day has become my favorite. Elias will be here to milk me by hand soon. My udders start to ache about an hour before even though I’ve been drained in the morning, the milk building until my skin feels stretched too tight. By the time the barn door slides open and Elias appears with his wooden stool and metal pail, I’m already on all fours in the straw, my teats already dripping, and my breath coming in short, eager pants.

The milking machine is great, but the hand-milking sessions have become the fixed center of my days—everything else is just marking time until I can feel his hands on me again.

Elias sets his stool beside me with a soft thud. The metal pail clinks as he positions it underneath my hanging udders. I can smell him—hay and sweat and that faint tobacco scent that clings to his clothes. My hips shift back slightly, seeking contact that hasn’t come yet.

“Good girl,” he says, his voice taking on that soothing tone. He pats my rump, the tips of his fingers dipping into my pussy, teasing me.

His hands are warm when they finally grip onto my udders. He starts with a firm kneading motion, working from the base toward my teats, getting the milk flowing. The pressure is just shy of pain—enough to make me gasp but not enough to hurt. “I know, girl. Your udders are so full. No wonder they hurt.”

His thumbs press inward, then slide forward, coaxing the milk out in steady streams that hit the bottom of the pail with a wet ping. “There it is,” Elias murmurs as the first stream becomes a flow. “Such a good cow.”

My arms tremble with the effort of holding myself up. The pleasure builds quickly—a deep, throbbing sensation that starts in my chest and radiates outward. My breath comes in short pulls through my nose, my mouth too dry to do anything but pant. Between my legs, my pussy grows slicker, the arousal building with each pass of Elias’s hands.

By the time the pail is a quarter full, my hips are rocking back with each stroke, seeking more contact, more pressure, more of anything Elias is willing to give me. My thighs are wet, the slick heat between them dripping down to stain the straw beneath me. A small sound escapes my throat—not quite a whimper, but close—as the pleasure builds toward a peak that never quite arrives.

“Easy,” Elias says, his voice still in that same neutral tone. “Almost done.”

But I don’t want him to be done. I want his hands to move lower, to touch me where I’m aching and empty. My hips push back more deliberately, my rump rising higher as I try to guide his hands to where I need them most.

The flat of his palm connects with my ass in a quick swat—not hard enough to be painful, just enough to redirect me. “Stay still,” he instructs, his voice taking on a firmer edge. “I’m not finished.”

I freeze, mortification washing through me when the swat sends a jolt of arousal straight to my already soaked pussy. Even being punished turns me on.

Elias returns to his work without another word, his hands moving in that same steady rhythm, drawing more milk from my udders while ignoring the desperate need building between my legs.

By the time the session ends, my pussy is so wet I can feel it dripping down my thighs, the slick heat a constant reminder of the release just out of reach. Elias wipes his hands on a cloth, grabs the pail, and stands.

What? Why isn’t he giving me an orgasm?

He catches me staring at him. The desperation must be easy to read on my face because he asks, “Is something wrong? Do you need anything?”

I want to tell him to finger me until my head spins with pleasure, but I can’t. I’m too embarrassed that my body visibly begs for his touch, but I don’t want to ask him out right. It’s one thing when he does it on his own, but to ask for it? No, I can’t.

“Nothing.” I mumble.

“Okay,” he says, gathering his things. “See you this evening for your regular milking.”

Then he’s gone, the stall door sliding shut behind him, leaving me trembling and desperate on the straw floor with words on my tongue that won’t come.

---

The next few days followed the same pattern. I’m already on all fours when Elias arrives, my udders heavy and aching, my pussy already slick with anticipation. He sets up his stool and pail, positions himself, grabs my udders and gets to work.

The pleasure builds faster, my body even more primed without getting the relief it needs. My hips start rocking back almost immediately, my breath catching as his hands work my flesh. The milk flows steadily into the pail, the wet sound of it hitting the metal a counterpoint to my increasingly ragged moans.

I can’t take it anymore. Who cares about shame or embarrassment? I’m a naked woman in a stall being milked. I can’t get any lower than this, so begging for what I want, what I deserve is not going to make things worse.

“Please,” I manage, the word barely more than a whisper. “Please, I need—“

A swat lands on my rump, slightly harder this time. “What you need,” Elias says, his voice taking on that firm tone that brooks no argument, “is to be milked. That’s what you’re here for.”

But it’s not all I’m here for. The hormones flooding my system have left me in a constant state of arousal. He made my body like this, so he should know how horny I am, and his hands on my udders, working the milk from my body is enough to drive me crazy.

By the time the pail is half full, I’m trembling all over, a fine sheen of sweat covering my skin. My hips are humping the air with each pass of his hands. A whimper escapes my throat—low and desperate—as the pleasure builds toward another peak that never quite arrives.

Elias’s hand connects with my ass again, the swat firmer this time. “I said stay still,” he reminds me, his voice taking on a warning edge. “The more you move, the longer this takes.”

I force myself to hold still, even though every instinct is pushing me to arch back into his touch. My arms shake with the effort, my breath coming in short, desperate gasps as Elias continues his work, seemingly oblivious to my distress.

When he finally finishes, wiping his hands on the cloth and gathering his things, I’m left panting on the straw, my pussy dripping, my body humming with unmet need.

He leaves and I don’t know whether to scream or cry in frustration. Most days I don’t mind the simple life as a hucow, but only if I get some joy out of it, but lately, Elias has only been focusing on getting what he wants from me: milk. Sure, he takes care of my basic needs, but not my sexual ones, and something has to give or I’m going to go crazy with lust. Maybe if I can tempt him next time, he’ll break and give me what I want.

So when Elias arrives with his stool and pail the next afternoon, an idea has formed in my mind. One that took little effort since complicated thought is getting hard lately. I get distracted by the littlest things, like a butterfly that flies through the barn or when the cows make a ruckus returning from the pasture. Whatever I was thinking about at the time disappears like it was never there, but this idea is easier to remember because it’s all about pleasure and I have no trouble with those thoughts.

He sets up beside me like normal and begins. The frustration has built to a breaking point, and today I plan to get Elias to loosen up and give me what I really need.

“You’re looking full today.” He comments. I am full—in more ways than one. Full of pent-up need.

The pail is half-full when I make my move. Without warning, I turn my head and press my face into Elias’s crotch. A low, desperate moan escapes my throat as I nuzzle against him, my lips parting slightly against the fabric.

Instead of giving me a swat for moving, Elias goes completely still for one beat, then two. His hands froze on my udders, but then his palm pressed against my forehead, pushing my face away from his groin, and I almost cried.

“Is my little cow feeling needy?” he asks, his voice lower than I’ve ever heard it.

I meet his eyes, not bothering to hide the need written across my face. “Very,” it comes out more as a moan, showing how desperate I’ve gotten.

Elias holds my gaze for a long moment, something shifting behind his eyes. Then, without a word, he sets the pail of milk aside and reaches for the button of his jeans. He works it open with one hand, then the zipper, and pulls out his cock—hard and thick.

I can’t remember ever seeing anything more beautiful, and my pussy clenches at the sight. What would it feel like inside me?

He doesn’t push me toward it, doesn’t force me, or even ask. He just holds himself in his hand, waiting to see what I’ll do, but I need no further encouragement. I dropped my mouth onto him immediately, taking him down my throat with a desperation that’s been building for days.

The taste of him explodes across my tongue—salt and musk and something uniquely Elias. My jaw works, taking him deeper with each bob of my head, my moaning sounds muffled and wet around his length.

Above me, Elias makes a low, rough sound—almost a growl. Then his hands are back on my udders, resuming their work with the same steady rhythm as before, despite what I’m doing to him. It’s as if nothing unusual is happening—as if having my mouth on his cock is just another part of the milking process.

The dual sensation is overwhelming—his cock stretching my lips, filling my mouth, and his hands working my udders. Between my legs, my pussy clenches, empty and wanting, but somehow I’m satisfied by the act of pleasuring him.

Elias’s grip on my udder tightens once, his rhythm faltering for just a moment as I take him deeper. “Ah..,” he murmurs, his voice rougher now. “Good girl. Just like that.”

The praise washes through me and my movements grow more enthusiastic, my jaw working faster as I try to take him deeper, to give him more pleasure. My hand moves between my legs, fingers finding my clit in desperate circles.

Above me, Elias’s breathing grows ragged. His hand moves from my udder to the back of my head, not pushing or guiding, just resting there. “I’m close,” he warns, his voice a rough rumble I can feel through his cock.

I redouble my efforts, taking him as deep as I can, my throat working around his length. His hand tightens in my hair, not quite pulling, just holding as his hips buck up once, twice—

Then he’s coming, a low groan breaking from his throat as he pulses down my throat. I swallow automatically, taking everything he gives me, a ridiculous thrill of pride washing through me at having pleased him.

The knowledge that he found his pleasure is enough to push me over the edge. My orgasm hits without warning—a full-body wave that starts at my chest and crashes downward. My face still pressed against Elias’s groin.

For a moment, I’m nowhere—lost in the purely physical sensation of it, my mind blank with pleasure. Then awareness returns in a rush. I’ve just come from sucking Elias’s cock while he milked me—just had an orgasm from the simple act of pleasuring him.

Elias eases himself out of my mouth. “Good girl,” he says and tucks himself back into his jeans. No other words are spoken as his hands return to my udders and I’m just content waiting for him to finish.

“Good cow,” he says, patting my head when he’s done as if nothing has changed. Then he’s gone, the stall door sliding shut behind him, leaving me with wet thighs, chest heaving, and pussy still dripping. The taste of him lingers on my lips, and I know there is a dopey smile on my face.

It wasn’t everything I wanted—Elias still didn’t touch me between my legs, but it was a start. An acknowledgment, however brief, that I’m more than just a milk-producing machine to him.

I settle back on my haunches, my chain clinking softly as I move. I can wait for more.

I’ve gotten good at waiting. After all, I’m just a hucow. And hucows have all the time in the world.


Chapter Six: His Hucow

The next afternoon, I’m already on all fours waiting in anticipation, and when I hear Elias’s boots on the gravel outside the barn, my heart rate speeds up and my pussy spasms.

It’s not only me who’s eager this time. There’s a difference in his steps as well. A quickness that wasn’t there before, like he’s just as excited to come milk me as I am to have his hands on me.

The stall door slides open, and Elias steps inside, carrying his wooden stool and metal pail. He looks at me—takes in my position, the way my udders hang heavy and full—and nods once in approval.

“My pretty cow looks really full today,” he says, his voice taking on that low, even tone that makes my pussy clench. “Looks like I got here just in time.”

Playing this game of seduction has been hard when all my mind wants to do is focus on pleasure, the need to climax, and I’ve been fighting the haze that blankets my thoughts. It grows thicker by the day, and I’m tired of fighting it, but I can’t stop now.

I have a new goal. I want Elias’s cock in more places than my mouth, and I can’t give into the haze until I have what I want.

Soon.

He sets the pail down beneath my udders with a soft clink, then settles onto his stool. I rest my head on his thigh, nudging his crotch with my mouth. He smiles softly down at me, and his hands move to his belt. The buckle opens with a soft click, then the rasp of his zipper as he opens his jeans.

He doesn’t ask—doesn’t have to. I turn my head eagerly, already leaning forward to take him into my mouth before he’s even fully hard. My lips close around his cock, the taste of him flooding my senses as I suck him down my throat.

Elias makes a rough sound—half groan, half growl—as his cock swells against my tongue. “Fuck,” he mutters, his hips shifting forward on the stool. “God, your mouth is so hot. So wet.”

I moan in response; the vibration traveling down his length. His hands finally move to my udders, cupping the heavy weight of them. His palms worked at the base, moving in long, firm strokes toward my teats.

“It’s been years since anyone’s done this for me,” he says, quieter now, almost to himself. “And now you do it so willingly. I had to beg my wife just for a little affection.”

What he’s saying makes me sad on his behalf, but also sends a ridiculous thrill through me—the knowledge that I’m doing this for him, pleasing him in a way no one has in years, and hardly even when his wife was around.

I want it to be good for him, so I take him deeper, my throat working around his length as his hands squeeze and knead my udders. Milk begins to flow, hitting the bottom of the pail with a steady ping.

My thighs are already slick, arousal dripping down to wet the straw beneath me. My distended belly sways slightly with each bob of my head, my movements driven by need and the desire to hear more of those sounds from Elias’s throat.

His grip tightens on my udders as I take him deeper, the pressure just shy of pain. “That’s it,” he murmurs, his voice rough with pleasure. “Take it all. Such a good girl.”

I redouble my efforts, my jaw working as I try to take him as deep as I can until I’m gagging on it, but even then I still don’t stop. His hands move faster on my udders, the milk flowing in thick streams now, the sound of it hitting the pail growing louder. Above me, Elias’s breathing grows ragged.

“I’m close,” he warns, his voice dropping to a register I’ve only heard a handful of times. “Going to come in that pretty mouth of yours.”

I want his cum and don’t pull away—just work my tongue along the underside of his cock, my throat relaxing to take him deeper. His hips buck up once, twice—

Then he’s coming with a low groan, his fingers tightening on my udders to the point of pain as he pulses down my throat. The pain only heightens my pleasure. I swallow automatically, taking everything he gives me.

As his cock begins to soften, I keep my mouth on him, my lips soft now, suckling gently. Elias looks down at me, his expression unreadable for a moment, then his hand moves to the back of my head. His fingers slide through my hair, softly patting me like a treasured pet.

“Good girl,” he says, his voice returning to its usual even tone. “My little cow loves her master’s cock.”

I hum in agreement, holding still under his hand, my eyes half-closed, enjoying the simple contact. Elias returns to his milking until the last of the milk flows out in a thin stream while I’m content to hold his semi-hard cock in my mouth.

I haven’t come this time—my pussy still aching and empty but I don’t expect anything. I’m hoping since we’ve crossed the boundary between just livestock and owner he’ll see to my pleasure as well.

And that hoping blooms like a flower under the sun when Elias’s hand moves suddenly, sliding between my thighs, and two fingers press into my cunt without warning, driving up into me in a single, firm stroke that makes my head spin and his cock fall out of my mouth. A sharp cry breaks from my throat, then dissolves into a string of wet, desperate moans as my hips shove back against his hand.

His fingers are thick and calloused; the roughness of his skin a perfect counterpoint to the softness of my pussy. He works me with the same steadiness he uses on my udders—deliberate strokes that hit the spot inside me that makes my vision blur at the edges.

“Ahh,” I gasp, the word breaking into a moan as his thumb finds my clit, circling it in tight, deliberate strokes. “Please, I need—“

“I know what you need,” Elias cuts me off, his voice still in that same measured tone. “Just let it happen.”

He sure does know what to do, and my orgasm hits without warning—a full-body wave that starts at my chest and crashes downward. My arms give out completely as the climax rolls through me, my face nearly hitting the straw as pleasure washes through me in pulses that make my whole body shake. The chain attached to my collar rattles against the post as I tremble, my pussy clenching around Elias’s fingers.

“Yes,” I moan, the word barely audible past the pleasure climbing my throat. “Umooon…“

The sounds coming from me are animalistic. Nearly a replica of the moos I hear daily in the barn.

“Good, cow,” Elias praises, keeping his hand where it is, his fingers still working inside me as the aftershocks roll through my system. My hips rock back against his palm, seeking more contact, more pressure. “That what you needed?”

I can only whimper in response, the word ‘yes’ catching in my throat as another small pulse of pleasure rolls through me. My face presses into the hay as I struggle to catch my breath.

Elias withdraws his hand, wiping his fingers on his thigh with a casualness that makes my cheeks burn. He reaches for the milk pail and stands, adjusting his clothing with a few quick movements.

He pauses at the stall door, looking back at me; at my soaked thighs and the arousal dripping down to wet the straw beneath me. “I tried to keep this professional,” he says, his voice taking on a note I haven’t heard before. “I tried to keep you just as livestock, but I can’t resist my pretty hucow anymore. Not when your mouth is so warm and welcoming, or how responsive you’ve become.”

He finally sees me as more than one of his cows, and something inside me finally relaxes.

He wants me!

The stall door slid shut behind him, and I lay in the straw, my body still humming with the aftermath of pleasure, a smug smile spreading across my face.

I’m not just livestock to him anymore. I’m his hucow—and I understand now that those are not the same thing, but neither is a hucow the same as a woman. Not to Elias.

I’ve turned it over enough times in the weeks since this began to have arrived somewhere close to the truth of it. Whatever his wife did to him, it carved something out of him that hasn’t grown back. He fought this—fought me—longer than I expected a man to fight something his body clearly wanted. The blowjobs were an easy way to get him to let down his walls some because they weren’t quite intimate, not in the way that counts. He could see it as another way I was useful, as utility, the way everything that happens in this stall is.

I’m not hurt or offended. He needs that divide. Without it, I’m a woman, a naked captive woman, but still a woman, and women have hurt him, left him; the only thing steady and faithful in his life has been this farm and his cows.

So I am his hucow, an animal if he needs me to be, but I know I more than the Holsteins in the next stall. He finds me attractive, and as his hucow, I’m not a woman he could want the way a man wants a woman he intends to keep. The distance he maintains isn’t cruelty. It’s just the way life has molded. Just the way he has molded me now, and I’m okay with that.


Chapter Seven: Debt Paid

It’s dark out, but I don’t know what day it is—time blurs together the longer I’m in this stall. It could be a Sunday or Thursday, but it doesn’t matter if every day is the same.

My udders are still heavy against my chest even after the evening milking, but I’ve gotten used to the weight of them and how they look. My nipples have darkened and lengthened, almost looking like proper teats now. The round dome of my belly pushes forward as I shift in the straw, and I rub my hand along it, not remembering what it felt like to have a flat stomach or small breasts or being so hungry my stomach wanted to eat itself.

The chain attached to my collar clinks softly as I move, a sound I’ve gotten so used to I don’t hear it anymore. I don’t even notice the leather band around my throat. It’s just there, like the stretch marks that line my udders or the permanent haze that clouds my thoughts.

My pussy is so wet and swollen, the slick heat a constant reminder of what I need. It’s gotten worse—ever since Elias increased my dosage when my milk plateaued. He said a little more won’t hurt, but the horniness is driving me mad and his fingers are no longer cutting it. My body hums with need, my skin too sensitive, my thoughts too fragmented to focus on anything but being filled.

The barn door slides open, and I perk up immediately, knowing Elias is here. My breath catches in my throat, my udders visibly tightening as my cunt clenches with anticipation.

The stall door slides open moments later, and he steps inside, his eyes moving over my body leisurely. These evening visits have been happening more often lately. As soon as he has the cows settled for the night and he finishes his dinner, he comes to visit me.

“Been… waiting,” I say, the words catching in my throat. “Please, Elias, I need—“

“I know what you need,” he cuts me off, his voice rough with desire. “My little hucow’s been desperate all day, hasn’t she? Practically dripping on the straw.”

He’s right—the evidence of my arousal is pooled beneath me, darkening the hay. “Please,” I tried again, my voice breaking on the word. “I need… need your cock. Need you to fuck me.”

The words feel clumsy in my mouth, my tongue too thick to form them properly. The hormones have made it hard to speak clearly—my sentences fragment the more aroused I get until sometimes all I can manage are broken pleas and desperate sounds.

Elias doesn’t respond right away. He just stands there, watching me with those steady eyes while I focus on the growing bulge in his pants. When he steps closer, I think he’s going to give in.

“You want me to fuck this pretty cunt?” he asks, his hand moving between my legs, two fingers sliding through my folds in a single, firm stroke that makes me shudder in ecstasy. “This pussy? This hungry, empty hole that’s been dripping constantly?”

I moan, the sound low and desperate as his fingers circle my entrance without pushing in. “Yes,” I gasp, my hips rocking back, offering my pussy to him. “Please, Elias, please—“

“My little hucow,” he says, his voice dropping to a lower register that makes my pussy clench. “Always so desperate. Always so wet, so ready.”

His free hand moves to the back of my neck, fingers tangling in the collar as he holds me steady. The pressure sends a jolt of pleasure down my spine, my cunt clenching around nothing as my breath catches.

“Elias,” I beg, the word dissolving into a whimper as his fingers finally push inside me, stretching me open. “Oh, God, yes—“

“So slutty and easy,” he murmurs, his other hand still holding my collar as his fingers work inside me. “Be a good cow and fuck my hand.”

The fog rolls in immediately—my thoughts scattering like leaves in the wind as pleasure builds from the point where his fingers stretch my walls as I push my hips back, driving his fingers into me deeper. Those skilled fingers curl inside me, finding that spot that makes my vision blur at the edges, and everything else disappears—the barn, the chain, the collar, even my desperate plea for his cock.

Nothing matters but his fingers inside me, the pressure of his hand on my collar, and the rough sound of his breathing as he works me toward release.

“Look at you,” Elias says, his voice rough now. “Coming apart on just two fingers. What would happen if I fucked this greedy cunt? Would you even remember your name?”

I can’t answer—can’t form words past the pleasure climbing my throat. My body tightens around his fingers, my breath coming in desperate gasps as the pressure builds toward a peak that seems just out of reach.

“Come for me,” Elias instructs, his voice taking on that firm tone that brooks no argument. “Come on my fingers like the desperate hucow you are.”

And just like that, my body obeys. Pleasure crests through me—a full-body wave that starts at my cunt and crashes outward. I cry out; the sound muffled against his shoulder as I press my face into his flannel shirt. My fingers knot in the hay, holding on as the orgasm rolls through me in pulses that make my whole body shake.

The pleasure holds me captive for a time, but my awareness returns agonizingly slowly as the intense lust begins to heat up once more. Even as the aftershocks fade, the heat between my legs remains, a constant, insistent throb that his fingers did little to ease. If anything, the brief release has only made me hungrier; my body already wanting more.

Elias withdraws his hand slowly. “That’s enough for tonight,” he says, his voice returning to its normal, even tone. “You should rest.”

But I don’t want to rest. All I do is rest in this stall between milkings. I want his cock, want him to push inside me and fill the emptiness that’s been growing. I reach for him, my hand closing around his wrist. “Please,” I say, the word catching in my throat. “It’s not enough. I need more. Need you to fuck me—“

He shakes his head, gently disentangling his wrist from my grip. “No. It wouldn’t be right since I came to tell you your debt’s been repaid. I counted the jugs, and after tomorrow morning’s milking, you can leave. Our agreement is complete. I can give you a shot that will dry up your milk quickly.”

Leave? Tomorrow? My face crumples, tears welling in my eyes as I stare up at him, unable to process what he’s saying.

“No,” I manage, the word barely audible past the lump in my throat. “No, I can’t leave.”

Elias looks down at me, something shifting behind his eyes—not quite regret, but close. “You have to,” he says, his voice gentler now. “It’s time.”

My breath catches in my throat, panic washing through me in a cold wave. “You said it could take months to replace the milk I spilled. Why so soon?”

He stands above me, eyebrows raised in surprise. “It has been months, Maya. Almost four.”

The words make little sense at first—they just bounce off the fog in my brain without registering. Months? It doesn’t feel that long. I’ve only just gotten used to life as a hucow.

“But...” I stammer, my tongue still thick in my mouth. “But that’s not... I don’t...”

“It’s all the hormones,” Elias says, his voice matter-of-fact. “They make it hard to track time, but that will all clear up now that you won’t be getting anymore injections.”

Now that he mentions how much time has passed, I notice small details that I missed. There are calluses on my knees from weeks of kneeling in the straw, and I see the deeper, faded stretch marks on my udders that used to be red and angry looking. The changes are subtle but undeniable—evidence of time passing while my mind floated in its hormonal haze.

“And you produced a lot more than I expected,” Elias continued. “Your perfect udders are almost as good as the real cows. The buyer was very impressed with your yield for a new hucow. He’ll be sad to lose the supply.”

Pride warms my chest despite my panic. “Then let me stay,” I plead, the words tumbling out in a rush. “I don’t have anywhere to go. I can help with the other cows, or clean, or—“

“No.” The single word cuts through my desperate stream of words like a knife. Elias crosses his arms, leaning back against the stall post, his jaw tight. “I can do all that myself and have no interest in housing and feeding another person.”

The statement lands like a physical blow. Another person. He’s already seeing me as a person and no longer his hucow. I will return to being Maya, a free woman, not a hucow. Another person with needs and expectations he can’t or won’t meet.

“Please,” I tried again, my voice breaking on the word. “I won’t ask for anything. I can just stay in my stall. You don’t even have to touch me if you don’t want to—”

“It’s not that simple,” Elias says, his voice taking on a harder edge. “My wife said she wanted the quiet farm life, and I believed her, but it was all lies. She wanted more. Always expecting more. What I gave was never enough.” He says it with a clipped, closed-off finality, the way a man describes a wound that healed wrong. “And you say the barn is fine, but before long, you’ll want more too. You’ll want affection, conversation, a real relationship, and then you’ll expect to share my home and bed. Then you’ll probably leave too, and I won’t go down that road again.”

Tears welled in my eyes as I stared up at him. He’s right about a few of those things. I want his hands on me, not just during milking; I want his voice in my ear, not just praising me as a good hucow. I want to be more to him than just a pair of udders and a wet cunt.

But I want to stay more than all those things, so there is only one choice to make.

I wipe my face with the back of my wrist, smearing tears across my cheeks as I shift my approach. “I’m not asking for that,” I say, my voice steadier now. “You don’t have to care for me as a woman. I’m offering to stay as your hucow. To keep things exactly as they are now.”

Elias looks at me, doubt written across his features. “Do you understand what that means?” he asks, his voice slow and without softness. “Living as a full-time hucow, never as a woman? Being milked three times a day, getting regular injections, living in this stall and being owned?”

I nod, my chin lifting slightly. “I understand.”

“I won’t change my mind, Maya,” he warns, his eyes narrowing. “If this is a ploy, thinking you’ll gain my love and then take advantage of me, you’ll be off the property faster than your udders give milk. I don’t like sneaky females. You will only ever be my hucow. Our relationship will be only owner and property, and that will never change.”

The threat should frighten me, but all I feel is a strange, calm certainty settling in my chest.

“I’m serious,” I say, meeting his gaze without flinching. “I don’t want anything from you. I just want to give you all of me. To be yours, completely and fully, for as long as you’ll have me.”

It’s what Elias needs. He needs to remain in control. I’ve figured that out now.

Elias studies my face for a long moment, searching for any sign of hesitation or deception. I hold his gaze, letting him see the truth of my words written across my features.

Finally, he exhales through his nose and crouches down to my level, his eyes level with mine. “If you stay as my hucow,” he says, his voice taking on a gravity I’ve never heard before, “you’ll need to keep getting the injections to keep you producing, that changed your body to look like this, and dulls your mind.”

I nod, already knowing this.

“There is a reason the injections aren’t meant for long-term use,” Elias continues, not softening the blow. “They could cause permanent damage—to your body and to your mind. I don’t know exactly what will happen, but it probably won’t be good. You might lose the ability to think clearly, to speak in full sentences, or even remember who you were before. The changes to your body will become irreversible. Your udders will stay swollen, your belly round, and there will be no children. Ever.”

Each word is heavy with warning, but instead of fear, I feel only a strange relief. The changes he’s describing are already happening—have been happening since the first injection. My body is already transformed, my mind already clouded. I’m already more hucow than woman.

“None of that matters,” I say, the words simple but sincere. I couldn’t even look after myself, so not having children is for the best. “I want to be your hucow. Permanently.”

Elias holds my gaze for another long moment, then nods once. “Alright,” he says, the single word heavy with meaning. “You can stay.”

A silence falls between us. Now that the decision is made—now that I’ve chosen to stay, to be his permanently, the need that has been riding me hard returns more urgent than before.

“I have only one request,” I say, the words small but steady.

Elias’s face darkens immediately, his jaw tightening as he takes a step back. “I knew it!” he says, the words sharp with anger. “I knew this was a ploy. The moment I agree, you start making demands—“

“It’s not a demand,” I cut in quickly, reaching for him with trembling fingers. “And it’s not a ploy. Now that I’m yours—truly yours—will you fuck me? Please? I just... I’ve wanted you for so long. Wanted to feel you inside me, filling me completely. Please, Elias. Please.”

He stares down at me, anger fading into something else—desire, maybe, or surprise. Then, slowly, his shoulders dropped as the tension left his body, and finally a smile spread across his face. It’s not the gentle, affectionate smile I’ve sometimes caught when he thinks I’m not looking. This is sharper, hungrier—the smile of a man who’s just been offered exactly what he wants.

“Why not?” he says, his voice taking on a rough edge I’ve never heard before. “Might as well get as much use from my hucow as I can.”

The crude words sent a jolt of heat straight to my cunt, my pussy clenching at the casual ownership in his tone. I’m his hucow—not his girlfriend, not even his lover. Just his property to use as he sees fit.

And God, I want to be used.

But before he touches me, Elias holds up a hand, his expression serious again. “We need to set some terms first,” he says, his voice returning to that measured tone I know so well. “I’ll use you daily—for production and for my own needs, but you’re not to expect affection or cuddling afterward. No romantic talk, no promises, no future beyond what we’ve agreed to.”

He pauses, his eyes moving over my face, watching for my reaction. “My wife demanded those things,” he continues, his voice taking on that clipped, closed-off quality it always does when he mentions her. “She took and took, and now I have nothing left to give.”

“I understand,” I say, nodding immediately. “No expectations. Just use.”

I know he wants to make sure I know how this is going to be, but despite his claims, Elias has already shown me a softer side—the way he comes to my stall sometimes just to sit and talk, the gentle way his hand moves through my hair when he thinks I’m asleep, nestled against his thigh. He might think he doesn’t want a companion, not in the traditional sense, but the proof is in how often he seeks me out when he doesn’t need to.

He’s lonely. And so am I.

Elias studies my face for a long moment, apparently satisfied with what he sees. Then he reaches for his belt, the leather sliding through the loops with a soft rasp that makes my breath catch. He works it open, then the zipper of his jeans obscenely loud in the quiet stall.

“Turn around, cow,” he instructs, in a firm tone full of ownership that sends a tingle up my spine. “And spread those thighs. Show me that cunt I now own.”

Oh, yes! I obey immediately, shifting in the straw until I’m positioned the way he wants me. My pussy is already dripping as anticipation builds.

The straw rustles as Elias moves behind me, his weight settling on his knees. Then his hands are on my hips, gripping with an authority that makes my cunt clench.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, his thumbs tracing small circles on the small of my back. “My perfect hucow. So eager for her master’s cock.”

The praise washes through me, warming me from the inside out. My breathing quickens, my skin flushing with pleasure at his words. I want to be good for him—I want to be everything he needs.

His cock presses against my entrance, the blunt head pushing through my folds in a single stroke that makes my eyes roll up in my head. “Fuck,” Elias mutters, his voice rough with desire. “So wet. So ready for me.”

Then he’s pushing inside, stretching me open with a thickness that makes my breath catch. It’s exactly what I needed and my pussy grips him immediately. My body accepted him as if it was made for this—made for him. A moan breaks from my throat, low and desperate, as he works himself deeper with each thrust.

“So tight,” Elias says, his hands moving to grip my udders, squeezing the swollen flesh as he fucks into me. “My good girl.”

My vision starts to blur at the edges, pleasure building from the point where our bodies join. The fog rolls in—my thoughts scattering like leaves in the wind as Elias picks up his pace, his cock hitting that spot inside me that makes my whole body clench.

I’m not a woman anymore—not a person with thoughts and desires and a future beyond this moment. I’m just a body—a collection of sensations centered on Elias’s cock stretching my cunt, his hands on my udders, his voice in my ear telling me what a good hucow I am.

And it’s all I was hoping for.

As my orgasm washes over me—a full-body wave that starts where we’re joined and crashes outward, something close to contentment settles in my chest. This is my purpose—not a milk thief, stealing cheese from a stranger’s barn, or running from one town to the next with nowhere to belong.

I’ve found my place.

Elias grabs my collar, pushing my face down into the straw as another climax rolls through me. He grunts in satisfaction as my cunt clenches around his cock, fucking me harder. The pleasure washes through me in pulses that make my whole body shake. Above me, Elias makes a half-groan, half growl—as his hips stutter against my ass.

Then he’s coming, his cock twitching inside me as he empties himself with a final, firm thrust that pushes me into another small climax, and I think to myself that this is the best moment of my life.


Chapter Nine- Life as a Hucow

The grass tickles my palms as I crawl through the pasture, the warm spring sun beating down on my bare back. My udders sway beneath me, heavy with the day’s milk, rubbing against my arms as I move.

It’s been so long since I had to worry about anything other than my basic needs. My permanently distended belly keeps me low to the ground, my once-gaunt frame now padded with layers of plump flesh that have smoothed away any trace of the ribs that once jutted through my skin.

I can’t remember how long I’ve been here—time blurs together when your days are marked only by milking and grazing, lots of pleasure and Elias, my farmer. The fog clouds my thoughts constantly these days, and the tiny moments of clarity I get occasionally are happening less and less. It makes it hard to hold on t numbers, or names, or anything that isn’t right in front of me.

But that doesn’t matter. Nothing matters but the warm sun on my back and the comfortable fullness in my udders.

I lift my face toward the sun with my eyes closed. The heat on my skin makes me sigh—a low, contented sound that rumbles deep in my throat. Sometimes, in quiet moments like this, I catch fragments of another life—a girl who stole to survive. Who was always cold and hungry. The memories are vague and disconnected, like dreams that fade upon waking. Who I was before is gone now, replaced by something simpler.

“Maya!”

The shout makes me raise my head. I don’t recognize the word as a name—not anymore—but the familiar sound of Elias’s voice triggers an immediate physical response. My thighs press together, my pussy flooding with arousal. My nipples stiffen, stretching outward as my udders visibly tighten beneath me. I turn toward the sound, pushing myself up onto my knees as a soft, eager sound escapes my throat—not quite a moan, more like the noise a contented animal might make.

Elias stands at the edge of the pasture, one hand raised to shield his eyes from the sun, and even from this distance, I can see the appreciative look in his eyes as he watches me approach.

I shuffle toward him on my hands and knees through the grass. Elias doesn’t need to keep me chained to the barn anymore, not after I agreed to stay as his hucow, but he got me a new collar with a bell that chimes softly whenever I move.

When I reach him, I press my head against his thigh, the rough denim of his jeans warm against my cheek. Elias doesn’t greet me with words—he never does. Instead, he runs a flat palm down my spine, the touch firm and possessive, like a man stroking a favored animal. His other hand moves to my udders, cupping their weight in his palm before squeezing once to test their fullness.

“You need milking soon,” he says, his voice low and even. “Getting tight.”

I push my head more firmly against his thigh and make a broken, breathy sound. The pressure in my udders is a constant throb I’m used to and can ignore, but the desperate, needy ache between my legs is more important.

Elias chuckles and pats my flank twice. “I don’t know how I get anything done around here when I have such a needy hucow who always wants to be fucked.” He says as he moves behind me, his boots crushing the tall grass as he circles around me. The soft rasp of his belt being unbuckled is music to my ears.

I don’t need to be told what happens next. I lower my head to the grass, my udders pressing into the earth as I spread my knees wider, my rump lifting to present myself to him. My pussy is already slick with readiness, my cunt clenching, waiting to be filled.

Elias’s hands grip my hips, calluses rough against my skin as he positions himself behind me. There’s no preamble, no gentleness—just the blunt pressure of his cock against my entrance, then the sudden, stretching fullness as he pushes inside with a single, firm thrust.

I cry out at the intrusion—a sharp, animal sound that dissolves into a low, continuous moan as I orgasm instantly. Elias begins to move. His grip on my hips is tight enough to bruise, his pace steady and unrelenting as he fucks into me from behind. My fingers curl into the grass, seeking purchase as my body rocks with each thrust, my udders swinging beneath me, heavy with milk that’s dripping into the grass.

It’s over too quickly even if I get to cum multiple times. I want his cock inside me all the time, but Elias isn’t interested in drawing out our couplings, in making them something they’re not. For him, this is a physical need that requires release, and I’m the most convenient vessel for it. His breathing grows ragged as he nears his peak. Then his fingers dig into my flesh as he pushes deep, holding himself inside me as he comes with a groan.

When he pulls out, the sudden emptiness makes me whimper. My pussy spasms and cum dribbles down my legs as Elias tucks himself away, buckling his belt before he smooths a hand once more down my back and gives me a playful swat on my rump.

“Good girl,” he says, and the simple praise always makes me feel like I’m the best cow on the farm.

He heads back toward the barn, leaving me kneeling in the grass with his seed dripping down my thighs. I watch him go, my eyes following the broad set of his shoulders until he disappears through the barn door. The encounter is already fading from my mind, leaving only the blissful haze from my orgasm.

I roll over onto my side in the grass, letting the sun wash over me as I close my eyes to take a nap. My owner will call for me when it’s time to get milked. This is my life now—simple, and uncomplicated.

When Elias returns to the pasture, the sun is low in the sky. The short lead in his hand caught the light as he approached. I lift my head at the sound of his boots in the grass, my udders swinging heavy beneath me as I push up onto my knees. He clips the lead to the metal ring and guides me toward the barn.

“Come on, girl,” he says. “Time for milking.”

I follow eagerly. The promise of relief for my overfull udders has me crawling quickly behind him. Drops of milk are already beading on the tips of my teats in anticipation.

The barn is cooler than the pasture; the familiar scent of hay and animal filling my nostrils is comforting. This is my home. Elias leads me down the central aisle. The other cows low softly from their stalls, greeting us. My stall is at the far end, filled with fresh straw laid down each morning and a new wooden platform for the milking machine.

Elias slides the door open, guiding me inside with a gentle tug on the lead. The milking machine sits in the center of the stall. It’s a newer model — all gleaming metal and clear tubing, mounted on a low wooden cart. The suction cups hang from their hooks, the soft silicone flanges waiting to seal against my teats.

My body settles into place without being told. I position myself in front of the machine. “That’s my good girl,” Elias says, approval evident in his voice as he moves behind me, positioning the first suction cup. He holds it there until the seal catches, then he reaches for the second cup, fitting it over my other teat.

Then Elias reaches for the switch, and everything else disappears as the machine hums to life. The first full pull is pure pleasure I’ve come to associate with milking.

Milk moves through the tubing almost immediately—pale and rich, flowing in steady streams toward the collection jar. As the milking continues, Elias settles onto his stool beside me, his fingers kneading the base of each udder to get all the milk moving. The dual sensation—the mechanical pull of the machine and the firm pressure of his hands—sent waves of pleasure through my system. I make a low, continuous moan, my eyes half-closed, my jaw slack as the fog that clouds my thoughts grows thicker.

“Good, cow,” Elias says, his voice taking on a warm tone. The affection in his voice is unmistakable, washing through me like warm honey, easing the last of the tension from my muscles.

He continues talking as the machine works, his hand moving from my udders to stroke along my spine in long, even passes. “The buyer was very pleased with your last batch of milk,” he says, pride evident in his voice. “Said it was the richest he’d ever tasted.”

I lean into his touch, my body responding to the praise even if my mind can’t quite grasp its meaning. Between my legs, my pussy grows slicker, the constant arousal that the hormones trigger intensifying as Elias’s hand moves in slow circles across my back.

“Who would have thought,” he continues, more to himself than to me, “that the skinny little thief who broke into my barn would turn out to be my most valuable asset? Certainly not me.”

The machine’s rhythm begins to slow as my udders empty, the flow of milk tapering to an occasional drop. He reaches for the switch, flipping it off. Elias’s hands are gentle as he removes the first suction cup, breaking the seal with a soft pop.

He reaches for a cloth draped over a bucket of warm water. “Let’s get you cleaned up.” He spends some time wiping away the sweat and milk that have gathered all day while he chats about things he needs to do on the farm in the next few days.

I don’t respond. I never do, but the sound of his voice is soothing.

“There,” he says, setting the cloth aside when he’s done. “Much better.” His thumb moves to my jaw, tracing the line from my ear to my chin.

I lean into his hand without thinking, a small, pleased sound escaping my throat. The affection in the gesture is at odds with the man who once told me, in no uncertain terms, that I shouldn’t expect cuddling or romantic talk. That was before the daily injections turned my brain to mush, before I became more hucow than human and before he realized that caring for something that can’t leave—something that looks at him with simple devotion—isn’t the burden he thought it would be.

Elias reaches for a wooden trough he’s set near the stall door, sliding it within my reach. It’s filled with a mixture of grain and cut vegetables—my dinner, though I no longer think of it in those terms. Food is just food now, sustenance rather than pleasure, though my body still responds to the sight of it with an eager rumble from my empty stomach.

I drop my face to the trough without hesitation, lapping at the mixture with my tongue. The grain is sweet, the vegetables fresh—Elias makes sure I’m well-fed. I eat mechanically, my focus narrow, centered on the immediate task of filling my stomach.

Elias stands there for a moment, watching me with an expression I can’t see but can somehow sense—a mixture of pride and satisfaction and something softer that might, in another context, be called love. Not the complicated, demanding kind he feared, but simpler—the contentment of a man who’s finally found a companion who asks for nothing but what he is willing to give.

And it’s more than this hucow milk thief had before coming here.

The End.
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