

Prologue

Annabelle crawls toward the delivery stall. Her swollen belly hangs heavy beneath her, contractions seizing her body in waves that leave her gasping. The collar around her neck feels tighter than usual, the leash attached to it pulled taut as Farmer Joe guides her forward at a pace that doesn’t account for her pain.

“Almost there, Annabelle. Good cow. My good girl,” Joe says, his voice a steady counterpoint to her labored breathing. His calloused hand rests briefly on her naked back, bringing her comfort.

Another contraction hits her, stronger than the last. Annabelle stops moving, her arms trembling as she tries to support her weight. A low moan escapes her lips, the sound echoing in the barn’s cavernous space. The cool morning air raises goosebumps across her bare skin.

Joe tugs gently on the leash. “Come on now. Just a few more steps.”

The delivery stall has an extra thick pile of fresh hay spread across the floor. A stanchion waits at the head of the stall, its mechanism open like waiting jaws.

She crawls in, guided by Joe’s persistent hand on her leash. The familiar smell of the barn mingles with something antiseptic and medical.

“Tucker!” Joe calls over his shoulder, his eyes never leaving Annabelle. “Get in here with the vet. She’s ready.”

Heavy footsteps approach from behind. Annabelle tries to turn her head, but Joe’s hand on her collar prevents the movement.

“Eyes forward, Annabelle. Be a good girl now.”

Tucker, the handsome farmhand, appears in her peripheral vision, a blur of denim and flannel. Beside him is the veterinarian she’s become familiar with over the past few months. He’s followed her pregnancy closely.

“How far apart are the cow’s contractions?” the vet asks, setting his bag down on a small metal table beside the stall.

“About three minutes now,” Joe answers. “Getting stronger, too.”

The vet nods, all business. “Let’s get her secured then.”

Tucker reaches for the stanchion, pushing Annabelle’s head forward until her neck slots into position between the wooden bars. The mechanism closes with a final-sounding click. Annabelle tests it instinctively, trying to pull back, but her head and upper body are now effectively immobilized.

“Good girl,” the vet comments, pulling latex gloves from his bag with a snap that makes Annabelle flinch. “Her cunt is swelling and preparing for delivery.”

Tucker moves behind her, out of her sight. Hands grip her thighs, spreading them wider. A whimper escapes her when something gets shoved into her bum.

“Her temperature’s normal,” the vet says. “Her heart rate is elevated, but that’s to be expected.”

The cold, slick intrusion of the vet’s gloved hand into her cunt makes Annabelle cry out. He pushes deeper, exploring her channel. Her fingers curl inside their mitts, seeking something to grip as pain radiates through her.

“Excellent. She is already dilated 10 cm and needs to push now,” he announces, withdrawing his hand. “First-time delivery, but the position is good. Calf seems to be in the correct orientation.”

Joe moves to position himself where Annabelle can see him. His blue eyes meet hers, and she seeks comfort in them. He’s taken really good care of her, and she trusts him.

“Annabelle, push now,” he commands, his tone leaving no room for disobedience.

She bears down, feeling the pressure inside her intensify to an unbearable degree. Sweat beads on her forehead, trickling into her eyes. She lets out a pitiful moo.

“Again,” Joe instructs as the contraction ebbs. “When the next one comes, push harder.”

The minutes blur together in a haze of pain and effort. Annabelle’s world narrows to the ebb and flow of her contractions, Joe’s commands, and her body’s desperate attempt to expel the life growing inside her.

Strange, guttural sounds emerge from her throat—sounds she never made before coming to the farm, before becoming Annabelle.

“Mooooo…”

“The head is crowning,” the vet announces from behind her. “One more good push should do it.”

Joe leans closer, his face the only thing Annabelle can focus on. “Push, cow. Now.”

She strains, her face contorting with the effort. The sound that tears from her throat is more animal than human. It reverberates through the barn, causing Buttercup and Clover to shift nervously in their stalls.

Both are pregnant. Buttercup is further along, but both will have to experience the pain of birth soon enough.

“That’s it,” Tucker says, the first words he’s spoken since entering. His voice holds a note of excitement.

Joe strokes her hair. “Good girl.”

Another contraction builds, more powerful than any before. Annabelle pushes, feeling something fundamental shifting inside her. The pressure becomes unbearable, then suddenly releases. A rush of fluid follows.

“Head’s out,” the vet announces. “Shoulders coming. One more push, now.”

Annabelle complies, her strength nearly spent. She pushes because she must, because her body demands it, because Joe’s steady gaze expects it. The sounds coming from her are no longer recognizable, not even to herself.

“Almost there,” Joe says, his voice distant through the roaring in her ears. “Almost done, Annabelle.”

Her vision blurs. The straw beneath her is soaked with sweat and other fluids. The smell of birth fills the stall and through it all, Annabelle keeps pushing, excited to see the little one she’s carried for months.

With one final, agonizing push, Annabelle feels the rest of the baby slide from her body. Relief floods her exhausted muscles as the pressure suddenly releases. For one suspended moment, silence fills the delivery stall—then a sharp, indignant cry pierces the air. Something ancient stirs in Annabelle’s chest at the sound. That’s her baby. Her child.

She tries to turn her head, straining against the stanchion that holds her immobile. The edge digs into her neck as she struggles to catch a glimpse of the infant. The cries grow stronger, healthy and demanding. Her udders respond to the cries, and warmth spreads through Annabelle’s chest. It’s a biological reaction to her child’s needs.

“It sure has a healthy set of lungs,” the vet comments, his voice maintaining that same clinical detachment. “Good weight too, by the feel of it.”

Behind her, movement and soft rustling sounds indicate activity she cannot see. The baby’s cries momentarily intensified, then settled into rhythmic whimpers. Annabelle’s heart races.

“Clean it up and get it ready,” Joe instructs. “We need to process the paperwork before the family arrives.”

Tucker grunts in acknowledgment. Annabelle hears water splashing, and the continued fussing of the newborn. Every sound magnifies in her awareness, each one connecting her to the child she cannot see.

“Girl or boy?” Joe asks casually, as if inquiring about the weather.

“Girl,” Tucker replies. “Looks just like her mother. Blonde fuzz on top.”

A daughter. Annabelle has a daughter. The knowledge crystallizes something within her, a sudden clarity breaking through the fog of hormones and conditioning. She tries to speak, but her voice catches in her throat, rusty from disuse. Hucows aren’t encouraged to talk. Farm Joe likes to pretend they are actual farm animals who can’t speak.

The baby’s cries soften, and fabric rustles as Tucker presumably wraps the infant in a blanket. His heavy footsteps move around the stall, approaching where Annabelle can almost see him from her peripheral vision. He passes briefly into view, a bundle of white towels cradled in his arms. Within those folds, Annabelle catches the briefest glimpse of pink skin and a tiny, scrunched face.

Tucker turns away, the bundle secure in his arms, and begins walking toward the door.

Panic erupts inside Annabelle, a wild, desperate feeling she hasn’t experienced since becoming a hucow. Her daughter—her baby—is being taken away. This is wrong.

“Wait,” she tries to say, but it comes out as a rasp. Tucker doesn’t slow his pace and disappears.

Annabelle swallows hard, forcing her vocal cords to work. “I want to see my baby,” she calls out, her voice breaking from strain and emotion. The words feel foreign in her mouth after going months without the need to talk.

Joe straightens, his relaxed posture immediately tensing. He steps directly into Annabelle’s line of sight, his expression hardening as he frowns down at her.

“Annabelle,” he says, her name a warning in itself. “You forget your place.”

She meets his gaze, something she rarely dares to do without permission. “Please,” she whispers. “Just let me see her.”

Joe’s frown deepens, disappointment etching lines around his mouth. “Cows don’t speak, and that is not your baby.” His voice is firm, the tone he uses when training new hucows. “Don’t be foolish. You are a hucow, and can’t raise young.”

The words hit her like physical blows, but something has broken open inside Annabelle.

“That calf will have a loving home with a family who can’t have a baby,” Joe continues. “You’re making their dreams come true. That’s what you’re here for.”

A choked sound escapes Annabelle’s throat, something between a sob and a moan. For the first time ever, she is regretting her decision to become Joe’s hucow.

“She’s mine,” Annabelle whispers, tears streaming down her face. “She came from my body.”

The vet sighs behind her, the sound heavy with resignation. “This is always a risk. Maternal instinct can even make the most docile cow rebel.”

Joe shakes his head, disappointment clear in his expression. “She’s been so good. My best girl.”

“Hormones,” the vet offers clinically. “Perfectly normal biological response.”

Annabelle’s face crumples, the full weight of what’s happening crashing down on her. The careful walls of acceptance she’s built around her life as a hucow crumble under the force of maternal instinct. A keening sound rises from deep in her chest, raw and primal.

“Please,” she begs, no longer caring about rules or punishments. “Please don’t take my baby. Please, Joe. Please.”

Joe’s expression flickers—something almost like regret passing quickly over his features before the stern farmer returns. He looks past Annabelle to the vet and nods his head. “Do what needs to be done.”

Joe looks back down at her, his expression unreadable. Behind her, the vet rummages in his bag, glass clinking against metal.

“This wasn’t supposed to happen,” Joe says quietly, almost to himself. “You were supposed to understand your role.”

Annabelle’s body shakes with sobs and throws herself against the stanchion, the wooden restraint creaking under the sudden force of her movement. Pain flares where the edge digs into her neck, but she pushes harder, driven by a desperation that overrides physical discomfort. Her padded hands scrabbled uselessly against the straw-covered floor, seeking purchase, seeking escape.

“No, bring back my baby,” she hollers, her voice growing stronger with each repetition. “Bring back my baby!”

The stanchion holds firm despite her struggles. The metal and wood construction, designed to restrain animals much larger than human women, shows no sign of giving way. Her body, already weakened from childbirth, trembles with exhaustion, but she continues to fight.

Joe steps back, watching her with a mixture of disappointment and concern. “Annabelle, stop this. You’re going to hurt yourself.”

“She’ll be calm in a few minutes. Back to her normal self. Probably even better, and this won’t happen next time she delivers a calf.” The vet says as he shuffles around behind her, preparing something to give the stressed cow.

“My baby!” she screams, the sound echoing through the barn’s cavernous space, not caring what the vet is saying.

From the stalls beyond the delivery area, restless movements and low moans respond to her distress. The other hucows shift nervously in their enclosures, disturbed by sounds. A series of sympathetic moos rises from the nearest stalls.

The vet approaches with the syringe, finding a vein in Annabelle’s arm easily. She flinches at the sharp prick, but doesn’t stop her cries. The plunger depresses, sending the clear liquid into her bloodstream.

Joe steps forward, entering her field of vision. His expression is gentle now, almost sad. He crouches down to meet her eyes.

“It’s okay, Annabelle,” he says softly. “Everything will be better soon.”

Her eyelids grew heavy almost immediately. The desperate cries begin to fade, her voice trailing off mid-word. The tension in her body released gradually as the drug took effect.

The world softens at the edges, as if the air has filled with fog. Annabelle’s anger and terror drift far away, replaced by a spreading numbness. Her tongue feels too large for her mouth. She tries to remember what it was she was supposed to be upset about, but it won’t come. There was a sound—her own sound?—but even that is gone, replaced by a slow, thick silence.

Joe’s hand strokes her damp hair, and it feels nice. She likes when Joe touches her, always has. It is good to have someone to take care of her. She lets her head hang, heavy and still caught in the stanchion, as her breath slows to a lazy rhythm. Her body is empty and loose. Something wet drips between her legs, but she can’t bring herself to care.

“Moo,” she moans, blinking a few times slowly. She looks up at the farmer with dull eyes.

“There’s my good girl. My good cow,” he pats her head.

Further in the barn, the other hucows shift in their stalls at the sudden change. Annabelle’s frantic cries have stopped abruptly, leaving an unsettling silence in their wake. None of them understand exactly what has happened. None of them know why their herd-mate’s voice has gone quiet.

The sudden silence frightens her more than the screams did. Beside her, in another stall, Clover shifts nervously, the bell on her collar tinkling in the quiet barn.

They really want to see their herd mate and make sure she is okay.


Chapter One

I clutch my textbooks tighter against my chest as I cross the quad. The weight of the books is nothing compared to the weight of the stares I feel boring into my back, and I keep my head down, watching the concrete pass beneath my feet, one slab after another.

I’ve always been a magnet for bullies, and I thought college would be better, but I feel like I’m still in high school. Maybe if I make myself small enough—an impossible task for someone my size—they won’t notice me today.

The late autumn breeze carries the scent of fallen leaves and the promise of winter. Students mill about, wrapped in scarves and light jackets, their laughter punctuating the air like gunshots. I envy their ease, the way they move around campus without awkwardness. My shoulders hunch forward as if they could shield me from what’s coming.

I have ten minutes to get to Professor Wilson’s class on the other side of campus. Ten minutes to traverse this gauntlet of judgment and cruelty. I tuck a strand of mousy brown hair behind my ear and pick up my pace, my thighs chafing beneath my jeans. The fabric wears thin where my legs rub together—a constant, painful reminder of the body I inhabit.

They’re gathered by the fountain today—the beautiful people, I call them. Six of the hottest people on campus: three cheerleaders in their blue and gold uniforms, three football players in their letterman jackets. They form a perfect tableau of collegiate success; the kind featured in university brochures. I try to veer left, to take the path that curves around the history building instead, but it’s too late. One of them has spotted me.

“Look who it is,” a female voice calls out, sweet as poison. “Here comes the fat cow.”

My steps falter. Heat rushes to my face, painting it the same shade as the maple leaves scattered across the lawn. I don’t need to look up to know who spoke. Brittany. Her voice has become as familiar to me as my own heartbeat.

A deep male laugh follows. “Moooo!” The sound carries across the quad, drawing the attention of other students who pause, curious about the commotion.

“Do you want some hay?” another voice calls out. “We saved you some from the homecoming float.”

My hands begin to tremble, causing my biology textbook to slip. I clutch it tighter, my fingernails digging crescents into the hard cover. Keep walking. Just keep walking. They’ll get bored if you don’t react. I repeat the mantra in my head, the same one I’ve been using since orientation week when they first decided I was an acceptable target.

“With tits that massive, she could feed a village!” The comment comes from behind me now—they’re following. The words land like physical blows across my shoulders, my back, my legs. My lungs constrict, making each breath a conscious effort. “Fat ass, sow.”

Tears prick at the corners of my eyes, blurring the path ahead. I blink rapidly, refusing to give them the satisfaction of seeing me cry. Again. My pace increases, but so does theirs. They’ve found their entertainment for the day, and I’m it.

“Hey, Bessie! How much milk are you producing these days?” The question is followed by crude gestures I catch in my peripheral vision. The group laughs, the sound spreading like wildfire across the quad.

I bite down on my lower lip until I taste copper. My face burns so hot I wonder if it might combust. Each step becomes more difficult than the last as my legs grow leaden with shame. Someone yells something about “milking time,” but the words dissolve into the roaring in my ears.

The campus bell begins to toll the hour, each resonant peal marking another second of this endless walk. Students stream from buildings, filling the walkways, but none intervene. Some avert their eyes, uncomfortable witnesses to my humiliation. Others watch with detached curiosity, glad they are not the target.

My vision tunnels, narrowing to just a few feet of sidewalk directly before me. I need to get away, to find a bathroom or empty classroom where I can fall apart in private. My breath comes in short gasps now, bordering on hyperventilation.

I’m so focused on escape that I don’t notice the figure stepping into my path until it’s too late. My body collides with something solid and warm. My books tumbled from my grasp, scattering across the concrete. Papers from my biology folder fan out like fallen feathers.

“Whoa, careful there.” The voice is gentle and familiar.

I look up through tear-blurred vision to see Adam, his brow furrowed in concern. His hand finds my shoulder, steadying me. The pressure of his fingers grounds me momentarily, pulling me back from the edge of panic.

“Darla, are you okay?”

I open my mouth to respond, but nothing comes out except a choked sound that might be a laugh or a sob—I’m not sure which. Behind me, the taunting continues, though at a slightly greater distance.

“Look, the cow found her farmer!” someone calls. “Better lead her back to the barn, dude!”

Adam’s expression hardens as he looks past me toward the group. His jaw tightens, a muscle ticking beneath the skin. For a moment, I think he might confront them, and terror grips me at the thought. But instead, he crouches down, gathering my scattered papers with efficient movements.

“Ignore them,” he says firmly, his voice pitched just for me to hear. “They’re just insecure jerks who need to put others down to feel important.”

I kneel beside him, my movements jerky and uncoordinated. Our hands brush as we reach for the same notebook, and I pull back as if burned. My fingers tremble too badly to be of much use.

“I—I can’t—” The words stick in my throat like burrs.

“I know,” Adam says, and somehow, he does. He stacks the books and papers neatly, then stands, offering me his hand. “Let’s get out of here.”

The distant sound of the campus bell signals that I’m now officially late for class. But as Adam helps me to my feet, his palm warm against mine, the thought of Professor Wilson’s disapproving glare seems insignificant compared to the sanctuary Adam is offering.

He keeps his hand on my elbow as he guides me away from the main quad, away from the laughter that follows us. Autumn leaves crunch beneath our feet, and few other students hurry past, late for their own classes.

“Thank you,” I whisper, though the words feel wholly inadequate.

Adam’s only response is a gentle squeeze of my elbow, but it says more than words could. For the first time since the taunting began, I take a full breath; the air filling my lungs and easing some of the tension, but also letting everything else come pouring out.

The moment we’re out of sight of the fountain, something inside me shatters. The tears I’ve been fighting spill over, hot and unstoppable. My shoulders shake with sobs I can no longer contain. “I can’t—I can’t do this anymore,” I gasp between ragged breaths, barely aware of Adam’s arm around me, guiding me forward despite my stumbling steps.

“It’s okay,” Adam murmurs, his voice steady against the storm of my emotions. “Let it out.”

And I do. Each sob feels ripped from somewhere deep and wounded inside me, each tear carrying away a piece of the facade I’ve tried so hard to maintain. We passed the science building, then the library, moving away from the heart of campus toward the quieter streets beyond. Adam keeps his arm around my shoulders, a tether to reality when everything else feels like it’s spinning out of control.

“College isn’t—” I hiccup, trying to form coherent sentences through my tears. “It isn’t what I thought it would be.” The admission feels like defeat, another failure to add to my growing collection.

Adam guides me to a bench partially hidden by a cluster of pine trees. The needles beneath our feet release their sharp, clean scent when crushed. He sits beside me, close enough that I feel supported, but not as close as I longed for him to be.

I’ve had a crush on Adam since the day I met him. How could I not? He’s tall, handsome, and has the most dreamy blue eyes and dimples. He’s way out of my league and has never given me a sign that he likes me more than a friend.

“What’s going on, Darla? Besides those assholes back there.” His voice is full of concern and free of judgment.

I fumble for my phone, my fingers clumsy with emotion. The screen lights up to reveal the notification I received during my morning class, the one I’ve been trying to forget all day. “I’m failing,” I whisper, showing him the email from Professor Martinez. The bold red “F” at the top of the midterm grade report blurs through my tears.

Adam glances at the screen but doesn’t take the phone from me. “One class?”

I shake my head, swiping to show him the other notifications. “Three. Psychology, Economics, and Biology.” My voice cracks on the last word.

I’m not a genius by any stretch, but I had decent grades in school. College is so much harder than I expected. Now I’m adrift in a sea of assignments I don’t understand and expectations I can’t meet.

“Everyone is so mean here,” I continue, wiping uselessly at my streaming eyes with the sleeve of my sweater. “I don’t belong. I tried so hard to fit in, to be invisible if I couldn’t be accepted, but they won’t even let me have that.”

“That’s not true, Darla. I’m sure you will find your place. Don’t give up.” Adam soothes.

A fresh wave of tears overtakes me, and I cover my face with my hands. The shame burns hotter than the humiliation from earlier. Adam has his own classes, his own life. He doesn’t need to waste his time with my breakdown.

“I’m sorry,” I mumble through my fingers. “You should go to class. I’ll be fine.”

Instead of leaving, Adam gently pulls my hands away from my face. His expression is serious; his eyes dark with concern. “I’m not going anywhere, Darla. Not when you’re this upset.”

He stands, offering his hand to help me up from the bench. “My apartment is just a few blocks from here. Let’s get you somewhere quiet where you can breathe. We’ll figure this out together.”

I hesitated, my tear-swollen eyes searching his face for any sign of pity or obligation. I find only genuine concern. With a shaky breath, I take his hand and let him pull me to my feet.

We walk in silence down College Avenue, past the coffee shop where students gather between classes, past the bookstore with its display of university merchandise. Adam keeps a steady pace, not rushing me despite my occasional sniffling and the way I need to stop every few minutes to wipe my eyes.

The familiar weight of my textbooks in my arms reminds me of all the reading I haven’t done, all the assignments piling up in my dorm room. The thought threatens to trigger a fresh round of tears, but I swallow them back, focusing instead on Adam’s warm hand holding mine.

“I used to think college would be this magical place,” I say finally, my voice hoarse from crying. “Somewhere I could reinvent myself, you know? Leave behind the girl who never quite fit in during high school.”

Adam nods, his eyes on the sidewalk ahead. “It’s not that simple, is it?”

“No.” I brush away a stray tear. “It’s worse, somehow. Here, I’m just... lost. Every day I wake up and wonder if I made a mistake coming here at all.”

We turn onto Maple Street, where century-old trees line the sidewalk. Their branches stretch overhead, creating a canopy of red and gold against the gray October sky. The houses here are older, converted into apartments for students who prefer to live off-campus. Adam’s building sits midway down the block, a three-story brick structure with a faded green awning over the entrance.

“Almost there,” Adam says, his voice gentle as if coaxing a frightened animal. In some ways, that’s exactly what I’ve become—skittish, always waiting for the next attack, the next failure.

My breathing had steadied somewhat by the time we reached his building, though my eyes still burned from crying.

Adam fishes keys from his pocket. “It’s nothing fancy,” he warns as he unlocks the door. “But it’s quiet, and my roommate’s in class until four.”

The lobby is small but clean, with mailboxes along one wall and a staircase leading up. Adam leads me to the second floor, to apartment 2C at the end of a narrow hallway. His keys jingle as he unlocks the door, pushing it open to reveal a modest living space beyond.

“Thank you,” I whispered, pausing at the threshold. The words feel inadequate for what he’s offering—not just a physical space, but a moment of safety.

Adam sets my books down on a small table just inside the door. “You can stay as long as you need to,” he says, his eyes meeting mine. “We’ll get you calmed down, and then we’ll tackle the tough stuff. You’re not alone in this, Darla.”

I wipe away the last of my tears, a strange mix of shame and relief washing over me. For the first time since those cruel voices called out across the quad, I take a full breath without shuddering. As Adam closes the door behind us, shutting out the world that has been so unwelcoming.


Chapter Two

Adam’s apartment is small but neat, nothing like the chaotic mess of my dorm room. I sink into his couch, the soft cushions enveloping me as I try to make myself smaller—a habit I’ve perfected over years of wishing I could disappear. My tears have slowed to occasional hiccups, but my face feels swollen and hot. The shame of breaking down in front of him burns worse than the bullies’ taunts ever could.

“I’m sorry,” I whisper, staring at my hands folded in my lap. My nails are bitten down to the quick, another nervous habit I can’t seem to break. “You didn’t sign up for this.”

Adam moves around his kitchenette, filling a glass with water. “You don’t need to apologize for having feelings, Darla.” His voice is gentle, as if he’s talking to a spooked animal. Maybe that’s exactly what I am.

He returns to the couch and sits beside me—not touching, but close enough that I can smell his cologne, something woodsy and clean. The glass of water appears in my field of vision. “Drink. You’re dehydrated from crying.”

I take the glass with trembling fingers, careful not to brush against his hand. The water soothes my raw throat, and I realize how thirsty I actually am. I drain half the glass in one go.

“Better?” Adam asks, his blue eyes searching my face.

I nod, but fresh tears threaten from his kindness. The lump in my throat makes it hard to speak, but I force the words out anyway. “They’re right, you know.”

“Who’s right?”

“Those people. Brittany and her friends.” I set the water glass on the coffee table with a soft clink. “I am a cow. I’m fat and stupid and—” My voice breaks, and I swipe angrily at a tear that escapes down my cheek. “And I’m failing everything. The work is too hard. I don’t understand any of it.”

Adam shifts beside me, and suddenly his arm is around my shoulders. The unexpected contact makes me stiffen, then melt. No one has touched me like this in so long.

“You are not fat,” he says firmly. His thumb traces small circles on my upper arm. “You’re just fine how you are.”

I snort, an ugly, self-deprecating sound. “Right.”

“I mean it.” His voice drops lower, and I feel the rumble of it against my side where we’re pressed together. “In fact, some men would enjoy getting their hands on you.”

My head snaps up at this, heat rushing to my face that has nothing to do with crying. Our faces are closer than I expected, and I can see the faint stubble along his jaw, the flecks of darker blue in his irises. My heart pounds so hard I wonder if he can hear it.

“Like who?” I ask, my voice barely audible. Is he talking about himself? The thought sends a jolt of hope through me.

Adam’s lips curve into a small smile that makes his dimples appear. My eyes fix on them, on the perfect bow of his upper lip. “Well,” he says, his gaze traveling over my face, down to my chest, then back up, “you’d make the prettiest hucow. Farmers would love your body.”

The unfamiliar word breaks through my haze of attraction. “Hucow?” I repeat, brow furrowing. Is this some new insult I haven’t heard before? A strange way of agreeing with the bullies while pretending to compliment me?

“Yeah.” Adam’s arm is still around me, his body warm against mine. He doesn’t seem to notice my confusion. “Your figure is perfect for it.”

I shift away slightly, uncertainty replacing the momentary flutter of attraction. “I don’t know what that means.”

For the first time, I take in more of the apartment, my eyes catching on the desk in the corner. Textbooks are stacked neatly beside a closed laptop—agriculture textbooks, judging by the images of farmland on their spines. One book lies open, showing what looks like diagrams of specialized farming equipment.

Adam follows my gaze and smiles wider. “That’s what I’m studying. Agricultural sciences with a specialty in human dairy farming.”

“Human dairy?” I repeat, the words not making sense together in my mind.

“It’s a growing industry,” he explains, his enthusiasm evident in the way he leans forward slightly. “Very specialized, and very lucrative.”

I try to process this, my brain sluggish from emotional exhaustion and confusion. “You’re saying... what exactly?”

Adam’s arm tightens around my shoulders, drawing me back against his side. The contact sends a shiver of desire through me despite my bewilderment. “I’m saying you have the perfect body type for being a hucow. Full breasts, wide hips—” He gestures vaguely at my form, and I feel my face heat again, caught between embarrassment and a strange, unexpected thrill at his frank assessment.

“A human cow,” I say slowly, testing the phrase. “That’s what you mean? Like... milking people?” The concept is so bizarre and insulting, I almost yell at him for being like the bullies and calling me a cow, but something in Adam’s expression stops me. He’s completely serious, and there is no cruelty in his eyes.

“Exactly. And the good ones are treated like royalty. No stress, no college classes to fail, no bullies.” His free hand comes up to brush a strand of hair from my face, his fingers lingering against my cheek. “Just comfort and care and appreciation for your body exactly as it is.”

The touch of his fingers sends electricity down my spine. I should be offended, I think distantly. I should stand up and walk out, but there’s something in the way he looks at me—not with disgust or pity, but with genuine appreciation—that keeps me rooted to the couch.

“I don’t understand,” I say finally, my voice small. But maybe I do, just a little. Maybe I understand the promise of a world where I wouldn’t have to struggle, where my body would be valued rather than mocked, where someone like Adam would look at me the way he’s looking at me now.

“Let me show you,” he says, and reaches for his laptop.

Adam springs up from the couch, moving to his desk with sudden energy. “Hucow, is short for ‘human cow’—part of what I’m specializing in.” He grabs his laptop, balancing it on one arm as he opens it. “The university just started offering courses in hucow farm management last year. It’s a growing agricultural sector.”

He sounds like he’s reciting from a brochure, his voice taking on the confident tone of someone discussing their passion. I watch him tap at the keyboard, unsure if I should feel offended or intrigued that he’d think I’d be a good human cow.

“You’re still studying to be a farmer?” I ask, remembering vague mentions of his agricultural program when we first met. “And this is... what, exactly?”

Adam returns to the couch, sitting closer than before. His thigh presses against mine as he balances the laptop on his knees, angling the screen so I can see. “It’s a specialized type of dairy farming, but with human women instead of cattle.”

“So you think I’m a cow too?” I ask, feeling my stomach twist. It would gut me knowing he thinks so low of me.

Adam’s face falls for a fraction of a second, then his eyes snap to mine, intense and almost wounded. “Darla, no. Not at all. What those people said back there—they use ‘cow’ to hurt you. That’s not what I’m saying. Actual hucows, the ones in the real programs, are valued. They’re essential. They have a purpose, and they’re good at it. It’s not some joke. It’s a job, and a really important one in the farming world.”

He runs a hand through his hair, frustrated. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have just thrown it out there. I just meant—” He takes a breath, studying my face like he’s searching for fissures in glass. “I just meant I think you’re beautiful and strong and you’d be amazing at it. Not that you have to be, or that you’re some kind of animal. I’m saying it because it’s the opposite of what they mean when they say it.”

The knot in my stomach lets go, and I blush. He thinks I’m beautiful?

The webpage he’s opened shows a sleek, professional-looking site with a banner reading “Hucow Farming on the rise.” Photos of clean, modern barn facilities scroll across the screen.

“I don’t understand,” I begin, but my words die in my throat as Adam clicks on a video.

The footage shows a large, open room with smooth concrete floors and gleaming equipment. But it’s what’s in the center of the room that makes my breath catch—naked women on all fours, attached to milking machines. Their breasts hang heavy, connected to tubes that pulse rhythmically as white liquid flows through them.

“Oh my gosh,” I whisper, my hand flying to my mouth. I should look away. I should be disgusted. But I can’t tear my eyes from the screen.

“These are hucows,” Adam explains, his voice matter-of-fact. “Women who produce milk for human consumption. The market for it is exploding—it’s supposedly got health benefits you can’t get from regular cow’s milk.”

My eyes widen as the camera pans across the room. The women don’t look distressed. In fact, some appear to be in a state of bliss, eyes half-closed, lips parted. A male attendant in clean coveralls moves between them, checking equipment and occasionally stroking a woman’s hair or back.

“They’re... volunteers?” I ask, my voice higher than normal.

Adam nods, clicking through to another page. “Absolutely. Women sign up for this. Look.” He points to a section labeled “Comprehensive Care Program.” “Hucows receive regular nutritious meals, comfortable housing, daily exercise, full medical care including regular check-ups, and—” he scrolls down, highlighting another bullet point, “—physical attention to ensure their happiness and productivity.”

My chest tightens as I try to process what I’m seeing. The women in these videos don’t look like they’re suffering. They look... content? Some even appear to be enjoying the milking process, making soft sounds of pleasure.

“How do they... I mean, don’t you need to be pregnant to produce milk?” Biology class taught me that much at least.

“Good question,” Adam says, sounding like a professor pleased with a student’s insight. “There are hormone therapies and medications that stimulate lactation without pregnancy. But—” he clicks to another video, this one showing a more private room where a muscular man is mounting a women from behind, “—breeding is part of the process for those who choose permanent contracts.”

A jolt of heat shoots through my core at the sight. The woman in the video moans loudly as the man—labeled as a “bull” in the caption—thrusts into her. Her breasts swing heavily beneath her with each movement.

I press my thighs together unconsciously, a damp warmth growing between them that both shames and excites me. Adam is so close, explaining all this like it’s perfectly normal, and I’m sitting here getting aroused by it.

“The breeding program is only for hucows that choose to live as a hucow for life,” Adam continues, seemingly oblivious to my reaction, “but it’s encouraged because it increases milk production substantially. And many hucows report it as their favorite part of farm life.”

I swallow hard, my throat suddenly dry. “This is... legal?”

“Completely. There are regulations, of course. Farms have to be certified, and the women sign contracts. Some do it temporarily to pay off debts or fund their education. Others make it a permanent lifestyle choice.”

As Adam clicks through more videos, I feel my nipples harden beneath my shirt. I cross my arms over my chest, hoping he doesn’t notice, but his eyes flick briefly to my breasts, and the corner of his mouth lifts in a slight smile.

“This is what I’m majoring in,” he says, his voice dropping lower. “So I know what I’m talking about when I say you would be perfect for this.”

Heat floods my face. “Perfect how?” The question comes out breathier than I intended.

Adam sets the laptop aside and turns to face me fully. His hand comes to rest on my knee, warm and heavy. “Your body type is ideal. Full breasts with good potential for milk production.” His eyes drop to my chest again. “Wide hips for comfort while on all fours and for potential breeding if you chose that option.” His hand slides up just slightly on my thigh. “Soft skin, young and in your prime.”

I should be offended. I should slap his hand away and storm out. Instead, I sit frozen, heart hammering in my chest, as a terrible, forbidden thought takes shape: What if this is what I’m meant for? Not college, not struggling through classes I’m failing, not enduring daily humiliation—but this simplified existence where my body, the very thing I’ve been mocked for, becomes valuable.

“I’m not—” I start, but can’t find the words to finish. Not what? Not interested? That would be a lie, judging by the way my body is responding. Not that kind of girl? What kind of girl becomes a hucow?

Adam’s hand squeezes my thigh gently. “Think about it. No more worrying about classes you’re failing. No more cruel comments from people like Brittany. Just care, comfort, and appreciation for exactly who you are.”

His words sink into me like stones into still water, creating ripples of possibility I never considered before. The videos continue to play in the background, the soft sounds of pleasure from the women mixing with the rhythmic hum of the milking machines. And beneath my embarrassment, beneath the shock, something else stirs—a dangerous curiosity about how it might feel to surrender completely, to be valued for the very body I’ve grown to hate.


Chapter Three

Adam’s hand rests on my thigh, warm and heavy, as my mind races with the images of those women—those hucows—still playing on his laptop screen. The contented looks on their faces haunt me. Could that really be me? I swallow hard, my throat suddenly parched as I force myself to look away from the screen and back to Adam’s expectant gaze.

“I couldn’t,” I finally whispered, the words barely audible over the soft moans still emanating from his laptop. “I couldn’t ever do that.”

“Why not?” Adam asks, his fingers giving my thigh a gentle squeeze that sends electricity up my spine. His eyes are so blue, so earnest, that I can’t meet them.

I look down at my hands, watching my fingers pick nervously at a loose thread on the hem of my shirt. The answer sits heavy on my tongue, embarrassing and childish. I’m eighteen, in college—most girls my age have long since crossed this threshold. But not me. Never me.

“I’m—” My voice falters, and I clear my throat, still not looking up. “I’ve never... I’m a virgin.”

The silence stretches between us, thick and awkward. I can feel the heat crawling up my neck to my cheeks, painting them crimson. I’ve never admitted this to anyone, not even my roommate who constantly brings boys back to our dorm.

“Never had sex?” Adam asks, his voice pitched slightly higher with surprise.

I shake my head, keeping my eyes fixed on my fidgeting hands. The thread I’ve been picking comes loose, and I wind it around my finger until the tip turns purple.

“Not even in high school?”

I shake my head again. “No one ever wanted to,” I mumble, hating how pathetic I sound. “I mean, look at me.” I gesture vaguely at my body, the one that’s earned me nothing but mockery.

The couch shifts as Adam moves closer. I feel the weight of his stare but can’t bring myself to look up. His hand leaves my thigh—I immediately miss its warmth—and comes to rest under my chin, tilting my face up until I have no choice but to meet his eyes.

“We could fix that right now,” he says, his voice dropping to a gentle murmur that wraps around me like velvet.

My eyes widen, and for a moment I’m certain I’ve misheard him. “What?”

“Right now,” Adam repeats, his thumb brushing across my lower lip in a gesture so intimate it makes me shiver. “If you wanted to.”

My heart hammers against my ribs like it’s trying to escape. Adam—beautiful, kind Adam who could have any girl on campus—wants to have sex with me? The same Adam I’ve dreamed about since orientation week, whose smile makes my knees weak, who just rescued me from my tormentors?

“I—” The word catches in my throat as my mind races. Part of me wants to say yes immediately, to grab this chance before it evaporates. But another part—the part that’s spent years learning to be afraid of rejection—whispers that this must be some kind of joke or pity offer. “Why would you want to? With me?”

Adam’s smile is soft, his eyes crinkling at the corners. “Because I care about you, Darla. I always have.” His hand moves to cup my cheek, his palm warm against my skin. “And your first time should be with someone who cares, not some random hookup.”

I search his face for signs of deception, for the cruel punchline I’ve been conditioned to expect. But there’s only warmth in his eyes, only sincerity in the gentle way his thumb strokes my cheek.

“It would be special,” he continues, his voice a low rumble that I can almost feel through his touch. “I’d make sure of it.”

The laptop lies forgotten beside us; the video having ended at some point during our conversation. The silence in the apartment is broken only by our breathing and the distant hum of traffic outside. In this suspended moment, I feel the weight of the decision before me—not just about sex, but about trust. About believing that someone could want me, exactly as I am.

“I’ve never—” I start, then stop, unsure how to articulate my fears. “I don’t know what I’m supposed to do.”

“You don’t have to do anything,” Adam says, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. “Just let me take care of you. I promise I’ll go slow.”

My inner voice is a riot of conflicting thoughts. What if I’m terrible at it? What if my body disgusts him once he sees it? What if this ruins our friendship? But beneath these anxieties pulses a deeper truth: I want this. I want him. I have since the first time he smiled at me in the campus coffee shop.

“Okay,” I whisper, the single word changing everything between us.

Adam’s smile widens, and he takes my hand in his, our fingers intertwining. “You’re sure?”

I nod, unable to form more words past the lump in my throat. My stomach flutters with a mixture of terror and excitement as Adam stands, gently pulling me to my feet. The height difference between us feels more pronounced now that we’re standing so close, his tall frame making me feel delicate despite my size.

“We can stop anytime you want,” he says, his voice serious despite the desire I can see darkening his eyes. “Just say the word.”

“I know,” I manage, though my voice trembles. I trust Adam. I always have.

He leads me toward the hallway, his hand warm and steady around mine. Each step feels monumental, as if I’m walking away from one version of myself and toward another. The hardwood floor creaks beneath our feet, marking our progress toward his bedroom. My legs feel like they’re made of water, barely supporting me as we reach the doorway.

Adam pauses at the threshold, turning to face me fully. His free hand comes up to brush my cheek, his touch so gentle it makes my heart ache. “You’re beautiful, Darla,” he says, the words simple but devastating in their sincerity. “I want you to know that.”

No one has ever called me beautiful before. The word sinks into me, filling cracks I didn’t know existed. And as Adam leads me into his bedroom, I find myself believing him, just a little, for the very first time.

Adam’s bedroom is nothing like I imagined during all those nights I lay awake thinking about him. It’s surprisingly neat—no clothes scattered on the floor or rumpled sheets. A stack of agricultural textbooks sits on the nightstand beside a small lamp casting a warm, golden glow across the space. A bulletin board above his desk displays what looks like farm diagrams and schedules. I stand awkwardly by the edge of his bed, my arms crossed over my chest like armor, suddenly terrified by what I’ve agreed to do.

Adam closes the door behind us with a soft click. My heart flutters like a trapped bird against my ribs as he approaches, his steps measured as if giving me time to change my mind.

“You okay?” he asks, his voice a gentle rumble in the quiet room.

I nod, not trusting myself to speak. My mouth has gone dry, and I can’t stop thinking about how my body will look to him once I’m naked. Will he regret his offer when he sees the stretch marks on my thighs and the softness of my stomach?

Adam stops in front of me, close enough that I can smell his cologne—that same woodsy scent that’s been driving me crazy since he sat beside me in the campus coffee shop. His hands settle on my shoulders, warm through the fabric of my sweater.

“We don’t have to do anything you don’t want to,” he says, his blue eyes searching mine.

“I know,” I whisper, my voice small but steady. “I want to, but I’m just nervous.”

His smile is gentle as he leans down, his lips meeting mine in a kiss so soft it’s barely there. My eyes flutter closed, and I lean into him, chasing the pressure when he starts to pull away. His low chuckle vibrates against my mouth as he kisses me again, more firmly this time, his hands sliding from my shoulders to my waist.

My arms unfold from their protective position, reaching up tentatively to rest against his chest. I can feel his heartbeat beneath my palm, strong and slightly faster than normal. He wants this too; I realize with a jolt of surprise. He actually wants me.

“Can I?” Adam murmurs against my lips, his fingers playing with the hem of my sweater. I nod, lifting my arms as he pulls the fabric up and over my head, leaving me in just my plain cotton bra.

I resist the urge to cover myself again as his eyes travel over my exposed skin. The cool air of the bedroom raises goosebumps across my arms and shoulders.

“You’re so beautiful,” he says, his voice reverent as his fingers trace the curve where my shoulder meets my neck. “Look at you.”

I blush, unused to such praise, especially about my body. “You don’t have to say that.”

“I’m saying it because it’s true.” Adam’s hands slide down my arms, leaving trails of warmth in their wake. “Your skin is so soft.”

He pulls his own shirt off in one fluid motion, revealing a lean torso with a dusting of light brown hair across his chest. I stare, unable to help myself, as he reaches for my hands and places them on his bare skin.

“Touch me,” he encourages. “It’s okay.”

My fingers explore tentatively, tracing the contours of his chest, the subtle ridges of his ribs. He feels warm and solid beneath my touch, anchoring me when everything else feels dreamlike and unreal.

Adam’s hands find the button of my jeans, pausing there. “Is this okay?”

I nod again, my breath catching as he undoes the button and slowly lowers the zipper. My jeans slide down my legs with his gentle guidance, and I step out of them, now standing before him in just my underwear. I fight the instinct to turn away or dim the lights, forcing myself to stand still under his gaze.

“Perfect,” he murmurs, his hands finding my hips, thumbs stroking over the soft skin above my underwear. “You’re built exactly right.”

Something in his choice of words strikes me as odd—built exactly right—but the thought dissolves as his lips find mine again, more insistent this time. His hands slide up my back to the clasp of my bra, and with a deftness that speaks of experience, he unhooks it in one smooth motion.

I let the straps slide down my arms, my cheeks burning as my breasts are exposed to him. They’re large—too large, I’ve always thought—and heavy, with pale stretch marks tracing silver lines across them.

“God, look at you,” Adam breathes, his eyes darkening as he takes me in. “You’re going to produce so much.”

Again, a strange choice of words, but his hands are on my breasts now, gentle and appreciative, and coherent thought becomes difficult. He walks me backward until my legs hit the edge of the bed, and I sit down with a soft thump, looking up at him as he removes his jeans.

He retrieves a condom from the nightstand drawer, setting it within reach before joining me on the bed. The mattress dips beneath his weight as he guides me to lie back against the pillows. The cotton sheets feel cool against my bare skin.

“I’ll be gentle,” he promises, his hand sliding down my stomach to the waistband of my underwear. “Tell me if anything hurts.”

My underwear joins the rest of our clothes on the floor, and I lie completely naked before him, fighting the urge to curl into a ball. Adam’s eyes move over me with undisguised appreciation, and for the first time, I wonder if maybe—just maybe—my body isn’t the failure I’ve always believed it to be.

Adam’s fingers trace paths across my skin, learning the geography of my body with patient exploration. His touch is light at first, growing more confident as he gauges my responses. I gasp when his hand moves between my thighs, my hips lifting involuntarily toward his touch.

“That’s it,” he murmurs, his voice a low hum of approval. “Just relax and feel.”

I try to follow his instructions, focusing on the sensations rather than my self-consciousness. The room fills with the sound of our breathing, occasionally punctuated by my soft gasps when he finds a particularly sensitive spot.

When he finally reaches for the condom, I watch through half-lidded eyes as he rolls it on the first real cock I’ve ever seen, and it’s a glorious one, thick and long. He positions himself above me, his weight supported on his forearms as he looks down into my face.

“Ready?” he asks, his eyes serious despite the flush on his cheeks.

“Yes,” I whispered, my hands finding his shoulders, needing something to hold on to.

There’s pressure, then a sharp pain that makes me wince. Adam freezes, his eyes searching my face.

“I’m okay,” I assure him before he can ask. “Don’t stop.”

He moves slowly, carefully, his eyes never leaving mine. The initial discomfort fades, replaced by a strange fullness and occasional flickers of pleasure. It’s not the earth-shattering experience romance novels describe, but there’s something profound in the connection, in the way Adam watches my face like he’s memorizing every expression.

“You’re doing so well,” he murmurs, his rhythm steady and measured. “Such a good girl.”

His praise washes over me, warm and intoxicating. No one has ever paid such close attention to me, never made me feel so seen. I arch into him, seeking more of the warmth building low in my belly.

The warmth intensifies and spreads, a tidal swell rising from somewhere deep and secret inside me. My body answers him before my mind can catch up—hips tilting, legs parting further. Adam’s strokes grow more purposeful, the friction a delicious ache, and suddenly I’m hovering at the edge of something I thought was reserved for other people — beautiful people, people with bodies that belonged.

I gasp, fingers digging into his shoulders for purchase as my pleasure crests, then breaks. My entire body tenses, then shudders, the sensation impossibly good—like every nerve has been rewired for this. For him. Heat rushes up my spine, flooding my cheeks, and I cry out, not caring what noises I make or if the neighbors hear. For the first time, I feel glorious in my body. Not judged, not measured, just existing in the most astonishing way.

The weight of his body over mine is both grounding and thrilling—the solidity of him, the heat of skin against skin. His breathing grows more ragged, his movements more urgent. When he buries his face in my neck, his breath hot against my skin, I wrap my arms around him, holding him close as he shudders against me.

Afterward, he collapses beside me, one arm flung across my waist. The ceiling fan spins lazily above us, cooling the sweat on my skin. I feel different—not drastically transformed, but shifted somehow, as if the world has tilted on its axis by just a few degrees.

Adam turns his head to look at me, a smile playing at the corners of his mouth. “You okay?”

I nod, suddenly shy again now that the heat of the moment has passed. “Yeah.”

He leans over to kiss my forehead, a surprisingly tender gesture that makes my throat tight with emotion. “You were perfect,” he says, and for the first time in my life, I almost believe it.

We lie side by side on the bed; the sheets twisted around our legs from our movements. My body hums with unfamiliar sensations, a dull ache between my thighs reminding me of what just happened. I feel exposed despite the afterglow, and I reach for the edge of the blanket, pulling it up to cover my naked chest. Adam seems so comfortable in his skin, propped up on one elbow beside me, his bare torso still gleaming with a light sheen of sweat. His cock lies limp against his thigh, but no less attractive than when it was hard.

His eyes study my face with an intensity that makes me want to hide, but there’s nowhere to go. I wonder what he sees—if he’s already regretting what we did, if he’s comparing me to other girls he’s been with.

“So,” he says, his voice cutting through the quiet of the room with casual ease, as if we’re discussing class assignments rather than lying in bed after taking my virginity. “What do you think about being a hucow now?”

The question jolts me from my post-sex haze. My eyes snap to his face, searching for signs that he’s joking, but his expression remains curious, expectant. The videos he showed me earlier flash through my mind—women on all fours, their breasts connected to milking machines, some being mounted from behind by men designated as “bulls.”

“I—” I bite my lip, unsure how to respond. Part of me is hurt that he’s bringing this up now, that our intimate moment has so quickly circled back to this strange proposition. “I don’t know.”

Adam’s finger traces lazy patterns on my shoulder, drawing invisible circles that send shivers across my skin. “The physical part wasn’t so bad, right?” he asks, his voice dropping lower. “You seemed to enjoy yourself.”

Heat rises to my cheeks. “That’s different,” I say softly. “That was just... us. Not a complete lifestyle change.”

“True,” he acknowledges, his finger continuing its hypnotic path along my collarbone now. “But think about how it would feel to be touched like this all the time. To be valued for your body, for what it can produce and how it responds.” He leans closer, his breath warm against my ear. “To never have to worry about bullies like Brittany again because you’d be somewhere safe, with people who appreciate you exactly as you are.”

The offer is tempting when framed like that—a sanctuary from the cruelty I face daily, a place where my body would be an asset rather than a source of shame. The women in those videos hadn’t looked unhappy. Some had seemed blissful, even.

“I don’t know if I could actually do it,” I admit, watching Adam’s face carefully for his reaction. “Giving up my whole life, my education...”

“It doesn’t have to be all or nothing right away,” Adam says, his tone reasonable and persuasive. “Some women start with temporary contracts—three months, six months—to see if they like it before making a permanent commitment.”

I remember this from the website he showed me—the different arrangements, the distinction between temporary and permanent hucows. The idea of trying it temporarily seems less daunting, less absolute. A way to dip my toe in rather than diving headfirst.

“And let’s be honest,” Adam continues, his hand now moving to toy with a strand of my hair. “You’re not exactly thriving in your current situation. Failing classes, being bullied...” He doesn’t need to complete the thought; we both know how miserable I’ve been.

“I guess,” I mumble, unable to argue with his assessment. My fingers plucked nervously at the edge of the blanket.

Adam shifts position slightly, his face lighting up with what looks like sudden inspiration. “Hey, I have an idea. What if we tried a little roleplay first? Just between us.”

“Roleplay?” I echo, confusion mingling with curiosity.

“Yeah.” He sits up more fully, enthusiasm apparent in his voice. “You could experience a little of what it would be like—the feeling of being cared for, the simplicity of it—and it would help me with my hands-on studies. I have an assignment coming up where I need to demonstrate basic hucow handling techniques.”

I consider this, still wrapped in the blanket like its armor. “You mean like... pretending?”

“Exactly,” Adam nods, his smile widening. “No contracts, no permanent changes. Just you and me exploring the dynamic to see how it feels. I could show you some basics.” His eyes drop briefly to my chest, hidden beneath the blanket and my covered breasts.

The idea sends a strange mixture of embarrassment and excitement through me. It seems less extreme than actually becoming a hucow, and if it’s just with Adam, in private... Plus, it would mean more time with him, more chances for intimacy like we just shared.

“It would really help with my coursework,” Adam adds, his hand finding mine atop the blanket and squeezing gently. “I need the practice before my practical exams next month.”

The thought of helping Adam with his studies, of being useful to him in a way that others can’t, creates a warm glow in my chest. And if I’m honest with myself, I’m curious about what he described—about experiencing that sense of being valued and cared for, even if it’s just pretend.

“Okay,” I say softly, the word hanging in the air between us. “I’ll try it.”

Adam’s smile widens, his dimples appearing in a way that makes my heart flutter despite my lingering uncertainties. “Great! How about tomorrow?”

“Tomorrow,” I agree, a nervous flutter in my stomach at how quickly this is happening. “What time?”

“Come by around noon,” he suggests, leaning forward to press a soft kiss to my forehead. “This will be fun.”

I nod, wondering what I’ve just agreed to but finding it impossible to regret any decision that puts that smile on Adam’s face. He pulls back, looking pleased, and I realize I should probably go soon. The sun hanging low outside his window suggests it’s getting late.

“I should head back to my dorm,” I say, suddenly self-conscious about the logistics of getting dressed in front of him.

“Of course.” Adam slides out of bed with casual confidence, completely comfortable in his nakedness. He retrieves his boxers from the floor and pulls them on before collecting my scattered clothes and handing them to me with a smile. “Here you go.”

I sit up, clutching the blanket to my chest with one hand while taking my clothes with the other. “Um, could you...?” I gesture vaguely, hoping he’ll understand.

“It’s cute that you’re so shy after I’ve seen everything already.” Adam turns his back, giving me privacy. “Let me know when you’re decent.”

I dress quickly, wincing slightly at the new tenderness between my thighs. As I pull my sweater back over my head, I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror on his closet door—cheeks flushed, hair mussed, lips slightly swollen from his kisses. I look different somehow, as if what happened between us has marked me in some subtle, invisible way.

“Okay, I’m dressed,” I say, smoothing my hands over my jeans nervously.

Adam turns back to me, still shirtless, and crosses the room to take my hands in his. “Tomorrow at noon,” he confirms, bringing one of my hands to his lips for a gentle kiss. “I promise you’ll enjoy it.”

His confidence is both reassuring and intimidating. As he walks me to his apartment door, his hand resting lightly on the small of my back, I’m too caught up in my own swirling thoughts to notice the calculating look that crosses his face when I’m not watching. Too focused on the memory of his touch to see the way his eyes assess me in a new light.

I only register the warmth of his goodbye kiss, the way it makes me feel wanted for the first time in my life, and the anticipation of seeing him again tomorrow. As I step out into the evening air, hugging myself against the chill, I can’t help but smile despite my nervousness about what comes next.

Behind me, Adam closes his apartment door with a soft click and immediately reaches for his phone, his expression shifting from tender to professional in an instant.

“I’ve found my graduation project.” He says into the phone.


Chapter Four

My heart pounds against my ribs as I raise my hand to knock on Adam’s apartment door. The memory of yesterday—of his hands on my skin, his lips on mine—pulses through me with each beat. I’m fifteen minutes early, but I couldn’t wait in my dorm room any longer, or even attend class with my thoughts so scattered.

The door swings open before my knuckles connect with the wood, and Adam stands there, his dimpled smile making my knees weak. He’s wearing faded jeans and a simple black t-shirt that hugs his shoulders in a way that makes my mouth go dry.

“You came,” he says, as if there was any doubt I would. His eyes travel over me, lingering on my face, my chest hiding under my hoodie, and my hips, before meeting my gaze again. “Come in.”

I step inside, my arms automatically crossing over my chest—a habit formed over years of trying to hide my body. His apartment looks the same as yesterday, but somehow different now that I know what his sheets feel like against my bare skin.

“I was thinking about you all night,” Adam says, closing the door behind me. His hand settles on the small of my back, warm through my clothes. “Did you think about me too?”

I nod, unable to find my voice. The heat of his palm seeps into me, a single point of contact that makes my whole body hum with awareness.

“Good.” His tone shifts, becoming firmer, more authoritative. “So, like we discussed yesterday, I need to practice my hucow handling techniques for my agricultural studies. I’ll be playing the role of the farm owner, and you’ll be the hucow.”

My stomach flutters at his directness. “Okay,” I manage, my voice small.

“First rule,” Adam says, his fingers tracing up my spine to the nape of my neck, “is that the farm owner is always in charge. That means you do what I tell you, when I tell you. Understood?”

I swallow hard and nod again.

“Say it,” he instructs, his fingers applying gentle pressure to my neck.

“I understand,” I whisper, heat rising to my cheeks.

“Good girl.” The praise sends a shiver through me. “Now, I need you to undress completely.”

My eyes widened. Yesterday, we were caught up in the moment: the lights were dim, and his body partially covered mine. This is different—standing in the middle of his living room with sunlight streaming through the blinds.

“Everything?” I ask, hating how my voice trembles.

“Everything,” Adam confirms, his expression softening slightly. “Remember, this is just practice for me and exploration for you. And don’t worry—you’re beautiful.”

His words give me courage. I reach for the hem of my hoodie, lifting it over my head and dropping it to the floor beside me. My t-shirt follows, then I fumble with the button of my jeans. Adam watches me with unwavering attention as I push them down my thighs, stepping out of them awkwardly.

Now I stand in just my plain cotton bra and underwear, my arms instinctively moving to cover my stomach, the stretch marks on my thighs.

“All of it,” Adam prompts gently.

I reach behind me with shaking fingers to unclasp my bra. It falls away, and I resist the urge to cover my breasts. Instead, I hook my thumbs into the waistband of my underwear and push them down, stepping out of them until I stand completely naked in his living room.

One hand covers my breasts while the other hovers awkwardly in front of my crotch. My cheeks burn with embarrassment.

“Wait here,” Adam says, his voice husky. He disappears into his bedroom, returning moments later with a cardboard box. He sets it on the coffee table and removes the lid, but I can’t see what’s inside from where I stand.

“Now,” he says, his voice taking on that authoritative tone again, “I need you to get down on your hands and knees. And don’t be so shy—you don’t need to cover yourself. A body like yours is meant to be looked at and appreciated.”

I hesitate, then slowly lower myself to the floor, first kneeling, then placing my hands on the plush carpet in front of me. The position makes me feel exposed and vulnerable in a way I’ve never experienced before. My breasts hang heavily beneath me, and I know Adam can see everything—every curve, every fold, every part of me I’ve tried to hide.

“That’s it,” he encourages, kneeling beside me. His hand strokes down my back, from my shoulder blades to the curve of my spine. “Beautiful.”

From the box, Adam removes a leather collar. It’s simple but unmistakably a collar, with a small metal ring at the front. “This is just for pretend,” he assures me, his fingers brushing my hair aside to expose my neck. “It helps establish the proper dynamic for our roleplay.”

The leather is cool against my skin as he fastens it around my neck. Not tight enough to restrict my breathing, but snug enough that I’m constantly aware of its presence. His fingers linger at the nape of my neck, and my breath quickens.

“How does that feel?” he asks.

“Strange,” I admitted. “But... not bad.”

Adam smiles, returning to the box. “Next, we have these.” He shows me what looks like black leather mittens, shaped to resemble hooves at the end. “These simulate the restricted movement of a hucow. They’ll limit what your hands can do.”

I watch as he slides one over my right hand. The leather encloses my fingers together, making it impossible to grasp anything. A strap secures it around my wrist. He repeats the process with my left hand, and suddenly I feel truly helpless, unable to use my fingers.

“These are to protect your knees,” Adam explains, showing me what look like volleyball knee pads. He slides them onto my legs, positioning them carefully. His touch is clinical yet intimate; his fingers occasionally brushing against the sensitive skin of my inner thighs.

Once I’m fully outfitted, Adam sits back on his heels to examine me. “Perfect,” he says, his voice dropping an octave. “You look exactly right.”

My body flushes with a confusing mixture of embarrassment and arousal. The collar around my neck, the mitts restricting my hands; the pads cushioning my knees—each item transforms me further into something else, something that exists purely for Adam’s use and approval.

“Good girl,” he praises, stroking my hair. “Such a good hucow.”

And despite everything—the vulnerability, the embarrassment, the strangeness of it all—I feel a surge of pride at his words, at the knowledge that I’m pleasing him.

Adam rises from beside me and moves around the living room, retrieving a small wooden stool. He positions it beside me; the legs making a soft scraping sound against the floor. When he sits down, his hip is level with my shoulder, and his hand returns to my hair, stroking it as if soothing a nervous animal. “Now it’s time for milking,” he announces, his voice calm and matter-of-fact, as if this is the most natural thing in the world.

My body tenses at his words. Milking? The reality of what we’re doing hits me anew. I’m naked, on all fours, wearing a collar and hoof mitts. And now he’s going to milk me like an actual cow.

“I did an internship at my uncle’s farm last year,” Adam says conversationally, his hand still stroking my hair. “That’s where I learned proper milking techniques. He has one of the most successful hucow operations in the state. Three permanent hucows and growing.”

“Your uncle actually has... hucows?” I ask, my voice small.

“Oh yes,” Adam confirms. “I helped him with the daily milkings. Twice a day during my internship." His hand moves from my hair to my shoulder, then slides down my back in a long, smooth stroke. “The key is to make the hucow feel comfortable and relaxed. Stress inhibits milk production.”

I open my mouth to respond, but the words die in my throat as Adam’s hands suddenly cup my breasts. His palms are warm against my skin, and I let out a surprised squeak at the contact.

“Easy,” he murmurs. “Just relax.”

His hands weigh my breasts, seeming to assess them. “Good size,” he comments. “Nice and full.” His thumbs brush lightly over my nipples, causing them to harden immediately. I bite my lip, torn between embarrassment and the undeniable pleasure of his touch.

“The proper technique,” Adam explains, his voice taking on an educational tone despite the intimacy of our position, “starts with gentle stimulation of the mammary gland.” His fingers begin to massage my breasts in circular motions, starting from the outer edges and working inward. The pressure is light at first, almost teasing.

“This encourages blood flow and prepares the ducts for milk release,” he continues. His clinical description contrasts with the heat spreading through my body.

“Then,” Adam says, his voice dropping slightly, “you begin the actual extraction process.” His fingers find my nipples, pinching them gently between thumb and forefinger. He tugs lightly, then releases, establishing a rhythm that mimics the action of a calf suckling—or, I suppose, a milking machine.

“Oh,” I gasp, the sensation foreign yet oddly pleasurable. Each tug sends a jolt through my body, a direct line of sensation from my nipples to the growing warmth between my legs.

“Good hucow,” Adam praises, and I flush with an unexpected surge of pride at his words. The approval in his voice makes me want to please him more, to be whatever he wants me to be at this moment.

He increases the pressure slightly, the pinching and tugging becoming more insistent. My back arches involuntarily, pushing my breasts further into his hands. The position—on all fours, unable to use my hands, completely at his mercy—is both humiliating and thrilling.

“If you were actually lactating,” Adam says, his voice husky now, “you’d feel a release with each pull. A letting down of milk that’s supposed to feel incredibly satisfying.” His rhythm becomes more pronounced, alternating between my breasts. “The body produces oxytocin during milk release—the same hormone released during orgasm.”

My squeaks of surprise have transformed into involuntary moans. Each pull of my nipples sends shockwaves of pleasure through my body. I’m hyperaware of Adam beside me, of his controlled breathing, of the slight shift in his posture that tells me he’s becoming aroused as well.

“This would feel so much better if you had milk,” Adam says, his fingers never breaking their hypnotic rhythm. “The pressure build-up and release is intensely pleasurable for hucows. They often become addicted to the sensation.”

“But—” I manage between gasps, “that’s not possible. We’re just pretending.”

Adam’s hands pause for a moment, then resume their work. “Actually, it is possible,” he says casually. “The university lab has drugs that can induce lactation in females within days. All last year agricultural students have access to them for their practical studies.”

I try to process this information through the haze of arousal clouding my thoughts. Drugs that could make me actually produce milk? The idea should shock me, should sound extreme, but right now—with Adam’s hands working magic on my sensitive nipples, with my body responding so eagerly to his touch—it sounds almost reasonable.

“Real milk production would make this much more satisfying for you,” Adam continues, his voice a seductive murmur. “And it would help me with my studies. Win-win.”

I don’t respond, can’t respond, as he suddenly changes his technique. His palms cup the undersides of my breasts while his fingers squeeze from base to tip in a milking motion that makes my whole body tremble. My arms, supported by the hoof mitts, begin to shake with the effort of holding my position as waves of pleasure wash over me.

“You’re very responsive,” Adam observes, a note of satisfaction in his voice. “A natural hucow.”

His words send another jolt of heat to my core. I’m panting now, my breath coming in quick gasps as Adam’s hands work their magic. My breasts feel heavier, more sensitive than they’ve ever been, and the space between my thighs is slick with arousal.

I’m vaguely aware that I’m making sounds I’ve never made before—soft murmurs of pleasure that would mortify me under any other circumstances. But here, now, with Adam’s approving murmurs washing over me, they feel right.

“Good girl,” he says again, his hands moving more quickly now. “Such a good hucow.”

My entire body flushes with heat, partly from embarrassment but mostly from arousal. I’m suddenly, acutely aware of how wet I am, how the slickness between my legs would be visible to Adam. The thought that he could see how dripping wet I am intensifies the pleasure coursing through me.

“That’s enough for now,” Adam says, his hands stilling against my over-sensitized skin. I’m breathing hard, my body trembling with unfulfilled desire. He stands from the stool and moves in front of me, crouching down to look me in the eyes. His pupils are dilated; his own breathing slightly uneven. “How do you feel?” he asks, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear with unexpected tenderness.

Words fail me for a moment. How can I describe the storm of sensations coursing through my body? The lingering pleasure from his touch? The strange pride I feel at having pleased him?

“I feel... good,” I managed finally, my voice hoarse. It seems an inadequate description for the intensity of what I’ve just experienced, but Adam smiles as if I’ve said exactly the right thing.

“Let’s get these off you,” he says, reaching for my wrists. His fingers worked the straps of the hoof mitts, freeing my hands one at a time. The sudden ability to move my fingers feels strange after being confined.

Next, he helps me to my knees, his hands steady on my arms as my legs wobble beneath me. He removes the knee pads, his fingers lingering on the back of my calves, tracing small circles that make me shiver despite the warmth of the room.

“You did wonderfully,” Adam says, helping me to my feet. My legs feel like water, unsteady after so long on all fours. His arm circles my waist, supporting me, our bodies pressed together from chest to thigh. Mine naked, his fully clothed. I can feel his hardness against my hip, evidence of his own arousal. “How was it for you? Really.”

“It was...” I searched for the right word, my mind still foggy with desire. “It was amazing.” My cheeks burn at the admission, but I can’t deny the truth of it. The vulnerability, the surrender of control, the way Adam’s hands knew exactly how to touch me—it awakened something in me I never knew existed.

Adam’s smile widens, his dimples deepening in a way that makes my heart flutter. “I knew you’d be perfect for this,” he murmurs, his hand coming up to cup my cheek. “Such a natural.”

Before I can respond, his lips are on mine, the kiss deep and hungry in a way that makes my knees weaken further. His tongue slides against mine as his hands roam my body, rediscovering the curves he just explored in a different context. I melt into him, my arms winding around his neck, my naked body pressing eagerly against his.

Without breaking the kiss, Adam walks me backward until my legs hit the edge of his couch. He eases me down onto the cushions, following me down until he’s positioned above me. His weight feels glorious, anchoring me when everything inside me feels like it might float away.

“I want you,” he breathes against my lips. “Do you want me too?”

“Yes,” I gasp, my hips lifting instinctively to press against his. “Please.”

Adam reaches between us, his fingers finding the slick heat between my thighs. “So wet,” he murmurs appreciatively. “The milking really turned you on, didn’t it?”

I nod, too far gone to feel embarrassment anymore. His fingers slide against me, finding my entrance and teasing around it. My head falls back against the couch cushions, a moan escaping my lips.

“Hold on,” Adam says, suddenly pulling away. I whimper at the loss of contact, my body thrumming with need. He stands and crosses to his bedroom, returning moments later with a condom packet.

This time, instead of stripping all the way, Adam just unzips his jeans and pushes them down enough to free his cock, already thick and flushed. The sight of it—the contrast of his clothed body — makes me ache in ways I can’t name. My skin is still hypersensitive, my nipples aching, my breath quick and wanting.

I watch through half-lidded eyes as he tears open the foil. He rolls the condom onto his length, but it seems like a barrier now, a thin, clinical line between us and something messier, more dangerous. A wild and sudden urge pulses through me—a want so sharp it nearly makes me gasp: I want him bare. I want to feel every inch of him, skin against skin until he fills me with his cum. The thought of Adam possibly getting me pregnant makes my head swim with desire.

He settles back between my thighs, his cock pressing against my entrance. With one smooth thrust, he enters me, and we both groan at the sensation. The slight discomfort from yesterday comes back, but in seconds it’s replaced by a delicious fullness that makes my back arch off the couch.

Adam establishes a harsher rhythm this time. His eyes never leave my face, as he trusts quickly. One hand braces beside my head while the other finds my breast, fingers toying with my nipple in a way that echoes his earlier ministrations.

“Good girl,” he praises, the words sending a shiver of pleasure down my spine. “My good hucow.”

His mouth finds my breast, heat and wetness enveloping my nipple as he sucks with a pressure that’s almost shocking. I gasp, my back arching into his face. His tongue flicks and circles, teasing the tip until it’s so sensitive I nearly whimper. Then his lips tug insistently, as if coaxing milk from a breast that’s not yet able to give. The suction makes my whole body clench, pleasure radiating out from my chest and down, pooling liquid heat between my legs.

Adam groans against my skin, the vibration carrying straight through my nipple and into my bones. “So responsive,” he says, voice muffled as he moves to my other breast, lavishing it with equal attention. “I wish you had milk right now. I bet it’d taste so sweet, just like you.”

His free hand never stops stroking my first breast, kneading it with expert confidence, as if he knows exactly how to make me squirm.

His thrusts quicken, driving deeper, and I wrap my legs around his waist to pull him closer. My hands clutch at his shoulders, nails digging into his skin as the pressure builds to an unbearable peak.

“Adam,” I gasp, feeling myself teeter on the edge. “I’m going to—”

“Let go,” he commands, his voice tight with his own approaching climax. “Now.”

My body obeys as if his words have physical power over me. I shatter, waves of pleasure washing over me as I cry out his name. Adam follows moments later, his rhythm faltering as he groans against my chest, his body tense and trembling above mine.

For several long moments, we lie tangled together, our breathing gradually slowing. Adam’s weight presses me into the couch cushions, but I don’t mind. I feel safe beneath him.

Finally, he shifts to the side, his arm still draped across my waist. “You’re amazing,” he murmurs, pressing a kiss to my nipple and making me gasp.

Reality begins to seep back in as our bodies cool. I’m suddenly aware of the time—I have a class in an hour, one of the few I’m not currently failing. “I should go,” I say reluctantly, sitting up.

Adam nods, stretching languidly beside me. “Of course.”

I gather my clothes from where they’re scattered across his living room floor, pulling them on piece by piece. Adam watches me dress, making no move to cover his own nakedness.

As I reach for my hoodie, my fingers brush against my neck and I realize—the collar. I’m still wearing the leather collar Adam fastened around my throat at the beginning of our session.

“Um, Adam?” I touch the leather band uncertainly. “The collar?”

He sits up, his expression thoughtful. “Keep it on until tomorrow,” he suggests, his tone casual but his eyes intent. “It’s a nice reminder of our time together.”

A flutter of excitement in my stomach, thinking about how I’ll be hiding under my hoodie during class like our little secret.

“Same time tomorrow?” He asks, a knowing smile playing at the corners of his mouth. “I have more techniques to practice, and you seem to enjoy the experience.”

I nod eagerly, already anticipating the feeling of his hands on my body again, the way he makes me feel both vulnerable and powerful at the same time. Also, the way his cock feels me up and makes me cum so hard.

“Tomorrow,” I agree, pulling my hoodie over my head. The collar is hidden beneath the fabric, a secret pressed against my skin.

I have no idea what I’ve just agreed to, or what plans Adam is setting in motion. I only know that for the first time in my life, someone wants me—all of me—and I’ll do anything to keep that feeling alive.


Chapter Five

I pushed the door to Adam’s apartment open after knocking. Adam sits at his desk, textbooks spread before him, but his eyes immediately lock onto mine as I enter. His gaze drops to my neck where the collar peaks out from under my shirt, and a smile curves his lips.

“You kept it on,” he says, approval warming his voice.

“You told me to,” I reply, my voice barely above a whisper.

Something shifts in Adam’s expression—satisfaction, maybe, or the confirmation of a theory. He stands, closing his textbook. “And how did it feel wearing it to class? Did anyone notice?”

Heat rushes to my face. “No, I kept my hoodie zipped up. But I felt it. All day and all night.” I don’t tell him how turned on I got every time I rubbed my fingers across it.

“Good. And now that you’re here again...”

I don’t wait for him to finish. With trembling fingers, I reach for the hem of my sweater and pull it over my head. The collar is exposed now, a dark band against my pale skin. Adam’s eyebrows lift slightly in surprise as I continue undressing—jeans, bra, underwear—until I stand naked before him, just as I was yesterday.

Without a word, I lower myself to my hands and knees, assuming the position he taught me. My breasts hang beneath me, heavier than they felt yesterday, my nipples already stiff with anticipation.

“Well,” Adam says, and I hear the smile in his voice without looking up. “Someone’s eager today.”

My cheeks burn, but I don’t move. “I want to be good,” I murmured against the carpet.

His hand appears in my line of sight, fingers reaching to tilt my chin upward until I’m looking into his eyes. “You are good,” he says, his voice soft but firm. “A very good hucow.”

The praise sends warmth flooding through me, pooling between my legs.

“Let me get your equipment,” Adam says, straightening. He crosses to the closet and returns with the now-familiar box, and my pulse quickens.

First come the knee pads, which he slides onto my legs. His fingers linger on my calves, then slide up my thighs, brief touches that leave trails of heat across my skin.

Next, the hoof mitts. Adam secures them around my wrists, tightening the straps a notch firmer than yesterday. “These need to be secure,” he explains. “You’ll be wearing them longer today.”

I nod, watching as my hands disappear into the leather casings, my fingers pressed together uselessly inside.

Finally, Adam’s attention turns to the collar. His fingers brush against my neck as he unfastens it, and I feel strangely bereft when it’s removed—until he replaces it with what looks like a newer, slightly wider version. The leather is butter-soft against my throat.

“This one will fit better, especially if you wear it for long periods,” he says, fastening it a little tighter than before. “How does it feel?”

I swallow, feeling the pressure against my throat. “Good,” I admit. “Like it belongs there.”

Adam’s smile broadens. “It does.”

He stands back, circling me slowly, his gaze a physical weight on my skin. “Perfect,” he murmurs. “Now for something new.”

From his pocket, he produces a small amber vial of pills. They rattle inside as he crouches beside me, holding them at eye level.

“Do you want to know what it feels like to be milked for real?” he asks, his voice dropping to a tone that makes my stomach flip. “These will stimulate lactation without pregnancy. It’s perfectly safe.”

My eyes widened. “You mean I’d actually produce... milk?”

Adam nods, his expression serious, but his eyes gleaming with excitement. “Within a few days. Your breasts would swell and become more sensitive. The milking would actually relieve pressure instead of just creating pleasure.” His free hand comes up to cup one of my breasts, his thumb brushing across the nipple. “And the sensation when the milk flows? It’s supposedly incredible.”

I bite my lip, uncertainty washing over me. This differs from our roleplay—this is my body actually changing. “Is it permanent?” I ask.

“No,” Adam assures me. “It fades when you stop taking the pills or stop getting milked, but while you’re on them...” His hand squeezes gently, sending sparks of pleasure through my breast. “You’d be a real hucow. My real hucow.”

Something about the possessiveness in his voice, the way he says ‘my,’ makes the decision for me. “Yes,” I whisper. “I want that.”

Adam’s smile is radiant as he opens the vial and taps a small white pill into his palm. “Open,” he instructs, and I part my lips obediently. He places the pill on my tongue, then reaches for a water bottle on the coffee table. “Swallow.”

The pill slides down my throat, and just like that, I’ve crossed another line. Adam cups my cheek, his thumb tracing my lower lip. “Good girl. So brave.”

Pride blooms in my chest at his approval. He sets the vial on the coffee table, then positioned his milking stool beside me.

“Let’s begin today’s session,” he says, his voice shifting to that educational tone I’m beginning to associate with the ritual. “In a few days, when the hormones take effect, your breasts will become fuller. The skin will stretch as the milk ducts expand.”

His hands cup the underside of my breasts, lifting them slightly as if assessing their weight. “The areola will darken, preparing for milk production. Your nipples may leak at first—that’s normal.”

Adam’s fingers begin their work, the same circular massage from yesterday, but today he applies more pressure, kneading the tissue more firmly.

“You’ll feel a constant ache here,” he says, his fingers finding a spot at the side of my breast that makes me gasp when he presses it. “That’s where the milk will collect. When it becomes too full, it’ll hurt until you’re milked.”

The clinical description combined with the intimate touch creates a dizzying contrast. I moan softly as his thumbs find my nipples, circling them with firm pressure before pinching and tugging in that now-familiar rhythm.

“Your body will quickly learn to associate milking with relief and pleasure,” Adam continues. “The same way actual dairy cows become conditioned to the milking machine.”

He works methodically, alternating between breasts, his hands confident and knowing. I arch into his touch, my breath coming in shallow gasps. The pleasure builds faster than yesterday; my body already knowing how good his hands feel.

“Once your milk comes in fully,” Adam says, his voice lower now, almost reverently, “you’ll look even more beautiful.”

I whimper as Adam’s fingers pinch more firmly, the edge of pain enhancing the pleasure.

“You’re responding beautifully,” he praised. “Such a good hucow.”

The minutes stretch as Adam continues the milking simulation, his hands never faltering in their rhythm. Unlike yesterday, though, he doesn’t escalate to sex. Instead, after what feels like hours but is probably only twenty minutes, he gradually slows his movements, his touch becoming gentler until he finally releases my aching breasts.

“That’s enough for today,” he says, sitting back on the stool. “I don’t want to overstimulate you while your body adjusts to the hormones.”

Disappointment floods me, but I nod, accepting his decision. Adam retrieves the vial of pills, pressing it into my palm once he’s removed the hoof mitts.

“Take one pill in the morning and one at night,” he instructed. “I’ll see you again in three days. I have field trips for my agricultural studies until then.”

“Three days?” I repeat, unable to keep the dismay from my voice. I was hoping we’d have sex again soon.

Adam’s expression softens. “I know it seems long, but your body needs time to respond to the hormones.” His hand cups my cheek. “By the time I see you again, you’ll be ready for a real milking session.”

I nod, clutching the vial of pills. Three days seems like an eternity, but the promise in Adam’s eyes makes me willing to wait.

“Now,” he says, helping me to my feet. “Get dressed and take these with you.” He taps the vial in my hand. “Be a good girl and follow the instructions exactly.”

“I will,” I promise, already mentally counting the hours until I’ll see him again.

As I pull my clothes back on, the collar remains around my neck. Adam gives me a quick kiss and sends me on my way.

—————

The small white pill sits in my palm. I’m alone in my dorm room, morning sunlight streaming through the blinds. My roommate left for her early class an hour ago. I stare at the pills, Adam’s instructions echoing in my head: one in the morning, one at night. With a deep breath, I place it on my tongue and wash it down with water from the bottle on my nightstand. Just like that, I’ve taken my second dose.

At first, nothing happened. I go about my morning routine—showering, dressing, gathering my books. The collar Adam gave me sits hidden beneath a turtleneck sweater. I can’t bear to remove it. By mid-morning, sitting in Professor Wilson’s literature lecture, I noticed the first change: a subtle warmth spreading through my chest, like I'd been sitting too close to a space heater. I shift in my seat, pressing a hand against my sternum.

Professor Wilson’s voice fades in and out as I focus on the sensation inside me. Not painful, not even uncomfortable—just present and impossible to ignore.

By afternoon, the warmth had transformed into a heightened awareness. My bra, normally comfortable, now feels restrictive, the fabric rubbing against my nipples that have become unusually sensitive. I cross my arms over my chest during Economics, worried someone might notice how they press against my sweater.

That evening, alone in my dorm room again, I took another pill. My roommate has gone to her boyfriend’s apartment for the night, so I’m alone. Standing before the full-length mirror on our closet door, I strip off my clothes and study my reflection.

My breasts look the same, but they don’t feel the same. I cup them in my hands, testing their weight. Is it my imagination, or are they fuller already? I brush my thumbs across my nipples and gasp at the intensity of sensation that shoots through me. They’re harder, more prominent than usual, and when I squeeze gently, I feel an answering pulse between my legs.

“Adam,” I whisper to my reflection, imagining his hands in place of mine, his voice praising me for being a good hucow. Heat floods my face at the thought, but I don’t stop touching myself, exploring this new sensitivity until I fall into bed, restless with an arousal that my hands just won’t relieve.

Morning brings another dose and more pronounced changes. My breasts are definitely heavier, straining against my bra in a way that makes me switch to a looser shirt. The constant warmth has evolved into a dull, pleasant ache centered behind my nipples. During my morning shower, I noticed they looked different—darker, more pronounced, the areolas slightly expanded.

In my psychology class, I can’t focus on a single word. The professor’s voice becomes background noise to the symphony of sensations in my body. My pen hovers motionless above my notebook as I press my thighs together, trying to relieve the persistent throb that has taken up residence between them. When my phone buzzes with a text from Adam—"How are the changes progressing?"—I nearly whimper aloud.

“Good,” I text back with trembling fingers. “Everything feels different.”

“Excellent,” comes his reply. “Remember, one more day.”

One more day. The thought both comforts and tortures me.

That afternoon, I attempted to study in the library. My failing grades demand attention, but the words on the page swim before my eyes, meaningless shapes that can’t compete with the insistent messages from my body. My breasts feel heavy, the skin taut, as if they’re filling with something that needs release. Every time I shift in my chair, fabric brushes against my nipples, sending jolts of sensation straight to my core.

After an hour of staring at the same page of my economics textbook, I give up. Packing my books away, I catch a male student watching me from across the table, his eyes fixed on my chest. I crossed my arms, hurrying from the library with burning cheeks. Can they tell? Can everyone see what’s happening to me?

Back in my room, I take another pill and examine myself again. The changes are unmistakable now. My breasts have swollen noticeably, the veins more prominent beneath my pale skin. When I press gently, testing their new fullness, something unexpected happens—a drop of clear fluid beads at my right nipple.

I gasp, staring at the glistening droplet. This is real. It’s actually happening. The thought sends a shudder through me that’s equal parts fear and excitement.

That night, sleep eluded me. My body seems to hum with energy, my breasts aching in a way that’s no longer entirely pleasant. I toss and turn; the sheets tangling around my legs, my hands repeatedly rising to cup my swollen flesh, seeking relief I can’t provide myself.

Morning brings more meds and a new level of sensation. The ache has intensified, centered now behind both nipples like a pressure building inside. My bra becomes an instrument of torture, and after trying three different ones, I give up and choose a thick sweater I can wear without one. My breasts hang heavier without support, the constant motion as I walk creating friction that keeps me in a state of perpetual arousal.

In class, I’m a ghost. Physically present but mentally adrift in a sea of sensation. My professor calls on me twice, and both times I stare blankly, unable to formulate an answer. Someone snickers behind me, but now it barely registers. My universe has narrowed to the changes in my body and the countdown to seeing Adam again.

During lunch, I feel a warm wetness against my sweater. Rushing to the bathroom, I lock myself in a stall and lift my shirt to find both nipples leaking clear fluid, tiny droplets that leave damp spots on the fabric. Panic rises briefly—what if someone notices?—but it’s quickly subsumed by a strange pride. Evidence that the transformation is working. Adam will be so happy.

That evening, I took the last pill and studied my reflection with a mixture of awe. My breasts hang heavy and full, at least a cup size larger than three days ago. The areolas have darkened to a deep rose and expanded, my nipples protruding prominently even when not stimulated. Clear droplets form on them every time I squeeze, a precursor to the milk that will soon flow.

The collar around my neck seems to fit differently now, like it’s meant to be there. I trace the leather with my fingertips, then let my hands drift down to cup my transformed breasts. The ache inside them is constant now, a pressure building with nowhere to go. Adam’s voice echoes in my memory: “When it becomes too full, it’ll hurt until you’re milked.”

I need to be milked. The thought forms with startling clarity, drowning out any lingering concerns about classes or grades, or the future. None of that matters now. All that matters is the relief Adam promised, the release only he can provide.

I check my phone—eighteen hours until I see him again. I curl up on my bed, arms wrapped around my tender breasts, and count the minutes, my mind filled with visions of Adam’s hands, his smile, and the promise of relief.

Somewhere in the back of my mind, a small voice notes that I haven’t thought about my failing grades in days, and that I’ve missed a quiz in Economics. My academic concerns have evaporated like morning dew.


Chapter Six

I pounded on Adam’s door, my entire body pulsing with need. It’s been a long three days of my breasts swelling, growing heavy and sensitive until each step sends jolts of pain through my chest, and now I stand trembling in his hallway, my sweater damp with leaking fluid, waiting for the relief only he can provide.

“Adam!” I call out, my voice breaking. I can’t wait another second.

The door swings open and he stands there, his blue eyes widening as they take in my disheveled state. I don’t give him time to speak before I push past him into the apartment, my fingers already fumbling with the hem of my sweater.

“They hurt,” I gasp, yanking the fabric over my head. “They’re so full, Adam. I can’t stand it anymore.”

My hands tremble as I unfasten my jeans, pushing them down my legs with my underwear. “Even my clothes feel uncomfortable.” I moan in relief as the cool air hits my flushed skin. I don’t care about modesty anymore. The constant ache in my breasts has consumed me, eclipsing everything else. I nearly sob with relief as my swollen breasts are finally freed.

I drop to my hands and knees on the hardwood floor, the position feeling more natural than standing upright now with the added weight of my chest. My breasts hang heavy beneath me, the nipples dark and swollen, glistening with moisture. Clear droplets fall to the floor between my hands.

“Please, Adam. They hurt so bad,” I whimper, looking up at him with tears in my eyes.

Adam closes the door slowly, his gaze never leaving my body. A smile spreads across his face, revealing those dimples that make my heart flutter.

“Look at you,” he says, his voice low with appreciation. “The pills worked even better than I expected. I knew you were a natural from the first time I saw you.”

He crouches beside me, his fingers brushing against the collar still fastened around my neck. “You kept it on. Good girl.”

“I never took it off,” I whisper, leaning into his touch like a starving animal. “Not even to shower.”

“That’s my obedient hucow,” he says, standing again. His tone has changed subtly, more commanding than the gentle Adam who coaxed me into this. “Stay.”

I remain on all fours, watching as he retrieves the box from the closet. My breasts throb with every heartbeat, the pressure inside them building until I want to scream. Tiny droplets continue to form on my nipples, falling to the floor.

“Please hurry,” I beg, my voice small and desperate.

Adam returns, kneeling beside me. “Patience, cow. A good hucow waits for her farmer.”

I shudder at the sound of “cow,” a word once wielded by my tormentors, but Adam’s voice carries no cruelty; instead, it wraps around me like a warm blanket, devoid of malice or disdain.

He slides the black hoof mitts over my hands and the knee pads firmly around my legs.

“We’ll have to keep these on more often now,” he explains, his tone gentler now. “You’ll be spending more time in this position.”

I nod, not fully processing his words, too focused on the persistent ache in my breasts. Another drop of fluid falls from my right nipple, and I whimper.

“Almost ready,” Adam soothes, positioning a metal bowl beneath me. The sound of it scraping against the floor makes me shiver with anticipation. He sits on a small stool beside me, at perfect height to access my hanging breasts.

“Such a good girl,” he murmurs, his hands finally, finally cupping my swollen flesh. “Look how full your udders are, so ready for your farmer.”

His fingers are cool against my heated skin, and I gasp at the contact. He begins with a gentle massage, working from the outer edges inward, making me whimper. The pressure is painful, like pressing on a bruise.

“You’re so engorged,” Adam observes. “The ducts are completely full. I can feel the milk waiting to be released.”

I whimper again, pressing into his hands. “Please, just make it stop hurting.”

“Patience,” he repeats, but his fingers begin to work more purposefully, kneading the tissue with firm pressure. “Your body needs to learn the proper let-down reflex.”

His thumbs find my nipples. “Even your teats have grown.” I don’t understand why he is using terms like udders and teats when talking about my breasts, but it must be what he was taught in class.

He rubs my nipples, circling them with increasing pressure. The sensation shoots straight to my core, and I moan, my back arching involuntarily.

“That’s it,” Adam encourages. “Let your body respond naturally.”

He pinches my right nipple between his thumb and forefinger, tugging gently at first, then with increasing firmness. The pressure inside builds to an unbearable peak, and then—

A stream of white liquid sprays from my nipple, hitting the metal bowl with a sharp ping. The sound echoes through the apartment, followed immediately by my shocked gasp.

“There we go,” Adam says, his voice warm with approval. “Good girl. Such a good cow.”

The relief is immediate and overwhelming. The painful pressure diminishes as milk flows from me, replaced by waves of pleasure that radiate from my breasts throughout my body. Adam’s fingers continue their rhythmic squeezing, coaxing more streams that hit the bowl in a steady patter.

“Oh my god,” I breathed, my eyes falling closed as sensation overwhelms me. “That feels...”

“Amazing, isn’t it?” Adam’s voice sounds distant through the rushing in my ears. “Your body was made for this, Darla. Made to be milked.”

He shifts his attention to my left breast, repeating the process. I cry out as the first spray hits the bowl, the release even more intense than the first. Milk flows freely now from both breasts, dripping and spraying as Adam expertly manipulates the swollen tissue.

“Look how much you’re producing already,” he murmurs, his voice full of pride. “Such a productive little hucow.”

I force my eyes open to look down. The bowl contains a surprising amount of milk—my milk—white and frothy where it splashes against the metal. The sight should trigger alarm bells about how far this has gone. Instead, I feel only pride. I’m finally good at something.

With each pull and squeeze of his fingers, pleasure pulsed through me. My mind grows foggy, thoughts scattering like autumn leaves in a gust of wind. There is only sensation now—the tug on my nipples, the sweet relief of pressure releasing, the warm approval in Adam’s voice.

“Doesn’t this feel nice?” Adam asks, his hands never stopping their hypnotic rhythm. The milk continues to flow, though less forcefully now as the initial pressure decreases. “Would you love to do this every day for the rest of your life?”

I nod without hesitation, the movement loose and dreamy. “That would be nice,” I murmur, the word slurred as if I’ve been drugged.

My answer comes without thought, without consideration of what it might mean. In this moment, nothing matters beyond the blissful relief and pleasure washing through me.

Adam smiles, something triumphant flashing in his eyes. “I knew you’d take to it naturally. You were born to be my hucow.”

The words seep into me, becoming truth as they settle in my clouded mind. Born to be his hucow. Yes. That sounds right. That feels right. Everything before this—the failed classes, the cruel taunts—seems distant and unimportant.

Through the haze of pleasure still washing over me, I notice Adam shifting beside me. The milking stool creaks as he stands, and my gaze drifts lazily to his jeans. My foggy mind registers the bulge straining against the denim. God, I hope he fucks me. I’m so horny.

“I’m hard as a rock,” Adam says, his voice rougher than before. He moved the bowl of milk aside, setting it on the coffee table. “And I think it’s time to show you how a hucow like you gets bred.”

The word “bred” floats through my mind, not quite connecting to any meaning. All I know is that I want more of the pleasure he’s given me before.

Adam crouches in front of me, cupping my chin in his hand. He tilts my face up until our eyes meet. His pupils are dilated; his breathing slightly sped up. “This won’t be like before,” he says, his thumb tracing my lower lip. “I won’t be gentle, but it will be better for both of us.”

I don’t understand what he means by “not like before,” but I nod anyway, seeking the path of least resistance. My breasts feel lighter after the milking, though they still hang heavily beneath me. Droplets of milk occasionally fall from my nipples, pattering onto the floor.

“Stay just like that,” Adam instructs, rising to his feet. I remain on all fours.

He moves behind me, out of my sight. I hear the distinctive sound of a belt being unbuckled, and a zipper lowered. The floor creaks as he positions himself. His hands find my hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh.

“This is a perfect pussy,” he murmurs, his voice coming from above and behind me. “Dripping and ready for breeding.”

In our previous encounters, Adam was gentle, almost reverent with my body. He made love to me. But this—this is different. His hands roughly positioned my hips, and I felt the blunt pressure of his cock against me, testing my readiness.

“Milking always gets the cows aroused. Makes the breeding easier.”

I should have noticed the change in his language, but in my current state, the wording and tone seem unimportant, washing over me like warm water.

Adam enters me with a single, forceful thrust that makes me gasp, and he doesn’t let me adjust as he did before. Instead, he immediately establishes a hard, fast rhythm, his hips slapping against my rear with each movement.

“You have the perfect cow pussy,” he grunts, his fingers digging deeper into my flesh. “So wet and ready for your bull.”

The crude words barely register. I’m lost in sensation—the fullness inside me, the slight pain that edges into pleasure, the way each thrust makes my breasts swing beneath me, occasionally spraying tiny droplets of milk onto the floor.

“This is what you’re made for,” Adam continues, his voice growing harsher as his pace increases. “Taking cock and giving milk. Simple purpose for a simple cow.”

My mind floats disconnected from these words, focused only on the building pressure inside me. With each thrust, waves of pleasure radiate outward, mingling with the lingering sensations from the milking. My arms tremble inside the hoof mitts, struggling to support my weight as Adam drives into me relentlessly.

“You like this, don’t you?” he demands, one hand releasing my hip to tangle in my hair, pulling my head back slightly. “Being used like an animal?”

“Yes,” I gasp, the word emerging without thought as the pleasure consumes me. “Yes, yes, yes.”

Adam’s thrusts grow more erratic, more forceful. The sounds of our fucking fill the apartment—skin against skin, his grunts, my whimpers.

“When you cum,” Adam commands, his voice tight with approaching climax, “I want you to moo for me. Moo for me when you cum, cow.”

The request is absurd and degrading, but at this moment, nothing could feel more natural. I am his cow, his hucow, existing for his pleasure and use. If he wants me to moo, then I will moo.

The pressure inside me builds to an unbearable peak. Adam’s thrusts hit a spot that sends sparks shooting up my spine, and suddenly I’m there, teetering on the edge of oblivion.

“Moo cow,” Adam demands again, his fingers tightening in my hair. “Let me hear what you really are.”

The orgasm crashes through me like a tidal wave, more powerful than anything I’ve experienced before. A sound tears from my throat—starting as a human cry but transforming, as if of its own accord, into a low, bellowing “Moooooo” that echoes off the walls.

I can’t stop it. Another wave of pleasure hits, and again the primal sound emerges: “Moooooo!” Loud and clear and unmistakably bovine.

“Good girl,” Adam groans above me, his thrusts becoming shallow and quick. He pulls out suddenly, and I feel warm wetness splashing across my back. “Good fucking cow.”

His hand releases my hair, and I collapse forward, my arms giving out beneath me. My cheek presses against the cool hardwood floor, my breath coming in ragged gasps. Behind me, I hear Adam’s heavy breathing, the rustle of clothing as he dresses himself.

I should feel embarrassed that I just mooed like an animal, but my mind is blissfully empty. It’s a vast white space where nothing exists but a vague sense of contentment.

Adam’s hand strokes my hair, gentle again now that his need has been satisfied. “You did so well,” he murmurs, his voice returning to the soothing tone he used during the milking. “Such a perfect hucow you’re becoming.”

Some distant part of me knows this should alarm me, but that voice is too faint, too far away to reach through the fog. All I can do is lie here with Adam’s release cooling on my skin. The last remnants of milk are still occasionally dripping from my nipples onto the floor. I’m a mess, but I can’t bring myself to care.


Chapter Seven

I stumble up the stairs to Adam’s apartment, each step sending jolts of pain through my swollen breasts. It’s been twenty-four hours since he last milked me. Sitting in lectures I’m unable to concentrate, and my shirt grows damp with leaking milk so I don’t bother to go. I’ve missed most of my classes this week, the need for relief becoming all-consuming until nothing matters except getting to Adam’s apartment, getting his hands on me, and feeling the blessed release of pressure as my milk flows.

My fingers tremble as I knock, my breathing shallow. My t-shirt stretches tight across my chest, the fabric darkened with spreading wet patches. Even my jeans are damp where milk has dripped down my torso. The door swings open before my knuckles make contact a second time, as if Adam was waiting for me.

“There’s my good girl,” he says, his eyes immediately dropping to my chest. “Look at you, so full.”

I whimper, swaying on my feet. “Please, Adam. It hurts so bad.”

My breasts have grown even larger in the past few days, the skin stretched tight and hot. Veins trace blue lines beneath my pale flesh. I’ve stopped wearing bras altogether—they only make the pain worse.

“Come in,” Adam says, stepping aside. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

I shuffle into his apartment, my limbs heavy with exhaustion. The constant ache in my chest has made it impossible to sleep properly. I can barely think straight anymore; my mind foggy with discomfort and need. Adam closes the door behind me, and I immediately reach for the hem of my shirt, desperate to free my swollen flesh.

“So eager,” Adam murmurs, helping me pull the wet fabric over my head. Cool air hits my exposed skin, causing my nipples to stiffen painfully. Milk beads at the tips, trickling down the curves of my breasts.

“Look how much you’re leaking,” Adam says, running a finger through the rivulet of milk. He brings it to his lips, tasting me. “Sweet. You’ve been taking your supplements like I told you?”

I nod frantically, already fumbling with my jeans’ button. “Every day. Morning and night. Just like you said, but I don’t think one milking a day is enough anymore.”

“I think you’re right.” Adam helps me undress, his movements unhurried, and each second feels like an eternity as my breasts throb with need. Finally naked, I drop to my hands and knees without being told, assuming the position that has become second nature. My breasts hang heavily beneath me, droplets of milk spattering onto the hardwood floor.

“Good cow,” Adam praises, retrieving the familiar stool and a stainless-steel bowl from beside the couch. He positions them beneath me, then returns to a drawer where he keeps my equipment.

The leather mittens slide over my hands, transforming my fingers into useless hooves. Adam secures them tightly around my wrists, then runs a hand down my spine to the collar that I’ve never removed. He adjusts it slightly, checking the fit, before moving to kneel beside me.

“I know it’s hard,” he says, finally placing his hands on my aching breasts. “Hard to think when all you want is to be milked.”

I moan at his touch, pressing into his palms. “It feels too good,” I admit, “and I need it so badly.”

His fingers begin to knead my flesh. The pressure is exquisite agony, painful yet promising relief. My eyes flutter closed as I surrender to the sensation.

“I know you're aching and I’ll milk you in a moment, cow,” Adam says, his voice taking on that authoritative tone that makes my core clench with need. “But first, you have to do something for me.”

My eyes open, finding his face. There’s a new expression there—hunger, but also something calculating. His hands continue their work, but not with the firm, milking motions I desperately need.

“What?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

Adam stands, his hands leaving my breasts, and I whimper at the loss of contact. He moves to stand in front of me, his crotch at eye level. I stare at the bulge straining against his jeans.

“You’ve been taking from me,” he says, his hand coming to rest on my head. “Taking my time, my expertise. It’s only fair that you give something in return.”

His fingers threaded through my hair, not roughly but with obvious purpose. His other hand works his belt buckle, then his zipper. I watch, mesmerized, as he frees his cock. It springs forward, fully erect, the tip glistening.

“Open your mouth,” Adam instructs.

I hesitate, uncertainty cutting through my haze of need. I’ve never done this before. Adam seems to read my thoughts.

“It’s simple,” he says, his voice gentling. “Just like a cow takes the farmer’s guidance, you’ll take me in your mouth. I’ll show you how.”

His thumb traces my lower lip, coaxing my mouth open. “Wider,” he says, “and be careful with your teeth. Keep them covered with your lips.”

I do as instructed, parting my lips as his cock moves closer. The first touch of him against my tongue makes me gasp in surprise. He tastes like skin and something else—something muskier, and salty.

“That’s it,” Adam encourages, his hand firm on the back of my head. “Now take more.”

He guides me forward, his cock sliding deeper into my mouth. It feels strange but not unpleasant. My udders sway beneath me with each small movement, milk dripping steadily now as my arousal grows.

“Use your tongue,” Adam instructs. “And suck gently.”

I try to follow his directions, awkwardly at first. The taste of him fills my mouth, unfamiliar but increasingly appealing. Adam’s breathing quickens as I find a rhythm, my confidence growing with each of his encouraging sounds.

“Good cow,” he praises, his fingers tightening in my hair. “Such a fast learner.”

His hips begin to move, pushing his cock deeper. I gag slightly when he hits the back of my throat, but adapt quickly, relaxing as he guides my head with increasing urgency.

“Look at me,” Adam commands.

I raise my eyes to his face, still working my mouth around him. The intensity of his gaze sends heat flooding through me. Milk streams from my nipples now, the bowl beneath me filling with soft pings.

“Perfect,” Adam groans, his pace increasing. “Going to fill that pretty mouth now.”

His words barely register before his cock pulses against my tongue. The first spurt of his release hits the back of my throat, triggering my gag reflex. I struggle not to pull away, Adam’s hand keeping me firmly in place.

“Swallow,” he orders, his voice strained. “All of it.”

I obey, gulping down his cum as it fills my mouth. The taste is bitter and salty, strange but not repulsive. Wave after wave pulses from him until my mouth is full, and a trickle escapes the corner of my lips.

When he finally releases my head, I gasp for air, a thread of saliva and cum stretching between my lips and the tip of his cock. Adam looks down at me with satisfaction, his thumb wiping away the escaped fluid.

“You did well,” he says, tucking himself back into his jeans. “Now I’ll give you what you need.”

He returns to his stool, hands immediately finding my aching breasts. This time his touch is firm, his fingers working quickly. The first jet of milk hits the bowl with a musical ping, and I moan with relief, the taste of him still lingering on my tongue.

Adam’s hands worked my breasts harder than usual, his fingers pinching and pulling with none of the gentleness from our first sessions. Each squeeze sends jets of milk into the bowl, the relief so intense it borders on pain. I moan, my head hanging low between my shoulders as wave after wave of sensation crashes through me. This not like the previous milkings — it’s harder, faster, and more demanding—but my body responds eagerly, milk flowing freely under his expert touch.

“You’re producing well today,” Adam comments. His fingers dug deeper into my tender flesh, finding the milk ducts and emptying them methodically. “The supplements are working wonders.”

I can only respond with wordless sounds, somewhere between moans and the low, bovine noises that now come naturally to my throat. The metal bowl beneath fills as the milk streams from both breasts. My mind floats somewhere above my body, tethered only by the sharp tugs on my teat and the blessed relief of pressure releasing.

“Moo for me,” Adam commands suddenly, his fingers pinching my nipples harder. “Let me hear what you really are.”

“Mooooo,” I comply without hesitation, the sound rising from deep in my chest.

Adam’s pace increases, his hands moving faster, squeezing harder. The milk sprays in thinner streams now as he empties me completely. My arousal spirals higher.

“You like this, don’t you?” Adam asks, his voice carrying an unfamiliar edge. “Being nothing but an animal to your needs.”

“Yes,” I gasp between ragged breaths. “I need it.”

Adam works systematically, alternating between breasts, occasionally massaging the tissue to stimulate more let-down. My mind drifts further, thoughts fragmenting like leaves scattered by wind.

The milking continues until my breasts feel hollow, completely emptied. Adam squeezes one last time, wringing out a final few drops that plunk into the now-full bowl.

“Done,” he announces, sitting back on his stool.

Without his hands supporting me, I collapse. My arms give way first, folding beneath me. I fall face-first onto his threadbare rug, my cheek pressing against the rough fibers. My naked body splayed across the floor, utterly spent, but still horny as hell.

I lie there, panting softly, my eyes unfocused, staring at nothing. Behind me, I hear Adam stand. The stool scrapes against the hardwood floor as he pushes it aside, and I wait for him to mount me and ease the other need inside me, but to my disappointment, his footsteps move away. Through half-lidded eyes, I watch his now sneaker’d feet approach.

Adam moves around, gathering things. I hear the rustle of papers and the snap of a backpack closing. His textbooks slid across the coffee table with a soft scrape.

“I’ve got class in twenty minutes,” he says. I feel him crouch beside me. His finger brushes a strand of damp hair from my forehead, the touch surprisingly gentle after the roughness of the milking. “You can stay here from now on if you like. I think it’s best, at least until we figure out something more permanent.”

The words filter slowly through my foggy mind. Stay here? Permanently? I like the sound of that. I’ll get to be around him all the time and he can milk me more often so I won’t be in pain.

“You’re probably not going to pass your classes anyway,” Adam continues matter-of-factly, “and the milking schedule works better if you’re here.”

He straightens up without waiting for my response. His laptop slides under his arm with a soft thump. Keys jingle as he collects them from the counter.

“There’s food in the fridge,” he says, his voice already moving toward the door. “I’ll be back around four.”

The door opens, then closes, and the lock clicks. Just like that, he’s gone, leaving me naked and sprawled on his floor, milk cooling beneath me.

I lie there for a few minutes. Eventually, a chill raises goosebumps across my skin, nudging me back to awareness. With tremendous effort, I push myself onto my hands and knees. The mitts make it difficult to gain purchase on the slick floor, but I manage to rise to all fours.

I look down at myself—at my emptied breasts still occasionally dripping milk, at the puddle beneath me, at my body naked except for the collar and mittens. It’s strange, but I feel lighter, freer than I have in years.

I crawl slowly across the floor toward the couch. Each movement makes my emptied breasts sway, a pleasant ache replacing the earlier pressure. The journey of just a few feet exhausts me all over again.

When I reach the couch, I haul myself up onto the cushions with clumsy movements and curl on my side, not bothering to cover myself. Nudity feels natural now; clothes only irritate my skin.

I close my eyes, breathing in the scent of Adam that lingers on the cushions, and let out a contented sigh. I can’t wait for him to get home.

——————

Days blend into each other in a milky haze. I lose track of time. My world has narrowed to the simple needs of my body: milking, eating, sleeping. I no longer think about the classes I’m missing or the future I’m abandoning. There is only now, only the next milking, only the warm fog that has settled over my mind like a comforting blanket.

The mitts never come off now. Adam says it’s better this way, helps protect my hands. At first, I wondered how I would manage basic tasks, but he adapted the apartment for me.

Breakfast waits for me each morning in a plastic dog bowl on the kitchen floor—usually cereal softened with milk until it’s easy to lap up with my tongue. Sometimes fruit, cut into pieces small enough to scoop with my lips. Always positioned where I can reach it without standing, without using my hands.

This morning, I crawled from my nest in the corner toward the blue bowl Adam filled before leaving for his early class. The cereal has gone soggy, but I don’t mind. I lower my face to the bowl, tongue lapping at the sweet milk, capturing pieces of cereal and drawing them into my mouth. Milk drips from my chin, joining the droplets that leak steadily from my breasts to form small puddles on the linoleum floor.

Eating this way is inefficient, messy, but there’s something freeing about it. I finish every drop, licking the bowl clean until it skitters across the floor with the force of my tongue.

After eating, I crawl back to my nest—a pile of blankets and old towels Adam arranged in the corner of the living room, far from his electronics and schoolwork. The nest smells of me, of milk and sweat and the musk of arousal that seems to cling to me constantly now unless Adam showers me off.

The blankets are soft, worn thin in places, but comfortable against my naked skin. Adam has placed a waterproof pad beneath them to catch the milk that leaks while I sleep.

He moved me here three nights ago after finding milk stains soaking into his couch cushions. “This will be better for everyone,” he said, arranging the blankets in a circle like a dog’s bed. I didn’t argue. I don’t argue with anything Adam says. He knows what’s best.

I curl up in the nest, my breasts heavy against the blankets. They’ll need emptying soon—the familiar pressure is already building, a pleasant ache that will grow more insistent as the day progresses. Adam won’t be home until afternoon, so I close my eyes, surrendering to the drowsiness that follows feeding.

I wake hours later, my breasts painfully engorged, demanding relief. The apartment is silent—Adam hasn’t returned. I glance at the digital clock on the microwave: 2:17. He won’t be home for at least another hour.

The pressure in my breasts is unbearable, milk leaking steadily now, soaking the blankets beneath me. I need to move to distract myself from the ache. The couch calls to me—elevated, comfortable, but forbidden. Adam doesn’t want me there anymore, doesn’t want my milk ruining the cushions where he studies.

But he’s not here.

I crawl from my nest, crossing the small living room on hands and knees. My movements cause more milk to drip, leaving a trail across the hardwood. I’ll lick it clean later, before Adam returns. For now, I just want to feel something soft and dry beneath me that isn’t on the floor.

I settle onto the cushions with a sigh of relief, lying on my side, breasts pressed against the cushion. I shouldn’t be here. I know this, but thinking has become harder lately, as if my brain is wrapped in cotton.

I must doze off again because the next thing I register is the sound of a key in the lock. My eyes snap open, but my body feels too heavy to move. Adam enters, backpack slung over one shoulder, and a folder tucked under his arm. His eyes find me immediately, narrowing at the sight of me sprawled across his couch.

“Darla,” he says, his voice carrying a note of disappointment that makes my stomach clench. “What did I tell you about the couch?”

I lower my eyes, suddenly aware of the large wet spot spreading beneath my leaking breasts. “I’m sorry,” I murmur, my voice rusty from disuse. “They hurt and I just wanted—”

“Look at this,” Adam interrupts, setting down his backpack and gesturing to the milk-soaked cushion. “This is exactly why I made you a perfectly good bed in the corner.” He sighs, running a hand through his hair. “Now I’ll have to clean this again.”

Shame washes over me, piercing through the fog that’s enveloped my mind these past days. I start to slide off the couch, ready to retreat to my nest, but Adam’s hand on my shoulder stops me.

“Wait,” he says, his tone softening slightly. “Since you’re already here, we might as well talk.”

He sits on the coffee table facing me, the folder in his lap. I push myself up to a sitting position, my breasts hanging heavily, still leaking tiny droplets onto my thighs.

“It’s time to make a decision, Darla,” Adam says, flipping open the folder to reveal official-looking papers. “You need to decide if you want to be a college student or a hucow. I’m pretty sure you’ve missed enough days that you’ll never catch up, but either way, you can’t stay in my apartment forever. It’s not set up for a hucow’s needs.”

The words hit me like ice water, clearing some of the haze from my mind. I stare at him, suddenly aware of the absurdity of my situation—naked except for a collar, hands encased in hoof mitts, breasts constantly leaking milk. I’m living in a nest on the floor of a college boy’s apartment.

“What do you mean?” I ask, my voice small.

“I mean I have to finish my degree,” Adam explains patiently, as if talking to a child. “This was always temporary—you staying here. I can’t keep a hucow in my apartment permanently.”

“But...” I begin, panic rising in my chest. “What will happen to me?”

“That’s what you need to decide,” Adam says. “You could try to go back to your classes, though honestly, I think that ship has sailed. Or...” He pauses, pulling out a glossy brochure from the folder. “You could become a permanent hucow at my uncle Joe’s farm.”

I stare at the brochure—the words “Alphabet Farms” printed across a pastoral image of green fields and modern barn structures. My heart races as Adam continues.

“He’s got a great setup—state-of-the-art milking facilities, comfortable stalls. There are other hucows there already. You wouldn’t be alone.”

“But I want to stay with you,” I whine, surprising myself with how childish I sound.

Adam’s expression softens. “I know, but I have to finish school. Then I’m going to be working with my uncle and other hucow farms in the area. If you really want to see me as much as possible, then you should stay as a hucow permanently and live at my uncle Joe’s farm.”

His hand reaches out to cup my cheek, his thumb stroking gently. “I really like you, Darla, and I will come visit you often. My uncle and his farmhand Tucker will take fantastic care of you, and there are other hucows there that would accept you. You could finally have friends.”

Friends. The word echoes in my mind. When was the last time I had actual friends? Certainly not at college, where I was nothing but a target for ridicule.

“Other girls like me?” I ask hesitantly.

“Just like you,” Adam confirms, his smile warm and encouraging. “They’d welcome you into their herd. You wouldn’t have to be alone anymore.”

Afternoon light filters through Adam’s blinds, casting golden stripes across my naked body as I consider his words. They sit in my mind like a warm stone, heavy with possibility. I twist my fingers within the leather mitts, feeling the restriction that has become so familiar I barely notice it anymore.

My eyes drift to the window. Outside, beyond the glass, students cross the quad with backpacks, heading to classes I’ve abandoned. That world seems distant now, and not as exciting.

“Would they like me?” I whisper. “The other hucows?”

Adam smiles and moves from the coffee table to kneel beside me. His hand brushes my thigh in a soothing pattern. “They are all like you,” he says, his voice gentle but certain. “With thick thighs, massive udders, and doe eyes. They’ll love you, and you’ll finally feel like you fit in somewhere.”

My mind fills with images of the girls who tormented me—Brittany and her friends with their perfect bodies and cruel smiles. The memory of their taunts still stings: “Here comes the fat cow.” They meant it as an insult, a weapon to wound me. But now...

I look down at my body—at my breasts, swollen and heavy with milk, at my soft stomach and rounded hips, at my thighs that have always been too thick. For the first time, I see these features not as flaws but as assets. My body, once a source of shame, has become something valuable, something desired.

“There would be others who look like me?” I ask, needing reassurance.

“Just like you,” Adam confirms. “Beautiful and built for producing milk.” His hand moves to cup one of my breasts, thumb brushing across the leaking nipple. “For being cared for in all ways.”

Cared for. The words echo in my head, tugging at something deep inside me. Isn’t that what I’ve always wanted?

“But college...” I begin, though the protest sounds hollow even to my own ears. My professors’ faces are already blurring in my memory, their names fading like writing washed away by rain.

“Be honest, Darla,” Adam says, his blue eyes serious as they hold mine. “Were you happy there? Were you succeeding?”

I shake my head slowly, feeling the weight of the collar shift against my neck. I was drowning in classes I couldn’t understand, drowning in loneliness, drowning in a world that had no place for me.

“And how do you feel now?” Adam asks, his hand still warm on my breast.

“Simple,” I answered without thinking. “Clear. Like everything makes sense when I’m... when I’m being milked.” It’s just the truth, as plain as the milk that drips from my nipples.

My gaze drifts back to the window, to the campus beyond. I try to imagine returning to that life—sitting in classrooms struggling to understand lectures, enduring the stares and whispers, fighting my body’s new needs. The thought exhausts me.

“Okay,” I whisper, surprising myself with how steady my voice sounds. “I’ll do it.”

Adam’s smile widens, dimples appearing in his cheeks. “You’re making the right choice,” he says, reaching for the folder. “You’ll be happier there, I promise.”

He slides a multi-page document from the folder and places it on the coffee table. “This is the permanent hucow contract,” he explains. “It transfers your legal status to that of agricultural livestock, specifically a human dairy cow under the ownership of Alphabet Farms.”

I should consult a lawyer or at least my parents, but those impulses feel distant. “Do I need to sign now?” I ask, lifting my mitt-covered hands.

“Yes,” Adam says, producing a pen from his pocket. He reaches for my right hand, unfastening the buckles that hold the mitt in place. The leather slides away, exposing my fingers for the first time in days. I flex them experimentally, the movement feeling unnatural.

Adam places the pen in my hand, his fingers wrapping around mine to guide them. “Just sign on this line,” he instructs, pointing to a blank space at the bottom of the last page.

I haven’t read a word of the contract. I should. This is important, life-changing, but Adam’s hand is warm around mine, and the promise of belonging is too powerful to resist.

My signature looks shaky, but it’s clear enough. Adam doesn’t wait for the ink to dry before sliding the contract back into the folder, a satisfied expression on his face.

“Good,” he says, reaching for the mitt. “Then it’s settled.” He slides the leather casing back over my hand, securing it tightly. “I’ll take you to my uncle’s farm now.”

“Now?” I echo, suddenly alarmed by the speed at which everything is happening. “But my things... my dorm room...”

“I’ll handle all that,” Adam assures me, already moving toward his bedroom. “You don’t need much where you’re going. My uncle has everything a hucow requires.”

He returns with a leash that he clips to the ring on my collar. The leather strap feels substantial in a way that makes this all suddenly, terrifyingly real.

“What about clothes?” I ask, looking down at my naked body. “I can’t go outside like this.”

“I have a robe you can wear for the car ride,” Adam says, retrieving a plain terry-cloth robe from a hook on the bathroom door. “But you won’t need clothes at the farm. None of the hucows do.”

He helps me into the robe, the fabric rough against my sensitive skin. It falls open at the front, unable to close completely over my swollen breasts. Adam doesn’t bother trying to secure it.

“Come on,” he says, giving the leash a gentle tug. “Uncle Joe is waiting.”

I stand on shaky legs; my heart pounding as Adam leads me toward the door, toward a future I never imagined for myself. There’s no going back now—my name is on that contract, my old life already receding like a tide pulling away from shore.

Adam opens the door to his apartment, letting in the sounds of the hallway beyond. I follow Adam into the hallway, my breasts swinging heavily. Thankfully, we don’t encounter anyone on the way to his car.

My future awaits at Alphabet Farms, and for the first time in longer than I can remember, I’m not afraid.


Chapter Eight

The car window frames the world like a slow-motion film as Adam drives us away from campus. Buildings shrink in the side mirror, replaced by suburbs that gradually thin into scattered houses, then open fields dotted with trees.

“Are you comfortable?” Adam asks, his hand landing on my bare thigh where the robe has fallen open. His fingers are warm against my skin, and I lean into his touch instinctively.

“Yes,” I whisper, though comfort isn’t quite what I feel. The robe barely covers me, gaping open at the chest where my swollen breasts refuse to be contained. I’ve given up trying to close it. “How far is your uncle’s farm?”

“About an hour outside the city,” Adam says, his thumb tracing small circles on my inner thigh. “You’ll like it there. It’s peaceful.”

Rectangular fields stretch to the horizon in patches of brown and green. Occasionally we pass a tractor crawling along a dirt road or cows grazing behind wire fences. The sky opened up above us, wider and bluer than it ever seemed on campus.

I should be terrified. I’ve signed away my freedom, my education, my future—everything I thought I wanted—to become livestock on a farm owned by a man I’ve never met. But the pills Adam has been giving me make everything hazy and distant. The only sharp reality is the ache in my breasts, the constant need to be milked.

“Will there be someone to milk me when we arrive?” I ask, my voice small and needy. “They hurt.”

Adam smiles, his dimples appearing like they always do when I please him. “Of course. Uncle Joe will take good care of you.” His hand slides higher on my thigh and I instinctively spread them wider. “He’s been waiting for a new hucow. You’ll make him very happy.”

Adam’s hand moves higher until his finger grazes my clit, and I shudder in pleasure. “That’s my girl. Just relax until we get there and someone will take care of you.” We drive in silence for a while, as Adam’s hand plays with my pussy and makes me mad with lust.

The road narrows, asphalt giving way to gravel that crunches beneath the tires. I whimper in complaint when he removes his fingers and turns onto a long private drive bordered by white fencing. A wooden sign reads “Alphabet Farms” in neat black letters.

My heart quickens as we bump along the drive, past fields of corn and what looks like a small apple orchard.

“Patience, my little cow. Almost there,” Adam says, squeezing my thigh. “Excited to see your new home?”

The driveway curves around a stand of trees, and suddenly the farm appears before us. It’s larger than I expected—a sprawling property centered around a massive red barn with a gleaming metal roof. Beside it stands a traditional white farmhouse with a wide porch. Fenced pastures stretch in all directions, though I don’t see any animals grazing.

Adam parks near the barn, where two men stand waiting. One is older, maybe in his fifties, with silver-gray hair and the weathered face of someone who works outdoors, but still very handsome in a rugged way. The other is younger, closer to Adam’s age, with broad shoulders and a baseball cap pulled low over his eyes. Both watch our approach with interest.

“That’s Uncle Joe,” Adam says, nodding toward the older man. “And his farmhand, Tucker.” He reaches across me and opens the glove compartment, retrieving the folder with my contract. “Ready?”

I nod, though a flutter of anxiety rises in my chest. Adam gets out and comes around to my door, opening it and holding out the leash attached to my collar.

“Come on,” he says gently.

The robe falls open completely as I awkwardly climb out. Adam tugs lightly on the leash, leading me toward the waiting men.

“Uncle Joe,” Adam calls, his voice warm with greeting. “This is the one I told you about.”

Joe steps forward, his eyes moving over my body with interest. “She’s a fine girl,” he says, his voice carrying a slight rural drawl. “Good sized udders already, and thick, wide hips. You did well, Adam.”

Tucker circles me, stopping behind where I can’t see his face. “Nice ass, too, I reckon,” he comments.

Heat rises to my cheeks, but the fog in my brain prevents genuine outrage. Instead, I feel a strange pride that they approve of my body, and the arousal Adam built in me on the drive here rises higher.

“Here’s all her paperwork,” Adam says, handing the folder to Joe. “Signed and legal. She’s all yours now.”

Joe opens the folder, scanning the documents with a satisfied nod. “Everything looks in order. The Hucow Agricultural Society will process her registration by the end of the week.”

The men exchange knowing smiles that make my stomach tighten with unease. What have I agreed to?

“I should get going,” Adam says, looking at me. “But I’ll be back to visit during break next month.” His hand slides from my shoulder down my back, coming to rest on my ass, which he squeezes firmly. “And I’ll have a surprise for you.”

He leans closer, his lips brushing my ear. “They’ll take good care of you, Darla. Just do what they say and everything will be fine.”

Panic suddenly cuts through the drug-induced haze. Adam is leaving. My only connection to the world I knew is walking away, leaving me with these strangers who look at me like a piece of meat.

“Don’t go,” I whispered, pressing against him. My breasts leak milk onto his shirt, leaving wet spots on the fabric. “Please, Adam. At least stay for a little.”

Adam gently detaches himself, stepping back. “You’ve made your choice, Darla. This is what you wanted, remember?” He touches my cheek once more. “Be good for Uncle Joe.”

With that, he turns and walks back to his car. I watch, frozen in place, as he drives away down the gravel road, leaving a trail of dust that settles slowly in the afternoon sun.

I turn back to Joe and Tucker, my new owners, feeling more naked and vulnerable than I ever have in my life. Their eyes travel over my body. The leash dangles from Joe’s hand, a physical reminder that I belong to him now.

“Well,” Joe says, giving the leash a gentle tug. “Let’s get you settled in, shall we?”

“Let’s get you out of that,” Joe says, his weathered fingers grabbing the edges of the robe before I can react. The terry cloth slides from my shoulders to the ground, leaving me naked in the cool afternoon air. Goosebumps pebble my skin as I stand awkwardly on two feet, suddenly aware of how strange it feels to be upright after spending so many days on all fours in Adam’s apartment. Joe steps back, his eyes moving over me with the same calculating gaze a farmer might use to assess a prize heifer at auction.

Tucker circles me again, this time with nothing hiding my body from his roving eyes. His boots crunch on the gravel as he completes a full circuit, whistling low between his teeth.

“Look at those veins,” he comments, gesturing toward my breasts where blue lines map the surface like rivers on pale terrain. “Adam wasn’t kidding about the milk production. She’s practically dripping already.”

“Good wide hips, too,” Joe adds, as if I’m not standing right here. “She’ll calve easily when the time comes.”

Calve? The word triggers a distant alarm in my foggy mind, but before I can process it, Joe’s hand lands firmly on my shoulder, pushing downward.

“Down you go,” he says, his voice firm but not unkind. “Hucows don’t stand on two legs here. You’ll be on all fours from now on.”

I hesitate and Joe’s expression hardens slightly, his hand pressing more insistently. “Down,” he repeats, the word carrying unmistakable authority.

My knees bend as if they have a will of their own, the knee pads cushioning the impact with the gravel. I place my mitted hands on the ground, assuming the position that has become second nature these past weeks. My breasts hang heavily beneath me, milk already dripping slowly to form small dark spots on the dusty ground.

“That’s better,” Joe says, his voice warming with approval. He crouches beside me, one hand resting on my back. “Now, it’s time you learned the rules of my farm.”

Tucker moves to stand in front of me, arms crossed over his broad chest, watching with undisguised interest as Joe begins his explanation.

“Rule number one: hucows remain on all fours at all times,” Joe states, his tone businesslike as if reciting from a manual.

I nod; this position feels better on my back anyway.

“Rule number two: you eat when I tell you to eat. Three meals a day, special feed to maximize milk production.”

Special feed? I want to ask what that means, but Joe continues before I can form the question.

“Rule number three: you’ll be milked twice daily, morning and evening. As production increases, we may add a midday milking.” His hand strokes down my spine, a gesture that’s both comforting and proprietary. “You’ll be grateful for the relief, trust me.”

I am already desperate for relief; the weight in my breasts becoming increasingly painful with each passing minute. They throb with fullness, the pressure building to an almost unbearable level.

“Rule number four, and this is the most important one,” Joe’s voice takes on a harder edge. “Hucows don’t speak except to moo, and they follow all commands without question. No backtalk, no complaints, no human chatter. Even with each other when you are in the pasture. You understand?”

The question hangs in the air, and I realize he’s waiting for a response. “Yes,” I whispered, the word barely audible.

Joe’s hand slides up to grip the back of my neck, just above the collar. Not painfully, but firmly enough that I can’t mistake the message. “What did I just say about speaking?”

I blink in confusion, then understand. “Moo?” I offer tentatively.

His grip relaxes, and he pats my shoulder. “Good girl.” He moves around to face me, holding the leash connected to my collar as he looks down at me. A smile spreads across his face, crinkling the weathered skin around his eyes.

“Welcome to the farm, Dolly,” he says firmly.

The unfamiliar name startles me out of my submissive haze. “My name is Darla,” I say before I can stop myself.

The transformation in Joe’s expression is immediate and chilling. The warmth vanishes, replaced by a cold, hard stare that makes my stomach clench.

“No talking unless spoken to,” he says, voice flat and controlled. “And Darla is not your name anymore. You’re my cow now, and I name all of you in alphabetical order. You are Dolly now.”

Tucker chuckles behind him. “You’ll meet Annabelle, Buttercup, and Clover in a few minutes.”

I don’t like being called anything else but Darla, and I open my mouth to protest again, but my breasts choose that moment to release a heavier flow of milk, droplets pattering more quickly onto the gravel. The relief from even this small release is so intense that I gasp, momentarily forgetting what I was going to say.

“See?” Joe’s voice softens again, knowing he’s won. “Your body already knows what you are. Your mind just needs to catch up.” He runs a hand through my hair, almost affectionately. “Dolly is a good name for a good cow who’s going to give lots of milk.”

The ache in my breasts intensifies, as if responding to his words. I need relief more than I need my name; I guess.

“Would you like to be milked now, Dolly?” Joe asks, his voice deceptively gentle.

“Moo,” I responded, the sound emerging from my throat more naturally than I expected. The corner of Joe’s mouth twitches in satisfaction.

“Let’s get her inside,” he says to Tucker, tugging lightly on my leash. “Show her where she’ll be living from now on.”

As I crawl across the gravel after Joe, the last threads of Darla—college student, human being with hopes and dreams—begin to unravel.

The barn door swings open to reveal a cavernous interior, surprisingly clean and modern despite the traditional red exterior. It smells of straw, milk, arousal, and something I can’t quite identify.

“This way,” Joe says, tugging the leash gently to guide me down a wide center aisle. On either side, what I first take to be traditional stalls have been modified. Each has a half-door at human height.

I crawl behind him, grateful for the protective gear. Without the knee pads, the hard floor would bruise. Without the mitts, my palms would be scraped. My breasts swing uncomfortably beneath me, sending shock waves of sensation through my tender teats.

“Almost there,” Joe says, his boots clicking steadily ahead of me. “We keep all the hucows together. Eventually this barn will be full.”

Joe stops before the first occupied stall, tugging my leash to position me beside him. “Look there,” he says, gesturing through the open top half of the door. “That’s Annabelle. She was my first hucow, and my favorite girl.”

I raise my head and peer into the stall. At first, all I see is a woman on all fours, naked except for a collar similar to mine. Her body is positioned facing away from the door, giving me a view of her backside. Her hips are wide like mine, her thighs thick and pale.

“Annabelle,” Joe calls softly. “Turn around. Come meet your new herdmate.”

The woman—Annabelle—turns slowly, her movements fluid but oddly mechanical, like someone moving underwater. When she faces us, I have to suppress a gasp.

Her breasts are enormous—at least twice the size of mine, hanging so heavily they nearly touch the straw-covered floor. Her nipples are dark and distended, pointing downward like ripe fruit. But it’s her face that truly shocks me. Her eyes are blue and lovely, but their expression is vacant and unfocused. Her mouth hangs slightly open. She stares in our direction, letting out a long, low moo.

“Annabelle had her first calf a month ago and is getting bred again soon,” Joe explains casually. “She’s our best producer now. Two gallons a day, but the others will catch up once they deliver their first too.”

I can’t look away from her face—from that empty, blissful expression. She shows no sign of comprehending Joe’s words, no embarrassment at being displayed like this to a stranger. She simply stares, occasionally blinking slowly.

“Moooo,” she says again, the sound rising from her throat like an actual cow’s lowing.

“Good girl,” Joe praises, reaching through the door to pat her head. She leans into his touch like a cat seeking affection, her eyes fluttering closed.

Joe tugs the leash, leading me to the next stall. Inside is another woman—smaller than Annabelle, with darker hair. Her breasts are nearly as large as Annabelle’s, but her eyes hold more awareness.

“This is Buttercup,” Joe says. “My second cow. She’s still got some spirit in her, but she’s settling in nicely.”

Buttercup’s belly is swollen with pregnancy, and she lets out a moo in greeting.

The third stall houses a redhead with dainty freckles spreading across the bridge of her nose. Like the others, she’s naked, collared, and on all fours. Her body mirrors mine and the others—full breasts, wide hips, thick thighs.

“This is Clover,” Joe introduces her. “She came to us about six months ago.”

Clover is pregnant too, but her bump is only half the size of Buttercups. She gazes at me with mild curiosity, then turns her attention to Joe, a hopeful expression crossing her face.

“Not milking time yet,” Joe tells her, and she responds with a soft, disappointed moo.

“You’ll get to know your herdmates better soon,” Joe says, pulling me away from the occupied stalls toward an empty one at the end of the row. “But first, let’s get you settled in your stall.”

As we move away, I glance back at Annabelle one more time. She hasn’t moved, still staring blankly at the spot where we stood. There is something different about her than the others.

Joe guides me to the empty stall, opening the half-door to reveal a space covered with clean straw with a thick waterproof padding underneath. A metal ring is mounted at eye level on the back wall, and Joe hooks my leash to it. “This is yours now,” he says, his hand patting my flank. “You’ll be comfortable here once you adjust. Adam’s apartment is no place for a hucow.”

The stall is surprisingly clean, with a water dispenser that looks like an oversized hamster bottle mounted on one wall and a shallow feeding trough on another. The straw beneath me is fresh and sweet-smelling. A small window high on the wall lets in a shaft of late afternoon sunlight that warms the space with golden light.

Joe positions me in the center of the stall, his hands firm on my hips as he arranges my body to his satisfaction. “Legs apart,” he instructs, tapping the inside of my thighs.

I hear the stall door open and close again, followed by the sound of heavy boots on straw. Tucker moves into my peripheral vision, circling to stand behind me. I can’t see what he’s doing, but I hear the unmistakable sound of a zipper lowering, followed by the rustle of fabric.

“She’s ready for milking,” Joe announces, moving to crouch in front of me and grabbing my breast, kneading the tender flesh. “These udders are full. I’ve just outfitted the entire barn with industrial milkers that can milk all the hucows at once, but you can’t wait till then. That would be cruel.”

He reaches for something outside my field of vision and returns with what looks like two clear plastic cups connected to flexible tubes.

“These attach to your teats,” Joe explains, holding one cup near my face so I can see it. Inside is a soft silicone lining that pulses gently with the machine’s rhythm. “The suction mimics a calf’s mouth, drawing the milk out in the most efficient way possible.”

Behind me, I feel Tucker’s hands on my rear, spreading my cheeks. I flinch, trying to turn my head to see what he’s doing, but Joe captures my chin with his free hand, forcing me to look forward.

“Eyes front, Dolly,” he says firmly. “Tucker’s just going to help stimulate milk production.”

Before I can process what this means, Joe brings the first cup to my right udder. The silicone mouth engulfs my nipple and part of my areola, creating a cool, tight seal against my skin. He attaches the second cup to my left breast, then stands to adjust some dials.

The cups hang heavy from my nipples, pulling my already full breasts downward with uncomfortable pressure. I shift, trying to adjust to the sensation, when without warning, something large and blunt presses against my anus.

“Wait—” I begin to say, forgetting the no-speaking rule in my panic.

Tucker’s hand clamps down on the back of my neck, forcing my face down toward the straw. “Cows don’t talk,” he grunts, his voice thick with arousal. “They just take what they’re given.”

With that, he shoved forward, penetrating my anus in one brutal thrust. Pain explodes through me, sharp and tearing, nothing like the gentle way Adam introduced me to sex. I cry out, the sound somewhere between a scream and a moo, my body instinctively trying to pull away from the invasion.

“Hold still,” Joe commands from somewhere in front of me. “The more you struggle, the more it hurts.”

At the same moment, the milking machine activates with a pneumatic hiss. The cups attached to my breasts begin to pulse rhythmically, creating a sucking sensation that pulls at my nipples with insistent pressure. The initial discomfort quickly transforms as my milk begins to flow, spraying into the cups in white streams. The relief is immediate and overwhelming, pleasure flooding through me as the painful pressure in my breasts finally releases.

Tucker establishes a rough rhythm behind me, each thrust sending jolts of pain through my core. My body rocks forward with the force of his movement, causing the milking cups to tug and pull at my nipples in an irregular pattern that somehow intensifies both sensations.

“That’s it,” Joe says approvingly as milk flows steadily through the tubes. “Let him fuck the milk right out of your udders.”

The conflicting sensations of pain and pleasure blur together in my foggy mind. Tucker’s violation of my body is humiliating, degrading, wrong—yet as my milk flows freely, the endorphins flooding my system begin to transform even the pain into something else. My nipples tingle and throb within the relentless suction of the cups, waves of relief washing through me with each pulse of the machine.

Tucker’s pace quickens, his grunts becoming more urgent. His fingers dig into my hips hard enough to bruise, pulling me back onto him with each thrust. “Tight little cow ass,” he pants, slapping my rear with a sharp crack that echoes in the stall.

“Tucker’s ass man, so you’ll have to get used to this. The only cunt he seems to like on this farm is Clover’s now that she’s knocked up.” Joe says as he adjusts his cock that’s beginning to harden in his pants. “I prefer the wet tightness of a cow’s throat myself, but I don’t want to overwhelm you right away.”

I should be fighting, but my body has disconnected from such human responses. The milking machine continues its rhythmic extraction, my breasts gradually emptying, the relief so intense it borders on ecstasy. Milk flows through the clear tubes in steady pulses, collecting in the container that’s already half full.

“Almost there,” Tucker groans behind me, his movements becoming erratic. Each sharp movement from Tucker’s hips sends a jolt of agony through my ass, and yet… and yet, the pain twists in on itself, transformed by the pulsing suction of the machine, the impossible relief of milk being drawn from my overfilled udders.

The more the machine drains me, the more my body shudders with pleasure. My head spins, vision blurring with tears as the relief grows into a hot, feverish ecstasy. I moan, unable to help it, the sound coming out warped and animal, a guttural “Muuuh—” that seems to vibrate up from my core. My hips rock back to meet Tucker’s thrusts, on the edge of climax myself. With a final, deep thrust, he stiffens, holding himself inside me as he begins to cum. The sensation of his hot seed pulsing inside me tips me over the edge into orgasm.

“Ahhh…” I wail as my body is rocked by waves of pleasure that leave me faint.

He pulls out roughly, leaving me feeling hollow and sore. I hear him zipping his pants as Joe adjusts something on the milking machine, slowing its rhythm as the flow of milk diminishes.

“Good cow,” Joe says, sounding pleased. “Nearly three quarts. Her flow increased with the sexual stimulation, but I’m going to add the usual meds to help her along.” He says to Tucker.

The machine gives one last pull, extracting the last drops of milk from my emptied breasts, then shuts off with a soft click. Joe detaches the cups, leaving my nipples feeling raw and exposed to the air. Without the milk-weight and with the pressure finally relieved, my breasts feel light, almost hollow.

I collapse onto my side in the straw, unable to maintain the position any longer, and feel Tucker’s seed trickling out of my back hole. My body throbs with a confused mixture of relief, pain, and lingering arousal. I feel used and emptied, yet somehow more peaceful than I’ve felt in days.

Joe kneels beside me, stroking my hair almost tenderly. “The vet will be here in a few days,” he announces, his voice seeming to come from very far away. “He’ll check you over, make sure everything’s developing properly.”

I feel a sharp prick in my thigh—a needle entering my flesh. Joe’s thumb rubs the injection site, working the medication into my muscle. “This will help you adjust,” he explained. “Make the transition easier.”

Whatever drug he’s injected spreads quickly through my system, a warm wave of euphoria that washes away the remnants of pain and shame. The straw beneath my cheek feels impossibly soft, the light through the window creating patterns too beautiful to describe.

“We’ll be back for evening milking,” Joe’s voice floats to me as he and Tucker leave the stall, the door clicking shut behind them.

I lie motionless in the straw, my mind swimming in a chemical fog. My body feels weightless, disconnected, as if I’m floating just above the ground. The indignities just visited upon me recede like a tide.

As consciousness begins to fade, I find myself looking forward to the next milking. The last coherent thought I have before drifting into drugged sleep is that I’ll get to experience more pleasure when I wake.


Chapter Nine

I wake to rough hands grabbing my collar, the straw sticking to my skin as Tucker hauls me up. “The vet is here,” he grunts, clipping a leash to my collar. He doesn’t wait for me to find my balance, yanking me forward. I stumble after him, deeper into the barn.

Tucker pushes open a heavy wooden door, revealing a room that looks like it was used to store grain or equipment, but now only has a padded metal frame in the center and a few tables to set stuff on.

“Climb on,” Tucker commands, guiding me toward the frame. When I hesitate, his hand cracks across my backside, the sharp sting making me yelp. “Don’t make me tell you twice, Dolly.”

Tucker is firm with all the cows except for Clover. He’s not mean, but he won’t accept any disobedience from us. I crawl onto the frame and Tucker positions me facing the wall, bending me forward until my stomach rests against a padded crossbar. He secures thick leather cuffs around my wrists, fastening them to the lower bars of the frame. My ankles follow, spread slightly wider than my shoulders. The position forces my breasts to hang freely beneath me, leaving my backside exposed.

I test the restraints—they don’t budge. Panic flutters in my chest like a trapped bird. What are they going to do to me?

The door opens again, and I crane my neck to see three men enter. Farmer Joe leads the way, followed by a tall, thin man in a white coat carrying a black medical bag. Behind them comes a younger man with a clipboard.

“Dr. Sherwin, Peter,” Joe nods to each. “This is the new cow—Dolly. My nephew requiter her.”

Dr. Sherwin approaches me, setting his bag on a nearby table. His eyes never meet mine; instead, they travel over my body. “She’s well suited for this lifestyle,” he comments, voice crisp and professional. “Good udder development already.”

He pulls on latex gloves with a snap that makes me flinch. His hands are on me before I can prepare myself, cool fingers prodding the underside of my breast, lifting and weighing. “Excellent mammary tissue elasticity,” he says to no one in particular.

“Already producing a large amount for a new hucow,” Joe replies with obvious pride in his voice. “And that’s before breeding.”

Dr. Sherwin’s thumbs brush over my nipples, which instantly harden at his touch. I bite my lip to suppress a moan.

“Responsive,” Dr. Sherwin notes. “Peter, get the calipers.”

The younger man hands him a metal measuring device. Dr. Sherwin spreads it across the width of my left breast, then the right, calling out numbers that Peter dutifully records. He measures length, circumference, the diameter of my areolas, the projection of my teats—all while discussing me as if I’m not present.

Peter steps forward with a measuring tape, wrapping it around my hips, then my waist. “Wide pelvic structure,” he comments. “Should calve easily when the time comes.”

Before I can dwell on the thought of getting pregnant, Dr. Sherwin moves behind me, his gloved fingers spreading my buttocks. Something cold and slick probes against my anus, then pushes inside without warning. I gasp at the intrusion, my muscles clenching involuntarily around the thermometer.

“Relax, Dolly,” Dr. Sherwin murmurs, as if speaking to a nervous animal. His free hand pats my lower back. “Good girl.”

The thermometer beeps, and he withdraws it, reading the display. “98.9. Within normal range. Now for the internal exam.”

His fingers, now slick with lubricant, press into me—first my anus, then my vagina. The examination is thorough and impersonal; his fingers probing deeply while he comments on muscle tone and reproductive fitness. I close my eyes, trying to separate myself from what’s happening to my body.

“Healthy reproductive tract,” Dr. Sherwin concludes. “No abnormalities. She’s ready for breeding whenever you decide.”

Joe nods thoughtfully. “Good to hear, Doc.”

Dr. Sherwin moves back to his bag, returning with several syringes. “Standard vaccination protocol,” he explains to Joe. “Tetanus, growth hormone supplement, and vitamins.”

The first needle pierces the muscle of my thigh, a sharp sting followed by a burning sensation as the liquid enters my body. The second injection goes into my other thigh, and the third—largest of all—into the fleshy part of my buttock. I whimper as the thick fluid spreads beneath my skin like fire.

“The usual brand,” Dr. Sherwin asks, nodding to Peter.

Peter unzips a case, removing what looks like a tattoo gun attached to a small power pack. The buzz of the machine fills the room as he tests it, the needle vibrating visibly.

“Standard placement on the rump, correct?” Dr. Sherwin asked Joe.

“Yes, it makes it easier to read, and I have no plans on selling her.” Joe says, and my eyes widen. I didn’t even consider that a possibility.

I feel Peter’s gloved hand on my right buttock, stretching the skin taut. The first touch of the needle sends a shock of pain through me—a burning, vibrating sensation that makes me cry out. The buzz of the machine continues relentlessly as Peter works, each pass of the needle etching my new identity permanently into my flesh.

“Almost done,” he murmurs, the first words anyone has addressed directly to me since the examination began. “Hold still now.”

Tears slip down my cheeks, not just from the physical pain but from something deeper—the realization that I’m being branded like an animal.

When Peter finally switches off the machine, Dr. Sherwin steps forward again, this time with what looks like a large stapler and two plastic tags.

Dr. Sherwin nods, positioning the punch device against my right earlobe. “This will be quick,” he says, though not to me.

The metal punch pierces through my ear cartilage with a sickening crunch. Pain explodes through the side of my head, sharp and immediate. I scream, the sound echoing off the sterile walls. I saw them on the other hucows, but didn’t realize how much it would hurt.

“There,” he says with satisfaction, stepping back to admire his work. “All properly marked and documented. A fine specimen, Joe. Healthy, sturdy body type with excellent yield potential. You’ve got a valuable animal here.”

A strange warmth spreads through my chest at the praise. Someone thinks my body is exceptional—not too fat, not awkward, but perfectly designed for its purpose.

“She’ll be one of our best producers,” Joe says, his hand coming to rest possessively on my lower back. “I’m glad Adam took an interest in hucow studies. He has a good eye for quality stock.”

Dr. Sherwin moves to the side table where my folder lies open. “Let’s review the contract before we finish up,” he says to Joe, lifting the documents with latex-covered fingers.

“Everything appears to be in order,” Dr. Sherwin murmurs, flipping through the pages Adam had me sign. He turns slightly, angling the document so Joe can see it better. “Clause 4.7 specifies her classification as ‘permanent livestock’ under the Agricultural Modifications Act,” he reads aloud. “Subject voluntarily relinquishes human legal status and accepts designation as specialized agricultural property.”

Agricultural property? It’s like I’m not human anymore. My life has turned so bizarre.

“Section 5.2 is particularly important,” Dr. Sherwin continues. “It states that the physiological modifications are permanent and irreversible, with no provision for return to human status.”

Adam never explained—

“And of course, Section 6.8,” Dr. Sherwin points to the bottom of a page. “Subject waives all rights to future consent. Once signed, all procedures, modifications, and uses of the body are at the discretion of the owner.”

A sound escapes me—something between a whimper and a moan. Joe steps into my field of vision, his weathered face creasing with what might almost be sympathy.

“Easy girl. Adam explained it was a permanent arrangement when he brought you here, so there is no need to fuss. You’re mine now, legally and completely, but don’t worry. I’ll treat you well.”

Maybe Adam did explain it all, and maybe I was too drugged, or too desperate for approval to understand. I barely remember signing.

Dr. Sherwin nods, satisfied with the paperwork. “Let’s proceed with the final transition step then,” he says, returning to his medical bag. He withdraws a large syringe filled with milky white fluid, holding it up to the light and flicking it with his finger to remove air bubbles.

“What is that?” I ask, my voice cracking. The sound of my own words startles me—I’ve barely spoken since arriving at the farm, already conditioned to communicate only in moos.

Dr. Sherwin glances at me, surprised I’ve spoken. “The permanent lactation hormone,” he explains, as if describing the weather. “Once administered, your breasts will never stop producing milk. Even if you were to somehow leave this farm—which you won’t—you would require regular milking for the rest of your life.”

Peter approaches with an antiseptic wipe, cleaning an area on the side of my right breast. Dr. Sherwin taps the syringe once more, then positions the needle against my skin.

“This may cause some discomfort,” he warns. “The solution is thick and must be injected directly into the mammary tissue to ensure proper dispersion.”

The needle pierces my breast, sinking deep into the soft tissue. I gasp at the sharp pain, so different from the injections in my thigh and buttock. Dr. Sherwin slowly depresses the plunger, and immediately I feel it—a spreading warmth that radiates outward from the injection site, like hot honey flowing through my breast.

I moan as the heat spreads across my chest, but Dr. Sherwin ignores me completely, withdrawing the needle and moving to my left breast. The second injection follows the first, another rush of warmth spreading through me. The sensation isn’t entirely unpleasant—a tingling, filling feeling that makes my nipples tighten and ache.

The warmth from the injections intensifies, spreading beyond my breasts to flow through my veins like liquid sunlight. It reaches my limbs, making them heavy and languid. It creeps up my neck to my head, where it wraps around my panicked thoughts like a soft blanket.

“The calming agent is taking effect,” Dr. Sherwin observes dispassionately. “It’s been added to the formula. The smaller dose won’t affect her like it did Annabelle. I had to give her so much because of her agitated state, but this amount keeps them in a constant level of calm. I can’t give it to Buttercup or Clover until after they deliver since it will affect the fetus.”

“I miss Annabelle’s spunk, but I have to admit it makes caring for her easier. Hopefully Buttercup and Clover don’t make a fuss about their calves, or they will join Annabelle in la-la land.” Joe chuckles, and Pete snickers along with him.

I’m struggling to understand what they are talking about, and it seems like too much work to figure it out.

I noticed the changes in my breasts. They feel fuller already, a pleasant heaviness that makes me want to sway gently from side to side. My nipples tingle with heightened sensitivity, almost painfully erect. The urge to be milked rises within me—not the desperate need of an overfull udder, but a new, permanent desire that seems to originate from my very core.

“Remarkable how quickly they respond,” Dr. Sherwin notes, watching my nipples bead with tiny droplets of milk.

Tucker steps forward at Joe’s nod, releasing the restraints around my ankles first, then my wrists. I slump forward slightly as I’m freed, my limbs heavy with the drug’s effects. Joe’s hand on my shoulder steadies me.

“How do you feel, Dolly?” he asks, his voice gentle.

I feel… good. Wonderful.

I open my mouth to answer. A soft, contented sound rises from deep in my chest: “Moooooo.”

Joe smiles, patting my head approvingly. “Good girl, Dolly.”

Dr. Sherwin packs his equipment, nodding with satisfaction. “Congratulations, Joe. She’s a good cow.”

Tucker leads me back to my stall where I immediately plop down and pass out.

——————

Weeks blend together in a steady pattern of milking, feeding, and resting. I wake each morning to the creak of the barn door, the clang of metal buckets as Tucker or Joe makes their rounds with breakfast. Crawling feels natural now.

“Morning, Dolly,” Tucker says, dumping a mixture of oatmeal, protein powder, and crushed pills into my trough. It smells sweet, with an undertone of something medicinal. “Ready for your morning milking?”

I answer with a soft moo and lap at the food while Tucker prepares the milking equipment. It tastes like honey-sweet and fruity. The drugs mixed in make my head swim pleasantly, and my body warm and receptive.

When Tucker finishes setting up, he pats my flank. “Milking position.”

I move to the front of the stall. Tucker runs a warm, wet cloth over my teats, cleaning them. The touch makes me shiver, milk already beginning to bead at the tips.

His fingers squeeze my teat, drawing forth streams of white liquid. “You’re bursting this morning, Dolly.”

I moo in response, nodding my head. My udders are so full.

The milking machine hums to life as Tucker attaches the cups to my breasts. That first pull always makes me gasp—a sharp tug that borders on pain before transforming into something else entirely.

Milk flows from me in rhythmic pulses, each release sending waves of pleasure rippling through my body. I moan, the sound emerging as a breathy “moooo”. The steady pull of the machine feels like hands, like mouths, like Tucker’s rough fingers when he milks me manually sometimes. My hips rock subtly, seeking friction that isn’t there.

“Always getting hot during milking,” Tucker chuckles behind me, the sound of his zipper sending a shiver of anticipation down my spine. “Such a slutty cow.”

His hands grip my hips, thumbs digging into the soft flesh of my buttocks. I feel the blunt pressure of his cock against my ass—never my pussy, always my ass or mouth. The farm has rules, Joe explained once. Only breeding bulls use a hucow’s pussy until they are pregnant.

Tucker pushes inside with a grunt, stretching me with the familiar burn that I’ve come to anticipate. My body yields more easily now after weeks of this routine. He establishes a harsh rhythm, each thrust rocking me forward, making the milking cups pull and tug at my sensitive nipples with irregular suction.

“Drain those udders while you drain my cock,” Tucker growls, one hand reaching around to slap my heavy breast, making it swing beneath me. “That’s it, good milk cow.”

The degrading words blend into the fog of pleasure. It’s just part of the milking ritual. Tucker’s crude praise as my udders empty and the container full of milk. His rough handling only makes me cum harder.

“You like this, don’t you?” Tucker pants, his pace increasing. “Being nothing but a fuck-hole and a milk factory.”

“Moooo,” I answer, because it’s true. My body responds to the dual stimulation of milking and fucking with embarrassing eagerness. My pussy, neglected and empty, clenches desperately around nothing, dripping with arousal that no one bothers to satisfy.

Once, in my need, I begged to be fucked properly. “Please,” I whispered, breaking the no-talking rule. “My pussy, please use my pussy. It aches.”

Tucker had laughed, then slapped me hard enough to leave a handprint on my ass. “That’s for breeding, you stupid cow. Your only job right now is giving milk and taking cock in your other holes.”

I never asked again.

The machine extracts the last of my milk; the flow slowing to drops as Tucker reaches his climax. His scalding release painting my insides.

“Good cow,” Tucker says, wiping himself clean with the same cloth he used on my udders. He detaches the cups; my nipples emerging red and swollen, and glistening with milk residue. They are longer now, almost an inch, and look more like actual teats on a cow.

Sometimes it’s Joe himself who milks me, though never as roughly as Tucker. Joe’s touch is almost tender, his voice softer as he praises my production. On those mornings, he often sits on a stool afterward, unzipping his pants with unhurried movements.

“You’ve been such a good girl,” he’ll say, guiding my head between his legs. “Such a good, productive cow deserves a treat.”

I’ve learned to take him in my mouth, just as Adam taught me that first time. Joe’s fingers tangle in my hair as I work, his praise washing over me. “That’s my good Dolly,” he’ll murmur, stroking my cheek as I swallow his release. “My good girl.”

The praise makes something bloom inside me—a warmth that feels like belonging.

Between milkings, the other hucows and I spend hours in the pasture—a fenced field behind the barn where all four of us graze under the open sky. The first time they led me outside, I blinked in the sunlight, overwhelmed by the vastness. Now I welcome these hours, crawling through the soft grass with Annabelle, Buttercup, and Clover.

They accepted me immediately, showing me the best grazing spots with gentle nudges. Buttercup, heavy with her pregnancy, often rests in the shade of a large oak tree. I join her sometimes, our bodies pressed side by side in comfortable silence.

Clover is playful, often initiating games of chase across the pasture that leave us all breathing heavily, udders swinging beneath us. She moos with what sounds like laughter, rolling in the grass with carefree abandon. Her pregnancy shows less than Buttercup’s, but is growing more by the day. I often see Tucker spending his free time in the fields with her, lying next to her and petting her or softly fucking her from behind. He really cares for the hucow, but also respects the differences between them. In the end she is the hucow and he is the handler.

Annabelle remains the strangest of my new herdmates. Her eyes rarely focus, and her movements are slow, almost dreamlike. The others treat her with deference, yielding the best grass when she approaches. I’ve noticed Tucker and Joe handle her more gently too, as if she’s special. Her vacant contentment both frightens and fascinates me. Will I eventually lose myself so completely?

Most days I’m surprised by my contentment. The simplicity of this existence—eat, be milked, get satisfied sexually, rest, and then repeat—offers a peace I never found in college. There are no impossible expectations, no peers to judge me, and no future to worry about beyond the farm. I can be present in the moment with the sun on my back and the relief of emptied udders. I’m accepted by the herd, and happy with hucow farm life.

The only shadow dimming my happiness is Adam’s absence. I miss him. Joe says Adam will visit soon. I think about him, imagining his reaction to my fuller udders and plump backside. Will he be proud of how well I’ve adapted? Will he touch me, use me, and milk me himself?

I miss his hands on me and his cock inside me. The thoughts keep me awake at night; my body aching for him. Each night brings him one day closer to returning, and I can’t wait.


Chapter Ten

I blink away the drowsy fog, lifting my head from the soft straw to see Farmer Joe standing at my stall door, his weathered face creased in a smile that makes my stomach flutter. He clips the leash to my collar, his calloused fingers brushing against my neck. “Come on, Dolly,” he says, his voice carrying that special tone that makes my body respond instinctively. “Today’s a big day for you.”

I rise to all fours, my udders hang heavily beneath me, still tender from the morning milking, occasional droplets of milk beading at my nipples. Joe tugs gently on the leash, and I follow him out of my stall into the main corridor of the barn.

The familiar scent of hay and milk fills my nostrils as I crawl behind him.

We pass the other stalls, and I see they are all empty, meaning they are out in the pasture for the day.

Joe leads me past the washing area where Tucker hoses us down on hot days, and toward a section of the barn I’ve never been to before.

“You’re going to like this, Dolly,” Joe says over his shoulder. “It’s time for you to fulfill your purpose completely.”

The door swings open, and Joe leads me into a large, clean room that smells of disinfectant and leather. The space is warmer than the rest of the barn, and the floor is covered with thick rubber mats.

In the center of the room stands a structure that makes my breath catch. Even though I’ve never seen it before, something inside me recognizes it immediately—the breeding rack. The gleaming stainless-steel frame is supported by sturdy legs, angled slightly, with its padded black leather surface looking almost inviting. Leather restraints hang from various points, their purpose unmistakable. The sight of it makes my heart pound against my ribs while a treacherous heat builds between my legs.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” Joe says, noticing my fixation. “Custom made for comfort and efficiency.” He leads me toward it, the leash taut in his hand. “Up you go, Dolly. Time to put you in position.”

Joe doesn’t rush me; he waits, patient and confident in my compliance. With a deep breath, I climb onto the breeding rack, the leather cool and smooth against my skin. Joe’s hands guide me, positioning me on all fours with my stomach resting against a padded crossbar that supports my weight perfectly.

“Good girl,” Joe praises, unclipping the leash and setting it aside. He moves to secure the restraints, starting with my wrists. The leather cuffs are lined with a soft material that doesn’t chafe as he buckles them firmly, fastening them to the lower bars of the frame. My arms are now fixed in place, unable to move more than an inch in any direction.

“This is a special day, Dolly,” Joe continues conversationally as he moves to my ankles, spreading them slightly wider than my shoulders before securing them in similar cuffs. “Every hucow’s life has milestones. First there’s the transformation—” he gestures to my collar, my branded flank, my tagged ear “—then the first milk, then finally, the breeding.” His hand pats my rump affectionately. “And you’re ready for breeding now.”

My breathing comes faster, shallow gulps of air that make my breasts sway beneath me. A waist strap comes next, buckled snugly across my lower back to hold me firmly in place. The position forces my rear upward and exposes me completely. I can feel cool air against my most intimate places and feel wetness gathering there in anticipation.

“Nervous?” Joe asks, coming around to check my face. He cups my chin in his rough palm, tilting my head up to meet his gaze. “Don’t be. It’s the most natural thing in the world.”

I manage a soft “moo” in response, the only communication allowed to me now. Joe smiles, his eyes crinkling at the corners.

“Your body knows what to do,” he says, his free hand moving to my udder, gently weighing it. “These beautiful udders will grow even fuller once you’re with calf. And the milk—” he sighs appreciatively “—the milk from a pregnant hucow is richer, sweeter. Worth twice the price.”

He steps back, circling the breeding rack to check all restraints one final time. The rubber mat beneath the frame squeaks slightly as he shifts his weight. “The breeding bull will be here shortly,” he announces, adjusting something at the back of the rack that I can’t see. “He’ll mount you and deposit his seed, and if we’re lucky, you’ll conceive on the first try.” Then he chuckles. “If you're lucky, it’ll take a few sessions and you’ll enjoy getting fucked senseless.”

My heart thuds so hard I wonder if Joe can hear it. The thought of being mounted, of being filled after weeks of emptiness, makes my inner walls clench with need. Tucker and Joe have used my mouth and ass regularly, but my pussy has remained untouched since I arrived at the farm, and I’m almost desperate for it.

“It might feel intense,” Joe warns, his voice becoming more clinical. “But your body is designed for this. Just relax and let it happen.”

He checks a chart hanging on the wall nearby, making a note with a pencil tied to a string. “Your cycle is optimal today. We’ve timed this perfectly.” He pats my flank again, the touch both reassuring and possessive. “I have to leave you here to wait a few moments to go tell the bull you're ready. We won’t be long.”

The door closes behind him with a soft click that echoes in the quiet room. I’m alone now, secured to this strange frame, waiting for someone to come and breed me like the animal I’ve become. My breasts ache dully beneath me, half-full with milk that will be different once I’m pregnant. Between my legs, I’m wet and ready.

I rest my cheek against the padded surface of the rack and close my eyes, surrendering to the inevitable. This is my purpose now. This is what I was meant for.

It’s only about ten minutes and the door opens. I lift my head as far as my position allows, eager to see who will breed me, to know whose calf I might carry. The silhouette in the doorway is familiar—broad shoulders, confident stance—but my mind struggles to process what I’m seeing. My heart leaps against my ribs as recognition floods through me. It’s Adam. His blue eyes meet mine across the room, and his dimples appear as his lips curve into that smile I’ve dreamed about for weeks.

Farmer Joe follows him into the room, closing the door behind them, and confusion washes over me. Is Adam just here to watch? Will he observe while some stranger breeds me? The thought makes my stomach twist with disappointment. After all this time apart, after all my dreams of reunion, will he only be a spectator to this intimate moment?

Adam looks different somehow—more confident, more mature than when he left me here. He wears dark jeans and a crisp button-down shirt rather than his usual college attire. His hair is neatly trimmed, and he carries himself with new authority. His eyes linger on my restrained body for a moment before turning his attention to Joe.

“Well, nephew,” Joe says, extending his hand. “Congratulations on getting your breeding license.”

Adam shakes Joe’s hand firmly, their eyes meeting in a moment of professional respect. “Thanks, Uncle Joe. Couldn’t have done it without your guidance.”

My mind struggles to process their exchange. Breeding license? The implications swirl through my hazy thoughts like leaves caught in a whirlpool.

Joe claps Adam on the shoulder, his weathered face beaming with genuine pride. “You’re officially a registered breeding bull now. The Hucow Agricultural Society doesn’t certify just anyone, you know.”

Adam nods, accepting the praise with a humble smile that doesn’t quite hide his pride. “It was intense. The stamina and medical tests were more difficult than my exam finals.”

“That’s because it matters,” Joe replies with a chuckle. “Any fool can pass a literature test, but breeding requires a powerful body and even stronger sperm.” He gestures toward me, though neither man truly looks at me. “Being a breeding bull is a very satisfying and lucrative job.” Joe chuckles. “If I were twenty years younger, I’d apply too, but since we’re family, I hope you offer my farm a discount. Premium stud fees are expensive.”

“Of course, Uncle,” Adams says.

They’re talking about me, about my body, yet the conversation excludes me completely. I’m merely the subject matter, not a participant. The restraints hold me firmly in place as I process this revelation: Adam isn’t here to watch. He’s here to breed me himself.

“That’s my favorite nephew,” Joe says, his voice warm with approval. “I’m sure you’ll be busy. Word gets around about quality breeding bulls, and your university credentials will attract the higher-end farms.”

Joe’s face splits into a proud grin. “I knew you had potential the minute you called about Dolly here. Not every college boy can spot a natural hucow, but you’ve got the eye for it.”

Adam nods, glancing at me again, this time with a hint of possessiveness that makes my pulse quicken. “Working with her helped me ace my practical exams. The evaluators were impressed with how quickly I could induce lactation.”

A perverse pride blooms in my chest. I helped him succeed. I was valuable to him.

Joe moves toward the breeding rack, running his hand along the stainless-steel frame. “This is top-of-the-line equipment,” he explains. “Cost me a small fortune. The angle provides optimal penetration depth while supporting the hucow’s weight comfortably.” His hand pats the padded crossbar supporting my stomach.

“I’m familiar with the design,” Adam says, stepping closer to examine the restraint system. His proximity makes my skin tingle with awareness. “I trained on a similar model. I had to do a practical breeding of a hucow to pass my test. She got pregnant on the first round.”

Joe laughs, a deep sound that rumbles through the quiet room. “And how was that? First time with an audience, I’d imagine.”

“Nerve-wracking,” Adam admits with a wry smile. “Three evaluators with clipboards, watching everything, but once I started, instinct took over.” His fingers brushed against the leather cuff around my right wrist, adjusting it slightly though it needed no adjustment. The brief contact sends electricity through my arm.

“That’s the mark of a natural,” Joe says approvingly. “When you can block out distractions and focus on getting the job done.”

Their conversation continues, drifting to milk prices and breeding fees. They could be discussing cattle or crops for all the emotion they attach to the subject. Yet their clinical detachment only heightens my awareness of my vulnerability—naked, restrained, waiting to be bred while they carry on a conversation above me.

“The first breeding usually takes because of all the hormones flooding their system,” Joe says, moving back toward the door. “But we’ll schedule a second session tomorrow and the day after to be sure.”

Adam nods, already shrugging off his jacket and draping it over a hook near the door. “Sounds good.”

Joe claps Adam on the back before nodding toward the door. “I’ll leave you to it. She’s all yours now.” The door closes with a definitive click, leaving Adam alone with me.

The silence that follows seems to pulse with potential energy. I remain perfectly still in my restraints, my position unchanged, yet everything has shifted. Adam—my Adam—stands behind me, no longer the college boy who introduced me to this world, but a certified breeding bull.

Adam moves behind me, his breathing audible in the quiet room. I can’t see him now, can only wait and anticipate his touch. My heart beats so wildly I fear it might break my ribs, while between my legs, I feel a telling slickness that betrays my excitement.

Adam’s footsteps circle the breeding rack until he stands beside my head. His fingers trail along the curve of my spine, a touch so achingly familiar that tears spring to my eyes. I’ve dreamed of his hands for weeks, imagined them during every milking session. He strokes my back in long, gentle motions, as if reacquainting himself with my body. “Look at you, Dolly,” he says, his voice carrying that perfect blend of authority and tenderness that first drew me to him. “You’ve adapted even better than I hoped.”

I turn my head to see him better, drinking in the sight of his face after so long apart. His blue eyes are warm as they study me, his expression a mixture of pride and something deeper.

“I’ve missed you,” Adam continues, his palm flat against the small of my back. “Thought about you every day while I was finishing my certification.” His hand slides upward, following the dip and curve of my spine to my shoulder blades. “My professors were impressed with my detailed knowledge of lactation induction. That was all because of you.”

His fingers find the tender spot at the nape of my neck, just above my collar, and I melt into his touch. The restraints around my wrists and ankles keep me from moving, from pressing against him as I want to, but my body responds to him instinctively—my breathing quickens, my skin warms beneath his touch.

“Uncle Joe and Tucker have taken good care of you,” Adam observes, moving around to examine me more fully. His eyes travel over my body—my thighs, thicker now from weeks of farm nutrition; my stomach, slightly softer than before; my breasts, hanging heavily beneath me, their size and fullness significantly increased since he last saw them. “You’re even more beautiful now. Farm life suits you.”

He crouches beside the breeding rack, his face level with mine. One hand comes up to stroke my cheek, thumb brushing across my lower lip. “Do you like it here, Dolly? Are you happy?”

The direct question surprises me. It’s been so long since anyone asked what I feel. I nod, the motion limited by my position, and let out a soft, contented “moo” that makes Adam smile.

“Good girl,” he praises, his dimples deepening. “I knew you would be. You were made for this.”

He stands again, moving to my udders. His hands cup them with a familiar confidence, testing their weight and firmness. His touch is professional yet intimate. My teats respond instantly, tightening under his fingers, leaking tiny droplets of milk that he catches and brings to his lips.

“Sweet,” he murmurs, his eyes meeting mine as he tastes me. “Richer than before.”

He straightens, his hands leaving my udders. I hear the soft rustle of fabric as he begins to undress behind me, out of my view. “I’m going to breed you now,” he announces, his voice taking on a deeper, more authoritative tone.

“Moooo,” I responded eagerly, the sound rising from my throat unbidden. My body knows what’s coming, craves it after weeks of emptiness. My inner walls clench around nothing.

Adam chuckles, pleased by my response. “That’s my girl. So eager for it. So eager for me.”

His hands appear at my hips, positioning himself behind me. I feel the heat of his bare skin as he leans over my back, his chest pressing against me as he speaks directly into my ear. “This will be different from before,” he explains, his voice a low murmur that sends shivers down my spine. “Before I had to use protection or pull out, but not anymore. Now I’ll finish inside you where it belongs.”

His hands stroke down my sides, thumbs pressing into the dimples at the base of my spine. “You’ll have a piece of me growing inside you soon. I’ll be with you even when I’m not here.”

The thought of carrying his child fills me with warmth and a deep, primal satisfaction. I want to carry his baby.

Adam’s fingers slide between my legs, testing my readiness. He finds me already slick and swollen, my body betraying my need. “So wet,” he murmurs approvingly. “You’ve been saving this for me, haven’t you?”

“Moo!” I agree.

His fingers move expertly, circling my entrance, dipping inside to stretch me gently. It’s been so long since anything has filled my pussy that even his fingers feel overwhelming. A moan escapes me—half human, half bovine.

“I’ll be breeding Annabelle too,” Adam continues conversationally as his fingers work their magic. “So you’ll both have something to bond over. Pregnant hucows often form stronger herd attachments.” His thumb finds my clit, circling it with practiced precision.

The mention of him breeding Annabelle with her vacant eyes and enormous udders sends an unexpected spike of jealousy through me, but it’s quickly subsumed by the pleasure building between my legs. Adam withdraws his fingers, and I feel the blunt pressure of his cock against my entrance.

“Ready?” he asks, though it’s not really a question. My answer doesn’t matter; this will happen regardless.

Yet I respond with an eager “moo” that makes Adam chuckle again. He pushes forward slowly, stretching me around his girth. The sensation is overwhelming after so long—fullness, pressure, a slight burn that edges into pleasure as my body remembers him.

“So tight,” Adam grunts, his hands gripping my hips firmly. “Like you were made for me.”

He begins to move, each thrust deliberate and measured. Unlike Tucker’s rough handling or Joe’s detached efficiency, Adam’s movements have purpose—calculated to maximize both pleasure and the likelihood of conception. His strokes are deep and steady, angled to hit the spots inside me that make stars explode behind my eyelids.

The sensations build rapidly—too rapidly. Weeks of emptiness, of being used only in my mouth and ass, have left my pussy desperate for attention. Within moments, I’m teetering on the edge of climax, my inner walls clenching around Adam’s length.

“That’s it,” he encourages, feeling my response. “Come for me, Dolly. Show me how much you’ve missed this.”

His words push me over the edge. Pleasure explodes through me, radiating outward from my core, pulsing through me in waves that make me cry out—a sound somewhere between a human moan and a bovine bellow. My body convulses in the restraints, the breeding rack holding me securely as I shatter around him.

Adam groans in response, his rhythm faltering briefly before he resumes with renewed purpose. “Good girl,” he praises, his voice tighter now. “So responsive. You’re going to take my seed so well.”

His thrusts become more forceful, driving deeper as he chases his own release. I feel another orgasm building, impossibly soon after the first, my sensitized body responding to each powerful stroke. When it hits, it’s even more intense than before—a consuming wave that leaves me gasping and mooing uncontrollably.

Adam stiffens behind me, his fingers digging into my hips as he drives himself as deep as possible. “Take it,” he grunts, his voice strained. “Take every drop, Dolly.”

I feel him pulsing inside me, feel the warmth of his release flooding my depths. The knowledge that his seed is filling me, possibly creating new life, triggers a final aftershock of pleasure that leaves me trembling in the restraints.

For several moments, we remain joined, both catching our breath. Adam’s hand strokes my back soothingly, his touch gentler now. “Perfect,” he murmurs, slowly withdrawing from me. “You were perfect, Dolly.”

The door opens behind us, and I hear Tucker’s familiar boots on the rubber floor. “I’ll take her back to her stall to rest.” He says, not bothered by Adam standing there naked.

Adam moves into my field of vision. “She did beautifully,” he tells Tucker, his voice carrying professional pride.

Tucker grunts in acknowledgment as he unfastens my restraints, first my ankles, then my wrists. My limbs feel weak and rubbery as I’m helped down from the breeding rack. Tucker clips a leash to my collar and helps steady me as I find my balance on all fours.

Adam reaches for a bottle of water on a nearby shelf, taking a long drink as Tucker secures the leash. “Do you need a break?” Tucker asks, eyeing Adam with a mixture of respect and curiosity.

Adam smirks, screwing the cap back on the bottle. “Nah, I got one more round in me. Bring in the other cow.”

Tucker nods, giving my leash a gentle tug. “I’ll bring Annabelle in after I get this one settled.” He leads me toward the door, my legs still shaky from the intensity of my orgasms.

“I’ll see you again tomorrow, Dolly,” Adam calls after me, his voice warm with promise. “And every day until you’re pregnant.”

I turn my head to look at him one last time before Tucker leads me from the room. Adam stands tall and confident, the breeding rack gleaming behind him, his expression full of satisfaction.

As Tucker leads me back to my stall, I can’t help the contentment that settles over me like a warm blanket. My body still tingles from Adam’s touch, his seed still warm inside me. Tomorrow he’ll breed me again, and again after that, until my belly swells with his child.

Hucow farm life is perfect.

The End…

Part 5: The Newest Hucow: Ellie, will be released 2026. Follow me on Facebook or my Amazon Author Page for release dates, and sneak peaks!!

Friend me on Facebook under Lucy Moo or follow my INSTAGRAM page: lucymoo2023

Check out my other books:

The Hucow Black Market Series

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


The Betrayed Milker Series: A BDSM Hucow Series

Sold to the Farm

Sent to the Farm

Tricked on the Farm

Back To The Farm.

Life Under the Dome Series:

Selected For Hucow Service

Hucow In Service

Escaping Hucow Service

Ending Hucow Service

Alphabet Farm Series:

The First Hucow: Annabelle

The Next Hucow: Buttercup

Joining The Herd: Clover

Hucow Farm Life: Dolly

The Newest Hucow: Ellie (coming 2026)

The Hucow Herd Series

Grade A: Prime Choice

Commercial Grade Hucow

Grade B: Butcher’s Choice Hucow

Grade D: Sent to the Cannery (coming 2026)

Sanda and the Hucow

Hucow Farm Series

Hucow Farm Book One: Intake

Hucow Farm Book Two: Transformation

Hucow Farm Book Three: The Farm

Hucow Farm Book Four: Hucow Exposed

Hucow Farm Book Five: Second Chances

Other Standalone Shorts Available Now:

Abducted: Hucow Alien Space Station

The Hucow Experiment: The Mad Scientist

Hucow Horror Farm

Shipwrecked On Hucow Island

The Hucow Lottery

Life Sentence: The Hucow Prison

The New Club Hucow: Udder MC

Alien’s Hucow Incubator

The Lab Hucow

Hubull Duty

My Hucow Journey

Unexpected Hucow

Trapped In The Hucow Dimension

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

Hucow Mode

HAPPY HUCOW READING!

NON-Hucow Shorts

Press Start To Play: A Step-sibling Romantic Short

Their Love Poem: A Professor/Student Romantic Short

The Mating Arena Part One: OGRE

Aveline’s Pony-girl Adventure Parts 1-6

Chara’s Pony-girl Story COMING Spring 2026

The Correction Company (A pet play Full length story)

The Perfect Pet (coming 2026)
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