

The Hucow Farm Part 5:

Second Chances

This is part 5 of The Hucow Farm Series and continues from where the last book ended. This will be the final book in the series. To better understand the flow of the story I recommend reading them in order.

Happy Hucow Reading!


Chapter One

A white-hot flare of pain burns straight through the jelly in my head. The world sways, making my stomach revolt as Garrett carries me up the incline. I feel a few other hands on me, but he shoos them away, and then I’m placed into the back of another pickup. Garret climbs onto the back and kneels next to me as the truck revs and takes off.

“You’ll be alright, girl.” He says, but his tone holds a hint of doubt. I hear him on the radio. “Got an injured cow. Get the vet and Mr. Steelhart to meet me in the sick shed right now!”

“Okay, boss.” Someone replies.

I know I’m in a mess. I’m barely holding on right now. Everything hurts.

The drive isn’t long, and soon we’re stopped, and Garrett scoops me up again, and I feel him running. I can see the regular barns in the distance, but we’re headed in the opposite direction, towards a smaller shed.

Garrett grunts and sets me down; cold wood on my cheek feels nice. The air here tastes old and moldy, with a high sting of antiseptic just under the rot. I try to swallow, but there’s nothing in my throat but iron and spit.

“Where do you want her?” The voice is Garrett’s, lower than usual. I try to lift my arms but get nothing. They might not even be attached anymore.

“Right there is fine.” Another man—voice clipped.

A flashlight beam rakes across my swollen face. I can’t flinch, can’t even blink. Fingers press at my jaw, then the light tunnels into one eye, then the other. “Jesus,” the nasal voice says. “You get a look at this?”

“She was like that when I found her,” Garrett mutters.

“You run the cameras?” The man snaps his fingers right in front of my eyes, and it takes a full second for the noise to reach my ears.

“No need. We all know who did this. Found her on the north fence, near the cabin.” Garrett says.

“Goddamn, that no-good son of a… I told him to stay away from the barns!” I recognize that voice. Mr. Steelhart, the owner of the farm and my owner.

The flashlight flicks off, and I try to get my legs under me, but only my left knee obeys. The other dangles, numb except for a drilling throb just above the ankle.

Hands hold me still on my side. “Easy, cow. Don’t move.” Garrett is holding me down.

I feel prodding in my back end, and I cry out in pain as he touches the lashes. “Heavy bleeding from the rectal area, contusions everywhere, right ankle’s probably fractured.” This must be the vet.

“Can we salvage the cow or not?” Steelhart asks, my life hanging in the balance with every second that goes by.

Garrett lifts me—no, hauls, like I weigh nothing. His hands are careful, but there’s no hesitation. He lays me flat on a table, pressing my shoulders into the padding. The vet, or whatever he is, grabs my face and tilts it side to side, muttering measurements under his breath. I try to moan, but it comes out as a wet gurgle, a pitiful uuuuuuh.

“She’s a mess,” the vet says. He jams something plastic into my mouth, hard enough to crack a tooth.

Steelhart grunts. “If it’s alive enough to make noise, we might salvage it yet. Get on with it. Let me know if it’s possible to save the experiment. The shit for brains had to pick the cow that was injected with the test serum. Of all the cows in the barn, he had to fucking pick this one.” His bitter response doesn’t surprise me. I’m nothing more than a lowly cow, easily expendable.

My whole body is a patchwork of bruises and scrapes, blue and yellow and angry red. They don’t touch the worst part, just glance at it and move on. One of them wipes a rag between my legs, dabbing at the slow, dark leak that’s been soaking the plastic underneath me. There’s a slosh of disinfectant, cold as ice, then a rubber-gloved finger rooting up inside, drawing another whimper from me.

I start to panic—legs thrashing, lungs heaving—and Garrett pins me down by the thighs. “Shhh,” he says.

“Blood pressure?” the vet asks, hands buried in my pelvis.

“Hundred over sixty. Pulse one-twenty.” Another man says, and I jolt, not noticing him at first.

“Not in shock yet, but she’s close. She has extensive damage that will take time to heal, and it’ll be a while before she’s able to move around on her own.”

Steelhart leans over until his breath fogs the bare skin of my chest. “You have any idea what this one’s worth? Well, what her womb is worth?” He doesn’t wait for a reply. “She’s not just regular livestock; she’s part of the research study. Find out if she’s still pregnant before I make my final decision.”

The vet grunts and gestures toward an ultrasound cart. Garrett wheels it up, and the vet is rough as jams gel onto my lower stomach before mashing the probe down with businesslike precision. The screen comes to life in blurry shades of gray. They stare at it for a long time. Someone’s fingernail rakes my thigh as they adjust the angle, and I yowl into the bite block, a full-bodied bellow that leaves my head spinning.

“There’s a sac,” Garrett says, peering in. “But is that…?”

The vet clicks the image, zooms. “There’s only one, but see that — there were three.”

“Three! Dammit.” Steelhart says. “I’m going to kill my son. If this was successful, we were lined up for a government-approved contract to inject the entire herd with the new drug. This is gonna cost me thousands.”

“There’s a heartbeat.” The vet says. “But I can’t guarantee it’s going to survive after all the trauma. You want me to clean her out or let her ride it?”

Steelhart is silent for a moment. He’s so close I can smell his aftershave. He drums his fingers on the edge of the table. “How bad is she? I’m tempted to cut my losses and start again with a new cow next spring if they don’t pull out after hearing this.”

My life hangs on this man’s decision, and it’s not looking good. There is no fear on my part if my time is up. I’m feeling like death already.

The vet talks as he works, checking the ugly purple knot at my ankle. “That’s compound,” he says. “We’ll see if it sets.” He doesn’t ask if I can feel it, just presses harder to watch the bones shift under the skin. I try to scream, but it’s a breathy, childish whimper. He’s not even looking at my face, just tracking my response.

“Severe trauma. Lacerations all over. Most of it will heal if infection stays away.”

The vet moves to my ribs, fingers poking deep, then shallow, then deep again. “Two, maybe three broken on the left. Some on the right but less displacement. She’ll be in severe pain if you put her on the industrial milkers.”

“Her pain is not what I’m worried about. Can she still be productive in this state? I don’t want a useless cow.” Steelhart asks.

“Yes, but it will be impossible for her to travel between the milk barns and the hucow barns on her own for a while.” Garrett’s voice is flat but steady. “She would do best in an isolation pen and a portable milker brought in.”

“That’s extra work, and I hate paying handlers overtime.” The boss grumbles.

“If you’re not willing to give her at least thirty days to heal some and stabilize the pregnancy, then my recommendation is to put her down. It would be more humane in this case.” The vet says.

“She’s strong enough to have made it this far.” Garrett says. “It would be a shame to cull one so young, and think of the research contract, Mr. Steelhart.”

Steelhart sighs. “What am I going to do with my son?” He’s at a loss. Cody is a sadistic man, a man who’s supposed to inherit this farm, but with him in control, this farm will be ruined within a few years.

Garrett and the vet keep quiet as Steelhart paces, trying to decide what to do with me. After a few minutes, he comes to a stop, his shoulders pull back, and a cool look crosses his face, all business now. “I want this incident dealt with swiftly, and caring for an injured cow that might not make it to delivery is going to set back the test. I’ll have to wait until the older cow delivers and send the results in. Hopefully, the results will be enough for them. You can put it down.”

Just like that, my life is over. An odd sense of calm washes over me. There is no panic, just numb relief that my pain will soon be over.

The vet nods. “Yes, sir. I’ll see it done.”

Garett’s hand on my shoulder stiffens, but his face remains emotionless.

“Good. I hate to say it, but it’s clear my son is not cut out for hucow farming, and I need to deal with his behavior once and for all.” There is regret and resignation in his eyes. His posture slumps in defeat. Whatever he plans for Cody’s punishment is weighing heavily on him. “Come see me when it’s done. I’ll have another job for you.”

Then he’s gone, wiping me from his mind like a bad dream. To him, I’m already gone.

“You don’t need to be here. I can do this without you.” The vet says to Garrett. He’s already prepping a blue tray, drawing up something clear into a fat syringe.

I fixate on the needle, so sharp and clean and final. If there’s a heaven for hucows, I hope it’s nothing like here. Maybe it’s just a field. Maybe it’s a bed. God! I can’t even remember what one of those feels like.

“No,” Garrett says suddenly.

The vet stops, needle poised above my thigh. “What?”

“Despite the bosses’ orders, I’d like to give her a chance. It’s not the cow’s fault his son is a dick.” Garrett says, making the vet chuckle.

I groan in pain, shifting slightly, and drawing both pairs of eyes to me. The vet frowns. “This cow is Mr. Steelhart’s property to keep or dispose of, and he wants it put down.”

“I know, but you heard what he said; this is going to cost the farm money in the future. What if we give her a chance, see if the calf survives, and she takes it to term, survives the ordeal? We know the serum worked. She had three calves inside her. Three! But the research is not considered complete until both test cows give birth. The other cow is having twins; this one now only one, but we can monitor them both and finish the research. If the calf is born healthy and matches the same characteristics and sex of the other calves born, then we know it was a success. Think about it. You’d be the first vet to deliver the first ever born hucows.” Garrett says. I’m confused and in so much pain, I can’t keep up.

“So you know the serum is not just about multiple births then?” The vet questions and I see Garrett nod.

“Mr. Steelhart told me the serum not only produces multiple births but the calves are genetically all female and born of lower intelligence. They will go straight to the hucow transformation facility, where they will be raised as hucows from birth and undergo the transformation slowly over time so they will be ready for farms once they reach maturity. This experiment could revolutionize the hucow industry. No more waiting for volunteers to fill the barns.” Garrett’s voice is filled with excitement. “I know it’s top-secret, and government funded, and now, because of his son, he could lose the chance to be at the forefront of a new advancement if the government gives the contract to another farm.”

The vet sets the syringe aside. “That’s a possibility, but we don’t know if the cow will survive long enough to give birth, let alone a few days if infection sets in.”

“I know, but if she does, then Mr. Steelhart will fulfill the contract, and face no penalties. This is not a guarantee, but if you put it down now, then they will never know.”

The vet thinks it over and then picks up the syringe. Garrett’s hand on my side tightens as I feel the prick of the needle. This is it, I think, when my eyes grow heavy and my muscles relax as the pain dulls.

“What was that?” Garrett asks when he places his hand on my chest, feeling that I’m still breathing.

“Broad-spectrum antibiotics and a pain block. She’ll be out soon.” The vet dabs at the blood with a napkin, wipes it on my leg, and moves on. “If an infection doesn’t set in then, she might have a chance, but she needs to be kept quiet if there’s any chance of this calf surviving.”

Garett lets out a deep breath in relief, and I see him grinning. “I’ll set her up somewhere quiet and out of the way. We can do this.”

The vet nods, but doesn’t seem convinced. “I’ll check on her in a few days, but if she gets worse or bleeds more than she is now, then come get me. We won’t tell the boss until we know she’s out of the woods. I’ll go see what he wants to speak to me about.”

Garett nods. “I think I know what he’s planning, and the bastard deserves it.”

The vet’s face is grim as he looks down at the mess my body is in. “Me too, and I’d have to agree, but it doesn’t make it anymore legal. I just hope it doesn’t come back to bite him in the ass or he regrets it.”

Garett hums in agreement. He stands, glancing at the doorway where the vet left, then leans in close. “I’ll be right back. Rest. It’s all up to you now to survive. Be a good cow and keep that calf alive.” His hand squeezes shoulder, just for a second. Then he’s gone.

Garrett has given me a second chance at life, and I want to live, but is he asking too much from my bruised and battered body? Only time will tell.


Chapter Two

I slowly wake up, confused. This is not the barn filled with rows of slumbering cows waiting for the farmhands to unhook us from the chains tethering us to our stalls so we can crawl towards the milking barns where our day begins and ends on the milking machines.

A bulb dangles above the dimly lit shed. There’s a hard surface beneath my face—thick, uneven wood that smells like old mouse droppings and old wood. I try to move my head, but something has it braced, chin down, pinned by padded bands. My mouth tastes of sour spit and blood.

The pain comes next, and it’s not local—it’s everywhere. My limbs are a single nerve, lit up and shrieking in agony. Something cold and tight wraps my right forearm, keeping the bone inside from flying apart. I’m in my usual position on all fours, but my limbs are not bearing my weight. Instead, a padded harness wraps around my thighs, keeping my legs spread, and runs up my back with thick bands under my udders and encasing my shoulders. The cool air on my sore pussy feels soothing, and I relax, hanging there unable to move and not wanting to.

The stall is not much bigger than a closet. There’s no gate, just slats and wire. The floor is layered with hay, damp and rank where my urine has pooled and gone stale. A single blue bucket sits at the back, but I can’t twist far enough to see what’s in it. The room smells of sickness and old milk.

Voices grow louder outside, nearing the shed. My heart seizes up, my whole body tries to jerk, but the harness just bites harder. They walk by, laughing and joking as they go about their day. Then it’s quiet again except for the hiss of my breath and the occasional sounds coming from outside. No voices, just a faint sound of a truck’s engine in the distance, and behind that, the faraway hum of the industrial milkers in the main barns.

I lose time. The bulb overhead flickers, and for a second, I think I might blink out again, but the ache in my bones drags me back. Each breath comes sharper than the last as my broken ribs protest each breath.

When the door finally groans open, I can smell the man before I see him: Garrett. The sound of his boots is careful, a little hesitant, but never slow. Garrett, the foreman, my saviour. The one who picked me up off the ground after Cody and his pack had their fun. There is a shifting in my chest—more than the usual arousal when I see this man. It’s gratitude. He saved my life.

He kneels in front of my stall, arms crossed over the gate. “You’re awake,” he says, voice low, like he’s afraid to scare me back under.

I try to reply with a moo, but the only thing that comes out is a high, strangled uuuuh. The noise startles even me. Garrett doesn’t flinch.

“Three days,” he says. “You’ve been out for three.” His gaze is all over my body, not sexual, just examining all the cuts, bruises, and swelling, deciding what will heal and what will scar. The soft, unblemished skin I arrived with is long gone. He reaches through the slats and touches my forehead, checking for a fever, then presses a thumb to my neck, monitoring my pulse. His hands are warm and bring me comfort.

The light from the dim bulb slices down over his face, bringing out the flecks of gray in his hair and the fine lines around his eyes. He seems tired. Maybe he always did, but I never noticed. I was always too busy trying to entice him to fuck me.

“Try to drink,” he says, and maneuvers the bucket under my nose. The smell of water is almost enough to make me cry. I lunge for it, but the harness hauls me short, jerking my throat against the pad. Garrett mutters something and undoes a single buckle at my shoulder. I sag and lap at the water, letting it sluice down my tongue, easing the burn in my throat. I drink until my belly aches.

He watches for a bit, then adjusts the harness back into place, gently but firm. “That’s enough. Don’t want you vomiting.” He gives my splinted leg a tap, then bends low to inspect the set. “Swelling is down. That’s good.”

I shift and groan, suddenly fearful of being touched. Hands have hurt me, and I’ve grown skittish. “Easy, girl.” He leans in closer, his breath curling warm against my temple.

“I’m not going to hurt you,” he says. “But you still have a job to do even while you heal. Those udders are a mess of black and blue, but they need to be drained. It’ll hurt, but it has to be done.” There’s a dry laugh in his throat. “Now settle down.”

I hadn’t thought of that, but the ache in my chest makes itself known. They’re full and tight, and when I shift, the milk inside sloshes. My teats are throbbing with pressure. I whimper at the thought of the machine suckling them. It’s going to hurt, but feel so good to be emptied.

“Alright. Let’s get this over with.” Garrett stands, rolls his sleeves, and drags a portable milking machine closer. It’s smaller than the industrial ones, but the hoses and suckers are unmistakable. He threads the cord through the gap in the boards, kneels again, and props the pump between his knees.

“With all the antibiotics in your system, the milk is no good. I’ll have to dump it until the vet clears you,” he says to me even though he doesn’t have to explain this to a farm animal. His hands are businesslike as he wipes me down with a cool rag, cleaning the dried blood from the base of each breast. The touch is surprisingly delicate. He checks for infection, then fits the cups over my teats, one at a time. The suction clamps on hard enough to make my vision bloom with stars.

Garrett flips the switch, and the rhythm starts: suck, pause, release, suck. Warm milk travels through the tube, snaking into a canister by his side. I can’t see it, but I hear the wet splatter with every pull.

He watches the process, never once looking at my face. “You’ll feel better in a bit,” he says. “Pressure’ll come off. Pain meds should last till noon.” He checks his watch, nods to himself.

I want to tell him something, anything. That I’m grateful, that I wish I was dead, that I don’t know how to keep going. All I can do is let out a soft, embarrassing moo. Garrett’s mouth twitches, and for a second, I think he might smile.

“I know it hurts, but you’re doing great, girl.” He pets my shoulder, a slow, steady pressure. “Just keep still; let it finish.”

The pressure ebbs and flows, every pulse from the machine tugging a whimper up my throat. The pain doesn’t fade, but something else bleeds through it—an animal heat, raw and impossible. I feel my hips trying to sway, bumping uselessly against the bands holding them apart. The ache deepens, not just from the milk but from a longing so sharp it burns away the fog in my skull.

I hear myself moan, higher this time, and I flush with shame. Three days since I was left bloodied and ruined, and now my body craves to be used, to be filled, like nothing had changed. I can’t stop the trembling in my thighs, the way my cunt clenches and throbs with each pulse of the suction.

Garrett glances up, eyebrow raised. He sees the way I arch against the harness, the way my tailbone tries to twitch. For a second, I think he might be angry, but he just shakes his head and reaches past my flank, grabbing a glove from his back pocket. He snaps it on with a crisp pop and says, almost to himself, “I’m surprised you want to be mounted in your condition, but I shouldn’t be. It’s part of who you are now. Milk-dumb and constantly horny even when you’re half dead.”

It doesn’t sting. It’s honest, almost kind, the way Garrett says it. I can’t answer, so I just bury my face deeper in the wood, praying the milking will finish quickly.

He surprises me when he squats behind me, out of my line of sight, and with a quickness I barely register, he presses his hand between my thighs. Not rough, and cautious of my injuries. The heat in me rages into an inferno, burning away my pain. All I can focus on is the pleasure his touch brings. His glove squeaks on the wetness the milking’s coaxed from me, and I shudder.

“You really want it, don’t you, girl?” he says, voice quiet. “You’re stronger than you look.” He angles his palm and works my parting, careful to avoid anywhere I’m bleeding. His fingers circle my clit, patient, rhythmic, like he’s winding a clock. Every time he grazes the swollen nub, I moan and press myself into him, rutting against his hand. It’s a deep, involuntary hunger, no words, just the flush of need climbing up my spine.

He strokes faster, matching the pulse of the milker. “Easy now,” he murmurs, but I can’t slow down. My whole body bears down, milk shooting harder into the tubes, every nerve singing. The pain in my legs and ribs is there, but small now—nothing compared to the raw, high cresting inside me.

The orgasm tears itself out of me with a sound I don’t even recognize. I howl, lungs burning, and arch as much as the harness lets me.

Garrett doesn’t speak, just lets me ride it—his hand steadies my hip while the other gently circles until I’m panting and twitching in the harness, wrung out and emptied. The final letdown of my milk follows, the burn lessening as the suction slurps at what’s left inside.

He switches off the pump. Garrett’s hands are gentle as he detaches the milking cups, wiping my teats with a warm wet rag and checking for damage. He applies ointment to the small wounds that split open. Last, the familiar poke of a needle into my udders is felt as he injects the usual cocktail of hucow hormones that keep me producing.

There is another poke in my thigh. “Something especially for pregnant cows.” He says, but doesn’t elaborate. There’s nothing I can do about it anyway. I’ve been poked hundreds of times since becoming a hucow, so it’s nothing new, and if it’s for the baby, then that’s good.

The farm foreman moves on to my other injuries and applies more ointment to any still seeping. “No infection,” he says. “That’s a good sign.”

He stands, brushes hay from his knees, and sets the canister of milk aside. “Good, cow,” he says, voice still soft. “You’re not stable enough to move around, but I’ll get you walking again before the month’s out.” He looks me in the eye for the first time, and there’s something like sadness behind the mask.

“If you’re still in pain, moo once. If it’s bearable, moo twice.” I let out one long, miserable sound.

“I’ll bring another pain shot with breakfast,” he says. “Try to sleep.”

He clicks off the light. In the dark, I can hear him take a single breath, then the door creaks shut, and I am alone with my hurt and the slow, alien beat of my own changed body.

I close my eyes, and drift. Tomorrow, maybe it will all hurt less.


Chapter Three

I measure time by the creak of the shed door and Garrett’s visits. Every inch of me is slow to heal, but as the days pass the pain eases until only minor aches remain.

I miss my routine and the small burst of fresh air I used to get crawling from the barns to the milking sheds and back. Morning and night are the same in this place—just the bulb overhead, sometimes on, sometimes off, and waiting in between milking, feeding, being checked.

I am alive, at least. I keep waking up, even when I don’t want to because the pain is so bad, but those days are fewer now as my body heals.

Garett makes sure I keep to a routine, fitting the pump over my bruised teats, and I keep swallowing the feed like a good hucow.

My ribs don’t spike agony through my body with every slight movement, and my leg doesn’t send up fireworks when I shift in my sleep. The bruises go from purple to green, then to a jaundiced yellow, and after a few weeks, I don’t even look that different from the other hucows, if you don’t look at the splint on my back leg and red, raised scars on my body.

It’s those marks that keep the memories stuck, like a film over my eyes, but with the drugs Garrett continues to give me, the movie of that night is turning grainy. I’m forgetting, and it’s a blessing, but my body still remembers.

Garrett sees how skittish I’ve become and always waits a second before coming all the way in, like he wants to give me a chance to brace myself. The first few times, I flinch when he arrives and hunch as small as the harness lets me, until I see it’s him, but now I just wait, eyes half-shut, listening for the telltale click of the milk machine. I can tell by the way he walks it’s him before he even gets through the door.

“How are we doing today, cow?” he says, same as always. His tone is soft and almost affectionate when he speaks to me, most days, but on others he seems like he’s in a hurry. I know he’s busy on the farm, and I’m an extra burden. He checks the splint first, prodding the wrappings at my ankle, thumb braced under the bone. It used to hurt like a bastard, but now I only hiss a little. He watches my face and makes a note on the clipboard.

“Swelling’s almost gone,” he mutters, mostly to himself. “Good girl. That’s what we want.” Then he unbuckles the harness around my withers and lets me support my lower half on the ground. The first few times he did this, I could only stay like this without the support for a few minutes, but I’ve grown stronger, and today I manage to keep my head up. Garrett lifts my chin, shines a penlight in my eyes, and clicks his tongue.

“Alert, no fever, hydration’s good,” he says. Then he reaches under me and finds the first teat. I always tense up, expecting the pain, but today it’s almost nothing. He squeezes out a dribble and nods. “These are all healed. Good cow. You sure are a tough one.” He straps the milking cups to my chest, and the suction starts. I brace for the sting, but it’s just a gentle, steady pull, the rhythm soothing now that I’m not in pain. My head droops, and I let out a low moo of delight as I’m drained.

Garrett doesn’t say much during the milkings. He wipes me down, checks for cracked skin, puts ointment where the cups leave red rings. Then he changes out my feed and brings me water, which I gulp until it slops down my jaw. I’m always thirsty and hungry now.

“You’re doing so much better,” he says, and I feel a flicker of something like pride. I want to do well. I want him to think I’m worth the extra work he’s put in to save my life, to give me a second chance.

Once the machine is done, he undoes the harness completely and lets me roll onto my side. It’s the only time I’m free, and even though I can barely move, it feels nice to be out of the harness.

“Eat,” he says, and slides the bucket under my nose. He sits back on a milk crate and watches me chew, arms folded. The silence is companionable, almost. When I finish, he wipes my mouth and runs a hand down my neck, petting me. When I nuzzle his hand, he gets this soft smile on his face. “Such a sweet girl.”

Those feelings surface when he touches me softly. My thighs grow wet and my chest warms at the thought of him mounting me, but then the ache inside reminds me something bad happened last time someone fucked me.

Garrett stops petting me, and then it’s time for the injections. The usual two in my udders barely makes me blink as he stabs the needles deep into the flesh.

I pay more attention when he preps the site on my hip. He swabs it with alcohol and draws up a fat syringe from a cooler.

“Hold still,” he says, and I do because I’m a good hucow. The jab is quick, the burn immediate, but it fades fast. He massages the spot, then holds up the vial. “You know what this is?” he asks, voice half-amused, knowing I don’t. I just looked at him, dumb as ever.

“It’s a new med the vet recommended,” he says. “You’re getting all kinds of special treatment. This is supposed to speed up tissue healing and keep your mood steady, so you don’t stress the fetus.” He flicks the empty syringe, then tosses it in the bin. “Don’t want you miscarrying, not after all this work.” He says it so matter-of-factly, like my body is just a vessel for the calf inside me. I doubt I’d still be breathing right now if this calf wasn’t special.

Sometimes I feel the shots right away—a warm flush in my cheeks, a low buzz in my skull. Today it takes longer, but when it hits, I relax all over; the aches fading to a gentle hum. I almost purr. Garrett notices.

“Good girl,” he says, and stands. He re-buckles the harness, gently raising me back up to all fours, and pats my rump. All I can manage is a soft, hiccupy moo.

He leaves the light on when he goes.

Days pass like that. I sleep, wake, eat, get milked, get checked, get shot up with whatever the vet wants to try this week. Sometimes I have dreams about the barn, the smell of hay and the brush of hands on my hide, but they fade fast. This stall is safe, in its way. Nothing can get to me here unless Garrett or the vet lets it.

The first time the vet comes back, I almost shit myself. I remember the gloves, the way he dug his fingers inside me, cold and clinical. I moo loudly in alarm, but he doesn’t seem to care.

Garrett briefs him, running through the stats. “Weight’s up. Urine’s clear. She’s holding solids, and her appetite’s increased like expected with a pregnant heifer. I think we’re past the risk window, but she still spooks if you reach around her quickly.”

The vet tuts, scribbles in his notepad, and sets down his bag. “How’s she with penetration?”

Garrett shrugs. “Don’t know. Haven’t tried since the injury. She handles clit stimulation fine.”

The vet waves him off. “Let’s do a manual, then. I’ll sedate her if she resists.”

I want to scream, but all I do is press my face into the wood and let the harness do its work. Garrett strokes my back, firm and slow, and I try to fixate on that, ignoring the dread in my stomach.

The vet snaps on his gloves, lubes up, and shoves two fingers inside me. I flinch, then freeze, every muscle rigid. The pain is sharp, but not as bad as before. He moves in and out, then deeper, feeling around. My muscles slowly relax as the pain fades and my body responds to the penetration positively. I wiggle my hips, slowly pressing back against his fingers, and a jolt of pleasure zips up my spine.

“Mooooo…” I groan as my arousal builds.

“Good girl,” Garett praises as I arch my back so the vet can probe me deeper. My orgasm is rising so fast it comes out of nowhere, and I cry out, sounding like a wounded animal as I shudder in ecstasy.

There was no pain. Only pleasure.

I hear the vet chuckle as I let the harness take my weight, as I relax and feel him press deeper. “Scarring’s minimal,” he says, voice muffled. “No infection. Cervix is high and tight. She’s healing fast—impressive.”

“You think she’ll be good for breeding again?” Garrett asks.

“Let her finish the current pregnancy, see how the uterine wall holds up. Everything is looking good,” the vet replies, withdrawing his hand and peeling off the gloves. “If she carries to term, then yes, she can be bred. If not—” He shrugs. “She’s not a breeding candidate, and Mr. Steelhart will move her to Barn D until her milk dries up and she’s no longer useful.”

“Any change in behavior?” the vet asks, wiping his hands.

“She’s calmer,” Garrett says. “Less vocal. Seems to enjoy the routine, even when it hurts. But she hasn’t shown much, uh, sexual display since the trauma unless being milked.”

The vet smiles, unconcerned. “That will come back. The hormone protocol suppresses memory, but she’s been through a serious trauma that will linger for a while. Give her another week, maybe up the hormone dosage. It won’t affect the fetus since it’s already expected to be mentally delayed at birth from the initial serum. She should be back to acting like a mindless fuckhole by the end of the month.” He packs up his kit and heads for the door. “Check her for discharge daily, and monitor fetal heart tones every morning. If you see any blood, call me. Otherwise, carry on with what you’re doing.”

They leave me to my thoughts, which are emptier every day. The worst memories are still there, but fuzzy at the edges. The faces of Cody and his friends are a blur, their laughter replaced by the more reliable sound of the milk pump. When the door opens, I no longer brace for pain. My body is learning to seek pleasure again.

The days continue to pass. When I’m alone, I shift in the harness, testing the way my muscles pull, how the skin bunches around the healing scars. The lustful urges return and push my ass back against the harness strap seeking friction, but finding none, until Garett comes to milk me and he slips his fingers into my dripping pussy and soothes the ache.

My udders ache with fullness now as the weight in my stomach grows. The pregnancy is affecting my milk flow, and the twice a day milkings are not cutting it. I long to be back in the milking sheds with all the other hucows. There I’d be strapped in all day as the machines drain me for hours while I’m penetrated by the mounting machine in my ass and pussy, but I’m kept hidden inside this shed with only a portable milker and little to no stimulation. I’m a desperate, horny cow who needs more.

Garrett never comments on my growing horniness, but I wonder if he knows how much I want to be fucked. I’m mindless with the urge to be filled.

The days blur together, and the pain fades entirely. By the end of another month, I can barely remember how I got injured. I know the feeling of the pump, and I know the smell of Garrett, and I know I want to be used, even if it hurts.

The next vet visit is less traumatic. He doesn’t bother with sedation, just glides the probe inside me and makes notes as he goes. “Perfect,” he says, and gives Garrett a thumbs-up. “It looks like she’ll carry this one to term.”

“Anything I should change to make sure?” Garrett asks.

“Increase the feed. Add electrolytes to her water, and you’ve already increased her hormone dosage, so you’re going to see an increase of milk faster than you usually would with a pregnant cow.” The vet strokes my cheek and smiles when I don’t flinch. He keeps doing it, like I’m a real animal. “I’m surprised to say she’s going to make a full recovery.”

Garrett seems relieved and gently pets my rump. “Good to hear.” The vet steps aside, and Garrett prepares me for another milking. The suction starts, and I moan, not because of pain — that’s gone — but because it feels so good. It’s a low, desperate sound, and it makes my whole body shudder. I see him look at me, eyebrow raised, and I think I see the corner of his mouth turn up. He doesn’t say anything, just keeps working, but when he finishes, he pets my neck and whispers, “Good girl.”

I don’t know how long I’ll stay in this shed, but for now, I heal, I eat, I fuck the air, and I make milk. It’s not so bad, but it gets lonely.

Time has no meaning for me anymore. I don’t really remember marking time like a human. A week, a month means nothing. I simply exist in the here and now. All I know is my belly has grown quite a bit bigger by the time the splint comes off. Even though my gait is awkward, I can crawl on all fours in the tiny shed. I’m now out of the harness, and it feels good to support myself.

One night, Garrett is talking on the phone. “Yeah, she’s stable,” he says. “Milk output is way up. Vet’s happy. Pregnancy looks good.”

He pauses, then laughs. “No, I’m not going to try that yet. She’s still got a week before she’s cleared for the machine.” Another pause. “I’m glad I spoke up and convinced the vet not to put her down.” He hangs up, and I wonder who he was talking to. He doesn’t tell me, of course. I’m just livestock.

Garrett comes in earlier than usual one morning and drags an old black trunk in behind him. The hinges scream, but he just grins, sweat already shining at his temples. “Big day,” he says. “The vet cleared you for regular duty. Time to get your holes used to being filled again up while being milked. If you can handle this machine, you’ll be headed back to the regular barns after I tell Mr. Steelhart I patched you up.”

I get a glimpse of what’s in the box: the same hip bracket as the industrial milking barns, but smaller. Nothing like the little hand-rigged fuck-stick he sometimes used on me while I was getting milked, but the real apparatus, the ones I saw in the main barn on my first day here—the padded frame that holds my back end still, the array of shining, hungry parts all meant for a body like mine.

I let out a high-pitched moo of excitement, which makes him chuckle and shake his head. I feel my heart hammering against my ribs in anticipation. My pussy flutters, already preparing itself for the euphoric feeling of finally being filled. My brain may be addled and dull most days, but I remember this machine.

I want this more than I want water or sun or even the taste of fresh air. I want to prove I can still take it, that I’m still as good as any other cow here. The weeks of pain were worth it. I brace my hooves against the mat and tilt my hips up, waiting for him to hurry it up.

He works quickly. First, my head is fitted between two posts he drilled to the stall floor. Then, the harness over my shoulders kept my front half steady. He wipes me down, brisk but not unkind, and checks the scars for splitting. “Good,” he mutters, mostly to himself. Then he straps my back legs to the frame, opening me wide, so the entire world can see how swollen and wet I am. I can hear the slick sound of my readiness, and it makes my face burn with animal shame.

He brings the bracket over my hips and locks it in place. This one is portable and heavier than the others that slide down from above. A flicker of unease travels up my spine. I moo loudly in impatience when he lines up the first probe. “Yeah, yeah, I hear you, cow. Hold on. I’ll have you stuffed full in a minute.” The probe is thicker than I remember, shiny with lube, and when he works it against my cunt, I almost buck right off the mat. The head pops inside and I moan, loud and helpless, a real animal sound, like something that’s never been human. It fills me, stretches me, and I squeeze down around it, greedy for more. Garrett laughs, a short bark, then flicks the switch.

The probe starts to fuck me—slow at first, a gentle in-and-out, building with every thrust. I whimper, already desperate, but then he lines up the second probe, the ass plug, and works it into place. This one’s got a bulge, a ribbed swell at the tip, and I feel it working me open with every push. The pain is almost nothing, the stretch so sweet I could weep.

The probes move in tandem, fucking me in perfect rhythm. Garrett fastens the cups to my teats and steps back to observe. The suction starts on my teats, and I feel the milk surge in response to the stimulation between my legs. It’s hot and urgent. The jets of cream are filling the collection canister with every pulse. The sensation is insane; every nerve in my body screams for more, even as the machine pushes me higher until I succumb to the pleasure with a long moo. I lose track of time. There is nothing but the heat and the sound and the slick slide of plastic against flesh.

Garrett stands next to me, arms crossed, watching. His face is blank, but I know the look: he’s proud. He did this, healed me, and now I’m used just as I should be. I see him adjust the controls, dialing the rhythm faster, then leans in and whispers in my ear.

“Don’t hold back,” he says. “Show me you’re ready to leave this place and rejoin the herd.”

I don’t need to be told. I let go, body clenching and milking the probes, screaming into the mat as the orgasms rip through me. The world blanks out, stars behind my eyes, and I continue to come so hard I almost black out. The machine never stops, just keeps fucking me, draining every drop of milk from my swollen tits, and I shudder and spasm until my body is limp and leaking.

When I finally come back, I’m still shaking. The probes are buried inside me, the suction a slow, rhythmic comfort. I feel empty and full at the same time, and my mind is wiped clean. There’s no memory of pain, or fear, or even who I was before. All I know is the want, and the machine, and the pride in Garrett’s voice when he pats my head.

“Good cow,” he mumbles.

And it is good. I am good. I am alive, and bred, and ready to get back to work, just like they wanted me to be.

I close my eyes and let the machine take the rest of me, whatever’s left, until all that remains is pleasure.


Chapter Four

It’s hard to remember how long I’ve been back with the herd now, but the air has grown hot again and the smell of flowers trickles into the open barn doors. Most days I’m lost in the rhythm of the daily routine, the cycle of waking up, crawling to the milking facility where we stay for the day getting milked and fucked on industrial stimulation machines until we are finally empty, and exhausted. We sweat more from the warmer temperatures so getting hosed down nightly with blessedly cold water has been added to the routine.

I’m bigger now. My belly drags against the straw if I get lazy about holding myself up, and my udder feels like a sack of wet sand beneath me, heavy with milk and always leaking. When the machines clamp on it stings, but the pain is soft compared to the pulsating throb that comes if I go too long without being drained.

Tonight, like every night, I’m second from the end in my row. The cow on my left is a newer hucow, with still flat stomach and average udders. She will have to wait until fall to meet the bulls, the handlers say, but she sees plenty of action from the farmhands. Like all hucows, she lets the men do whatever they want to her. I stare at the farmhand mounting her from behind with jealousy. She moos long and low as he fucks her pussy hard and fast. I’m always so horny, and want to mounted every second of the day now.

Thankfully I don’t have long to wait. The farmhand they call Slim nears my stall. He smells like cigarettes and engine grease, and his gloves are always too big for his hands so he rips them off before he gets to the end of the line. He works fast, and doesn't waste time pretending to check me over. He’s already got his dick out as he walks, jerking it slow and lazy while he slaps the nearest rump. When he gets to me he yanks me upright by my hips.

“Ready for some cock, cow,” he says. I moo, softly, my eyes lighting up with eagerness. I wish it was Garett behind me, about to fill me up, but Garrett is not here right now. I haven’t seen him since this morning and even though I wish the dominant foreman would use me like the rest of the farmhands, he doesn’t, and cock is cock. I’m not picky.

He snorts, grabbing a fist full of my hair and using it to tilt my head back. “I don’t know why I bothered to ask. You're nothing but a dumb willing cunt. Of course you're desperate to be mounted.”

“Hold on Slim.” Someone says and they brush along my side. I recognize the uniform of the farm security. They’re new to the farm, meant to keep the livestock safe during the night while the farmhands are gone home. I don’t know why the owner decided on adding security, but they’re okay, and don’t hurt us. “I’m about to go on watch and could I use the cows mouth before you fuck it?”

“Sure. She won’t fight, but I’ll keep her head in place so you can use her mouth real good.” Slim chuckles and grips my hair, tilting my face up as the guard stops in front of me and unzips his pants.

I hear a loud moan and grunt beside me, signally the farmhand is finished with the hucow next to me, but I pay them no mind when the guard takes his hard cock and presses it against my lips, smearing his pre-cum along the seam.

“Open up, cow.” Slim says, giving me a little shake and I instantly comply.

“Damn.” The guard groans as he slides right down my throat. “It always amazes me how much they can take.” He head tips back as he begins to fuck my face with deep thrusts while Slim holds me in place. The rhythm leaves me gasping. I choke once, and he laughs, and then pulls out to smack my cheek with the slick head. “Good little cow. You’re gonna have me blowing my load in minutes.”

“Fuck her harder, she can take it.” Slim says, and the guard does. By the time he’s ready to cum, tears are running down my face as he chokes me on his cock. I’m desperate for air, but not afraid. I’m turned on and dripping between my legs. He groans and his movements stall as he spurts his seed down my throat. All I can do is moan and swallow.

When he’s done, he wipes himself off and says bye to the handler without acknowledging me. I became invisible the moment he came in my mouth.

My face is sticky, but I don’t care because Slim doesn’t bother waiting another second. He lines himself up and shoves his cock inside me all at once. I can take it after spending days and months with my holes filled by the machine, but the shock makes me let out a wild, raw moo, full of bliss. I arch my back,pressing my hips into his like a good cow should.

He’s rough, unworried about my pregnancy. The calf is fully formed according to the vet and safely awaiting delivery. Slim grunts above me not caring about my pleasure, knowing my body is trained to cum with any type of stimulation.

My walls flutter as the first signs of my orgasm approach. He feels my tightening and rams his cock deeper and deeper, letting me milk him. Each thrust has a little groan leaving my mouth. I like my lips tasting the guard’s spend still coating my lips. It only makes me hotter.

Slim shouts, gripping my hips tight enough to bruise, and I feel him cumming. The first hot spray drives me over the edge and I join him in ecstasy. This is what I live for. Finding pleasure in being used.

He pants, slaps my rear, then steps away, not even looking as the slick heat leaks out of me and down my thighs. My cunt flutters, still hungry, even as the aftershocks fade. I can’t help but arch, showing off the mess, hoping for another round before the next milking.

“Damn, you're already leaking,” Slim laughs, zipping himself. “One load’s never enough for this slut.” He wipes his hands on my flank, careless, before moving to the next stall.

The dark is starting to settle over the barn. The other hucows moan and grunt, some already asleep, some humping the air, pregnant and always desperate for more like me. I taste the salty tang of the guard still on my lips and moan, wishing I had his cock back in my throat for another go, but there’s no more action tonight. The men have finished their rounds, and leave us be.

More time passes and my belly grows larger until I struggle to crawl from the barn to the milking facility, but I’m given no special treatment and I’m expected to keep doing my job even when I’m ready to pop and exhausted.

My eyes are already closed and I’m dosing off one evening when a farmhand enters my stall. He sets out my food and checks my chain and collar before moving behind me without a word. He must notice how rung out I am because his movements are slower. He fingers me first, working his gloved finger in deep, then fucking me with two until I start to respond, arching my back. Even when I’m this tired, I can’t stop seeking pleasure. He moves to three, and then four fingers at a time until his glove is slick with my essence. When he finally mounts me, I mooing and begging for it. He rams his cock all the way in, knowing I’m wet enough to take it. I try to rock back against him because the urge is always there, but he doesn’t want me to move and grabs my collar, keeping me pinned by the neck. He pushes down, pressing my face into the hay while he ruts into me.

He cums with a roar, then leaves me quivering, my cunt clenching around nothing as he zips up. The whole thing takes maybe two minutes. I barely notice the third handler, or the fourth. They use my ass, my mouth, both at once and I let them.

I’m so tired, but I’d rather be used and filled then not. Sometimes I’m skipped and leave me alone. The ache inside me keeps me from sleeping and only makes my exhaustion grow.

Tonight is one of those nights and the farmhand only feeds me and leaves. I’m almost asleep when I feel a hand at my back. It’s gentler than the others, and I recognize the smell before the touch: Garrett, the foreman.

He runs a palm down my spine, pauses at each scar, then kneels in the straw to look at my face.

“You are looking good, girl” he says, voice low and I nuzzle his hand in greeting which earns me a soft smile which is rare on his face.

“You’re getting close,” he says, patting my belly. “Just a couple weeks, and you’ll be a mama.”

Garrett brushes my hair back from my eyes and leaves a treat—a sugar cube—on my tongue. I suck it down, savoring the sudden sweetness.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, and for a second I’m more than a cow, more than a thing. I feel like, his.

Then the moment’s gone, when he stands up and leaves. The barn is quiet except for the contented moo that escapes my lips as I drift to sleep.

The days blur together now, but nights are always slightly different. A different handler, a different cock in whatever hole they choose. It’s evening again, the barn lights are dim, and I’m wound up tight, more desperate than I can remember ever feeling. The hunger that gnaws at me isn’t for food, but for the ache, the friction, the moment when something fills me and I can finally let go.

The handlers have been busy. It’s calf season, and the pregnant hucows have been going into labor the past few days. They’re running short-staffed. The barn is loud as another hucow is pushing her calf out a few stalls down. The two handlers are shouting for her to push. It goes on for hours, and then a piercing cry fills the air. The sound fades as the baby is taken away, and the handlers murmur praises to the hucow as they wash her down and leave. The calf inside me kicks and I know that will be me soon.

Garrett is doing the evening rounds, and every time he pauses at my stall, I get a jolt that spreads from my tits all the way to my hooves.

Tonight, I’m especially horny. The handlers were too busy to see to my needs and when he stops to check on me, I arch my back and let out a deep needy moo that’s almost a moan. I waggle my hips, my big, pregnant belly swinging beneath me. When that doesn’t get his attention, I crawl forward so my flank presses right against his knee, and nuzzle at his thigh until he looks down at me.

“Settle down,” he says, but there’s laughter in his voice. “You’re gonna hurt yourself if you keep that up.”

I don’t care. All I can think about is getting touched, getting used, getting that itch scratched. I wriggle harder, nosing under the hem of his jeans, but he just pats my cheek and steps back.

He squats down in front of me. “You’ve got it bad tonight, huh?” he asks. I can’t answer except to let out another low, pitiful moo, and press my dripping cunt to the floor. The barn’s full of the scent—I can smell myself even above the milk and hay.

One of the other handlers walks by and laughs. “Careful, boss,” he says. “She’s gonna blow a gasket if someone doesn't mount her soon.”

Garrett doesn’t answer, but when the other man leaves, I notice the way his hand lingers on my back. He rubs the ridge of my spine, thumbs at the old scars, and then pauses on my rump.

“I don’t usually do this. I’m the boss and have to treat you all like cattle. I shouldn’t see you as anything more than livestock, but I’ve grown attached to you which is something I never allow myself to do. You're only a cow.” he says, but he’s not really talking to me. It’s more like he’s having a discussion with himself.

Maybe there’s a rule about fucking your livestock when you’re supposed to be in charge, but I want him. I want him more than I’ve ever wanted anyone.

He’s weavering. I can tell, and he just needs a push. This might be my only chance to have Garrett inside me so, I have to beg like a desperate animal. I try to show him how much I need him by rolling onto my side and spreading my legs wide. The baby’s so big now it’s hard to get comfortable, but I rock my hips anyway, grind against the air, and hope he gets the message. I’m slick and swollen, the lips of my cunt shiny and red with need.

Garrett lets out a sigh, the kind of sound a man makes when he knows he’s about to do something stupid. He kneels down, his knees cracking on the concrete, and runs a hand down my thigh.

“You’re a mess, girl,” he says, but he’s gentle as he pushes two fingers inside me. I clamp down, so eager for the contact I almost squeal, and milk his hand for all it’s worth. He strokes my clit with his thumb, slow and firm, and the pleasure is so sharp it makes me dizzy.

“Easy, easy,” he murmurs, but I can’t be easy, I’m too far gone. I buck against him, rutting like a beast, and the orgasm that hits me is blinding. I howl, hips flexing, milking his hand until I’m spent and leaking down my leg.

He pulls out slowly, wipes his fingers on a rag, and then scratches me behind the ears like I’m a pet.

“That’s a good girl,” he says, and I want to purr, or cry, or maybe both, but I want more so I awkwardly scramble to my hands and knees, pressing my rump against his arm.

“You’re so goddamn needy,” he murmurs, but there’s fondness there. “I shouldn’t, but fuck it.”

He unzips himself and hauls his cock out. It’s big—not like the bulls, but the kind that makes me clench before it even touches my opening. He lines up with one hand, then pushes inside slowly and careful, like he's worried about hurting me. There’s so much lube from my own slick he slides right up to the hilt on the first thrust.

“Fuck,” he whispers. He moves slowly at first, just savoring it, and the stretch makes my whole body shudder. I bear down, milking him the way I’d learned from months on the machine. He pulls back until only the head’s inside, then slams forward. It knocks the air from me, stuns me with a bolt of pleasure so good my vision whites out.

He fucks me with slow, steady force. He’s not like the handlers, who just ram and finish. Garrett is deliberate, focused. He runs his hands up my back, strong and gentle, cupping my hips to hold me open. “That’s it,” he whispers, “take it, good girl.” I moan, louder with every thrust, not caring if anyone hears me. I want everyone to know I’m being fucked by the boss, that I’m special.

Garrett leans forward as he drives deeper, chest pressing against my spine, and I feel the heat of his breath on my neck. “You’re amazing,” he mutters, half at me, half at himself, as if he can’t believe how badly he needs this too.

His cock hits just right, over and over, and I come again without warning, making noises I’ve never made before. Garrett groans, the sound deep and feral. He speeds up, driving into me with building urgency, and then it happens-I feel him pulse inside me, thick jets flooding my cunt, the warmth spreading deep and setting me off for a third time.

Garrett stays inside me for a moment, panting, hands gripping my hips so tight I know I’ll bruise. When he pulls out, I clench, trying to hold onto him just a little longer. The loss leaves me empty, already aching, but good. So good. The spill runs down my thighs, warm and sticky. I want to taste it.

He sits back on his heels and just looks at me, like he’s trying to burn the sight into his memory.

I keep dripping, exposed and needy, aching for him to do it again, but he just kneels there, flushed and dazed.

He shakes off the sexual fog, and tucks himself away, patting my flank one last time. “Good girl,” he says and heads out of the barn while I relish the feeling of him inside me.

I finally had what I’ve been craving. Garrett’s cock, his hands on my hips, owning me, and filling me up. It was perfect and as I lay in my stall awake for the next few hours, I wonder when I’ll get that chance again.


Chapter Five

The first contraction feels like a cramp, low and mean, nothing special, and I don’t realize what it is at first until the second one comes. It starts just after lights out, rolling through my gut in a sick, tidal surge that leaves me panting and confused. The pain is different from anything I’ve felt before. It’s not the deep, familiar ache of fullness or the sharp, hot burn when I get mounted. This is a grinding, twisting hurt, like my insides are being squeezed by a fist. I try to huddle smaller, but my belly is too big. I can’t do anything but ride it out, my mouth open, and panting.

I don’t know how long the first few last. They fade off, and I settle down in the straw. Then the next one hits, ripping a raw sound from deep in my throat. This one was harder, sharper, like a warning that worse is to come.

The sound disturbs the hucows near me, causing them to moo and making a louder racket, which catches the attention of a security guard.

He walks into the barn holding a flashlight and walks down the center, checking on us. “What’s with all this noise?” Another contraction hits just as he reaches me, and I cry out. There’s a gush of fluid between my legs, and the straw is instantly soaked beneath me. “Shit.”

He grabs his radio. “There is a cow in labor. Barn A.”

“Which one?” Someone asks, and he flicks his light up towards my face to read my ear tag, blinding me in the process. “It’s the one with the blue tag. The special one.”

“Good. We’ve been waiting for that one. I’ll let Garett and Mr. Steelhart know. Someone will be down in a few minutes.”

“Is there anything I should do?” The guard asks, and the man chuckles in response. “Not unless you know how to check how far along she is. Leave her until Garett or the vet gets there.”

I groan as another contraction squeezes my middle, and the guard looks uncomfortable, not knowing what to do. He practically runs out of the barn when the farmhands arrive with Garrett.

Garrett is in foreman mode, and there are no soft smiles or greetings tonight. He doesn’t even look at my face. He just goes straight for my hips, shoves a gloved hand between my legs, and checks for dilation.

“Yep,” he says, and pulls off the glove. “She’s in labor. Tell the vet to get his ass over here.”

I can hear the words, but they don’t mean anything, and I’m more focused on the heat that’s building between my thighs, a deep, splitting pressure like I’m about to burst. I try to moo, but it comes out weak, a thin animal mewl.

The next wave of pain comes, and this time, I arch my back and slam my forehead into the stall wall. It’s pure instinct, no thought at all.

I can’t focus. It hurts too much. My eyes roll back, vision swimming. I can feel my own fluids leaking, wetting the hay beneath me. It doesn’t stop. It’s like my whole lower half is coming undone.

Then someone grabs my head, hauls it upright, and fastens a thick padded strap around my neck. It’s Garrett. “Can’t have you hurting yourself.” He works fast, looping a second strap under my chest to keep me steady. I try to resist being tied down, but my limbs are useless, shaking and weak. He positions my ass up, bracing my knees against a rubber mat. When I slide, he shoves a boot behind my haunch to keep me from collapsing.

I hear the vet before I see him—he’s loud. His voice edged with excitement as he barked orders.

“Get ready, boys. I don’t plan on losing a cow or the calf tonight. This one is important.”

Garrett and another handler hoist my body into place, pulling my back legs into a wide, impossible split. The pressure inside me triples. I scream, but no one blinks. The vet kneels between my thighs and jams his hand in without so much as a warning. It’s a cold, wet, animal violation—one I’m used to by now, but worse because I’m so swollen, so close to splitting.

“Fifty percent dilated, but the calf is breech, so it’ll need some help,” the vet says. “Let’s go. I want two buckets of hot water and the calving chains. You, go check the supply room for the blue gloves, not the cheap ones.”

They move around me calmly, used to the chaos. One handler comes back with a blue tarp and lays it under my pelvis, swiping away the wet straw like I’m a piece of meat about to be butchered. Another grabs my front hooves and locks them into the frame, pulling me forward until my belly nearly drags on the rubber. I whimper, but it’s background noise, nothing compared to the shouts and the banging of buckets on the floor.

The vet dons a pair of gloves, pulls them up to his elbows, and pushes his hand inside me. The pain is blinding. I want to claw my skin off, but I can’t move. He grunts, twists, then yanks his fist out, dripping with blood and mucus.

“It’s really stuck,” he says flatly. “Fuck. We’re going to have to rotate.”

They don’t ask if I’m okay. They don’t slow down. Two men hold me steady while the vet goes in again, this time with both hands. I bite down on my tongue and taste copper. The sound I make is not human. It rattles in my chest, a high, desperate bray.

For a moment, I black out. When I come to, Garrett is holding my head, stroking my cheek with a rag. His face is blank, but his hand is steady. I try to nuzzle him, to tell him I hurt, but he just wipes the sweat from my face and moves on.

“Almost done,” he says, not unkindly. “Just a bit more. You’re doing so good.”

The pressure inside me is unbelievable. It’s like something is trying to crawl out of my bones. My vision is so blurred I can barely see the surrounding men. I catch the occasional flash of red where the vet’s arm vanishes inside my hole.

They work for hours. Sometimes I drift away, then wake to the sound of my own screaming. My throat is raw, my jaw locked open. My body wants to die, but they won’t let me. Every time I slump forward, someone shoves me back up, propping my hips higher, splaying my legs even wider.

Finally, the vet pulls out and grunts. “Got her turned,” he says. “It’s time to push, cow.”

I don’t know how to push. My body knows, but my brain is lost somewhere in a shrinking tunnel of pain and white light. I hear myself howl as the pressure builds.

Garrett grabs my face, forces me to look at him. “Listen. You need to bear down.” He looks right into my eyes. “Do it, girl.” He’s the only one who ever talks to me like I’m more than a hucow, and I don’t want to disappoint him.

When the next contraction hits, I clamp my jaw and push, pouring all my strength into the effort. I feel something rip inside, a tearing, burning release that nearly blanks me out, and a rush of hot fluid jets down my thighs.

“She’s pushing, look at that,” someone says. “Fucking hell, what a mess.”

“Keep going. You’re built for this,” Garrett says, his voice distant. “Again.”

His praise gives me strength to push again, and on the next contraction I push harder, feeling a deep burn like I’m ripping open.

The vet shouts. “There it is. Head is through.”

Hands everywhere, bracing me. My body isn’t mine anymore, but a vessel with one purpose. I’m vaguely aware of Garrett, murmuring, “Good girl. Keep going.”

I want to cry, but my throat’s been stripped raw by the screaming. I push again, and the pressure makes me want to vomit. There’s a pop, and my cunt is stretched so wide it feels like two hands could fit side by side. Blood and mucus and gore slop out onto the tarp as the vet holds his hands at my opening. “Head’s clear!” he shouts. “Now for the shoulders.”

The need to push becomes overwhelming. No one cares that I’m drained of energy and in agony. I have a job to do. I bare down again, and something slides, and slips out in a rush. The relief is instant, and I collapse forward, shuddering all over.

There is a loud wail signifying a new life. A new generation of hucow. One born for the barns. It won’t know anything else, which could be a blessing or a curse.

“You did it, girl,” I hear Garrett say, but I’m too focused on the sounds of the baby’s cries fading as they take it away. There is no sadness inside me, knowing I’ll never see it again. I’m not meant for motherhood, only breeding.

“All done, girl. You did good.”

A door slams. I hear boots on the wood floor, then the voice that makes my stomach dip: Mr. Steelhart, the owner. “Is it done?” He sounds anxious.

Garrett waves him over. “Perfect delivery, sir. Single female calf, healthy, and already headed to the hucow facility.”

“Excellent news. Good work Garrett. You might have just saved the research contract.” Mr. Steelhart says to him like he did all the work.

When the farm owner finally looks at me, his face is blank, expressionless, as if I’m nothing. “I want to breed her again in the fall, using the same protocol,” he says. “There were originally three calves until…” A dark look crosses his face, and I wonder why he’s suddenly angry, but his face clears after a moment and he continues. “I want to see if that was a fluke.” He shrugs. “We’ll see what she can give us.”

Garrett and the vet don’t answer. They’re busy with the afterbirth, and mopping me up with cold rags. Mr. Steelhart leaves, and I hear the men talking over my head.

“Should we clean her up now?”

“Nah, let her rest. We can wash her in the morning. She’s done her part.” The vet says.

“Think she’ll even remember she had a calf come morning?” Someone asks.

“Maybe, but give it a few days and she’ll forget tonight ever happened.” Another says. Their voices fade as they leave the barn.

Garrett removes the bindings and soiled tarp, helping me to lie on my side. “Well done, cow,” he says. “You did your job.” He reattaches my chain to the wall and leaves a bucket of water and feed within reach. I lift my head high enough to take a drink, then lay back.

I close my eyes before Garrett and the vet head out, already nodding off. Sleep comes quickly and heavily.


Chapter Six

It isn’t long before I’m back on my feet. I can walk, wobbly but steady, and my belly sags empty, a hollow where the baby had been. I nurse a rawness between my legs, and my udder aches, but it’s nothing compared to before.

A few days later, I’m back to the regular schedule of milking and stimulation. There is no consideration that I was still sore, but as soon as those dildos slipped inside me, all thoughts of discomfort faded.

Summer slowly slips into autumn, and the air has a crispness to it. One morning, the barn lights snap on before sunrise, which is odd, and we all look around, more confused than normal. The handlers come in pairs. I hear words like “rotation” and “hurry up” and “schedule.” The other cows, dull and sleepy, are prodded into motion.

I’m part of the first group to get moved. A lead gets attached to my collar. The handler grunts and guides me forward, and my legs respond, eager to stretch. My stall neighbor stumbles in the hay, her chain yanked until she lurches after.

We are marched down a side ramp and towards the neighboring barn. This is where the seasoned hucows are kept. The ones that have had their first calf and are established milkers. It’s proof that I’ve made a life here. I’m good for the farm.

The new stalls are wider than the ones in the other barn, which gives us more room. The handlers unclip us in the aisle, and push us toward our stalls one by one. This is my new home for now until I’m moved again.

The sound of the milking machines are so loud I don’t hear the farmhands approach until they are shutting it off and removing the cups from my udders and pulling the dildos out of my holes. I moo in complaint, which earns me a smack on the rump with the cattle crop. “Knock that off, you dumb slut. You don’t even realize it’s breeding time for you.”

“This the one?” The other farmhand asks.

The milking attendant nods, pulling his ear protection down. “Blue tag, right? She’s the one they asked for.”

“Yup. Let’s go. They want the injection done before lunch.”

I don’t fight as they lead me out. There’s no point. My head is foggy, and my legs are weak. I stumble along, sagging between them as they walk me towards a small building.

The inside is clean and smells funny. The sharp scent stings my nose. It looks nothing like any of the barns on the farm, and I stare around in confusion. I’m ushered into a strange padded sling in the center of the room. My arms are pinned forward, and my legs are kicked wide. They strap my head down, then tilt the whole rig so my cunt is pointed directly at the ceiling’s biggest light.

I hear the familiar voice of the vet—the nasal twang, the way he always clicks his tongue before he speaks. “Alright, let’s see what we’ve got.” He glides his gloved hand between my thighs and gives me a rub. “Wet and ready,” he notes. “No abnormal discharge, that’s good.”

A second tech wheels in a tray of instruments. Syringes, a tube of clear jelly, and something that looks like a cross between a caulking gun and a turkey baster.

“Now, girl, you’re going to feel a little pressure,” the vet says, not unkindly. “But it’s for your own good. We’re going to help you make lots of babies.”

He slips a cold metal speculum inside me and cranks it open. The pressure is immense, but after everything else, it’s not painful. The tech hands him a syringe, and he guides it deep, past the point where I can see or feel anything distinct, and presses the plunger. A warm, burning rush fills my insides. The serum, I think, is the one they talk about like it’s magic.

“Nice,” the vet says. “Let’s give her the full dose.”

There’s a second syringe, bigger than the first. This one is loaded into the caulking gun device, and when he pushes it in, the pressure is so sharp I arch in the sling, despite the straps. I feel the hot, sticky fluid fill me, then ooze back out as he slowly extracts the tool. It takes everything not to cry out, but I keep my jaw clamped tight, eyes fixed on the floor.

The vet pats my thigh as if I’m a dog. “You did great. Let’s get you somewhere quiet while that kicks in.”

I’m rolled out of the room and into another, darker stall, and left alone for what could be minutes or hours. When the door opens, Garrett and Mr. Steelhart are standing in the doorway.

He’s dressed as he always is—jeans, a button-down, and the same battered boots — but his face is different today. There’s a shine in his eyes.

“Is she ready?” he asks.

The handlers nod. “All prepped and dosed, sir.”

Steelhart circles me, running his hand down my flank, up between my thighs. “She soaked. That’s the sign of a good cow.” He squats to get a closer look at my cunt, then stands and wipes his hand on a rag. “Alright. Bring him in.”

There’s a pause. Then I hear heavy feet pounding on the floor accompanied by the low, urgent grunts of a man.

No. Not a man.

What steps through the door is no man. It’s a bull, naked and bent forward as he stalks forward. His neck is encased in a thick steel collar, and two handlers control his movements with catch poles attached to it.

He’s snarling, and when his nostrils flare, he freezes. Those feral eyes land on me, and a flicker of familiarity hits me. Do I know this bull?

He’s a man, or was, but now he’s been altered, and re-shaped. His body is swollen with muscle, his legs bent at an odd angle so he has to hunch over like an animal. The bull’s skin is pale and almost hairless except on his head. His face is that of a man, but his eyes wide, red-rimmed, and filled with animalistic lust. There is no awareness behind those eyes. There is only one thought on this bull’s mind, and that is breeding the farm cows.

The bull wears nothing but a steel collar, and when he moves closer, his gigantic cock sways beneath him, heavy and purple and already leaking.

It takes me a minute to recognize him. But when he looks up, and our eyes meet, the scars on my body sing. The phantom pain is all in my head, but I know exactly who this bull is.

Cody. The farm owner’s son.

There’s no mistaking it; even through the haze of drugs and bulked-up body, I know it’s him. The jaw, the nose is the same, but the mean little smile is replaced with a snarl of impatience as they hold him back from getting close to me. I can’t believe he transformed his son into a mindless breeding bull.

He lumbers forward, snorting and drooling, his gaze fixed on me. The handlers steady him by the collar, then position him behind me.

“Wait,” Steelhart says, raising a hand. “Let’s see if he knows what to do. This is his first real-life cow and not the test cunts in the training facility.”

They let him have some slack, and my heart pounds as the massive bull circles me, sniffing and grunting. At first he seems confused, but the moment he gets a whiff of my scent, the confusion vanishes. His cock stiffens, and his entire body tenses. He wants to breed my womb more than anything in the world.

Steelhart nods to the handlers. “Good. Let him mount.”

Cody lunges, grabbing my hips with both hands, pinning me in place. I feel the blunt head of his cock against my cunt, hot and insistent. The first thrust misses in his eagerness, gliding up between my thighs and smearing my slick all over my belly. He snorts, repositions, and tries again.

This time, he hits home.

The force of it knocks the breath from my lungs. He’s huge—bigger than any handler, and so much thicker than the vibrators they use on us daily, but he fucks like a machine, piston-fast and unyielding. Each thrust slams me forward, but the restraints hold me in place.

I moan, a high keen that ricochets off the metal walls. It isn’t shameful, not anymore; it’s the only sound I have left as Cody ruts  into me, his cock splitting me in half over and over while the handlers and Steelhart watch with giddy detachment.

“Look at him go,” says one farmhand, voice thick with disgust and awe. “Never thought I’d see the day Cody Steelhart on all fours, fucking like an animal. Guess his old man finally found a use for him.”

The handlers laugh, but it’s sharp-edged, nervous as Mr. Steelhart sends them a glare. “He’s been stripped of his humanity, but remember who you’re talking about. He was once my son. I couldn’t control him before, but now I can. Instead of harming the future of the farm, his seed will keep it going.”

They nod and keep quiet, but the satisfaction of seeing the boss’s son reduced to a shell of his former self shines in their eyes. Even the vet, arms folded, looks unsettled by how thoroughly the transformation took. Cody’s face is a parody of his old sneer, teeth bared, eyes rolling back as he slams into me again and again, rutting with no rhythm, just need. There’s no hesitation, no buildup, just the wet slap of flesh.

I don’t care what they think of the new bull. I think he’s wonderful. His cock fills me up better than anything on this farm, and I cry out in pleasure every time he sinks deeper into my pussy. An orgasm rises quickly, and I moo long and low as I climax.

Cody moans in approval when I clamp down on him. It’s a deep, guttural sound that’s almost human, but not quite. His hands dig into my flesh, leaving marks. He’s relentless, rutting me like he’s been trained for nothing else.

Steelhart watches the whole thing, arms folded, a look of satisfaction on his face. “That’s how it’s done,” he says to nobody in particular. “He always was a little shit. Now he’s worth something.”

The breeding goes on and on, and the bull forces me to orgasm repeatedly. He doesn’t slow down, doesn’t tire. He’s in peak shape. A fresh bull for the farm.

The handlers get into it, cheering him on, goading him with slaps on the back and shouts of encouragement. My cunt is raw, stretched to the limit, but the drugs they gave me make it bearable. More than bearable. I fucking love every second and wish he could mount me every second of the day for the rest of my life.

I lose myself in the sensation, the endless, brutal pounding, the heat building inside me until it’s all I can feel.

Finally, Cody lets out a roar—a sound so loud it rattles the walls—and empties himself inside me. I cry out in happiness at the thought that this bull is filling me with new life. I’ll carry his calves and make the owner proud.

The load is immense, a torrent of hot fluid that fills me and then leaks out, splattering the floor. He stays buried in me, panting and twitching, until the handlers haul him off.

They drag Cody to a corner of the room and tie him down. He doesn’t struggle, just slumps over and falls asleep, spent.

Steelhart steps up and inspects the damage. He spreads my cunt with two fingers, checking for tears. “She took it well,” he says. “Clean her up, then let them rest. I want them breeding every two hours for the next twenty-four hours. No other bull will be breeding her this cycle. I want to know she’s carrying a calf or two from my son.”

The handlers mop me down with cold rags. They stuff a plug in my cunt to keep the load inside, then leave. I’m tired and still high from the breeding, so I rest in the restraints, listening to the heavy breathing of the bull and waiting for the next time he mounts me.

I wish I could hate him, but there is no emotion left in me. I don’t feel any sympathy or tenderness towards the bull either. We’re the same. Animals, made to breed, used for nothing more than what they created us for.

There is nothing either of us can change. The cycle will repeat forever and ever until we are no longer useful.

That is the life of a hucow or bull. I’m just happy I’m alive and was given a second chance.


Chapter Seven

Epilogue… Seven months later

Spring comes with the scent of fresh straw and flowers. It’s the season when the new calves arrive, when every cow on the farm is full of life and waiting to birth another generation of hucows. The cow, who used to be called Jennifer in her old life, is one of them. The breeding between her and the farm’s newest bull yielded three calves. She’s the only cow on the farm carrying triplets.

The new fertility drug was a success. Over ninety percent of the cows carry twins, which is more than the boss was hoping for, and the government-funded research company is ecstatic.

The poor cow is so heavy with her pregnancy that she struggles to move, but she never gives up. She’s more beast than anything else now. Even her short-term memory has gone milky, faded into a permanent daze. Her world is little more than sensation and routine and the endless, gnawing ache of her body. There are days when her hips feel like they’ll split in half and the skin under her stomach throbs with the churn of three calves rolling heavy inside, but she keeps pushing on. Garrett is impressed and has grown attached to the special cow.

He smiles fondly at the cow whenever he is in the barn. There’s never a day when she doesn’t want to eat, to be touched, to be milked, to be filled. She is a machine made for those four things, and that’s all she remembers.

This morning, Garrett came for her just after sunup. His boots squelched in the thawing mud, holding a lead rope in his hand. The other cows are already moaning, restless with hunger and swollen udders. He moves quickly, while the cow looks at him with glazed over eyes. He unhooks her chain and pulls her into the aisle. She follows because she always obeys. She’s a good hucow. One of the best on the farm, in his opinion. Resistance isn’t even a spark in her brain. The only impulse left is to comply.

She lumbers behind him, out of the barn and into the morning sunshine. The air is wet and cool, and her skin prickles at the change. The barns are always warm with so many hucows.

Garrett stops at the corral near the main gate. The boards are new and clean, and bright against the black mud of spring. She’s led inside, where he ties her to a post. The poor hucow is confused, but kneels there in the mud and waits. She pants from the long walk, the weight of her gut pressing into the earth on every breath. She shakes her head, a sharp, involuntary motion, and the plastic tag in her ear flickers blue in the sunrise.

There are people at the fence. Two of them. The older man is wearing a fancy suit, staring around with a look of disgust on his face. The young woman is shivering, her hands white-knuckled on the rail. She stares at the hucow, and the hucow stares back with a blank look on her face. The effort of recognition is too much, so she looks away towards the milking barns. She’s already focused on her job. Getting milked.

The woman says something to the man as the hucow lets out a moo. The woman recoils, then leans closer, peering into the hucow’s eyes. For a second, their gazes meet. The young woman’s face crumples, her lips wobble, and her eyes fill with a bright, wet shine. The cow blinks again, slow and dumb, then stares down at the mud as a cramp rolls through her belly. She grunts and shifts her weight, but the pain quickly recedes into background noise.

The man doesn’t flinch. He studies the hucow the way you’d inspect a used tractor, eyes moving from her heavy udder to the stretched hide of her gut. He frowns, then looks at Garrett, and nods. Garrett nods back. Jennifer doesn’t know what any of it means, but she’s content to stand here, swaying in the cool morning air and feeling the calves inside her shudder and turn.

It’s been almost two years since her transformation. There are no memories left of her old life. If you put a photo of her human self in front of her, she wouldn’t even know what it was. All she knows is the barn, the milkers, and the urge to be bred.

Her life is simple now. She has no wants, no plans, no pain except what the handlers give her, and even that she’s learned to crave. She shifts her bulk and waits for Garrett to finish his business. As the sun creeps higher; the world grows warmer, and the cow stands in the corral, thinking of nothing at all.

The young woman doesn’t look like she belongs here—her shoes are too new, her coat a thin and powder blue. Her fingers knot around each other as she stares at the hucow swaying dumbly at the post.

Beside her, he stands ramrod-straight, his face stern as always. He’s not dressed for the farm with his tailored suit and tie. His eyes are cold. They lock on the cow, then flick to his youngest and now only daughter, then back again.

“Look at it,” he says, sneering at the cow. “That’s what’s left of your sister. She could have had everything—Harrison’s estate, a life among people who matter. Instead…” He lifts his chin, disgust crimping the edges of his mouth. “She picked this. Look at her stomach. Filled with a bull’s spawn. She spends her days getting milked and letting men fuck her like a common street whore. She’s probably had thousands of men cum inside her stretched-out holes.”

The woman shivers, blinking fast. She can’t stop looking at the cow—at Jennifer, her sister she thought was dead, but instead became a hucow to escape their father’s hold. She eyes the muddy streaks down her thighs, the slack jaw, the huge, pendulous udders that drip with every shift of the cow’s weight. The blankness in her eyes is hard to see. Jennifer is no longer there. The only comfort to her is that her sister looks content. She seems fine with her choice.

“She didn’t want Harrison,” the girl says, voice thin as wire. “You never listened. She—”

“Don’t you dare.” Her father’s hand snaps to the rail, veins bulging under skin gone near translucent. “You know what’s expected. The contracts were signed. If not for her, we wouldn’t be in this mess.” He tips his head. “It’s on your shoulders now. You think you’ll get a better offer than Harrison?”

A lump rises in the girl’s throat. She hugs her elbows and shakes her head. “I don’t want to marry him. You can’t make me.”

“I can, and I will.” His gaze sweeps the corral, then lands on the cow again. “Or you can end up like that mindless cunt. Is that what you want? Because there’s no coming back from that. Once they take your name, your number, your body, you’re nothing but a beast. Bred, milked, and then put down when you stop being useful.”

The words land heavy, each one grinding a little more of her will to dust. Her eyes sting as she watches the thing that was once her sister. The cow grunts, shifting to keep her balance as the calves inside her ripple beneath the stretch - marked skin. For a moment, the girl wonders what it would be like to be a hucow, so untroubled by anything but the present. Maybe it isn’t so bad. Maybe in some ways her sister was braver than any of them.

“She looks happy,” she whispers. It comes out before she can stop it.

Her father snorts. “She’s not happy. She’s just too stupid to know better, and now she’s nothing but property. Do you want that? Is that the future you’re so eager for as well?”

The girl doesn’t answer. Her eyes are locked on the blue tag in her sister’s ear. She remembers her sister being so beautiful and carrying herself with grace. Her skin used to be flawless and glowed. Her face still holds its beauty, but her body looks like it went through a meat grinder, and she wonders what caused all that damage.

“Do what you’re told,” he says, and his voice is ice. “You’ll marry Harrison in your sister’s place now that you’re old enough. You’ll behave. Be a good wife or you’ll end up here, or worse.”

The threat sends a sharp bolt of fear down her spine. Her father means every word. See can only nod, eyes wet and burning.

“I’ll do it,” she says. It’s barely a whisper. “I’ll marry him.”

He doesn’t smile, but his jaw relaxes and triumph gleams in his eyes. He pats her arm. “Good choice.” Her sister hears the words and utters a soft moo in response. He snorts and mumbles, “dumb animal,” then turns on his heel, coat flapping as he walks back toward the main drive.

The girl lingers, her gaze dragging over the corral one last time. What’s left of her sister is still there, swaying in the pale sun. She doesn’t look up, doesn’t notice the devastation on her face. For a moment, the girl envies her, but not enough to cross her father. She’d never survive on a farm.

She wipes her nose on her sleeve, then follows her father away from the fence, steps small and resigned. At the gate, she looks back. The handsome foreman is there now, untying the lead and coaxing the cow inside. She stumbles a little, but then follows, docile as ever, leaving only a patch of flattened straw and the echo of her low, contented bellow behind.

After the visitors are gone, Garrett lingers in the empty corral. He collects the slack in the lead, pats the hucow’s side, and for a moment just stands beside her as the wind moves over the flat, waiting fields.

The morning is passing by, and they have things to do, but it can all wait a few moments longer. The cow squints up, blinking at a single sparrow as it lands on the splintered top rail. After cocking its head and fluffing, the bird pecks at the worn wood. Garrett watches as the hucow notices the bird. It’s only for a few seconds, and then it huffs out a heavy breath and lowers its head, the spark of attention already fading from its eyes.

Sunlight pushes through the clouds, shining down on them both. Most of the scars have faded; others are still pink against her pale flesh. This one’s a survivor.

Her belly is so big it nearly scrapes the ground, but she seems comfortable, as much as any animal can be growing a litter. The sparrow hops down, landing on the ground in front of them, then flutters away in a blur of brown and white.

It’s time to get to work. Garrett pats the cow on her plump bottom, then starts her toward the barn with a gentle tug.

“Come on, girl,” he says. “Back to the milking barn. Those udders won’t milk themselves.”

The hucow lumbers after, hooves churning the straw and mud, her eyes fixed ahead. The gate swings open, then shut, and the echoes fade behind her as she disappears into the din of the milking barn.

Her sister won’t become a hucow like her, but she’ll still belong to an horrid man. In the end, who suffers the worst fate?

THE END.

Join my private facebook Group: Hucow Smut where you can post about your favorite hucow authors and stories.

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

Check out my other books:

The Hucow Black Market Series

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


The Betrayed Milker Series: A BDSM Hucow Series

Sold to the Farm

Sent to the Farm

Tricked on the Farm

Back To The Farm.

Life Under the Dome Series:

Selected For Hucow Service

Hucow In Service

Escaping Hucow Service

Ending Hucow Service

Alphabet Farm Series:

The First Hucow: Annabelle

The Next Hucow: Buttercup

Joining The Herd: Clover

Hucow Farm Life: Dolly (coming 2025)

The Hucow Herd Series

Grade A: Prime Choice

Commercial Grade Hucow

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

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

Hubull Duty

My Hucow Journey

Unexpected Hucow

Trapped In The Hucow Dimension

HAPPY HUCOW READING!

NON-Hucow Shorts

Press Start To Play: A Step-sibling Romantic Short

The Mating Arena Part One: OGRE

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Chapter One


    		Chapter Two


    		Chapter Three


    		Chapter Four


    		Chapter Five


    		Chapter Six


    		Chapter Seven


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55






OEBPS/image_rsrcGR.jpg





