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Chapter One

The rage on my ex-fiance’s face sends a chill down my spine. Broken memories flash through my mind like a movie. This man should have stayed in the past. Another lost memory. I’m not supposed to be here right now. This isn’t the place for a hucow like me. I should be in my stall, sleeping and oblivious to the world outside of the farm.

The transformation and drugs were supposed to make me forget and mold me into the thing I am today. A hucow. Nothing but a farm animal used for milking and breeding the next generation.

They did what they were supposed to do, and I sacrificed so much to get here. I had almost completely forgotten who I was before and didn’t realize how much of a gift it was. I was never supposed to remember my past, much less be exposed to someone from it, but here I am staring at the one person who was a major trigger to the drastic life choices I made.

Harris Barnett, my fiance, was supposed to stay in the past where he belonged, not here, standing in front of me looking like his head is about to explode.

“What the fuck! Jennifer?” He shouts. He’s practically foaming at the mouth. Spittle flying from his mouth in his rage. I watch as his face gets redder by the second. The vein in his forehead is pulsing as the blood in his body pumps hotly with adrenaline and anger.

I back up into Cody, the farmer owner’s son who brought me here. Harris’s irate stare has me trembling in fear like a scared rabbit. My slow hucow brain thinks if I can hide behind Cody’s legs, maybe I can avoid facing the one person I was never supposed to see again.

“Whoa. What’s wrong, Harris, and why are you bringing up your dead fiance?” Cody asks, perplexed by Harris’s outburst.

Of course, he doesn’t know who I was before coming here. To him, I’m just another dumb hucow on his father’s farm. Cody likes to use the hucows for his sick enjoyment, and I was just unlucky that he chose me this time.

“Because she’s not fucking dead like her father said.” Harris shouts and points to me as I cower on the floor. “That’s Jennifer.”

Everyone’s eyes bug out as they look between me and Harris like they can’t believe what they’re hearing.

Finally, someone speaks. “Holy shit!”

Another starts laughing and shakes his head, clearly finding this all funny. “Well, looks like she preferred to become a cow than marry you.” The guy is making fun of Harris, which doesn’t help the situation. Harris doesn’t find it funny. He’s seething with rage and it’s all aimed at me.

“Shut up, Pete.” Harris snarls. “Her father fucking lied to me! Me! Harris Bennett! He made a fool out of my family and so did she. They had the gall to deceive me and I won’t stand for it.” He holds up his phone and snaps a few pictures of me.

What is he going to do with those?

He slowly places his phone down on the table, not taking his stony gaze off me. “I’ll make her father pay. Hell, I’ll make the entire family suffer, but it’s her turn first.”

I’m so terrified, I pee right where I stand. Harris laughs darkly at the mess I made. “It’s time to have some fun, cow.”

This can’t be happening. Where is Garrett? He’d never let Cody take me if he knew.

I am standing in a puddle of my urine, shaking in fear as my mind shuts down from the panic. My responses to fear and my surroundings are more animalistic now. I’m clearly prey in a room full of predators. I’m struggling to process the situation. All I know is this is bad, and I need to get away, but how? I glance around the room with wide, panicked eyes. The door is right there, but Cody has a tight hold on my lead.

I need the farmhands to tell me what to do. I need Garrett and his calm presence. His alpha dominance soothes me and makes me feel safe. I can always look to him for guidance, but he’s nowhere to be seen right now, and I’m floundering.

This is not part of my daily routine. I need the comfort of my stall, the safety and pleasures of the milking machines. I’ve grown accustomed to the mindless everyday life on the farm. This is all too much for my hucow brain to handle and the fragments of memories being forced to surface by seeing Harris are only confusing me more.

“Well, this makes the night much more interesting.” Cody says with a laugh. “Of all the farms for her to end up on, she gets sent here and out of all the cows in the barns. I grab this one. It almost seems like fate.”

“No. I think it’s karma.” Harris says with a sneer maring his lips. “She chose this.” His tone is full of disgust. “Life as a farm animal to avoid being with me?” He seems in disbelief. “I’m from one of the richest families in the area. Women trip all over each other just to get a minute of my attention. Why the fuck would she want to become a cow?”

“Sorry man. Looks like you’re losing your touch with the ladies.” Someone snickers, which only causes Harris to scowl more.

“Fuck you, Chris.” He says and then gives his friend a gloating smirk. “When’s the last time you got laid? If I remember correctly, your last girlfriend preferred my dick over yours.”

Chris doesn’t react to Harris’s taunt. He only shrugs his shoulders like he couldn’t care less about his girlfriend cheating on him with one of his friends. “Yeah well, looks like we’ll all be fucking your hucow girlfriend tonight.” Chris says with a smirk, flicking his dark hair back with his fingers. “Besides, Sherri was a dumb cunt, and we broke up before she hopped on your cock.”

“Enough.” Cody says when it looks like Harris is about to say something back. They almost forgot about me during their argument, but Cody yanks my lead, causing me to stumble forward and gaining everyone’s attention. “We only have a few hours before I have to dump this cow somewhere near the barns for the farm hands to deal with, so let’s not fight and instead, enjoy some cow pussy.”

The men cheer in excitement, holding up beers and toasting.

“But it’s only fair if Harris takes the lead on this one, since he was jilted by the hucow.” Cody looks at Harris. “Just don’t be too rough on her right away.” That makes my stomach drop. “We want the cow to last a few hours. It would be no fun if you broke it before we’ve had our fill.”

The entire room is thick with tension and my animal senses can smell the evil radiating off of every man here. This is not going to end well for me. Just the expression on Harris’s face has me whining in terror and turning around for the door.

I pull against the lead, almost choking in my panic to flee. Every instinct inside me says I’ll not survive the night if I stay here.

“Whoa! Look at that juicy cow pussy.” I think it’s Chris that says this.

“It fucking reaks of piss, though.” Someone else comments.

A hand comes down on my ass hard, and I whirl around with wide eyes to see Cody raising his hand again. I close my eyes as his hand connects with my face. I yelp in pain as the side of my face throbs and stings. Something warm trickles down my lips and I taste copper. He hit me hard enough to split my lip open.

“Stop trying to escape, you dumb cow,” Cody snaps. “There is nowhere for you to go. Now, be a good set of holes and this won’t hurt, well… that’s probably not true.” He amends, which doesn’t ease my fears. “Harris is awfully mad at you, so don’t make it worse for yourself.”

I don’t really understand. My mind has been stripped of most of my ability to think beyond my basic instincts, but I recognize the item he pulls from the loop in his belt. It’s a cattle prod and I’ve felt the jolt of it a few times since coming to the farm.

I learned quickly to comply or be punished. I know to fear them and can sense the danger I’m in, but I’m unable to think of a way out of it, so the only thing I can do is to revert to the trained cow I was made to be.

The tip lights up as he turns it on right in front of my face. Those things hurt, and if I see it, that means I’m disobeying. The farmhands only use them for corrections, so seeing it in Cody’s hand triggers my brain to comply instantly.

I stop struggling and wait for him to tell me what to do.

“Jesus… that’s a neat trick.” Someone says.

“Animals are easily trained when they have the right motivation,” Cody explains while I stare at the rod in his hand. “Harris, what do you want to do now?”

“Get her to the bathroom. She needs to be clean before I even think about touching her.” He says.

They all crowd into the enormous bathroom. I forgot what a toilet looked like and a proper shower. Two guys sit on the counter laughing and talking while they continue to drink. I watch as the tub is filled with cold water and I’m lifted and dropped into it once it’s full. I’m used to the icy spray of the hoses now and don’t flinch as the cold water surrounds me.

“Who wants to wash it?” Cody asks.

“I will.” Harris says and steps next to the tub, his large body leaning over mine. “Time to wash the filth of you, beast.” Then his hand is on the back of my neck and my face is forced down into the water.

It rushes into my nose, and I open my mouth in surprise, allowing more water in. I immediately flail in his grip, but he holds me for a few seconds before hauling my head out of the water. I sputter and cough out the water. Drool hanging from my mouth as I gag and spit.

His cruel smile widens when he sees me struggling. I get only a couple of breaths before he’s forcing me down into the water again.

I fight and choke on more water as he continues to dunk my face repeatedly. Only letting me up to gasp a quick breath before I’m forced under again.

My lungs are burning and I’m beginning to think this night will be over quickly because he’s going to drown me, but my head is pulled out of the water once again. “How are you liking your bath, cow?” He asks, but he’s not expecting an answer. He just wants to taunt me before pushing me under the water again.

When he lifts me the next time, he keeps talking while I cough and try to catch my breath. “I could drown you right now and no one would care. You could have been my wife, but you chose this fate and not a soul would care if you died right now. You’re just a stupid hucow. Easily replaceable.”

He pushes me down again and again until my head is entirely under the surface. I can’t see or hear anything but the muffled moans coming from my chest. He holds me under longer this time, and I’m growing weaker by the moment. My lungs burn for oxygen and soon my muscles will take over and force me to inhale. When he lets me up the next time, his hand leaves my neck.

I lean over the edge, letting my head hang over the side of the tub like a limp noodle. My eyes are closed, blocking out the others who are snickering and enjoying my torment.

Water splashes and someone steps into the tub behind me. I’m too weak to open my eyes or put up any fight when hands grab my hips, lifting them out of the water. There is no warning as a cock is rammed into my pussy. I yelp in surprise, but don’t struggle. Being penetrated by the man’s shaft brings a familiar comfort that I quickly cling to and clamp down on him, greedy for more.

“Fuck, she’s tight for a slut whose holes are filled daily.” I hear him say while he’s pounding into me and grunting in pleasure as my walls milk him.

Soon, our combined sounds of pleasure fill the room. Even though my head is still spinning and I feel weak, my body instinctively responds to being mounted so roughly. My pussy becomes soaked in my arousal, helping him to move more easily within me. My pants turn to moans as my mind shifts from terrified to mindlessly horny.

I open my eyes to see Harris sneering at me. His eyes hold a hint of lust, but it’s over-powered by his disgust at seeing me panting in desire as his friend fucks me.

I begin to buck and rock my hips as my arousal grows. “What a fucking whore. No wonder you didn’t want to marry me. One cock would have never been enough for a dirty bitch like you. You’re panting like a slut as we watch Chris pound your slutty pussy.” He places his hand on the back of my neck, his fingers dig painfully into my flesh, holding me still.

Harris wants to be the one in control, but I’ve spent months being restrained and now it only heightens the pleasure coursing through my body. It feels comforting to be restrained, like when I’m on the milking machine or when the bulls bred me.

I should have known better. Comforting is not what Harris is doing because, in the next second, my head is being forced back under the water.

The man behind me continues to fuck me as I struggle for air. When I’m let up for a breath, I can hear his laughter. “Do that again. She clenches so tight around my cock when she panics,” He says and then I find myself underwater again.

And again.

And again, until I can barely lift my head. Harris controls every breath I take, holding me up above the water enough to inhale before I’m shoved back down. The man behind me changes his pace as my head swims from oxygen deprivation and my body is numb from the cold water. Any pleasure I was feeling is washed away as I struggle for breath.

When he finally cums, I welcome the hot spurts of his seed as they fill my insides and warm my core.

Harris lets me go and I hang my head over the lip of the tub once again. I retch and water pours out of my mouth. My lungs are burning for air and I pull in large lungfuls too quickly, which just makes me cough more, but it’s enough to clear the black spot creeping into the edge of my vision.

Done with me after having spent himself inside me, the man lets go of my hips and I fall back into the water. The shower is turned back on once he steps out of the water and is roughly pressed against my groin. The water that sprays into my pussy is the opposite of cold. It’s almost scalding and gets a reaction out of me.

I buck forward as the sharp, hot spray batters my outer lips and thighs like tiny fire pokers. A bolt of adrenaline gives me the sudden energy to escape the hot stream of water that is forcing its way inside me. I scramble out of the tub, but Harris is there to stop me from going far. He pushes me back into the water, holding me still while I cry and mewl as a flood up hot water breaches my sensitive inner lips.

My pitiful cries and moos are only greeted with more laughter and ridicule. “Clean its cunt good. I thought I wanted to be the first to fuck this pussy, but I changed my mind. I really enjoyed torturing you while Chirs warmed you up. After fucking his ex-girlfriend, I figured I owe him one, anyway.” Harris says.

When the water is finally shut off and my tender pussy feels like it’s cooked. My reactions are dulled by the pain and I cannot catch myself when he takes hold of my collar and drags me out of the tub. Hitting the tile floor, my chin cracks painfully, eliciting another yelp from me.

There is no time to get to my feet as a lead is attached to the collar and I’m dragged by the neck into the main room. The steel digs into my flesh, leaving marks along the softer skin of my throat. The collar is only meant for control and to signify ownership. It’s not meant to choke the animal wearing it unless they struggle.

I can’t breathe once again, and my oxygen levels are dangerously low. I’ve barely recovered from the last attack. My pulse pounds in my ears as my vision goes fuzzy. The tension stops before I pass out thankfully and I inhale a lungful of air, gasping and shaking on the floor.

“Up cow.” Harris barks and kicks me hard in the thigh, adding to the bruises that are steadily forming on my body. I don’t move fast enough for them, and Cody uses the cattle prod on my side. The strong pulse of electricity sends spasms of pain through my muscles. My mouth snaps shut, my teeth biting into the side of my tongue accidentally, and I taste the copper tang of blood.

“Up!” Cody barks when he’s done, and the fear of getting shocked again jolts me into action. On shaky limbs, I climb to my hands and knees to see someone has set up a bench of some sort. The bench is simply a piece of wood with no padding about 4 inches wide and three feet long. Two A-frame legs on each end raise it a few feet off the ground.

One side has two metal bars bolted to the front legs that run vertical. The space between them is not big enough for my head, so I’m not sure what that’s for.

I don’t struggle as hands lift me onto the wood and my limbs are tied to the legs with a rough piece of rope that chafes my skin. The bench is so thin it hardly supports my body and allows my udders to hang down on either side of it. It’s very uncomfortable and puts pressure on my chest and stomach, but I doubt my comfort was taken into consideration when building it.

I wonder how many hucows were strapped onto this thing and having to suffer as the edges of the rough wood dig into their flesh like it’s doing to me? They all did so without putting up a fuss, I imagine. It would be a waste of energy. We’re just hucow’s and there are so many of them that even if we could fight, we wouldn’t stand a chance.

I remain still and let them bind my limbs. Someone grabs the sides of my face, angling my neck back painfully until I’m facing forward. The bars slide along the bench, press into the sides of my face and keep my head angled up. So that’s what they’re for. More rope wraps around my head and the bars keep me in place.

I startle when fingers pull my lower lips apart. “Damn, this pussy is so pink and wet. The slut is still horny even after almost drowning.”

“Back off, Darcy. Not touching until I say.” Harris growls and the man’s fingers leave my pussy.

“Fine, but hurry your ass up, Harris. Usually we’d be balls deep in the hucow by now. This is getting boring.”

“Oh, it won’t be boring for long.” Harris says. “Everyone, take off your belts.”

“Now we’re talking.” I hear the jingle of them removing their belts, and my heart almost leaps out of my chest. Are they all going to fuck me now? The thought doesn’t repulse me like it should. Instead, I feel more arousal trickle out of me and I grow hornier at the thought of being mounted.

I should have known better. Nothing good has happened to me since I was taken from the barn, but my brain is so focused on sex that I can’t think clearly.

Stupid, stupid, cow.

“Now be a good bitch and scream for us,” Harris says seconds before his belt lands with a stinging slap on my ass. I cry out as the sound of the leather hitting skin fills the room. Two more lashes land on my backside before the others join in. Oh, god! They are going to beat me to death!

“Moooo!” I wail and moan as the leather bites into my skin from all sides. My damaged vocal cords make the sounds coming from my lips more animal-like than human. Every lash gets the response Harris is looking for as I cry and thrash in my bindings. I pull against the ropes even as they cut into my skin. Fire radiates from every surface of my back as the men surround me, lashing every inch of my skin. The edge of a belt hits the tip of my ear where my tag is and gets tangled. When it’s pulled back, I feel a sharp tug and then pain as my tag is ripped from my ear. Warm blood immediately pours down the side of my neck.

“Opps.” Cody says and then laughs and all I can do is moan in pain.

“Harder.” Harris shouts. “Don’t be pussies.”

Please no! I can’t beg like I want. All that comes out is a low mewl as tears and snot cover my face. My heart is racing as they rain down terror on my skin.

The force of each blow leaves behind a stinging pain and no doubt red welts across my back and down my sides and the back of my head. Garrett would often comment on how soft and flawless my skin was. Not anymore.

They have just found their rhythm now, and the blows only get stronger. Their cruel laughter fills the air, along with the sounds of slapping skin. Some lashes land on previous welts, bringing more agony. I feel the wetness as my skin begins to split open, exposing raw flesh and causing blood to flow.

All my nerve endings are on fire. The pain is unbearable. “Shit. This was my favorite shirt. Her blood is splattered all over it. The fucking bitch ruined it.” He’s blaming like this is all my fault, but I pray that means they’ll stop.

I’m not that lucky. No. They only pick a new spot of unmarked skin. My ass, thighs and limbs face are soon experiencing the same abuse. Even my tender udders are not spared. They lash my teats and the sides of my udders until they are swollen and red. I can hear the milk dripping onto the floor. Even painful stimulation has me leaking like a faucet.

I thought the pain couldn’t get any worse until a lash landed directly on my pussy, causing me to jolt and scream louder than before. It’s still tender and sore from the scalding water and the lash is pure agony. “That’s it girl! Bellow like the bovine you are,” Harris says and aims between my legs again and again until my clit is throbbing and my lower lips are raw.

I scream until my voice cracks. It’s too much for my damaged cords and my voice cuts off. There is nothing but little squeaks that pass my lips when the beating finally stops.

I’m mindless from all the pain. Unconsciousness is creeping in. I’m moments away from passing out, and I welcome the darkness like an old friend. Nothing can hurt me there. The room fades and I let myself go. Hopefully, when I wake up, this will all be nothing more than a nightmare.


Chapter Two

Men’s voices wake me from sleep. Is it time for milking already? It takes considerable effort to open my eyes, but when I do, I frown in confusion. This is not the barn, and the voices don’t belong to the farmhands.

The scene in front of me takes my brain a while to process. I see men sitting on the couches laughing and drinking beer. The same men who beat me until I passed out. Beating me must have lost its appeal when I lost unconsciousness. Too bad it wasn’t all just a nightmare, and I woke up safe and sound in the barn.

My body aches everywhere. My throat hurts and my head is throbbing. I’ve never felt worse than I do right now. I try to shift, but find I’m still completely restrained and on the crude bench. My spine aches and I let out a groan, but I’m surprised when hardly any sound passes my lips. Only a low gasp emerges.

My vocal cords were cauterized by the vet during my transformation, making human speech impossible, but they left me with some ability to communicate. I could still grunt and moo, but now that is gone, too. Will it heal? The thought of having another thing taken from me brings tears to my eyes and another gasp of despair leaving my lips.

I must have been louder than I thought because all the conversation around me cuts off. “Looks like our little heifer is awake.” Cody says, and they all gather around me.

“Damn. We did a number on her flesh. No wonder she passed out.”

“Well, it’s awake now so our fun can continue.” Harris says from somewhere behind me. Fingers pull my labia apart, and more tears fall at how much agony that small touch brings. My pussy feels swollen and bruised.

Hands slap my dangling udders, sending more pain throughout my body as they sway. They’re also bruised and sore from the whipping, but are now engorged. The extra pressure of full udders stretches the skin taut and irritates the wounds.

Nighttime is always the hardest for hucows. Without the machine milking us, our udders fill to bursting and by the morning we are desperate to get to the milking room to feel some relief.

“Open your mouth,” Cory says and roughly shoves a metal gag inside when I comply. A fresh trickle of blood runs down my chin as the edges tear into my already damaged lip. “Don’t want you to bite us when we fuck this throat raw.” He smirks. “We need a hole to fuck while Harris is playing.”

My eyes must show my confusion, because Cody smirks. “Don’t worry. You're already acquainted with the fucking machine used during milking.”

A sliver of excitement goes through me at the mention of the milking frame that fits over hucows hips. Dildos are inserted through holes in the machine and fill up the cow, pleasuring it for hours while their milk is drained. It’s my favorite part of getting milk.

My pussy clenches, eager to be filled, but feel how sore it is. It’s going to hurt with how tender I am, but I sigh in relief, knowing I’m used to the machine and it’s part of my normal routine. One that has been messed up now, and I don’t like how anxious and uncertain I’ve felt since leaving the barn. I’m supposed to eat, sleep, breed and give milk. Any changes and I get confused.

I crave the machine pressing against my flesh to find a sense of calm. I love going mindless with pleasure for hours as the machine brings me to orgasm over and over.

Cody notices the change in my body. Eagerness must show on my face because his knowing grin stretches wide, but the sadistic glint in his eyes is unnerving. “God, they train you sluts so well. So eager to be fucked in all your holes, but this is no ordinary device. I stole one from the farm to use on the cows I bring here, but I might have tweaked it a bit. Don’t worry though, you’ll love it.”

I’m not so sure, but my body still responds positively and my pussy grows wet. My udders begin to drip like they do before milking.

“Look! Her udders are leaking like faucets.”

“Hurry and get the machine set up. Her body is primed for milking and just mentioning it will make her udders drip. The slut is desperate to be milked and filled like a good little cow,” Cody says, and that’s when I hear wheels rolling across the floor.

The familiar weight of the machine encases my hips. “How does it feel to see your ex so eager to be milked?” My eye pinch in pain as the frame rubs against the whip marks on my hips and ass. It gets locked in place. I hear the humming sounds of suckers as someone attaches the cups to my flesh.

It’s a bittersweet sensation when my abused teats are sucked down into the cups. The skin on my chest is inflamed and raw from the earlier belting, so it’s pure agony. The pain is even worse than when my body was freshly modified and not used to the machines, but I ignore the pain as my milk begins to flow and my udders experience the familiar relief I’ve grown to crave.

My mind tries to drift off like it usually does during milking, but something is missing. My pussy and ass are empty, but it’s my ex who fixes the problem. Usually, it would be two dildoes that are inserted into the slots, and bring me hours of pleasure, but what he slides into my pussy feels strange.

As he pushes it into me, my eyes widen in shock. Whatever it is, it’s like nothing I’ve felt before. It’s long, like a dildo, pressing hard against my cervix and so thick, my walls burn from the stretch. It’s not smooth, but has large bumps or nodules all over the shaft. They press against my inner walls, creating a new, but not uncomfortable sensation.

The object he presses into my ass is foreign as well. The tip of it is thin but the base of it flares out, and my pucker burns as he forces the flared base past the tight ring of muscle, leaving my ass clenching around the hard silicon toy.

I look up at Cody to see the sick expression of glee on his face when Harris turns on the machine and both toys begin to move inside me. He watches my expression, waiting to see how I respond.

The machine thrusts the nobby cock in and out of my pussy and the bumps along the shaft send delicious chills through my body as it stimulates new areas in my pussy. I like it a lot. My arousal rushes to the surface quickly, despite the pain in my ass.

The uncomfortable stretch of my ass as the toy pummels my back hole is very distracting. The strong pistons that power the machine, drives the object deeply into me without remorse. My poor ass has no choice but to yield under the powerful motor.

Despite everything, my excitement grows as my milk is drawn out. My body is trained to lactate on command after months of being milked and no matter how much discomfort I feel, my arousal builds as the milk pours out of me. My mind disappears into a sexual fog now that I’m filled properly.

During the long days of milking, my consciousness enters a sort of pleasure induced limbo where time has no meaning. I’m hardly aware of anything around me but the sensations of the cups suckling on my teats and constant mind-numbing orgasms. Most times, the poking and prodding of the handlers checking on us or giving us shots doesn’t even faze me. I only realize the day is over when the machine shuts off and we are herded back to the barns at dusk.

I hover just on the edge of that comfortable place now, but instinct won’t let me relax enough to slip fully into the zone. Some sense of self preservation is warning me to remain aware. I’m not inside the safety of the milking facility.

I make an effort to keep my eyes open, only to see Cody pull his cock out of his pants. He strokes it in front of my face. His grin makes me uneasy as he steps closer and shoves his cock into my mouth.

He slides it right down my throat until my nose is smashed into his groin. “God. I love how cows have no gag reflexes. They give the best blowjobs.” He grunts as he slam his hips against my face, roughly fucking my throat.

“I wish my girlfriend could suck cock like that,” someone says and the others mumble in agreement. A few of them complain about not being able to get their girlfriends to suck their cocks at all. Saying, “it’s degrading.”

“Thank god cows, don’t care which hole you use.” Cody thrusts into my mouth until his hips stutter and he cums with a groan, spilling down my throat. I have no choice but to swallow or choke.

“Fuck, that was good.”

The machine continues to thrust unmercifully into both my holes, shaking my body with its powerful pistons and making my udders swing. The tight muscle of my anal opening loosen eventually and the pain fades, leaving behind the usual euphoric sensations of being double penetrated.

Heat builds in my core rapidly and my breathing escalates until I’m panting like a wanton hussy and shaking in desire. I’m so desperate to finally experience something good that tears pour down my face when an orgasm rolls through my body.

Too bad it doesn’t last though and a searing pain from deep inside my pussy cuts off my orgasm mid way. I’ve never felt this white hot pain ripping through my core before. It sends waves of pure agony through me, pulsing from deep inside my pussy.

It’s like the shock from a cattle prod, but a thousand times worse. My entire body seizes as a strong electrical current travels from my pussy outward. Every muscle turns to stone as my eyes roll back in my head.

The nubs that felt so good on the dildo earlier were all a lie to trick you into feeling good because they are now responsible for delivering the massive jolts of pain throughout my body. Cody has somehow created a shocking device built into the toy, bringing a new level of torture to the cows he brings here.

“Holy shit.” I hear someone gasp as my body convulses and foamy spittle dribbles from the sides of my mouth.

I hardly feel the tear in my ass as the anal plug is ripped out of my clenched hole and punched back in painfully when my ass muscles clench uncontrollably. The dildo continues to thrust as it shocks me from the inside out. The fucking machines are meant to bring pleasure to the hucows, but this one only brings pain and destruction.

My orgasm was ripped from my grasp before it even crested, leaving only pain in its wake. “She doesn’t deserve to cum until I say so.” Harris’ voice reaches my ears through the haze of pain. “No one deceives a Barnett and gets away with it.”

The shock stops and my lungs can finally work. My heart flutters in my chest as I gasp for breath. Every muscle in my body goes limp. Still, my udders continue to pour milk while I occasionally twitch and spasm on the frame.

I have a flicker of concern when I think about the calf growing inside me. Will it survive?

Will I?

I’m not so confident I’ll make it out of this cabin alive, much less deliver a calf in the future. Cody won’t let Harris and his friends kill me, I don’t think. Sure, Harris wants to make me suffer, to feel every bit of pain he can inflict, but killing me would be going too far and I’m farm property. I hold some value at least.

The dildos are pulled out of my raw holes and the equipment disappears while I’m lost in my head. I’m not sure what they have planned next, but I’m unstrapped from the bench and pushed off the side, landing on the floor. I have no strength left in my limbs to hold myself up and just lie on the floor at their feet.

Blood smears the light wood and leaves streaks around me. I feel torn to bits, and my ass is aching. My pussy feels half cooked and the outer lips swollen, but what is more concerning is the pain radiating along my inner walls and deep into my womb.

I look down between my legs and see blood smearing my thighs. It’s a lot and that can’t be good.

“Oopsie.” Cody says with a maniacal laugh. “Barn A got bred about a month ago. I wonder if the poor cow just lost her calf?”

My heart drops in grief. Garrett will be so disappointed. There was something special about my breeding. I remember him talking to the owner about it, but I don’t understand why it was so important.

“My dad might be mad, but who cares? I’m sure they can just breed her again, but she is making a fucking mess on my floor.” He says in disgust. “Back to the tub for you, then we can play some more.”


Chapter Three

My battered body is dragged back into the bathroom, and I don’t even have the strength to react. At first, the cold water sent jolts of pain through my wounds, but this quickly faded, leaving behind a comforting coolness. It brings soothing relief to my pussy, easing some of the discomfort deep inside.

When they haul me out this time, the water is stained a deep pink. The air in the cabin is thick with the metallic scent of my blood. Though my shaking limbs threatened to give way, I managed to crawl, avoiding being dragged by the neck, and led back into the main room.

The bench is gone, and Harris leads me toward the plush, worn couches, settling me in between them. He sits down on the one I’m facing and grabs my chin, digging his fingers into my cheeks, and angling my face towards his crotch.

The spacer gag is still in my mouth, making it an easy target when he pulls out his cock and shoves my face down into his groin until his shaft is buried in my throat. “Fuck.” He grunts when my throat constricts around him. “That’s it, bitch. Swallow my cock down your whore throat.”

I shouldn’t grow wet with desire after everything I’ve been through, but I do. I’ve been programmed to respond to any sexual stimuli. As he forces my head up and down on his throbbing cock, I feel my thighs becoming damp. Harris is very well-endowed. Bigger than Cody and most of the farmhands who have used my mouth. It fills my throat completely, making it bulge uncomfortably and cutting off my airway, making me have to breathe through my nose.

Footsteps near, letting me know the other men are joining us, but I can’t see anything but the ridges of Harris’ abdominal muscles.

“I think the slut enjoys sucking your cock, Harris. Her puffy cunt is still dripping even after you fried the shit out of it.” The man whistles and parts my ass cheeks. “Her puckered hole looks even worse. It’s gapping and still bleeding. I bet I could put my fist right up her ass and she’d take me to the elbow without a problem.”

A shiver runs down my spine at the very thought. Both afraid and curiously aroused at the thought.

“Go for it.” Harris says as he flexes his hips and groans. He thrusts his cock into my mouth, pushing my head down even more. “I want you to fist her ass and then all of you should cum inside it,” he said in a commanding tone. “Fill her ass until it is so wrecked it’ll never be the same. Hell, use whatever you want to shove up there. The slut can take it.”

Alarm flares through me and I try to back away, but he has a tight grip on my head and keeps me right where he wants me.

I listen as the men jump into action. They move around the room doing god knows what before hands settle on my hips. They hold me still as Harris starts to chuckle, making his cock bob against the roof of my mouth. “Darcy, really?” He asks.

“What? You said anything.” I hear the man say as something nudges my sore asshole. It’s hard and cold. The end, narrow and smooth, slides effortlessly into me. I can’t tell what it is until he presses it further into me and it widens after the neck. It’s a bottle.

He grunts in disappointment when my ass accepts the neck of the bottle easily and gets creative. He pulls it out and then presses the butt end of it against me. It’s much wider and I immediately squirm as he uses force to shove it up my ass with no lube.

I let out a pained grunt each time he moves it back and forth. As he thrusts the bottle into my ass, I can feel my pucker tearing even more from the strain. I’m bleeding again. It lubes the way and makes it easier to take, but no less painful.

Harris continues to fuck my face as the others get creative and use items around the room to open my ass further. I don’t even know what the items are, but every object gets bigger and some are oddly shaped, scraping against the fragile lining of my bowels and causing more damage. Tears pour down my face as I look up at Harris. His eyes flick back and forth between my face to whatever his friends are doing. A chilling coldness radiated from his eyes, devoid of any compassion. The dark depths hold nothing but hate. His mouth tightens into a thin line of anger and disgust as he watches my ass being brutalized. The sounds of his friends’ raucous laughter is grating on my ears.

When they become bored or run out of objects, they give up playing and someone presses their fist against my numb hole. I can hardly feel any pain now. Only pressure as he curls his fist and forces it inside me, not stopping until his wrist deep in my back passage.

“Look! His hand disappeared right up the cow’s ass.”

A furious snort rips from Harris’s throat, the sound raw and laced with venom and directed right at me. “I can’t believe I thought you were good enough to be my wife. I thought you were a prim little cunt who’d be frigid in bed, but you had me fooled.” His jaw flexes as his eyes flash with anger and lust. He pumps his cock into me while continuing. “You were never a good girl like you portrayed in public. It was all a lie to hide how much of a slut you really are. Look at you now. Choking on my cock while your ass is fisted.”

I’m pushed forward as the fist drives in and out of me, punching my cuts and going deeper on every thrust. My insides are churning with an intense ache and the feeling of nausea overwhelms me. My stomach feels like it’s twisting and turning. I think I might vomit all over Harris’ dick, but that would just get me into trouble, so I fight off the urge.

“I guess you did me a favor by turning yourself into livestock. It saved me from marrying such a whore. This is exactly where you belong, on your knees, with all your holes filled.”

A mixture of pain and arousal sends shivers through my body. I can’t stop the warmth that builds from having my ass stuffed so full. The initial sharp pain gives way to waves of intense pleasure, a delicious agony that loosens my muscles as I submit to their control.

Something softens in Harris’ eyes when he feels me relax, but then he blinks and it’s gone, making me think it was just my mind hoping he’d go easier on me if I behave.

“Someone fuck her while Chris has his hand up her ass,” Harris commands, and then I feel someone sliding under me. My hips are pulled downward and a hard cock pushes into me.

A fresh wave of searing pain rips through me as my scorched pussy is violated. He fucks up into me, uncaring that my nerves are raw from being electrocuted. Despite the pain, my arousal continues to intensify. It’s all a blur of blissful agony and I can’t stop the orgasm from crashing over me.

“Yes, bitch. Cum all over my cock.” I think it’s Pete who’s under me by the sound of his voice. He’s been the most quiet of the bunch, but has still been an active participant in my torture.

My body trembles and shakes with each wave of pleasure. The fist slowly withdraws from me, and I feel a cock taking its place. There is no resistance left in my body. I hardly feel anything as he ruts into me. They both fuck my holes roughly and with no coordination. I’m like a rag doll being yanked around between them.

They don’t care if I find my pleasure. All I am to them is holes to use. Fingers dig into the wounds on my back and sides, sending shocks of pain through my body. It doesn’t stop me from cumming again when they both stiffen and shout their release. Hot ropes of jizz fill both my holes and Harris stiffens, shoving my face downward until my nose is smashed against the coarse dark curls surrounding his manhood. His cock twitches and then he’s adding his load to my body, cumming down my throat.

When they all pull out, I collapse onto the ground. Harris leans over me and pulls the gag from my mouth. I look up at him in thanks, only to see him stroking his still hard cock with a look that sends chills down my spine.

“You’re not done, cow. The others are going to use you now. They are going to be rough and fuck you hard, sucking these until they bleed.” He grabs an udder and squeezes hard, sending a squirt of milk across the floor, “Drain these cow tits dry while they relieve their frustrations on your body, and when you’re almost broken, and can barely move then it’ll be my turn. I’m going to cum deep inside that cum-dump you call a pussy before I break you completely. You’ll finally know what it’s like to be nothing more than a dumb animal.”

Whatever he sees on my face has his grin growing and he leans back on the couch, stroking his cock. His brief nod to his friends felt like a confirmation of my worst fears; a dull ache settled in my chest. Deep in my gut, I know I won’t survive this. No one is coming for me.

The image of Garrett’s handsome face fills my mind, and I long for the sound of his commanding voice right now, wishing he would come and rescue me. His powerful control over everyone on the farm makes me feel safe and cared for.

My deepest regret is that he never fucked me, but just the way he always nearby was enough. The nights he tended to me in my stall made me so happy. I’d do anything to see him again, yet he remains oblivious to Cody’s theft—my abduction from the barn, where I should be sound asleep among the herd, surrounded by the comforting smells of hay and the sweet scent of milk.

I have to face the fact that I’m probably not going to survive their torture or end up so damaged, I’ll be useless to the farm. I should be terrified, but I’m oddly resigned to what is about to happen. My emotions have been altered by the hucow transformation. Some emotions were stripped from me, like my memories, which is a blessing or I would be a complete wreck right now.

They can do whatever they want without consequence. I’m a hucow. An animal in the eyes of the law and the worst they would face is animal abuse charges if they were caught, but they won’t be. This cabin is hidden on farm property and away from prying eyes. No one will find my beaten and abused carcass until morning and that’s only if they don’t dump me somewhere in the woods for the wild animals to finish me off.


Chapter Four

The unfairness of it all fades as the men close in, their presence a welcome distraction from my morose thoughts. Their rough hands grope me, digging their fingers into my flesh as they pull me between them.

Someone slides beneath my body as my arms are pulled back by firm hands. As soon as his hot mouth latches onto my teat, instincts kick in and I get a letdown. Another hand grabs the back of my neck and a cock is pressed against my lips. “Suck my cock cow and don’t think of biting or I punch your fucking teeth out.”

I believe every word he says and obediently open my mouth. If I just do what they want, maybe I can save myself more pain and when they’re done with me, they’ll end my suffering quickly if I please them.

I’ll pretend they are just farmhands who are making use of my body. My mouth drops open on command and when he shoves his cock in, I begin to lick the underside of his cock eagerly. He groans and curses as I go to town on his cock. “Fuck yeah! She’s hungry for it. Licking my cock like it’s a popsicle.”

The man beneath me groans as he suckles at my teat, drinking down large mouthfuls of creamy goodness. He pulls my hips down and lines his hard shaft up with my entrance and bucks up into me.

I wince at how tender my walls are, but my entire body jolts in pleasure at being filled. A buzz of arousal floods my veins as another hot mouth latches onto my neglected teat. I close my eyes in ecstasy. Every pull from their mouths sends bolts of pleasure to my core and makes me so horny.

I ignore the pain that flares across my skin when their fingers dig into my wounds. I forget these men are vile and look at me like I’m a sack of meat with holes. They don’t care about me and I don’t harbor any feelings of tenderness for them. I just want the pleasure their cocks can give me.

In this moment, I surrender control and revel in the sensation of their touch and the fiery desire that courses through my body as they move inside me. The air fills with sounds of skin slapping, and grunts as they use my body the way a hucow is trained for. I don’t even cower as Harris moves behind me and slaps my ass, but arch my back, asking for more.

“Fucking hucow slut! Look at you. All plugged up with cock, but not fully. I’m going to fix that now.” He says and then rams his cock deep into my ass. There is a sharp pain, but I block it out and focus on the feeling of being filled in every hole.

Harris is the roughest of the three and pounds into me hard and fast. The pain he inflicts is deliberate, and it burns, but beneath the hurt, I find a disturbing pleasure building beneath the abuse. My arousal builds as the cock in my mouth shoves deep, throat fucking me until he shouts and pulses thick ropes of cum that I quickly swallow.

He pulls out, only for another cock to take his place. I don’t open my eyes to see who it is. It doesn’t matter. I just latch on and do my best to please him.

The man beneath me is the next to cum. His teeth clamp down onto my nipple, breaking the skin as he bathes my insides with more cum. My mouth is filled again with more seed as his friend reaches his climax quickly.

The cock in my mouth disappears and a harsh slap to the face has my eyes springing open to see. Another smack to my other cheek has my head snapping to the side, and my ass clenching hard on Harris’ cock, making him groan.

“Do that again. The bitch likes pain. She’s gripping my cock so tightly even after you all stretched her out. I’m going to cum soon.”

Another smack to my face brings tears to my eyes. “Come on, man.” Chris says as he takes his place under me and pushes his shaft into my pussy with a grunt. “You haven’t tried this pussy. It’s a little loose, but still feels good wrapped around my cock.”

“I don’t want her used up pussy. Who knows how many farmhands and not to mention the bulls have dumped their load into it.” Harris says.

Cody pipes up, “The hucows love being bred. The bulls are like machines, rutting their pussies and filling them up with massive loads of spunk.”

This makes Harris snarl and pick up the pace. All his anger being put into fucking me with savage thrusts. “You stupid cow. Probably knocked up by the bulls. Did you cum all over the beast's dicks?” His hand lands a harsh blow on my ass. “I bet a slut you did.” He pulls out, and then I feel him nudge against my lower lips.

“What the fuck, man?” Chris says as he pauses his thrusts.

“I changed my mind. If she can handle a bull, she can take two cocks. Hold still.” He says and then I feel the stretch as he presses into my pussy right alongside his friend.

“This is fucking weird.” The man beneath me mumbles, but then groans when Harris is all the way inside. “Fuck. I don’t like that your dick is touching mine, but this makes her so damn tight.”

“The bulls fucked a calf into her cunt. Let’s see if we can fuck it right out of her.” Harris’s evil laugh makes me tremble in fear. “I bet you won’t be any good to the farm then. It’s what you deserve after deceiving me and my family.”

Then they start to move and I can’t think. My walls stretch wide to accommodate two cocks. Almost as wide as when the bulls bred me. My mouth drops open in a silent scream at how full I feel.

They pound into me in sync, each pressing deeper and faster, and I can do nothing but feel. I don’t even flinch as another smack to my face has me looking up at another one of Harris’s friends that I don’t know his name. “Open wide.” He says and then his cock is in my mouth.

The tension in my body builds as they fuck me hard and fast, driving me toward orgasm. I shake and my inner muscles spasm as my climax draws near while they cheer each other on. Their laughter would be humiliating to someone else, but I’m long past the point of worrying about being insulted. Hucows don’t care about being degraded and used. It’s what we’re made for.

I’m sure it gives Harris pleasure to insult me and abuse me, but his insults are useless on a farm animal.

I feel them start to twitch just as my arousal blooms, bursting outward in a kaleidoscope of color and sensation. Waves of bliss push all the pain and discomfort aside, and I gripe onto it like a lifeline.

Everything fades around me. I don’t see Harris or his friends or the cabin of nightmares I’m stuck in. Nothing matters but the pure euphoria seeping into my bones as I cum. Their combined shouts of release sound muted as my mind disappears in a haze of pleasure. Their combined releases add to the warmth radiating from deep inside me. I swallow automatically at the taste of cum filling my mouth.

They pull out of my still twitching channel and I’m pushed roughly to the floor, where I collapse into a messy heap.

“Damn. I’m thirsty.” Someone says.

“What about the cow?”

“Leave it be for now.” Cody says. “The party is not over and we’ll probably have more use for its holes, but right now, let’s have some beers.”

The men cheer and move around the room, getting comfortable. The others have already forgotten about me, but not Harris. He remains standing above me just staring without emotion. I wonder what he’s thinking, but he lashes out with his boot and kicks me in the stomach before I can blink, knocking the wind out of me. I curl up in a ball, gasping for breath as a manic grin tips up the edges of his lips.

“The boys may want to fuck your useless carcass, but I’m done with you.” He leans down and clears his throat, spitting right in my face. The wad of saliva drips off my nose onto the floor. “I’ve got my revenge on you. You’re nothing now but a piece of property. A mindless fucking animal and I love knowing that you’ll suffer the rest of your days, however long that will be, on a farm being used like cattle until they decide to end your pathetic life.”

I blink up at him with tear-filled eyes clouded with pain and confusion. He continues to smirk. “I doubt you remember much of your family now, but know that their turn is next. I’ll make sure they pay. Maybe if they grovel enough, I might consider taking your sister as my wife. She’s young, but even prettier than you were. I’ll just have to wait a few more years before I get my hands on her, but I’ll make sure your dad falls in line before that.”

He raises his foot and brings it down on my legs just above the ankle. A deafening crack could be heard, followed by a searing, white-hot agony that stole my breath. I think he just broke my leg.

“Jesus, Harris. Chill out, dude.” Someone gasps in shock, but he ignores them as I flail on the ground in pain.

He kicks me a few more times. Once in the side, and twice in my udders, sending milk pouring all over the floor. A small cramp starts in my lower abdomen and then a sharp pain rips through my stomach. What’s happening? I shift on my side and that’s when I feel a gush of fluid pour out of me.

“Shit.” I think I hear Cody say. “She’s fucking useless to us now with all that blood pouring out of her snatch.”

That’s when I realize I probably just lost the calf growing inside me. Somehow, that hurts worse than all my wounds combined. If I can’t keep a calf, what am I good for?

I can’t take it anymore. I need this to end and almost smile in relief when his next kick is aimed at my head, hoping he’ll knock me out. My neck snaps to the side on impact and the world spins as my vision goes dark.

I long for the darkness to take me completely, but consciousness clings stubbornly. I feel someone grabbing me by the arms and dragging me across the floor.

“Clean this mess up. I’ll dump her and be back in a few with another cow since Harris broke this one. We can’t fuck that one up this bad or my dad will have my head.” Cody says, and I realize he’s the one pulling me out of the cabin.

I hear the music turn on as the door is shut behind us. Cold air shocks my body and wakes me up enough to know we are outside. Cody drags my body down the steps, each one slamming into my ribs and sends a sharp, searing pain through my side. I gasp in agony as I feel my ribs crack.

My breath catches, and the intense pain makes breathing difficult. Still, I don’t pass out. When will the agony stop? Blood and semen coat my thighs, my udders are bruised and full of bite marks, and I’m pretty sure one teat is bleeding. One eye is almost completely swollen shut from all the slaps, but the most damage was done when Harris’ boot connected with the side of my face. My cheek feels hot and tight and I can hardly move my jaw without triggering a sharp pain. If I feel this bad, I must look near death.

“Fucking fat cow.” Cody grunts as he picks me up and rolls my weakened body into the truck bed. There is no use tying off my lead. I’m not going anywhere in this state.

He hops into the cab of the truck, and I close my eyes as the engine comes to life and Cody drives away. The cramping in my stomach has faded to a dull ache, and I’m not sure if that’s a good sign or not. The night air has grown frigid and I begin to shiver. Within minutes, the blood against my skin has cooled and my body is numb.

I’m not sure where he’s taken me—the bumpy ride ended so quickly, and I can’t tell if we’re at the barns. I crack my good eye open enough to see that it’s still dark out, but the deep blue of the sky is slowly being overtaken by a faint glow on the horizon. The stars, though still twinkling faintly, were losing their brightness.

The moon was high in the sky when we made this trek earlier, making it easy to see. Now it’s slinking to the west. A sign that sunrise is not far off.

It’s peaceful, and the serene quietness is only broken by the sounds of my shallow breathing. Each inhale sounds broken and raspy. Cody slams the door of the truck and then his hand wraps around my injured ankle and I’m yanked roughly off the truck.

My arms flail, but I don’t have the strength to catch myself. The ground rushes towards me and all I can do is brace for impact. I hit hard with a thud.

Pain radiates through my battered body as I try to make sense of why I deserved this fate. I did nothing wrong, but decided on my path in life, and didn’t set out to deceive anyone. I just wanted the freedom to choose something for myself. No one, human or animal, deserves to be treated like this.

A sudden push, and I’m tumbling down a steep incline. Bushes scrape my sides and face as I roll, finally coming to a stop at the bottom of a ditch. “Should take them a while to find the body.” Cody mumbles to himself as he shuts the back of the truck, leaving me where I landed.

Will I die here before anyone finds me? It must be what he’s hoping for. He’s counting on the farmhands thinking I wandered off and my injuries are from falling down here.

I'm just a stupid cow, and can blame that on all the drugs given to me, but he doesn’t have that excuse. If I had the strength, I would snort at how much of an idiot he is if he thinks he can fool the workers. Cows are restrained at all times in the barn. The heavy chains are impossible to break and they may not have locks, but there is now way a hucow can unhook it themselves without fingers and just wander out of the barns.

There is no way Garrett would think that. He’s so smart.

My heart pinches at the thought of the handsome man. Where is he? All I can hope is they find me quickly, and when they do, either they’ll help me, or end my suffering quickly. I don’t really care at this point. I just don’t want to die slowly in a ditch. That is not how I thought my life would end.

As the chilly night air seeps into my body, my frail frame is wracked with more shivers. I drift in and out of consciousness as the sky lightens and dawn breaks over the farm. I can hear the birds chirping as the world wakes up.

The farm hands should be headed to the barn for morning feeding by now and then the hucows are sent to the milking facility for the day. When will they notice a hucow is missing?

I must drift off again because when I open my good eye again, the sun is higher in the sky, and I sigh as the warmth feels good on my skin. I think I hear shouting in the distance, and hope fills me, but then everything is silent, once more dashing that tiny sliver before it can grow.

I’m finding it harder and harder to wake up each time, and maybe it would be best if I just closed my eyes for good.

“Over here!” A man shouts from above me.

There is a shuffling sound as multiple people scramble down into the ditch. Someone is finally here! My lids begin to droop in relief. “Oh, my god! What happened to her?” A voice asks.

“Is it dead?”

“Sure looks like it.” They’re all talking at once.

“Move!” That’s when I hear the one person I thought I’d never hear again. Garrett.

He’s here. He found me!

The need to see him gives me enough energy to let out a small whine. Large warm hands gingerly pick me up, trying to avoid the worst injuries, and then I’m cradled against a solid wall of muscle that smells so familiar I could cry if I wasn’t so dehydrated.

Instead, I whimper again.

“Hush, little one. I’ve got you.”

Finally, in the hands of someone I trust, I pass out. He knows how to care for hucows and will make the best decisions for me. Whatever that may be.

To be continued…
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