

Chapter One

“I have to advise you to take some time to think this decision over.” The young woman, whose name tag says Sharon, is sitting behind the desk opposite of me. Her hands are clasped together in front of her and the expression on her pretty face conveys the gravity of what I’m considering.

When I nervously entered the Hucow Intake Office, she greeted me with a gentle smile until I told her I wanted to sign up to become a hucow. Becoming a hucow is not something that popped into my head on a whim, and it definitely wouldn’t have been my first choice if I had other options. No one grows up planning to become a hucow, but sometimes life becomes too much to handle and there are no other alternatives. At least I couldn’t think of another way that got me out from under my parents’ control and I’m running out of time. Right now, I’m supposed to be at the dress shop getting fitted for my wedding dress, but snuck away from my driver who also doubles as dad’s little spy and walked here.

“It’s a serious decision to make, and not one to take lightly. You can’t change your mind later.” She adds.

“I don’t need to think it over and I’m not changing my mind.” I tell her, hoping it comes out confidently and she can’t tell I’m terrified.

Her brows dip in confusion, and her lips are pinched in a thin line. Her accessing gaze takes in my expensive attire and the designer handbag hanging off the arm of my chair. My nails are short but I just had a manicure the day before so the nude polish shines flawlessly and my make up is applied to perfection like my mother taught me daily until she was satisfied I would know how a proper lady should look at all times when in public.

She can tell I come from money and is probably wondering why the heck someone like me would want to become a hucow. To go from a mansion to a barn. I doubt she sees many girls from wealthy families stroll through the door asking to be turned into a farm animal.

“Are you sure, miss?” She asks. “Once you sign the electronic form and hit the send button, there is no reversing the process. Your life now will cease to exist and you’ll no longer be considered a human, but farm property. Every piece of identity, like your birth certificate, social insurance number, and bank accounts, become void. A cattle ID number from the department of agriculture and hucow farming will be issued for you, and that will be your only identity. You’ll be officially a hucow and after you finish the transformation, they ship you off to a farm for the rest of your life.”

My throat dries up, and I find it hard to swallow. I knew a little of what happens to women who become hucows, but to hear her explain it in better detail makes me want to reconsider. Can I really do this?

I think about what’s in store for me if I don’t and shiver in disgust. I’ll have to marry Harris.

I was only eight or nine when I began to understand how controlling my parents were, and as I got older, they only got worse. They controlled where I went to school, who I could be friends with, what I wore and ate. I even had to take special classes on proper etiquette and running a household. That’s when I realized I had no future beyond what they dictated.

When all my friends went off to college, I was made to attend social functions where my parents paraded me in front of other rich young men they deemed a good match for me in wealth and breeding. I was expected to make a suitable financial match. One that strengthened my father’s business dealings. Forget about love. There was no room for that.

I tried to put my foot down for the first time, and that was a mistake. When I refused to pick from my potential suitors, my father decided for me, and that was that.

Harris Barnett became my future husband.

Just thinking about Harris makes me feel nauseous. He’s not a bad-looking man and only a few years older than me, but his pretentious attitude makes him repulsive to me and when we had our first official date after the forced engagement, I could tell why my father chose him.

The first reason was that Harris’s father was a wealthy business man that deals in exports and my father owns dozens of manufacturing businesses that ship products worldwide. Marrying me off to Harris would secure him a link to a major exporting company, which would save him millions.

The second reason was that Harris was just like my father. During our first date, he wouldn’t shut up about himself. He rarely asked me a question and just kept going on about what he expected our future to be like. He had it all mapped out with no consideration for what I wanted.

By our fourth date, I couldn’t even stomach my meal at the restaurant when he started talking about knocking me up right after the wedding and how I’ll be expected to continue servicing him throughout my pregnancy like a good wife should and then work with a personal trainer after the baby is born to regain my figure. Once I’m looking “fuckable again”, his words not mine, he’ll put another baby inside me. He wants a big family, and apparently I have no say, even though it’s my body.

I went home that night and cried myself to sleep. My younger sister, the sweetest person I know, heard me and tried her best to comfort me. She’s only two years younger than me and has to deal with the same bullshit, but she’s so timid and kind-hearted she does everything they demand without complaint.

My wedding is in a month and I’ve tried to think of something that will get me out of it, but I’m out of options. Once again, my parents have taken my choice from me and are forcing me to marry a man I don’t love and only sees me as a trophy wife to give him a herd of kids. I never get a choice and I’m tired of it, and it’s time for me to make a choice about what happens to me.

This is not something I want to do, but it’s something I can do and it’s entirely my choice. For once, I get to decide the direction of my life. I know when I sign my name I’m giving someone else control over me again, but this time I choose it.

The thought of that makes the tension in my shoulders lesson and I smile, which makes the woman behind the desk look at me in confusion. Surrendering your body to a hucow facility shouldn’t make a woman happy, but that’s not why I’m smiling and it’s not her business to know why I came here.

“I’d like to sign now, please.” I say.

“Okay, but don’t you want to say goodbye to your friends and family first?” She slides a tablet across the desk and I pick it up, reading parts of the document I’m about to sign.

“I already said goodbye.” I say to her, lying.

Most of what I’m reading makes no sense, but a few words jump out like medical procedures and production issues, so I ask her about them.

Her response is vague. “Hucows don’t just begin producing milk. There are medical treatments and procedures to transform your body for its new role.” She says.

“And if it doesn’t work?” I ask.

“There is no kicking you out of the program if you cannot produce milk. Once you’re in the system, you stay there. Hucows that don’t produce are of no use to a farm and a waste of resources, so they are culled and their bodies used for pet food, fertilizer, medical supplies, and many other things.” She explains, and I stare at her with wide eyes.

They kill people and get away with it? No, not people, they slaughter hucows which is completely legal in the eyes of the law because hucows are just livestock. Animals are put down every day, and no one bats an eye.

She rushes on when she sees my fear. “Don’t worry about that. It rarely happens. You’d have to have something wrong with your body and you look healthy, so I’m sure you’ll be fine. Hucows are well-cared for, I hear, and live a long life. By the time your turn comes, you won’t even be aware. Years of injections and hormone treatments used to change a person into a hucow affect the memory.”

“So I’ll forget my old life? My family and friends?” I ask.

“Yes, but it takes a while to totally forget everything, but I’m sure it’s for the best, anyway. Wouldn’t you agree?”

I nod my head.

I’ve never really been sick, and always took care of my body. I can’t see why I wouldn’t be able to produce milk, so I shouldn’t worry about that now.

“Being a hucow is very peaceful from what I’ve observed when visiting the farms. All the cows seem content, so whatever stresses brought you here will end the moment you sign. You’ll never have to worry about anything but being a good hucow and obeying the farmers.” She smiles at me and nods at the tablet. “One signature and you can be free of this life.”

Free of this life, but not really free. I’ll be owned by someone else, but it has to be better than what I’m facing now.

I want to be free from my parents’ control and free of my intended husband’s plans for me.

I’m doing this. If I’m a hucow, I won’t have to worry anymore about being perfect and making the best alliances and pretending everything is okay. I can just be a dumb animal.

My finger touches the screen as I sign my name along the line. I hand it back to the lady and she looks at me for a moment, holding her finger over the send button. It’s like slow motion as I watch her lower her finger and it feels like minutes before the tablet dings and a number scrolls across the screen.

It's done! I suddenly feel lightheaded from relief. Jennifer Delford, daughter and fiance, no longer exists. I’m nothing now.

The feeling of relief lasts for all of two seconds, until reality hits me. I’m now a hucow. Farm property. I went from rich socialite to farm animal in the matter of seconds.

Did I make the right choice?

I push that question out of my head. It doesn’t matter now. I have my new life to begin. One I chose.


Chapter Two

“Follow me, new hucow.” Sharon says, and it takes a moment to wrap my head around being addressed as hucow instead of my name. I’ll never hear it again, and I’m oddly okay with that. I wasn’t happy as Jennifer.

She stands up, heading towards a set of doors behind her, and I quickly follow behind her. The room we enter is fairly small, and bare except for a bin in the corner half full of clothing and a row of tall white cabinets on one side with a strange-looking printer on a table. A large steel rolling door takes up most of the back wall, and on the other side of the room are metal rings fastened to the wall.

“Remove your clothes,” Sharon says, and I freeze in surprise. She’s not looking at me, but is busy opening the cabinet and rooting around inside it.

“Why?” I ask.

She pops her head out and gives me a mocking smile that makes me feel stupid suddenly. “Cows don’t wear clothes, silly.”

Real cows don’t wear clothes. That’s true, but I’m not really an animal. Surely I can keep some of my dignity, right?

When I still don’t move, her smile drops into a look of impatience and she makes a disgruntled sound, placing her hands on her hips. “It’s too late to change your mind, if that’s what you’re thinking. Take your clothes off or I’ll have to call security in and they’ll do it.”

“You can’t do that.” I splutter at the thought of strange men touching me and seeing me naked.

She laughs, but there is nothing pleasant about it. “I can and I will. I’m not sure what you misunderstood about becoming a hucow, but let me make it clear. You are no longer a person who is privileged to wear clothes or think on your own. All human rights and laws no longer apply to you. In the eyes of the world, you’re just a hucow now. A human cow. You’re a commodity, owned by the Department of Hucow Farming and the faster you understand your place, the better off you’ll be.”

What happened to the charming lady who greeted me earlier? She was so pleasant and now she is looking at me like I’m nothing but dirt under her shoes.

There was no misunderstanding when I signed the document. Although I knew that I would be nothing more than property, I hope they would display some compassion considering this is new to me. I’m a little overwhelmed at how swiftly everything’s changing in my life, but I have to swallow it down and keep going. I chose this and now I have to adjust.

I look away from her and begin to remove my jacket and shoes. My blouse and pants go next and my cheeks turn pink as I stand there in just my bra and panties. “Good, girl. Now take it all off and stay right there.” She addresses me like one would when talking to a toddler.

She continues her search in the cabinet while I remove my last shred of clothing.

“Ah… this should be the right size.” She says, talking to herself and as she turns around, I see her holding a pair of restraints.

Her gaze lands on my naked body and I instantly try to cover my breasts and vagina with my hands.

She’s standing before me in a flash. “Stand up straight, and put your arms behind your back.”

I do as she says, and my body begins to shake when she places the thick leather straps around my neck and wrists before securing them together in the back. It snug against my throat. The leather feels constricting when I swallow, but I can still breathe fine.

“Turn around.” Her hands are rough as she spins me around.

“Why am I being restrained? I won’t fight you.” I’m confused. I’ve done everything she’s asked of me.

“I know you won’t, but it’s for your own safety and I’d get used to it quickly if I were you.”

“Why?” I ask, but she doesn’t answer. Instead, she takes me by the arms and pushes me towards the wall where there are heavy metal rings bolted to it. She turns me around until I’m facing the room.

“Stay.” She barks the simple command like I’m a dog before heading back to the cupboard. Unease fills me and I wonder if I made a worse mistake than marrying Harris, but quickly disregard that thought.

No matter what happens to me here, this has to be better than living my life with him.

Sharon comes back, holding a length of rope with a clasp on the end. She hooks it around my collar, accidentally pinching my tender skin, and I wince. She pays me no mind and loops the loose end through a ring next to my head. The rope draws tight until I can’t move away from the wall and I wonder if she’s trying to choke me.

Thankfully, she leaves enough slack so I can move my head around before tying it to the ring.

“Next is the temporary id.” She says more to herself than me and walks towards the odd-looking printer. The machine lights up and makes sounds when she inputs some numbers. A strip of paper comes out with a black barcode on it.

She hurries over to me with the paper and, to my surprise, presses it just above my neatly trimmed pubic hair. It’s shockingly warm, and I yelp in surprise.

“Hold still. It’s just a transfer and temporary until you get assigned a farm and then you’ll be branded permanently. They’ll need this barcode to identify you during intake.”

Brand? Like a real one?

She holds it in place until it cools, then slowly peels the paper off. All that’s left is the black barcode on my skin.

I must have been lost in thought, because Sharon is now holding up a large syringe in front of me.

“What is that?” I ask nervously.

“This is the pre-serum injection. It helps your body accept the hucow serum they’ll give you at the facility.” She says and then jabs it into my arm, pressing down the plunger.

“There. All done.” She throws the paper and syringe into the trash, picks up my pile of clothes and tosses them in the bin with the others, but pauses and takes a second look at my purse. “This is the latest from Prittor. It’s almost impossible to get it right now!” She looks at me in delight. “I think I’ll keep this. It’s not like you need it any more.”

I’m struck speechless. That’s mine! Then I remember it’s no good to me now, so she might as well get some enjoyment from it.

“So what happens now?” I ask her as she stares down at her new purse in excitement.

She blinks like she forgot I was even here and then looks over at me. “Oh. Now you wait for the farm transport to pick you up.”

“How long will that be?” I can’t move much in this position and I can see myself getting tired if I have to stand here long.

Sharon shrugs her shoulders. “Hard to say. That’s not something we organize. All we do here is intake new cattle, but the system knows you’re here and will send transport when they’re ready. Usually it’s no longer than three days.”

Three days!

“Someone will be in to feed you if you’re still here tomorrow.” She says.

“What if I have to go to the bathroom?”

“There’s a drain below your feet.” She smiles when she sees the appalled look on my face. “Toilets are for people, remember, and you will use the bathroom like animals do.”

Without another word, she walks out of the room with her new purse, leaving me alone to wait.


Chapter Three

Time seems to slow as I wait for someone to come collect me. It feels like I’ve been here for hours already, but I know it hasn’t been more than an hour. There’s nothing for me to do but stand in place and stare around the room.

The cool air on my body has me shivering. I’m not used to being naked and don’t realize the protection my clothing afforded me.

Sudden commotion behind the main door catches my attention and it’s thrown open, hitting the wall behind it with a loud bang.

“Sir! You’re not allowed back there. This is a government building, and only authorized personnel are permitted.” Sharon sounds flustered and out of breath, but I ignore her as I stare at my father, who is standing in the doorway. His face is red in anger, sweat beading across his forehead and when we make eye contact, I want to cower from the rage I see in his eyes, but my restraints keep me in place.

My face flushes with embarrassment when my father’s assistant follows him into the room, and I watch as his face flushes pink when he sees my naked state. I know Nigel has always found me attractive. His gaze often follows me around the room and whenever we’ve been alone, he flirts with me.

Nigel clears his throat before addressing Sharon, who stomps in behind them. “Sorry for disturbing you, ma’am, but this is Mr. Gardstone. I’m sure you’ve heard of him?”

I ignore my father’s presence to see the change that takes over her features when she hears my father’s name. Our family is a big deal around this area, and everyone knows the Gardstone’s. I wonder if she even noticed my last name when I signed.

“Oh! I’m… I’m sorry Mr. Gardstone. I didn’t know it was you, but this area of the building is off limits to the public.” She seems uneasy but still tells him he shouldn’t be here.

My father is still staring at me, the vein in his forehead is pulsing and I worry he might be about to have a heart attack.

“We won’t be here long.” My father’s assistant, Nigel, says to her. “Can you give us five minutes please and then we’ll be out of your hair? It seems there’s been some kind of mistake. Mr. Gardstone’s daughter is not supposed to be here.”

The woman’s wide eyes turn to me as she finally realizes who I am. “But… she signed the document. Why… why would she want to do that if she’s his daughter?”

“That’s why there must be some kind of mistake. Can you bring me the form so I can look it over and we can clear this all up?” Nigel asks, alway so polite.

“I can, but it’s too late. She’s already registered in the system. There is no reversing it.” Sharon tells him.

“I’d still like to check things out, please, and my boss needs to speak with her in private.”

The entire time, my father never says a word. Only when Sharon is gone and Nigel closes the door behind her does he speak.

“Jennifer, what the hell did you do?” He says in a quiet voice, but I know better than to think he’s calmed down. “How could you embarrass me like this? Disgrace the family name?”

“Daddy…” I start, but pain blooms on my cheek when his palm connects with my face.

“Look at yourself. Standing there naked, like a dirty whore. Your mother would be appalled to see you right now. Do you realize what people will say about us when they find out what you’ve done?”

Tears fill my eyes. It’s always about keeping up appearances with him. He’s so worried about what people think that he never cares about what his own children want and how we feel. My sister and I are nothing more than pawns to use as he sees fit.

“I’m sorry, Daddy, but I don’t want to marry Harris. I told you this multiple times, and I felt trapped and didn’t see any other way to get out of it. If you’d only cancel the engagement…” I say.

“You stupid, ungrateful girl! Harris was a perfect match for you, and you wouldn’t have done better than him. Joining our families would have benefited my business and standing in society, but now you’ve fucked it all up!” He’s shouting, spittle flying out of his mouth as he paces in front of me.

“I don’t love him, Daddy.” I cry.

“Love is foolish! A little girl’s fairytale. People like us marry for status and financial gain.”

Nigel’s gaze has dropped to my chest where my nipples are hard from the cool air. He’s clearly uncomfortable at seeing his boss’s daughter naked, but the bulge in his pants tells me he likes what he sees.

If I wasn’t so focused on my father, I’d be flattered, but I need him to understand.

“How am I going to show my face after everyone finds out you willingly became a hucow? A fucking farm animal!” He sneers at me in disgust and I can’t meet his gaze anymore.
I look down at the floor while he continues his pacing and cursing.

“Sir.” Nigel clears his throat and addresses my father. “Can’t we have the forms deleted? You have connections that could make this all disappear and no one will have to know. Miss Jennifer can come home and all will be forgiven.”

Nigel was always trying to sooth my father’s rages, and most of the time he was successful. He’s been working for him since I was ten and knows how to calm him down and come up with a solution.

Can my father really reverse my decision? Dread fills my stomach. If he does, then this was all for nothing and I’ll still have to get married.

My father stops his pacing to face his assistant. “Yes. I could probably reverse this, but that may draw more negative attention that I’d like to avoid. No one knows about this yet and maybe I can keep it that way.”

“Sir?” Nigel gasps.

“If the Barnett’s find out, my idiot of a daughter would rather live life as a cow than marry their son, it’ll damage my business and reputation, and I can’t have that.”

Sharon returns with the electronic forms and hands them to Nigel, who reads them over with a frown.

The Barnett’s are going to find out. There is no way my father can keep this a secret. “They will find out when I don’t show up at the wedding.” I say.

“Shut up! I don’t want to hear from you anymore.” He snaps and looks at the woman who did my intake. “Do you have something to gag her with?”

My mouth snaps open in shock. What the fuck? The woman nods and walks over to the cabinets, grabbing a large ball gag.

When she’s standing in front of me, I begin to shake my head, but then my mouth flies open on a gasp as the wind knocks out of me. The bitch just punched me in the stomach! The hard rubber is shoved into my mouth as I cough and try to catch my breath. My eyes are watering and the room goes blurry.

She steps away once she has it fastened around my head.

“I just received a call. The transport is going to be here in an hour to pick this cow up and I need you to leave before they get here or I’ll be in trouble. Hucows are not allowed any outside contact once they become government property.” She says and then walks out.

“Sir, what do you want to do?” Nigel asks.

“Nothing. If she wants to become a slutty cow so bad then she can.”

My father is quiet for a few seconds and then speaks again. “No one knows she’s here, and that’s how I want it to stay. I won’t let her jeopardize this alliance.”

He looks me in the eyes. “As of today, my daughter is dead to me.”

There’s no emotion on his face as my heart breaks at his words. “We’ll say she was in a terrible accident and was killed. We’ll fake a cremation and ceremony. No one has to know the truth. The Barnett’s will be sympathetic, and it’ll buy me some time to figure out a way to still connect our businesses.”

“But sir, she’s your daughter!” Nigel seems appalled.

“Not anymore. I only have one daughter now. This…” My father points at me. “Is just a farm animal.”

Tears are pouring down my face. I knew he’d be mad, but I never thought he’d disown me and pretend I was dead.

He looks at his assistant. “I know you’ve always been attracted to her, Nigel. Look at the slut now. Standing there with her body on display.”

Nigel’s heated gaze finds mine before dipping down my body, warming my flesh like a caress. “She’s very beautiful.” He says.

My father grunts. “A fucking waste, but… I never got around to giving you that bonus. Her virtue is useless where she’s headed.”

“I don’t understand?” Nigel says, but I get what my father is implying and my heart rate increases. He wouldn’t.

“You have my blessing to break in the new cow.”

“Thirty minutes, Nigel. Then meet me in the car. We have a funeral to prepare.” Without another word, my father leaves the room, not glancing back once. Nigel is frozen in place until the door shuts behind my father.

He approaches me slowly, only stopping when he’s standing in front of me.

“This is not how I imagined this.” He swallows and reaches out to caress the barcode on my stomach, making my skin break out in goosebumps from his touch.

“I always had a secret fantasy about fucking you under your father’s roof without him knowing. You're beautiful, Jennifer. Shit. That’s not even your name anymore, is it?”

I shake my head. His words created a warmth inside me. Nigel is handsome and his green eyes are dark like emeralds.

“Did you find me attractive, too?”

I nod. My eyes always found him whenever he came to the house. I had the biggest crush on him. Too bad my father wouldn’t have arranged our marriage. I wouldn’t have minded at all.

“I know your father wants to humiliate you by making me do this, but I won’t unless you want to. I’ll spend the thirty minutes just standing here with you if that’s what you want. He won’t know the difference.” Nigel says, but I’d bet anything my father will find out if Nigel disobeys him and I don’t want him to get into trouble.

I’m also kind of curious about how he’d feel buried inside me. This is not really how I’d like to lose my virginity, but what makes it better is that he’s giving me a choice. Finally, someone who cares about what I want, and I want him. Here and now, before the transport comes to collect me.

I nod my head and part my legs, showing him what I want. His eyes darken as he smiles wickedly at me while unbuckling his belt. “That’s a good fucking girl.” He never swears and his dirty mouth only turns me on more. My core becomes wet as I watch him take off his belt and jacket before pulling his shirt out of his pants and unbuttoning it.

“Can you turn around? They have you chained up, and I don’t think I’m allowed to untie you.” Nigel says, and I twist my body around, resting my cheek against the wall. In this position, I can arch my back and stick my ass out.

“Perfect. Such a nice ass. I’m jealous of all those farmhands that get to see this every day and the bulls that are going to mount it.”

Bulls? Seems like Nigel knows more about hucow farms than I do.

His hand sliding between my legs makes me forget about everything else and focus on the pleasure he’s pulling out of me. I whimper as two fingers sink into me.

“You're so tight.”

He fucks me with his fingers, thrusting in and out as my wetness coats his hand. A moan slips from my lips and my hips buck when his thumb slides over my clit.

Every nerve in my body is on fire as my arousal builds. I arch my back further and the collar draws tight, making it harder to breathe, but that only increases my pleasure.

There is something about being restrained and helpless that I find erotic. I never knew this submissive part of me existed until now, and I’m loving it. The collar and cuffs don’t seem scary now.

Nigel adds a third finger and I cry out as my pussy begins to flutter as he forces me to new heights. I’m going to cum soon.

“Our time is almost up and I can’t wait to sink inside this pussy anymore.” Nigel's breath warms the back of my neck, making me shiver and I moan as he removes his hand.

I whimper in protest, but then the head of his cock is at my entrance and he pushes into me slowly. Every inch stretches my tender walls deliciously. The sharp pain as he breaks through my innocence has me gasping and clenching down him, drawing out a deep groan from him.

“That’s it, my pretty hucow. Take my cock.” He grunts and then, with a flex of his hips, bottoms out inside me. The head of his cock brushes my cervix, making my legs shake.

His hands grab ahold of my hips and I’m held fast. I’m completely under his control as he sets a punishing pace, pumping in and out of me with hard thrusts.

All I can do is surrender to the moment. I moan as my heart races in excitement. Each thrust has my walls clenching down on his hard shaft, trying to draw him in deeper.

The pleasure is almost too much as tears pour down my face and heat pools in my belly. I’m panting around the gag as my pussy begins to flutter with an impending orgasm.

“I’m going to cum in this pretty pussy soon, and everyone is going to see my seed running down your legs. They’ll know you were a naughty girl letting someone fuck you while you were tied up.” Nigel grunts.

“Do you want my cum, cow? Do you want me to spill my seed deep inside you?” He asks, and I can only nod.

Hearing him call me a cow is a little odd. Maybe he likes the thought of fucking a hucow. Any embarrassment on my part is overshadowed by euphoria as he reaches under me and rubs my clit. I was hovering on the edge, and that small touch is all I need to crash over the edge. My orgasm is so intense that the gag can hardly silence the sounds escaping my mouth. I’m sure Sharon can hear me, but I don’t care.

“Fuck yes!” Nigel shouts and then his cock twitches and hot ropes of cum coat my insides. He presses into me, as he empties his load inside me. His forehead rests on my shoulder as he lays over me panting.

Where both out of breath and we rest in silence for a few moments until he straightens up and pulls his softening cock out of me. I can feel our combined juices dripping out of me, and when I stand up and turn around, my thighs are sticky as his seed runs down my legs.

I watch as he pulls his pants up and button up his shirt. The silence has now become awkward and once he’s dressed he looks at me, at the mess between my legs and then at his watch.

“I um… have to go.” He looks at me with a mixed expression on his face. There’s regret and sadness, but mostly I see resignation. We both know this will never happen again. He’s going to leave here and live his life like normal while I disappear on some farm.

All I can do is nod my head goodbye. I’m not sad. He’s given me something special. I’m glad my first time was with him and not Harris.

“I hope you don’t regret your decision and enjoy your… uh, new life. Bye, Jen… Bye, pretty hucow.” He winks and then is gone.

My father will be waiting for him in the car. Probably on the phone, planning my funeral and ordering a death certificate. I shouldn’t be surprised by my father’s actions after all these years. He’s always been an unfeeling bastard, but it still hurts that he discarded me so quickly..

I can’t let him get to me, though. I’m tougher than that. This is what I wanted. A clean break from my family. That part of my life is now over and I need to embrace my new future. As a hucow.

Basking in the afterglow of my orgasm, I smile. So far, this life is not so bad.


Chapter Four

The transport came shortly after Nigel left. His cum wasn’t even dry between my legs when they arrived and now I’m sitting on the floor of a cattle trailer with about a dozen other women.

The two men transporting us were very efficient. They didn’t speak to me or acknowledge me at all when they arrived to take me away. I was unhooked from the wall and led onto the back of the truck with my arms still restrained and the gag in my mouth.

They pushed me into the dim trailer, forcing me down to my knees and shutting the door behind me. The air is humid in the trailer and filled with the scent of unwashed bodies. The small slots in the steel walls are the only thing letting in some air, so I shuffle to a space along the wall and watch through one slit as the scenery goes by. We left the town behind hours ago and now there are only trees and fields.

Some of the other women sitting around me look like they are in hard shape. Clearly, they’ve been held at the intake facilities or traveling a lot longer than I was. They look exhausted and slump against the walls with their eyes closed.

When darkness falls, I can’t see outside anymore, so I curl up in a ball and try to get some sleep. No one talks. We all sit in silence, clearly lost in our own thoughts.

I must drift off because the next thing I know is that it’s daylight, and the truck is turning off the road. It stops and I get a glimpse of a large building before we drive inside the bay doors.

The door to the transport is opened and a handful of men in jeans and button up shirts bearing the Dept. of Agriculture and Hucow Farming logo usher us off the truck.

“Move it, cows!” someone shouts while they use leather crops, whacking us on our thighs and backsides to get us moving. They are treating us like you would an animal as we are herded towards the left and enter a tiled room where we are sprayed down with cold water. The women shriek in surprise and cower, trying to avoid the spray. My sounds are muffled by the gag still in my mouth. My jaw hurts and I wish someone would take it out, but no one does.

There is no soap used and once we are clean enough for them, they lead us dripping wet and shivering to another room filled with rows of cages only big enough for us to squeeze into standing up.

One by one we are placed inside, and then they close the doors, locking us in. A plumper girl with red hair yelps in pain when a worker has to use some force to close her cage. The bars indent along her skin as he locks the door, uncaring that she is uncomfortable. Clearly she’s too big for the cage, but they don’t seem to care. The poor girl can’t even take a proper breath. She asks to be let out, but they ignore her and leave us to wait again.

My energy is completely depleted, my stomach is growling, and I urgently need to pee. I’ve been holding it since we left the intake facility and I’m going to burst soon. I know they just expect us to go right where we stand, but years of proper etiquette are hard to break. One of the other women doesn’t have the same issue because she shuffles her legs apart as far as the bars will allow and then the smell of urine fills the air as she relieves herself right there in front of us. Her waste drains into a grate below her, so at least she’s not standing in it.

Another hour goes by and my bladder cramps in pain and a trickle of urine escapes and runs down my inner thigh. My face heats in shame as my body takes over and I spread my legs, knowing I can’t hold it any longer. When I relax my muscles, I let out a sigh of relief as my bladder empties.

It feels so good that I sag against the bars. The shame of urinating like an animal disappears along with my piss and I don’t have the will power to care if the others have seen me.

Something inside me shifts.This is my first hurdle to becoming a hucow. I need to stop thinking and acting like a human because I’m not anymore. I’m a hucow or I will be once I start producing milk. This is normal now and with those thoughts in mind, I know next time I have to pee, it will be easier.


Chapter Five

Every couple of hours, two men return and take one of us away. I’m nervous for my turn, but curious about where they are taking them. None of the women return. I’m so hungry and desperate to be out of this cage that when the men finally come for me, I’m happy for them to lead me away.

I’m led deeper into the building and it seems much busier as we walk down a long concrete hallway. Other workers pass by us, nod hello to the two men holding my arms, but I hardly get a glance. They seem to be immune to my nakedness like they see it all the time, which they probably do, since they work with hucows daily.

We come to a stop outside a set of swinging doors. I’m pushed inside and my eyes quickly take in the room. It’s some sort of medical laboratory. The lights are bright overhead and shine down on the stainless steel tables and strange equipment I’ve never seen before. There are four people standing around the room. Some are setting instruments down on a table, others hooking up iv bags and doing other preparations.

“Ah… perfect timing. I just finished up on the last hucow who is now recovering nicely in her stall.” The man with a white doctor’s coat has grey along the edges of his once brown hair. He’s probably in his late forties and a bit on the short side. I’m probably only a few inches shorter than him.

He gestures towards the steel table in the center of the room. “Put her on the table and then you can leave. My staff will take care of the rest.”

I look towards the table he pointed at and instantly become nervous. There are leather restraints on each corner that have me freezing in place. What are they going to do?

When my feet refuse to move, the two men just pick me up by the arms and drag me over to the table. “Don’t be difficult, cow.” One of them grunts. “You don’t have to be afraid of the vet. He’ll take care of you, and it won’t hurt… much.” He chuckles at the end, which only elevates my fear.

Vet. He called the man a vet, not a doctor.

Another reminder that I’m only an animal in their eyes. The veterinarian watches patiently.

I have the urge to struggle, but it won’t do me any good and besides, this was my decision and I can’t balk now, so I stand quietly as they release my hands and lay me on my back on the table. My freed arms are raised above my head and fastened to the corners of the table. My legs are pried open and my ankles are restrained next, leaving my pussy and ass on display.

“Good girl.” The man praises once they’re done and, to my shock, he slaps me lightly on my pussy.

“See ya later, doc.” The other one says and they both leave.

The vet steps forward with a plastic device in his hand and runs it over the temporary barcode on my stomach. It beeps, and he jots something down on a chart.

He places the machine on a table beside him and moves towards my head. “I’m Dr. Larson. I’m the facility’s vet and will oversee your care while you are here and monitor you during transformation. Our goal is to get you milking and transition you to farm life. Now, let’s get this nasty gag off you.” He says. “I’m not sure why they put it on you, but won’t need that anymore.”

I flex my jaw and groan at the ache. It feels amazing to have my mouth free. “Thank you.” I say, but he doesn’t respond. Instead, he places a stethoscope into his ears and places the end on my chest. He listens to my heart and lungs, then jots more notes.

A young girl in a matching white coat comes over to the table. “Everything is ready, Dr. Larson.”

“Excellent. I’ll just finish up the basic exam and then we can begin.” He says to her as he grabs me by my jaw. “Open.”

I obey, and he takes a light and shines it into my mouth. “Stick out your tongue. Good.”

I blink against the light when my eyes get a once over before he moves down my body. He presses his fingers along my throat and then down my collarbone.

When his large, calloused hands cup my tits and squeeze, I let out a gasp as my nipples harden under his palms. I’ve never been so sensitive like this before and even though I’m nervous, his touch feels good.

He pinches my hardened buds between his fingers and hums in approval. “Great response to teat stimulation, but mammaries are undersized. Teats will need extensive elongation to allow for proper suction.”

His words mean nothing to me, but as he continues to massage my chest, warmth builds in my stomach as my body responds even more to his touch. My breath quickens as my pussy grows wet with arousal.

His touch is clearly just clinical and shouldn’t turn me on, but it does. I don’t understand what is happening to me. I just had my first sexual experience with Nigel and now I’m dripping at the mere touch from the vet.

“First, she’ll need two bags of growth serum to get her up to standards.” He says to the nurse.

“I’ll record it in her chart and make sure it's it during recovery.” She says.

His hands move down my stomach and he presses on a few areas before slipping on a pair of gloves and moving his hands between my legs. My face must be bright red as he pulls my labia apart and rubs a finger along my clit. I jump at his touch and a moan slips out before I can stop it.

“She’s responsive.” The nurse observes.

“And soaked.” The vet says and I blush.

He inserts two fingers into me, and I bite my lip to hold in the moan. I almost beg him to put them back in when he pulls his fingers out, but I watch in shock as he brings them to his nose and sniffs them.

“She’s been bred recently.” He comments before discarding the used gloves. “There are still traces of semen present. We don’t want to risk a pregnancy. I’ll have to give her a shot now before the semen has a chance to take root.”

The nurse hands the vet a syringe filled with something. “This stuff tends to burn going in, so we usually do this while you're under sedation, but we can’t wait.” He jabs into my stomach just below my belly button and injects it right into my womb. Instantly, I feel like my stomach is on fire and my abdomen cramps in pain.

I cry out as the pain intensifies. I’ve felt nothing like this before and never want to again.

“Easy, girl. I know it hurts. Don’t worry, the next nine doses will be done while you are asleep. You won’t feel a thing.” He pats my stomach while I wither in pain.

What! They have to give me that nine more times?

He continues the exam while I feel like I’m burning up from the inside. The nurse helps to pry apart my thighs, and the vet inserts something cold into my vagina. The metal speculum soothes some of the burning discomfort and I melt on the table as the cramping eases when he opens it up.

“No tears or deformities. Still tight, and great muscle tension. With her level of response to vaginal and udder stimuli, she’ll serve well as a hucow.” He says.

He withdraws the speculum. “Let’s put her under. We don’t need to cause her anymore discomfort than necessary.”

I sigh in relief, but his words don’t bring me comfort. They are going to sedate me and do god knows what. At least I won’t feel any pain. It’s a minor consolation.

I watch the vet as he picks up a black marker in one hand and then moves his other hand along the inside of my thigh like he’s searching for something. His fingers dig into my flesh, but not hard enough to hurt.

He stops at a certain spot and then takes the maker and dabs the ink onto my skin. I have no clue what he was looking for, but it found whatever it was.

When he’s done, he smiles and the other people around the room near the table. “Let’s begin.” He says and they jump into action.

My heart rate increases and I’m breathing heavily as the nurse places a mask over my face and nose. “What is happening?” My voice comes out muffled from the mask, but she hears me and pats my cheek in a soothing manner.

“Breath deep and relax. It’ll all be better soon.” She says, and that’s when I can smell the gas. It’s thick and smells sweet. The sweetness sits heavy on my tongue as it invades my mouth and nose. I was so panicked and breathing hard that I’m doing exactly as she wanted and inhaling large lungfuls of the gas.

My body begins to feel numb and my eyelids grow heavy. I blink once and then twice and then they close for the last time as the sounds around me fade and I float away on a sea of darkness.

I’m not sure what will happen when I wake up, but I do know I’ll be different. Changed. Will it be for the best or will I regret my decision to become a hucow? Time will tell.

The end of Hucow Farm Part One: Intake

This story was going to be a standalone, but as I started writing it, I felt like Jennifer’s hucow adventure needed to be told in parts. I really wanted to get into detail and play out her life from start to finish. The next part is her transformation into a milky hucow. Coming soon!

Hucow Farm Part Two: Transformation

Jennifer has signed the forms and chosen life as a hucow. She’s left the intake office after facing her father’s wrath and experiencing her first memorable time with Nigel. Now she’s facing her hardest obstacle to becoming a hucow, medical transformation.

When she wakes up, she’s stuck in the medical facility until her transformation is complete. She will learn how to be a proper hucow and the only way to leave the facility is to grow big and give up the creamy goodness, but time is running out and her udders refuse to give up the goods. Hucows have twenty-one days to produce, and if they fail, then they are no good to a farm. Thankfully, she has the perfect handler named Max that’s more than willing to do what needs to be done to get her producing. He hasn’t failed at his job yet and he won’t let this stubborn cow mess up his perfect record.
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