

Chapter One

“You never cease to impress me, Max. I thought she was a lost cause, but you proved me wrong.” The vet says as he prods my udders, kneading them until milk dribbles into the pail placed beneath me.

Once Tim and Max finished having their fun using me for their pleasure, not that I’m complaining, he dragged me to the showers and rinsed me off. Now I’m back to where my transformation started, the vet’s office. It seems so long ago that I walked in here on my own two legs, oblivious to what was in store for me.

The transformation was swift and permanent. The surgeries I’ve undergone changed my appearance, but the medications they flooded my system with changed me on a molecular level. My mind and other senses have dulled and I often stare dumbly at the walls of my stall. Some memories of my previous life remain with me, but with each passing day, they get harder to recall. The faces of my family are still clear in my head, but I couldn’t tell you what school I used to attend or what hobbies I had or what my favorite food was. It’s all gone, washed away like pebbles on a beach.

As I look around the exam room I’m in, all the items seem familiar but strange at the same time. The vet places something in his ears and touches the other end to my chest. It takes me a moment to remember what the instrument he’s using does. I may not remember the name, but I know it’s used to listen to my heart and lungs. What’s even worse is all the charts on the wall appear to be gibberish. I realize I can no longer read.

They’ve completely changed me. I’m no longer a smart, intelligent woman. Now I’m nothing but a dumb cow. Livestock used for my milk and eventually a womb for future hucows or bulls.

“I told you, I’d get her producing. She just needed longer than most.” Max says he stands next to me, holding my lead in one hand and patting my head gently.

“Good job.” He says to Max, not me, and releases my udders to pick up the pail. “I’ll run a sample of the cow’s milk through the machine to test the quality, then I’ll remove her iv port. The transport arrives this afternoon to pick up the livestock who have completed the transformation and are ready for the farms.”

The vet takes a sample of my milk and pours it down a tube into a machine. It comes to life with a few beeps and then a light hum. Whatever he reads on the screen has him nodding his head in approval. “Good fat content and high nutritional values.” He says.

Whatever that means. Too advanced for my dumb cow brain to understand.

He kneels down behind me and I remain still as the pinch of a needle sinks into my inner thigh near my port. Max continues to pat my head, keeping me calm. In a few moments, the area is numb. There is a slight pressure and then the port is out. The vet covers the minor wound with a bandage. Another needle sinks into my rump and I barely flinch. I’ve had so many injunctions lately and this one hardly registers.

“A shot of antibiotics to prevent infection. That is an open wound, and farms aren’t known for cleanliness.” The vet says. He doesn’t make eye contact or bother to talk to me directly since I’m just a lowly hucow.

“Put her in a holding chute with the others.” The vet says, turning his attention to a file in his hands and clearly dismissing us.

“Do you know which farm she’s going to?” Max asks, and the vet pops his head up to stare at Max with a surprised expression on his face.

He quirked an eyebrow and placed the file down on the desk. “Does it really matter? You’ve never inquired about this before. Do you have a soft spot for this little cow? You know you’re not supposed to get attached to the livestock.”

My head snaps up and I stare at Max. His attention is on the vet. Warmth spreads through me at the thought of Max having feelings for me, but that warmth is quickly dosed when he snorts out a laugh and drops his gaze to mine. It was foolish of me to hope that he was fond of me.

His eyes are devoid of any passion or love like you would give a lover or wife, but hold a detached kindness. It’s the look you’d give a stranger or animal. He was nice to me, but that’s as far as his feelings went.

He turns back to the vet. When he spoke, his tone was thick with pity. “I’m not getting attached, Doc. Don’t worry. I’ll forget all about her in a few days. She’s just one in dozens of hucow who come through here, but I do pity them. Their life before coming here must have been pretty awful if they chose to be transformed into human cattle.”

“I suppose so, but maybe they just weren’t strong enough to handle everyday life, and this was just easier. They don’t have to worry about anything if they are dumb animals. Everything is done for them.”

Max just nods while the vet fiddles with some paperwork before picking up a sheet.

“It doesn’t hurt to tell you where she’s headed. It’s not confidential or anything, but few handlers bother to ask. Today’s lot is going to Steelhart Farm.” The vet announces.

If I wasn’t staring at Max’s face, I would have missed the wince on his face. He doesn’t seem happy about that.

“I’ve heard stories about that place.” Concern fills his voice. “Not good ones. The son is a sadistic bastard. Cows don’t last long when he gets a hold of them.”

“Max.” The vet says sharply, and he tilts his head in my direction. A clear sign for Max not to say anymore in my presence, but he shouldn’t be concerned. I take stock of my emotions and for the fear to come, but I remain calm. Maybe I’m too dumb to be scared.

“Sorry, Doc.” Max reaches down and fondles my cunt and I lean into his touch, eager for him to sink his fingers into me. All thoughts of the farm forgotten for the moment. It seems these days I have a really short attention span. Sexual pleasure is the only thing that holds my focus for any length of time. I’ve grown to crave it.

He pulls away and I moo in complaint, causing them both to chuckle.

“She’ll do fine on the Steelhart Farm. They like the horny ones.” The vet says, making them laugh again.

“She’s definitely a slutty cow,” Max says, and pats the top of my head. “Time to go, girl. Let’s get you ready for transport.”

I moo in contentment and follow behind him.

“Clean your stall, and stock up for a new hucow. I have another scheduled to wake up later today.” The vet says as we leave.

“I’ll have it ready within the hour.” Max says as he tugs on my lead, guiding me out of the room.

We enter another room. This one has a large bay door that is open, letting a cool breeze drift through the large space. Men are walking around and everyone seems busy.

“Which chutes are for this afternoon’s transport?” Max stops one man to ask.

“Corral 5. Got eight heifers listed for Steelhead Farms.” The man says.

Max nods. “This is one of them. Thanks.” We move through the bay, slowly because of me, but Max is patient and lets me move at my pace.

Finally, he stops us next to a wooden ramp. He guides me up the ramp and onto a platform. I stop in my tracks when I get my first glimpse of other hucows. They’re all together in a steel pen with thick bars. Some are standing on all fours, staring blankly around. They’re massive udders hang, heavy beneath them. Others are lying down on the straw covered ground. A few notice us, and make gentle moos as we approach. I moo back in greeting.

Max opens the gage and when I don’t move, he gives my rump a quick smack, making me squeal. “Move along, girl. In you go.” He says.

I glance at him for a second and slowly crawl inside. The smell of the other hucow’s musky arousal smacks me in the face. Max unhooks my lead and gives my backside another tap, forcing me forward until I’m all the way into the pen. I stop next to a dark-skinned hucow with udders a bit larger than mine. Her teats hang long, the ends of them almost touch the hay. I can see milk beading on the tips and dripping onto the hay. She seems really full and her engorged flesh looks painful.

I shuffle closer and send a whiff of hay mixed with the sweet smell of hucow milk into the air. She turns her head in my direction. Her dazed expression meets mine, and she gives me a soft moo of acknowledgment before turning away to stare at nothing.

The door slamming closed has me looking back at Max. He doesn’t even spare me another glance as he walks down the ramp and disappears back into the facility. I didn’t even get a goodbye.

The pinch of disappointment that hits me is a surprise. I have felt little besides lust and arousal lately. I would have liked one more pat on the head, or maybe he could have fingered me to orgasm as a farewell. That would have been nice, but I got nothing.

Another hucow bumps me and I move out of her way as she shuffles by me before lying down in a free patch of hay.

I know I won’t ever see Max again. It’s sad, but it’s okay. It’s time for me to move on to the next part of my new life. The farm.


Chapter Two

The truck finally arrives and the other hucows climb to their feet. The truck backs up to our raised platform and the door slides open. It all happens quickly. There is an opening in our pen that slides to the side, and then the handlers are hollering at us to move.

My heart beats rapidly as the men shout. Long prods with sparks lighting up the end are thrust through the bars at us. One hits the side of the hucow next to me and she howls in pain, jumping forward and straight into the back of the truck.

The handlers are all laughing loudly as the hucows cry and we scramble into the truck like frightened animals.

I narrowly avoid a cattle prod and crawl into the truck, grateful not to feel its harsh shock against my flesh.

We huddle in a group, breathing rapidly. Some are whimpering, their bodies trembling in fear. Why were they so mean? There was no reason, and their actions don’t bode well for our future.

The door slams shut, leaving us in the dark, and then the truck is moving. I move away from the group and find a spot against the wall before lying down. My udders are aching and full and it’s hard to find a comfortable position, but once I do, my heart rate slows as I settle down. The others go quiet as they find places to rest.

I’m not sure how long we have to travel, but it doesn’t really matter. I close my eyes and let the movement of the truck lure me to sleep.

When I wake up, the truck is coming to a stop. I can hear muffled shouting outside and then the back door is opened. I squint against the sun, thankful it’s setting and not too bright or I’d be blinded after being in complete darkness.

A ramp is attached to the back of the truck as we all scramble to our hands and knees. A man wearing jeans and a tight tee stretched across his toned pecs climbs into the back. I can’t get a good look at his face with the cowboy hat shielding it.

He gives a sharp whistle and claps his hands together, circling our small group and herding us like cattle towards the ramp. “Get! Get!” He says swatting us on our rumps as we move towards the doorway.

The ramp is a sharp incline and a few of the hucows lose their footing and tumble onto the ground. Other farm hands are waiting at the bottom and the poor girls who fell are prodded with cattle prods or someone’s boot while the men holler for them to get up and keep moving.

My limbs are shaking from adrenaline, but I make it down the ramp without falling, escaping the prod once again. I’ve been lucky so far, but it’s only a matter of time before it’s my turn to feel the painful jolt.

Wooden pens line either side of us. There is nothing inside them, just a water trough in the center. The farm hands walk alongside us, making sure we keep pace and stay together. Occasionally, one of us cries out when they receive a shock.

Ahead of us I see a man with a black cowboy hat and dark jeans leaning against the fence of a smaller pen. His salt and pepper beard tells me he’s older but still in his prime, with wide shoulders and muscular forearms. As we near, he stands up and the farm hands stop us. “Whoa!”

“Is this the new stock?” The man asks, and a shiver runs down my spine at the sound of his voice. The deep timbre of his voice draws everyone’s attention. Every word drips with command and I see the farm hands stand straighter and dip their heads in respect. This man must be important. My heart rate picks up as my instincts tell me not to piss this guy off. He makes me nervous, but there is also a throb of desire building in my gut the longer I stare at him.

“Yes sir. Eight new heifers fresh from the facility.” The one who climbed into the back of the truck says.

“Good. Let’s see what they gave us to work with.” He takes a step closer to us, and my body flushes with warmth. The man is handsome. His dark eyes inspect us one by one as we shuffle in the dirt at his feet. The deep green shirt he has on fits him like a glove and I can tell he is built like a tank.

The closer he gets, the faster I pant, as desire builds inside me. This is not good. I shouldn’t be attracted to him. For all I know, he’s the owner of this place and I have no right to be attracted to him. I’m just a lowly cow.

I can feel my slit grow wet. My arousal is leaking down my thighs, and I can’t stop it. He’s only a few steps away now, and his scent hits me. His cologne blends well with his natural masculine scent and has my mouth water. There are hints of cigarette and coffee mixed in.

His face remains expressionless as he inspects us one by one. Not stopping on one hucow longer than a few moments before dismissing her and moving on.

Most of the hucows have their heads bowed in submission, but I’m too curious about the man in front of me to look away and when his gaze met mine, my breath stalls in my throat. I should look away, but I’m frozen until he moves those dark orbs from my face to my body. His head tilts to the side as he takes in my hanging udders and wide rump and I’m suddenly feeling self conscious.

It’s like there’s an invisible tether drawing me towards him, and I crawl in his direction without thought. The haze I’m in is zapped out of me when pain burns across my thigh, making my muscles lock up and a strangled sound leaves my lips. The farm hand holding the prod stops after one jab and barks. “Stay.”

Damn, that hurt. Tears blur my vision, and I fight to blink them away. I lower my head and shuffle back into place. What the hell was I thinking?

“Easy, Andre.” The older man’s voice is low and angry. “She didn’t do anything wrong. Those cattle prods are only used to correct the cow when it wanders off or if it’s not listening.”

To my surprise, he squats down and places a hand on my thigh that’s still stinging. My head whips around to stare at him.

“Sorry, Mr. Walters, sir. I thought she was going to cause an issue.” The farm hand says.

“She was only curious. This place is new and they don’t understand. Even if she tried to cause trouble, son, I’m not some greenhorn. I’ve been doing this job a lot longer than you, and that’s why I’m the foreman here. I think I can handle a little cow like her if she gets feisty.” He winks at me, and I can feel my face flushing.

He actually acknowledged me!

His large, calloused palm rubs the remaining sting away, and I sigh in relief. He doesn’t remove his hand, but keeps petting me.

“Let’s have a closer look at you.” He says and then his other hand cups my udder, squeezing gently and weighing the heavy flesh with his hand. He pulls down on my teat and a drop of milk beads on the tip.

My body shudders in delight and a breathy moan slips out when he pinches my teat harder between his fingers. His warm hands leave a blistering path of heat that shoots straight to my core, and I can’t help but buck my hips as my pussy begs to be touched.

I know I’m behaving like a slut, but hucows like me don’t feel ashamed. This is how we are supposed to act. How our bodies are programmed to seek sexual pleasure. We are nothing more than milk bags and a dripping hole that begs to be bred.

I hear the farm hands snicker at my wanton behavior, but ignore them as his other hand slides up my inner thigh, so close to where I really want him to touch. I watch as his eyes darkened with lust when he feels the evidence of my arousal. My thighs are coated in it.

He swipes his fingers through the wetness with a smirk. “Boys, she’s drenched. I think we have ourselves a very responsive cow who’s going to need a lot of attention.”

The farmhands hoot and holler in excitement. “Damn. The slutty ones always make the best cows.” Someone comments.

When he sinks two thick digits into my desperate hole, my heart pounds in excitement. It’s beating so fast I feel lightheaded. His fingers are thick and I can feel the burn as he stretches me, but I’m so slick my pussy offers little resistance.

His other hand remains on my udder, squeezing downward, causing milk to drip onto the dry dirt beneath me, leaving a dark stain.

“She’s got a tight cunt. Her pussy is strangling my fingers. I bet she was a virgin not too long ago.” The foreman says as he thrust his fingers in and out slowly. Too slowly for me to get off. The tiny thrusts are only making me crazy with arousal and I mewl in complaint.

“Mooooo!” I moan as he brings me to the edge, but not over. I need to cum.

“Tight cunt doesn’t stay tight around here. Especially once the bulls get their monster cocks inside there and stretch it out. They’re never the same after being bred.” A farm hand says and his dirty words have me clenching down on the fingers inside me, trying to suck them deeper.

The foreman’s throaty chuckle causes goosebumps to break out across my skin. “I think she’d like a bull to plow her cow pussy right now. She’s fluttering and pulling my fingers deeper at the thought.”

“Do you want that cow? Do you want to be fucked hard by a bull and cum all over his cock while he breeds this juicy snatch?”

His words are crude, but they only push me closer to the edge. I see the other hucows watching me moan as I’m finger fucked in front of strangers. Their thighs glisten with their own arousal and they wish it was them in my place.

He gives me a harsh smack on my udder. It hurts, but I also grow wetter as the sting changes to a warm ache. “Answer me, cow. Nod that dumb little head of yours if you want to cum. I asked you if you wanted to be bred?” He growls as he forces a third finger into me, opening me more.

I squeal in pain and delight at the fullness and almost forget about his question.

I need the release an orgasm will bring. Pleasure has been the only light in this new life I chose for myself, and I’m going to chase it every chance I get.

I open my mouth and moo loudly, nodding my head. “Mooooo!”

I don’t know what it will feel like when I get bred by a bull, but I’m sure it will be mind blowing. I’m a little nervous that they’ll be rough and I’ll get hurt, but I’m also salivating at the thought of being filled up repeatedly until I’m pregnant.

“That’s a good girl, wanting to be bred.” The foreman’s demeanor changes and he coos at me. “I think she deserves an award for being such a slutty cow.” He says and picks up the pace, slamming his digits in and out quickly and bringing me to the edge of ecstasy over and over before my next breath.

I wail loudly as my body shudders and my muscles lock down. My limbs tremble as a strong climax rips through me.

My heavy udders shake as I pant through the pleasure, uncaring that the surrounding men are watching with heat gazes and sleazy smirks. “Damn, I’m fucking hard as a rock.” I hear someone mumble. I think it’s Andre. The one who shocked me.

The foreman pulls his drenched fingers from me and stands up. “Well, this ripe peach needs to be filled. I’ve loosened her up for you.”

I’m still twitching and moaning, not really paying attention to the man’s words, but then Andre is kneeling behind me with his cock at my entrance. He grabs my hips and sinks home in one thrust.

My eyes widen in shock at being taken out here in the open. Fingering was one thing, but being fucked in the dirt like an animal is different. More barbaric and I fucking love it.

I look up at the foreman and my breath catches at the carnal heat in his gaze as he watches one of his men take me from behind. He’s aroused and I catch him adjusting the bulge in his pants.

The man behind me steals my attention and my eyes roll back in my head as he sets a punishing pace. This fuck is completely about him. The scene from earlier got him riled up, and he’s using my body for release. My walls flutter as my body responds to being used. It doesn’t matter that I just climax. I’m already craving the next high.

I moan, arching my back and stick my rump out further so he can slide in deep. He grunts as he sinks in another inch. “Fuck, cow cunt. So good.” He mumbles as he slams into me again.

Heat builds like an inferno and there’s no stopping my next orgasm as it barrels towards me like a freight train. My mouth hangs open as I moo loudly and collapse face first into the dirt as my limbs give out. My udders cushion the fall, and I’m dimly aware of stones digging into my tender flesh, but my mind is too lost in a sexual fog to feel pain.

Andre is still plowing into me as I lay spent underneath him, chasing his own pleasure. My channel twitches around him and his fingers dig into my hips hard enough to bruise. The rhythm of his thrusts change and then he’s coming with a howl. His shaft kicks and then hot spurts of cum coat my walls.

He pulls out once he’s done and pats me on the ass. I remain in the same position, face down, ass in the air as he stands up and zips up his fly. I must be a sight with my swollen, well used pussy dripping with cum.

“I want the next turn or I can use one of the other new cows. A cunt’s a cunt.” I hear another farm hand say, but the foreman cuts in. “There’s no time for all of you to get your dicks wet in fresh hucow pussy. It’s getting late and we have lots of cows to get settled before lights out. There will be plenty of time after the work is done. Put these in the holding boxes and feed and water them. We’ll process them in the morning and get them set up for milking.”

There are a few grumbles, but the cowboys listen to their boss.

I’ve managed to get my limbs under me again, but I stare in a daze at the ground as I get my breathing under control. My pussy is still twitching from aftershocks of pleasure. My arousal has been temporarily sated, and now I’m exhausted.

When I finally look around, the foreman is gone and we’re being corralled towards the small pen where I first saw the handsome man. I failed to notice the small wooden crates running along the fence earlier. They seem to be connected to the corral with doors on both ends. One on this side and one that leads into the corral.

Inside the corral are thin metal chutes with shackles and chains hanging from them and I wonder what they’re for.

Before I can get a closer look, each of the farm hands grabs the collar of a hucow. Andre grabs mine and guides me head first into the wooden crate and drops the door closed behind me. It’s a small space with only enough room to move around and lie down. I hear pellets falling into the slot on my left and they tumble down into a bowl next to me. A water tube gets shoved through the hole next to my head and then he bags his hand down on the top of the crate as a farewell before leaving.

My stomach rumbles and I realize how hungry I am. As I dip my head down to eat, my udders get pushed together. They’ve swelled with milk as the day went on and I’m in desperate need of being milked, but that is not happening until tomorrow, so I’m going to have to deal with the constant ache.

I’m at the mercy of this farm. As I chew my tasteless food, I realize that’s the fate of a hucow. A life filled with pain, hardship, and as Andre’s cum continues to drip down my leg, I smile. It’s also filled with pleasure. So much pleasure that it’s worth all the pain and humiliation of being treated like an animal.


Chapter Three

The box is not very comfortable and very claustrophobic. There is not much airflow and my skin is slicked with sweat come morning. Throughout the night, I had to pee and couldn’t hold it, so now the air smells like urine and old cum. I can still feel the crusty residue of cum between my thighs and I long for a bath. I don’t even care if the water is freezing cold.

Unfortunately, I have to wait awhile once I hear the men returning to deal with us. I hear a crate opening and the farm hand barking orders to the hucow. There are a few sounds that reach me, and I’m really curious what awaits me once I’m released. There is an occasional bellow from a hucow which makes me wonder what the heck is going on, but I’m sure I’ll find out soon when it’s my turn.

Finally, the door to my crate slides up. It’s on the side leading into the corral and I tentatively step out, stretching my muscles as I go.

Most of the men are gathered around a hucow contained in the squeeze bars. It’s the dark-skinned hucow that arrived with me. The bars are closed tight on either side of her so that they indent the flesh along her sides. Chains hold her wrists and legs from moving. I get a glimpse of her dark pink pussy before a metal chain is attached to my collar and I’m led towards a station to my left.

I realize it’s a shower, and pick up the pace, eager to get cleaned. The farmhand holding my lead is not one I recognize from last night. This man has reddish hair and freckles. He’s lean and very tall. He chuckles at my hurried pace, but doesn’t say anything until we reach the shower.

The ground is wet and muddy, making me pause, unsure about crawling through the muck. “Go on, cow. Up on the platform so I can clean you.” He smacks my ass and I move across the mud, collecting more mess on my hoofs as I go.

I guess it doesn’t matter if I’m getting a wash.

Another farmhand with dirty blond hair and a youthful face is waiting. “Doesn’t like getting dirty, I see.”

The handler holding my lead shrugs. “It’ll get used to living in the mud like an animal. Cows always have muddy hooves around here.”

There are more restraints, and I stand still on the platform as the steel closes around my wrists. The handler moves behind me, nudging my legs apart with his boot. My legs are strapped down and I can no longer move my limbs.

“Pass me the cutters, Rob.” The redhead says.

Rob, the guy with the blond hair, hands him a pair of cutters that look really sharp, and when I feel them against my neck, I freeze. He cuts something and then my collar drops to the ground.

I suddenly feel exposed and insecure. Over the past month, I’ve grown accustomed to being naked, but now, without the comfort of the collar around my neck, it feels wrong.

“Moooo.” The distress is apparent in my voice and Rob shushes me. “Hold on little heifer. I got your new permanent bling right here.” He holds up a thick, two inch wide steel collar that looks heavy. There are four rings spaced around the collar and a strange latch.

He kneels down in front of me and places it around my neck. I hear a snap as it closes and I’m immediately soothed. I was right about the thing being heavy, and it’s snug, but I can breathe easily. “It won’t open ever again. Once the latch engages, it’s on the cow for life.”

That knowledge doesn’t bother me. I’m already here for life. I’ll never need to take the collar off.

Rob takes a set of chains and attaches each one to the side rings of my collar and then connects them to the bolts on the platform, preventing my head from moving side to side or up. Just then, the other cow cries out and I startle, looking in that direction, but all I see is the shower wall.

“Easy, girl. Don’t worry about that.” He looks at his partner. “She’s ready for a good clean, Vince.” Rob says.

So the red-headed farmhand is Vince.

They move back, and a hose turns on, blasting me with a harsh spray of cold water. I flinch, but don’t cry out. All I want is to be cleaned. Once I’m wet, they use scrub brushes and soap that smells strongly of chemicals. My udders ache from not being milked in over a day and are hot and tender to the touch, but they are not sympathetic or gentle.

I whimper and tilt my hips away when one of them washes between my legs with rough strokes. That earns me a whack with the backside of the brush. The sound is loud and my ass cheek hurts long after.

To punish me more for moving, they spend extra time running the brush across my pussy, leaving the outer lips red and tender from the bristles chafing my sensitive folds. I wince and whine but hold still, afraid to make them mad and extend my discomfort.

The hose is turned on again and I’m rinsed clean, but Vince is not done. Rob spreads my ass cheeks and the tip of the nozzle penetrates my rectum. He releases an icy stream deep into my bowels. I cry out at the pressure builds until my belly begins to bulge. “Hold it in, cow.”

I don’t understand why they are doing this. I haven’t had a bowel movement since being on the hucow feed so I know I’m not dirty there. Finally, he pulls it out. “Let it out now.”

I relax my muscles and hear the gush of water spray out of me. Next is my pussy, but it only gets a quick spray. Two fingers enter me and rub along my walls before withdrawing. “She’s clean.”

I haven’t heard any more cries from the other hucow in a while, so hopefully she’s okay.

“God, I’d love to fuck this plump, tenderized pussy right now. I bet it would hurt so good, and I love when they scream in pain. Too bad they’re ready for her.” Rob says. The sadistic asshole must love to torture the hucows here. I’ll have to keep far away from him.

My pussy clenches and seems to disagree. I don’t want to be hurt, but the urge to be fucked almost every minute of the day is telling me it’ll be worth it.

I’m released from the platform and it’s Vince that attaches a lead to my collar again and leads me off the washing platform. My padded hooves make sucking sounds in the mud. They didn’t stay clean for long, but I guess it’s normal around here.

We move towards the center of the corral and I notice the other hucow is gone and the squeeze shoot is empty. I glimpse the foreman talking to another man in a black shirt and khaki pants.

The foreman turns towards us and he’s just as handsome as I remember. These days, most things are foggy in my head. I know it’s the transformation drug and it will probably get worse as time goes on. I’m more grateful than anything. If I can’t remember my favorite foods or books, I won’t miss it.

I think I have a massive crush on the foreman. He’s powerful and commanding and makes my body flush with heat. I long for him to mount me and fuck me into the dirt like the horny slut I am. God; I wish I knew his name.

The foreman’s eyes are focused on my engorged udders. They sway back and forth as I crawl closer and I don’t miss when the heat in his dark orbs. I preen under his gaze, wiggling my hips more as I walk.

Those dark eyes snap to mine and there is something in his gaze that I can’t read. The edge of his lip tips up into a smirk and the other man turns to see what snagged the foreman’s attention. He steps forward to get a closer look. “This one.” The foreman says, and I look at them both in confusion.

“Ah, yes! This one is a fine-looking cow. Perfect lines, delicate cheekbones and wide hips. She’ll be an excellent candidate.” He touches my skin with a finger, dragging it down my back. “Soft skin, and not a scar in sight. Must have had a comfortable life before it became livestock.”

“Yes. I noticed her as soon as she climbed off the truck last night, Dr. Carnick.” The foreman says. So this must be the farm vet.

“Garrett, you always had a good eye for prime livestock and this is as good as they come.” Dr. Carnick replies. I can feel my cheeks grow pink and my heart beats faster as pride fills me.

Garrett! I stare at the foreman. That’s his name, and it suits him.

“Boys, place her in the chute.” The vet says.

Vince pulls on the chain, and my attention is yanked away from Garrett. I’m forced head first into the shoot. He grabs a hold of my collar with both hands, pulling me up the chute until my head is out the other end.

There is a grinding sound, and I feel the metal bar close in on both sides until I’m wedged in tight.

Vince takes the lead and loops it around the bars until all the slack is gone. I feel hands on my arms and legs and once again, I’m tightly restrained.

“Okay, let’s get this cow processed.” I can’t turn my head, so I don’t see what they are doing. Something cold touches my ear and then there is a loud snap and a sharp pain causes me to yelp and tears fill my eyes.

“Tag number?” I hear Garrett ask.

Vince leans forward and reads whatever is on the tag. “485902-A”

“Now the farm brand,” the vet says from behind me and then I feel the heat. It takes a moment for my body to register the pain, and when it does, I can’t keep the broken scream from escaping.

My restraints hold me tight, no matter how much I struggle. I can’t get away from the searing pain in my flank. I can’t believe they would put a fire hot branding iron against my flesh and mark me as farm property. The smell of charred flesh permeates the air as they remove the branding iron.

I’m crying uncontrollably. Tears and snot drip down my face. I’ve never felt so much pain.

“Easy girl.” The vet says and I almost collapse in relief when something cool gets spread across the raw flesh before a bandage is placed over it. “That should numb the pain. Keep it clean and the bandage can come off in three days.”

I drop my head, sniffling as the handlers stand around me. None of them try to console me.

“Finish the internal exams, doc. The cow needs to be milked.” Garrett says and I’m grateful he noticed how engorged my chest has become.

What exams is he talking about though?

“I’m going as fast as I can. It’s going to be a busy day. I got a few pregnant heifers to examine on the next farm over when I’m done here. I think I’ll have to induce one. She’s overdue by a week. Could be a long day too if the labor is slow.” The vet says as he kneels next to me.

His warm gloved hands cup my milked filled udders, and I hiss in discomfort. “Shh… the boys will milk you soon. Now be a good cow and keep quiet.”

He measures my udder size and grips my teat, squeezing and pulling until milk comes out. I hear it filling a cup. A lid is put on and then it’s placed on a tray for testing, I assume.

“Udders are average size for a new hucow, but should continue to grow over the next few months and maybe even triple after it’s bred.”

Triple? I can hardly walk now with how big they are.

He shuffles behind me and I tense up, worried he’s going to hurt me again, but then he’s spreading my enlarged labia. “Labia implants have healed nicely.” He inserts two fingers and my body responds by releasing a gush of lubricate. “Very responsive to touch.” He adds a third finger and I grunt. “A bit tight, but that will change soon enough.” He thrust his fingers in deep and I can’t help but moan. It feels good to be penetrated. He twists his fingers, brushing along my g-spot, causing me to shudder in pleasure.

I moo low and long as he strums that sensitive spot. My body flushes with heat as he brings me to the edge with minimal effort.

“The slut is going to cum.” A male says and chuckles.

“Take her over, doc. It’ll make the last part easier.” Garett says.

I ignore everyone and focus on the pleasure the vet is bringing me. My legs are quivering and I’m seconds away from cumming.

Vince bends down and pinches my teats between his fingers, and that sharp pain is all I need.

“Mooooo!” I cry out as a wave of ecstasy hits me. I shake as pleasure makes me lose control and if the chute wasn't holding me up, I’d be on the ground.

“Good cow.” The vet says as he removes his fingers while I stare blankly at the ground. I don’t even flinch when he feeds a long, hard plastic tube with a sharp tip into my pussy. There’s a small pinch as it punctures my cervix, but it’s mild compared to the branding.

“What was that?” Vince asks. “I didn’t see you do that to the other new cows.”

I feel a warmth deep in my belly and then he withdrawals it. “That is a new fertility drug on the market and quite expensive. Garrett and I were tasked with picking one of these new cows and one of our older cows who have already had successful births. We inject the new drug and then test the results. It should speed up fertility and if we’re lucky, maybe increase the chance of a multiple calf birth. If it works, the boss will pay some big bucks to inject the entire herd.”

“This cow is a perfect candidate for the test. She’ll be bred in a few months, and then we’ll have our answer.” The vet adds. “The older cow had her injection yesterday and will be bred before her. We’ll have to compare results once she’s bred, and I can do an ultrasound to check.”

It is still hard to believe they are going to knock me up. I wasn’t sure I ever wanted kids and now I have no choice, and I could end up carrying more than one.

I get another injection in my thigh, stomach and two more in my breasts and then I’m released.

My eyes instantly find Garrett. He’s watching me as Vince leads me around the chute. “Take her to the milking barn. It’s time for her to earn her place. The rest of you, clean up the holding boxes and this pen. We have another lot of new cows arriving in a few days.” Garett says and turns his back on us to talk with the vet. My stomach sinks at his dismissal, but what can I expect? I’m nothing but an animal. Livestock on a farm he runs.

His blunt words and actions quickly remind me of my place. I’m just another cow. One of hundreds or maybe thousands and I am nothing more than a commodity that can be replaced when my usefulness runs out. That thought is scary and I refuse to dwell on something that is out of my hands. I just need to be the best damn hucow I can be.

As I walk past, I catch Garrett’s gaze on me again. “I’ll fetch her later and take her to Barn A. The handlers need to be aware that she’s part of a fertility study and I’ll have special instructions for them.” He says and Vince nods. I could be crazy, but maybe Garrett likes me just a bit more than the other cows. He definitely has a hard time keeping his eyes off me and I’m already looking forward to seeing him again later.


Chapter Four

The trip to the milking barn seems to take forever. I crawl as fast as I can but I get tired halfway through. It’s only early morning, but I’m already exhausted. The branding took a lot out of me, and my head is swimming from the injections.

I’m in a fog and have trouble focusing, and my movements become sluggish. Vince grows impatient and pulls me along behind him, causing me to cough and choke as my collar draws tight.

One harsh yank has me tripping over my feet and I face plant on the hard ground, groaning as my cheek scrapes along the dirt.

“Fucking stupid cow. Get up!” He snaps. A harsh whack on my pussy lips has me mooing loudly and jumping to my feet. Vince holds a leather crop in his hand, taping his leg in warning to get moving.

The lingering sting on my pussy fades to a throbbing heat. That fucking hurt and I don’t want another smack, so I move at a quicker pace.

Vince seems happier now, and I let out a sigh of relief. I don’t like it when I’m disciplined and my stomach feels uneasy that I made him mad. I used to feel the same way when Max was upset. All I want to do is be a good cow and make them happy.

The milking barn is massive and not what I expected. The outside looks like an average barn, but inside everything is clean and state-of-the art. It looks like a plant or factory with stainless steel machinery and rows and rows of cows restrained in weird stalls and getting milked. The air is thick with the scent of milk along with the musky scent of slick, hucow pussy. It’s loud from the sounds of the milking machines and hundreds of cows moaning and mooing.

A farmhand in white coveralls and ear protection greats us, or at least Vince. I get a glance, but am quickly ignored. He removes his ear protectors so he can hear Vince. “Got a slot open for this one?” Vince yells over the noise.

“Sure do.” The man checks my ear tag and nods his head. “Barn A cows are to my left. Aisles one to five. Someone will take her off your hands there.” He places his ear protectors back on and walks away.

Vince nods, and we turn in the direction the man said. As I walk, I look at all the cows we pass. The ones we passed are older than me, with gigantic udders that look painfully heavy on their chubby frames. Their wide hips and flabby stretch marked stomachs tell me the hucows are well-fed and well-bred, though they don’t look pregnant now.

Clear plastic cups with hoses attached to the ends hang from their chests, suckling, milking from their long teats. White milk pours down the tubes, into stainless steel piping that runs the length of the rows, and disappears. Somewhere in this building there are large vats that hold all the precious milk until it is bottled and sold.

As we move further into the barn, the cows get younger. They all still sport massive udders, but have slightly less body fat and their stomachs are less saggy, which probably means they haven’t been here as long as the others and their bodies still look decent.

When we reach the last few rows, I know we’re in the right place. All these cows are young and look like they have been newly transformed, like me. Their udders range in size depending on how long they’ve been on the farm and have had regular milking.

“New cow?” someone says and I’m startled out of my gawking.

“Processed this morning.” Vince says. “Where do you want her?”

“I’ll take her from here.” The man says. His hair is buzzed and his face is clean shaven, so I don’t know what color it is. All dairy workers must wear the same white coveralls because he’s dressed the same as the other man. He’s got the same ear protection and as I look around, I see none of the hucows are afforded such luxuries. Who cares if our ears get damaged?

Vince hands off my lead and leaves without a backward glance. I’m already forgotten.

The new man clicks his tongue and tugs on my lead. “Come girl. Let’s get you set up.”

I follow along behind him obediently. My attention once again back on the other cows. On closer inspection, the frames are more like slots that the cow stands in. They are narrow, with no space to move, but they take up less space, so more cows can be milked at once. There’s another bar that closes them in. Their back legs are spread open and restrained to the floor with leather straps. I can’t see their privates because there is a contraption connected to the bar that covers their hind end with two slots that are filled with something and another thin tube that dangles from between legs and attaches to a container on the back frame. Most of the cows’ legs are shaking and they seem to cry out or moo every few minutes, but not one of them sounds like they are in pain. Those are cries of pleasure and instantly I’m jealous and I can feel my body growing warm with anticipation.

They seem to enjoy getting milked.

We stop next to an empty slot and the worker uses a firm hand on my collar to guide me into the slot. The cool steel bushes along my sides making me shiver. My lead is unhooked once he has my collar attached to a latch on the farm, leaving me little to no movement. Right in front of my face is a trough with fresh running water that runs the length of the row so we can drink.

My throat is dry, and I immediately dip my mouth into the water and take a big drink. “Good, cow. Getting milked will make you thirsty, so drink often.”

While I’m drinking, he restrains my wrists to the floor and then he’s behind me, nudging my legs apart until he’s satisfied and then strapping them into place.

I hear him pull the top bar down behind me and my hips are trapped inside a steel frame. I can feel cool air against my ass and pussy as the slots remain empty.

“Hold still.” His voice is firm, and I immediately freeze.

I feel his finger pull my labia apart and then he pinches my clit, pulling it back. He wipes it, and I smell the powerful scent of disinfectant. He inserts a catheter up my urethra and into my bladder. I wince and then moan in discomfort as he inflates the bulb to keep in place. That must be the little tube I saw dangling from the other cows.

“It’s only natural for you to relieve yourself wherever you feel the need, but we can’t allow all you cows to be pissing on the dairy floor. This place has strict hygiene codes. We can’t risk contamination.” He’s nice enough to explain since I’m new.

Next, he uses a washcloth with another powerful cleaning agent that makes my udders tingle as he cleanses them. He’s not rough, but his movements are firm, causing me to moan in pain. My udders are hard and full and so tender that just a small touch hurts.

He drops the cloth into a bucket and pulls two suction cups down from above. I can hear the hiss from the machine’s suction, making my heart beat faster in nervous anticipation. This is it! My first real milking.

I’m finally going to be used like intended. As he attaches the cups to my heaving chest, a sense of calm comes over me. My teats get sucked down into the cups as the edges seal to my flesh and on the first pull, tears of relief fill my eyes as the first gush of milk enters the tubes.

I finally have a purpose. I got free of my father, survived the transformation, and made it to a farm. Now I won’t have to worry about anything but spending my days getting milked and occasionally being bred.

“Good girl.” He says when I remain calm and let the machine do its work. I smile, happy that I pleased him.

I think he’s done and going to leave, but then I feel a large blunt object shoved through the empty slot and straight into my vagina. It’s a dildo, I realize, and it’s larger than any cock I’ve taken yet and my insides burn from the stretch, but it feels good to be this full. A gloved finger pushes lube into my back hole and then another dildo, thankfully smaller than the one in my pussy, is inserted into my ass.

Pleasure shots through me at being stuffed full, and each pull on my teats adds to the erotic stimulation. Another sound reaches my ears, adding to the racket, but it’s a sound I’m going to look forward to every time I’m here because the worker has turned on the tiny motor attached to the dildos and they began to thrust in and out of me at a fast pace.

The force of them has my legs shaking as they pound into me relentlessly, driving me to orgasm faster than I can blink. I cry out, adding to the symphony of the orgasming hucows around me.

My climax unlocked the flood gates and my udders gush copious amounts of milk. The cups increase in suction, quickly pumping the milk away as more drains from me. My body shakes in ecstasy as my stomach cramps in pleasure. As I come down from my high, the machine never stops, thrusting the dildos in and out, driving me quickly towards another orgasm.

The worker pats me on the rump as my body is racked by another orgasm. His voice seems far away. I’m too focused on the pleasure that is taking over my mind and body, but I think I hear him say, “you’ll do fine here.”

I don’t notice when he leaves me to continue his work or tend to another cow. I throw my head back and moo loudly as I cum again, and each time my brain grows dimmer until all I know is this is where I’m supposed to be. Just another cow in the herd.


Chapter Five

Time has no meaning in a place like this. I’m not sure how much time has passed since the worker hooked me up to the machine. Another orgasm ripples through me as the dildos continue their assault on my tender holes.

My pussy feels swollen, and my thighs are soaked with my arousal. The dildo was almost too big for me in the beginning, but now it thrusts into me with no issue, having stretched me out hours ago.

My ass is no different. There was pain as the dildo kept plunging into me without stopping, but I’ve gone numb, and I know it’ll be gapping when I’m finally removed from the milking frame.

I’m resting my chin on the trough with my eyes closed in exhaustion when the machines all shut off at once. The surrounding cows begin to moo and whine from either happiness that our time is done or sad from the loss of pleasure.

I hear workers making their way down the rows, unhooking the hucows. One by one they are released and, like trained animals, obediently crawl in a line towards the opposite end of the dairy from where I entered.

The worker pulls the cups off, and my teats are red and angry from the continuous suction. My udders are softer now that they are drained, but to my shock, they look bigger. One day on the milking machine and they’ve grown. I was surprised when my milk slowed but never stopped. Even now, small beads of milk drip from the tips. I’m not sure how it’s possible to have that much milk.

The dildos are removed next, and it feels wrong to be so empty. I don’t like it and can’t wait to get milked again.

A lead is hooked onto my collar, and then I shuffle backwards out of the frame to find Garrett waiting for me.

“How did she do?” He asks the worker.

“Fine. Great milk supply for a new heifer and very responsive. Climaxed almost all day and was so wet she didn’t need any extra lubrication for the stimulation machines. If this keeps up, she’ll surpass some cows in Barn B in production, and she hasn’t even been bred yet.” I don’t know what that means, but as I stand there in a daze, he grabs me by the hips and spins me around until my ass is facing Garett. “And look at the mess she’s in. Maybe I should have started her off with a bigger size. This one’s a natural.”

I can’t help the blush that stains my cheeks as Garrett stares at my backside. “Maybe, or it could be the new injection.”

“New injection?” The worker asks, but Garrett waves him off.

“Nothing you need to know about yet, but it’s good that she’s already surpassing the quota for a new cow. I’ll take her to her stall tonight, since she is not trained on where to go yet, but tomorrow she can be sent off with the rest of her herd.” Garett grabs my lead and then we are moving down the aisle in the same direction the other hucows went. When we make it outside, I’m shocked to realize the sun is setting. I’ve been in the dairy all day.

Exhaustion hits me, and my stomach rumbles in hunger. I’m starving. I look forward to eating and getting some rest, but a part of me aches to return to my milking frame and the pleasures of getting milked. We just left the dairy and I’m already looking forward to returning tomorrow.

We exit the back of the diary through an open doorway and I noticed the pathway is lined with more fencing to keep us contained. There are three more exits with fenced walkways, all leading to different barns. I glimpse six structures. Four connected to the dairy by these walkways. These must be the hucow barns and have figured out they have us separated into groups. I’m assuming Barn A is for freshly transformed cows, new to the farm. The others must be for hucows who have been here longer.

Through the bars of the fence, I see a few hucows in the furthest path over who are walking slower than the rest. They’re udders are the biggest I’ve seen yet, but sag almost to the ground. Their thighs and rump juggle with fat as they shuffle along slowly. The skin on their stomach sag, the loose skin bearing the stretch marks of multiple pregnancies.

I can just make out their faces and notice they look a lot older than me. Some maybe ten years, but others must be in their thirties. They look forward, their faces lined with exhaustion as they crawl forward. One stops at the edge of the fence, her eyes staring blankly in my direction. There is nothing behind those orbs and a shiver runs down my spine.

Will that be me in a few years? I’m already struggling to remember my past, and my mind is growing more muddled by the day. Even now, I’m already forgetting what Max’s face looked like and it’s only been a few days. The memories of my transformation are already fading.

I force myself to focus on my sister’s image, but nothing comes. My mind recalls her blond hair, but when I try to remember her features, all I get is a blurry image. My father’s angry face is still clear in my mind, unfortunately. Guess his stifling presence will take a while to fade.

I don’t even realize I’m still walking along, lost in my head, until a farm hand barks out a command to bring me back to the present. “Move along.”

A farmhand walking the edges of the fence sticks the poor dazed hucow with cattle prod when she doesn’t move.

Loud moos fill the air as she jumps forward and continues on to her barn. The few men around chuckle. “These older cows are a pain in the ass,” someone says.

“Yeah. That one is not going to be much use to the farm soon.” Another comments.

“I can’t wait until the spring when the boss culls Barn D and Barn C moves over. At least they have a little more spunk left in them and their cunts aren’t too worn out.”

More chuckles. My stomach churns with sadness for the poor hucow as she moves along. Her time is almost up if what the men are saying is true.

She doesn’t seem concerned as they discuss her fate right in front of her, or maybe her mind is too far gone to understand. I suppose that’s the upside to all the drugs that are forced into our systems on a daily basis. We become dumb animals, unaware of our end. It’s a mercy, really.

“Good evening, boss.” A farmhand monitoring this fenced in path tips his hat towards Garrett and I turn my attention away from the hucow as she disappears through the doors of her barn. He gestures to me. “I can take the new cow for you. I’m sure you have more important things to do.”

Garrett’s hand tightens on the lead and moves closer to me until the rough material of his jeans brush along my side. His display of possessiveness makes my heart soar. “I’m good. There are no more cows behind us, so you should head to Barn A and get them settled for the night.”

“Are you sure?” He pauses, and that pisses Garrett off.

“Did I stutter?” Garrett snaps and his expression makes me cower. He looks angry.

The farmhand backs away, clearly reading the situation. He puts his hands up placatingly. “Sor…sorry boss.” His eyes dipped to me and his expression was a mixture of curiosity and confusion. I take it the foreman rarely does this.

“What’s so special about this one?” He asks.

“Nothing.” Garrett barks and that one word stings, bringing me back to reality. I thought maybe he fancied me and looked at me more than just another cow. “She and another cow in Barn C are a part of a medical study and our boss wants me to observe them both to see how the new drug affects them.”

“New drug?” It’s the second time this evening Garrett was asked this question and this time he elaborates.

“Nothing you need to know about, yet, but if it’s successful, then we might get a few more years of breeding and milking out of them.” He explains and I remember the vet injecting something into my womb. “It’s supposed to be some fancy wonder drug.”
The farmhand nods, but he looks confused. “That will be good for the farm, I guess.”

Garette shakes his head, clearly regretting telling the idiot farmhand. He doesn’t seem to be intelligent. It’s confusing to me too, but I have an excuse. I’m just a dumb animal.

“Get to work. The cows won’t feed themselves.” Garrett gestures to the barns and the farmhand hurries off.

Garett makes a clicking sound and gives my lead a gentle tug to get me moving again, mumbling to himself. “I don’t why I bothered. He’s dumber than the bulls.”

I moo quietly in agreement and, to my surprise, Garrett chuckles and leans down to pat my head. “Aren’t you a smart girl, still? To have this much awareness, you must have been pretty smart in your old life.”

I moo again, and his eyes soften. His lips tip up in a smile, making him appear younger. “You have such pretty eyes. I bet you were beautiful. Such a shame you ended up a cow, but you’re still nice to look at, even after all the changes.”

I can’t help but smile. He thinks I’m pretty even though I’ve been reduced to a lowly farm animal.

His fingers ghost along my shoulder and down my back. “Such soft skin. Too bad the farm life is so harsh on cows.” I see a flicker of regret in his gaze, but then it’s gone, and he’s back to being the stern face foreman that runs the ranch.

“Come on, little cow. Time for the barn.” He says and I sigh in disappointment at the abrupt change in his mood, and I’m suddenly willing to do anything to get that smile back on his face and keep his attention.

I follow along behind him like a silly, besotted fool, hoping to please him. I know I shouldn’t grow attached to the man, but I can’t help it. He’s only paying attention to me because of this fertility study, and no other reason. I’m just a hucow, and nothing can come of this infatuation, but it still doesn’t stop my heart from beating faster when he’s near or how my pussy longs for him to sink his cock inside me and claim me as his.

It’s foolish I know, but I’m happy I got sent here where Garrett is. Spending the rest of my days on this farm is something I’m looking forward to. I understand we can’t be together as men and women. I no longer think of myself as a woman and have accepted my new lot in life as a hucow. Just being near him and receiving his attention is enough for me.


Chapter Six

This is what I expect a hucow farm to look like. We finally make it inside the barn and I get my first look around at my home. It’s a barn. Nothing fancy, like the clean industrial building that houses the dairy.

This is a place for livestock to live. The walls and floor are wood, worn by time and faded. There are small stalls running the lengthwise of the barn. Rows and rows of young hucows are settling into their stalls. Farmhands are busy connecting chains to their collars so they don’t wander off through the night.

Bowls are filled with feed and buckets of fresh water are topped up and the hungry hucows are already munching on their supper.

Garrett leads me to an empty stall. I don’t think they are assigned. We just pick the closest one that’s empty, and he guides me inside with a hand on my rump. He grabs the thick chain attached to the wall and clips it onto my collar. The heavy weight lets me know I’m not going anywhere.

A loud masculine voice filters to me from the entrance of the barn, and Garrett curses under his breath.

The voice comes closer and I can hear him saying hello to the farmhands. Some return his greetings, others just nod. He’s young, maybe mid-twenties, with dark hair and a lean physique. The clothes he’s wearing are well made and expensive. His cocky smirk and cold eyes make my skin crawl as he looks over the hucows. He doesn’t look like a farmhand. His arrogant swagger and the way he holds himself tells me he comes from money.

There is a current of unease and respect that fills the air. Whoever this man is, he’s respected, but just barely. Most of the farmhands seem to dislike him and so does Garett, if the stiffness in his body is any sign. His face is blank of any emotions, but I can see how hard he is gritting his teeth. The man stops next to a farmhand who greets him, chatting for a few minutes and gesturing towards the hucows.

The farmhand smiles but seems nervous as he looks around. When he spots Garrett, he points the man in our directions and I get an uneasy feeling in my gut. It’s been a while since I’ve felt this wary. I thought my emotions were gone, but there is something about this man that has my instincts on high alert.

“Garett.” He says with an arrogant smile on his lips.

“Cody, what are you doing here?” Garrett wastes no time with pleasantries.

“Just checking out the new stock. I’m having a party tonight and want to pick out a cow or two for entertainment.” His gaze lands on me and I see lust fill his eyes.

“You’re not taking cows from this barn. After your last party, your father forbids you from taking the good stock. We lost three young cows last time because of you and your malicious friends and that cost the farm money and resources. They are not toys for you to play with and break. They serve a purpose,” Garrett says, and the man rolls his eyes. The smug smile drops from his face, replaced by a sneer. This must be the owner’s son.

“What’s the big deal? They are just fucking cattle. Stupid animals. Their lives are not important enough for you or my father to get worked up over.” Cody says.

“I understand better than you what they are.” Garrett says, but Cody ignores him and points to me. “I’ll take this one.”

My eyes widen in fear. What happens at these parties? Can’t be anything good if the cows get hurt.

“No!” Garrett shouts, standing in front of me. “Don’t make me get your father down here. He’ll be pissed. He hired me to run this farm, and I’m in charge of these cows.”

Cody squares his shoulders and stares coldly at Garett. “For now.” There’s a threat in his voice. “My father is getting old, and soon I’ll be taking over ownership of the farm and you’ll have to answer to me.”

“Your father is not ready to retire yet. He’s got quite a few years left in him.” Garett says, “and until he says otherwise, I will obey his orders and I suggest you do the same.”

Cody is shaking in rage, but keeps his mouth shut.

“Cows in barn A, B, and C are off limits for your fucked up parties, but if you must, take cows from Barn D only.” Garett says and I frown. Those cows are past their prime and not as valuable, I guess.

“They are saggy bags of flesh with loose cunts! My friends and I want prime stock.” Cody whines.

“If I had my way, I wouldn’t let you have any, but your father is fine with you having your fun in Barn D, since they will be culled soon, anyway.” Garrett says, coldly. Those poor hucows mean nothing after giving so much to the farm.

It’s sad, but I guess that’s life.

I peek around Garrett’s leg and look at Cody. He’s pissed and when his eyes meet mine, something tells me this is not over. I look away, hiding once again. I don’t think it’s the last I’ll see of him.

“Fine, but I’ll be talking to my father about this,” He says and storms off, cursing up a storm.

Garrett sighs and gets back to work, rechecking my chain and grabbing a bucket of feed. The hucow next to me didn’t stop eating during the entire exchange, oblivious to her surroundings. She must have been starving.

Once done with her food, the farmhand tending to her wipes her down with a damp rag. Garrett fills my bowl with food and sets a bucket of water near my head. I immediately start eating, munching on the dry pellets like they are the best tasting supper I ever ate. Worries of Cody fade as I focus on my food.

A moo of pleasure startles me and I look over at the hucow to see the farmhand with his pants down, kneeling behind the hucow, plowing into her pussy with quick strokes. She shudders in ecstasy as the farmhand rails her hard, cumming with a cry of pleasure. My body flushes with arousal at the sight and instantly I’m wet. It’s been an entire day since I’ve felt a warm, hard cock sinking into me and I miss it.

The dildos were amazing, but nothing beats the real thing.

Her body rocks with his powerful thrusts, falling forward as he pushes his hips against her, shoving his cock in as deep as he can go. His fingers dig into her flesh as he cums with a groan, spilling his seed into her welcoming hole.

She lies there face down in the bed of hay that lines our stalls, eyes glazed over as she basks in the afterglow of her orgasm.

The farmhand says nothing as he pulls his wet cock out and tucks it into his pants. He stands up and walks away without a backward glance. He heads out with a bunch of other farmhands who are finished for the day.

Their murmurs reach me, and I wonder where they go. Do they leave the farm? Do they have families, girlfriends and wives to go home to and what do those women think of them working with hucows all day and fucking them whenever they want? I bet they have no clue what goes on here.

The barn is quiet as the farmhands leave and the other hucows settle down for the night. I look over at Garrett, who grabs a cloth. He starts at my shoulders and takes his time, wiping the sweat from my body. Desire pools in my stomach when he cups my udders and washes between them and down my stomach. Is he going to fuck me, too?

My thighs grow slick as my body prepares to be mounted. When he reaches my backside, he makes a tsking sound. “Such a slutty hucow.” Three thick fingers sink into my vagina, causing me to moo in delight. He thrusts slowly in and out, building my desire until I’m shaking. He strokes along that sensitive spot inside me, making my eyes roll back in my head as I begin to hump his hand.

My breath comes out in broken pants and my heart is beating so loud I can hear it in my ears. Just as I’m about to cum, he pulls his fingers out, causing me to whine in despair. I was so close.

He chuckles darkly, enjoying the state I’m in. “So desperate to cum. The bulls are going to love you. You’ll be out of your mind with pleasure when they rut into you and fill your womb with seed.” He places a hand on my stomach, caressing the flat area. I moan at the thought, suddenly looking forward to the day I’m bred. “They’re going to put a calf in you and I’m going to love seeing you pregnant. Nothing looks hotter than a pregnant heifer with massive udders dripping with milk.”

He leans over me, and I feel the bulge in his pants as he brushes against my backside. I think he’s going to fuck me, but he only whispers in my ear. “Goodnight, little cow.” He says, and then he stands up, leaving me in my stall with my wet pussy begging for cock, and no way to relieve myself.

It was cruel, but I don’t hate him for it. All I feel is the anticipation of seeing him again, and feeling his hands on me.

The doors of the barn stay open, letting the cool evening air in. There is no electricity in here and as the sun goes down, the barn grows dark. My arousal fades and I notice how tired I am. I lie on my side, feeling the chain draw tight as I settle. There is not much slack to move, but I find a comfortable position, ignoring how the hay pokes into my skin and close my eyes. My breasts are already swelling with new milk. They’ll be bursting by morning and I smile, knowing that I’ll be heading back to the dairy. I feel my mind settle and I drift off to a dreamless sleep.


Chapter Seven

The sun is just rising when the farmhands return. Sadly, Garrett is nowhere in sight. A farmhand I’ve never seen before refills my bowl, and I eat while he removes the soiled hay in my stall. I don’t feel any shame at peeing in my stall. That’s what is expected of us. Thankfully, the pellets prevent us from defecating or there would be a mess.

My udders have grown again overnight and are engorged with milk. The skin stretches under the strain as my body struggles to adjust to the rapid growth. I’m ready to be milked again.

None of the farmhands acknowledge us. We are expected to know what to do and if we don’t, the shiny end of the prod will direct us.

We are unchained and I’m not sure what to do, but as I look around I see the other hucows heading out of the barn, so I follow. The hucows that have been here longer know the routine. We move like a herd towards the dairy. Soft moos fill the air as we near. Farmhands open the doors and usher us inside.

The workers in white coveralls are there waiting to hook us up. All the hucows enter the milking frames and the workers go down the rows and begin strapping us in. There is no explanation today and I know what to expect.

My collar is restrained, along with my limbs. I drink some water as the worker wipes down my dangling teats and attaches the cups. The hum of machines comes to life as they begin to suckle the cows. The pressure in my udders release after a few pulls, and I sigh in relief, relaxing into the rhythmic suction.

The bar comes down behind me and my body floods with arousal at what comes next. After the worker places the catheter in my bladder, a dildo is shoved into each of my holes. The one in my pussy feels bigger than yesterday, but when they begin to move, my brain shuts off as pleasure swamps my system.

I’m quickly brought to orgasm over and over throughout the day. The machines never stop and my udders continue to produce the white cream as fast as the milker can suck it away.

At some point I feel the pinch of a needle in my ass and two more in my udders, but the dildos force a climax out of me as the last needle sinks into my stomach. A deep chuckle reaches my ears, but I’m too far gone to open my eyes and see who’s there.

I think I doze on and off, but it’s hard to tell, and when the sounds of the machines cut off, my body doesn’t feel as exhausted as yesterday. My mind though is more clouded than ever and I numbly follow the other hucows back to the barn when we are released.

Another day is done and I’m disappointed that Garett didn’t come to get me from the dairy. When I get to an empty stall, a farmhand is there to attach the chain to my collar and feed me.

“I can finish this one.” I whip my head around at the sound of Garett’s voice and I’m insanely happy to see him.

“MOO!” I say in excitement, which has him smirking.

“Go tend to another one.” He says to the farmhand, who is standing there with a perplexed look on his face, but he shrugs his shoulders and moves on. Garrett’s behavior is confusing the others, but no one dares to question him.

Garrett doesn’t talk, but grabs a washcloth and wipes me down. He checks the chain and adds more hay to my stall. The floor is not so hard as I lie down on my side and watch him clean me up.

He pays more attention to my udders this time and pulls on my teats, gently coaxing a moan out of me that has him smirking. “These are growing fast. Wonder if it’s because of the new drug?” He talks to himself, not making eye contact with me. I noticed that too. My once modest chest now sports G cup melons and they show no signs of stopping.

Garrett nudges my legs apart and cleans me, but doesn’t linger, much to my disappointment.

He gazes down at me with an expression I can’t read and then he’s gone. At least I got to see him for a brief moment. I close my eyes, content after being milked and fed. It’ll all start over tomorrow.


Chapter Eight

Days turn into weeks and weeks into months. I’ve lost track of how long I’ve been here, but the weather gives me an idea. The air has changed. The nights are colder, but not uncomfortable. I’ve packed on a few pounds, so the extra weight helps keep me warm at night.

I’m still in good shape, but my thighs have thickened and my rump is a little wider. My arms have built muscle from all the crawling and I no longer find it weird to be on all fours. My mind and body have slowly changed and I no longer think about my past. Not like I can remember much now. Occasionally I’ll get a flash, but mostly my mind is fuzzy. I get confused if I try to think about anything other than milking and pleasure. It doesn’t help that the farmhands barely acknowledge us.

The third night I returned to my stall from the dairy, Garett wasn’t there to settle me and I was sad until farmhand spread my legs and fucked me hard until I cried out in ecstasy, closing my eyes as I climaxed all over his cock. When I opened my eyes, Garett was standing outside the stall watching me get fucked. The raw lust on his face had me orgasming again and my eyes drifted closed as my body succumbed to the pleasure.

Garett was gone the next time I opened my eyes, and I wondered if I imagined him.

The farmhand thrust deep, his above average cock filling me almost as good as the dildo. That day I could tell it was definitely bigger and the size only increased daily until I was taking a dildo the size of my arm. With a shout, he emptied inside of me and then climbed to his feet, ignoring the mess he made between my legs and walking away.

Every night was the same. Every day was the same. Garett didn’t visit me every night, but he would show up every few nights to tend to me. Never once did he fuck me. I was always horny now and his denial was frustrating. I’d moo in complaint, and most nights, it would earn me a smack on the ass. “Bad cow,” he would say, but he couldn’t keep the smirk off his face, so I knew he wasn’t really mad at me. Other nights, he would call a farmhand over and watched with lust in his eyes as they fucked me to orgasm.

I could tell he wanted to fuck me, but didn’t know why he wouldn’t.

Cody would sniff around occasionally, but Garett or one of the other farm hands would always be around, so he’d leave quickly with a sour expression.

I find out how many months I’ve been here when an older version of Cody comes strolling into the barn one evening.

“Good evening, Garett.” The older man says.

“Good evening, Mr. Steelhart.” Garrett says, respect bleeding through his words.

This must be the owner of the farm.

“Barn B and C have finished this season’s breeding and I’m happy to say we’ll have a lot of calves to deliver in the spring.” Mr. Steelhart says.

“That’s excellent news. It’ll be a busy time, but I have a list of farm hands we can hire if needed. What about Barn D?”

Mr. Steelhart frowns. “Only twenty successful pregnancies. That’s one reason I wanted to talk to you. The truck is coming tomorrow to pick up the thirty-six cows that failed to get pregnant. I need you there to oversee the shipping and get the barn ready for some of the older cows to be transferred from Barn C.”

“Yes, sir.” Garett says and I get a sick feeling in my stomach, but I don’t know why. Where are the cows going? I can’t think straight and then I forget what I was trying to remember. Oh well.

“I also stopped by to tell you that the hucow from Barn C that was injected with the new fertility drug is expecting two calves.” The smile on the man’s face is huge.

“So it works?” Garrett sounds excited too.

“Not sure if it was a coincidence or not, but we will confirm when the hucow from this barn is bred. Which one is it?” He asks.

“This one here.” Garett says, placing a hand on my head. Some of my hair has grown back, and it’s itchy. When he scratches behind my ear, it’s pure bliss.

“Moooo.” It feels so good.

Mr. Steelhead chuckles and comes closer. He’s pretty agile for his age and kneels down beside me. Garett grabs the chain, holding it firm. A warning for me to behave, but he doesn’t have to worry. I’m a good hucow.

The man’s calloused fingers reach under me and pull on my teats, making me instantly aroused. My udders are so sensitive now and my pussy gushes at the slightest touch. He moves behind me and uses his hands to spread my ass cheeks, humming in approval when he sees how wet I am.

“The cow in Barn C is also showing increased arousal response too. This is a good sign.” Mr. Steelhead says, and he swipes a finger across my folds, making my hips buck.

“When is Barn A scheduled for breeding?” Garrett asks, and I perk up. Am I finally going to get bred?

“Next week, and I want this one to go first. The faster we can confirm pregnancy, the better.” Mr. Steelhart says and stands up.

“Good work, Garett, and keep Cody away from the barns. That boy of mine is wild and I’m not sure what to do about it. He needs to grow up before I hand him over the business. Especially keep him away from the two test cows. I need this experiment to work.”

“Yes, sir.” Garrett says. “I’ll gather a crew and get them to meet me at Barn D first thing in the morning.”

They both head out, leaving me alone with thoughts of breeding filling my head.


Chapter Nine

I startle when the dildos are removed and I’m unhooked from the milking machine. It hasn’t been that long, has it?

My worries fade when I see Garrett there holding a lead, and I happily trot over to him. “She’s scheduled for breeding today, so she won’t be back until tomorrow.” He says to a worker and my eyes widen in shock.

Already?

Damn. Time flies when you’re getting milked and having lots of orgasms.

We head out a different door and across the open yard that separates the dairy and the hucow barns. I’ve never been to these two buildings before. They are connected with a steel path way similar to the hucow barn, but this one is completely closed in around the top, like a prison walkway. As we near, I hear loud grunts and growls coming from the largest of the buildings. Butterflies fill my stomach when hearing the bulls for the first time. The aggressive sounds make a part of me want to run away from the bigger predator and the other half wants to submit, head down, ass up and wait to be mounted.

“Mooooo.” I let out a whiny sound. I knew this was coming, but now that I’m moments away from getting bred, I’m scared.

“The dumb bulls get so much hucow pussy and they’re never satisfied.” Garett says more to himself than me.

He leads me away from the building where the noise is coming from, and my shoulders slump as some of the anxiety leaves me. Garrett continues towards the other building, unaware of my unease or not caring. This is happening regardless.

We make it inside the building. It’s plain with a wide open space. The air is thick with a scent I’ve never smelt before. It’s a musky scent that tickles my nose. The animal part of my brain knows what this scent is and my core contracts, producing copious amounts of fluid.

That is the smell of a hubull, and my body is preparing to mate.

In the center is a large octagon cage that takes up most of the room. Inside is a padded frame with restraints. A couple farmhands are standing around, and Garrett hands the closest one my lead.

No words are spoken. Everyone knows the drill and I’m led through the door in the cage on shaky legs. Hands lift me onto the frame and I get nervous.

“Mooo?” I say as my arms and legs are locked to the frame, but I’m ignored. A bar runs up the center of my torso, leaving my udders hanging down. The padded bar at my hips offers some comfort as I’m rendered immobile in seconds.

Pressure on the back of my head guides it down until my neck rests in a slot on the frame. Another bar comes down, locking my head in place.

Why am I being restrained? I wiggle, mooing louder as my anxiety increases. I can’t get away if I need to, I think to myself. Then I remember I’m not supposed to escape.

“Place a calming hood on her. I don’t want her to hurt herself.” Garrett says and then a dark cloth comes down over my head, leaving only my nose and mouth free. I’m not sure why this helps, but some of my anxiety leaves as the world around me goes dark.

I feel something being squirted inside my rectum and then more in my vagina. Fingers enter my pussy and spread the lube around. My arousal floods their hands, so I’m confused about why I need extra. They repeat with two fingers in my ass, smearing the rim with lube and pressing their finger up to the knuckle.

I moo loudly as my body responds to the stimulation. After months on the machine, it doesn’t take much to get me going.

Fingers grab my chin and I startle, not realizing someone was in front of me. A thumb slides into my mouth. “Open up.”

I obey, and a round object slides between my teeth. Leather straps wrap around my head, holding it in place. He grabs the edges of the device and then my mouth is being spread open. He doesn’t stop until my mouth is spread wide and my jaw aches. Drool pours out of my mouth and down my chin.

A third finger breaches my ass, stretching me more and I cry out around the gag from the slight burn. Two fingers enter my mouth and tease the back of my throat, making me gag. This earns me a chuckle. “No biting the bulls. That sperm is like gold. The potent fuckers could impregnate an entire herd with one load, probably.” He says.

The others chuckle, but Garrett cuts them off. “Enough. She’s ready. Three rounds like usual, and I’ll decide which bulls to use.”

Garrett gets them moving. The fingers in my ass disappear and I moan when a large anal plug is pushed into my ass. Once done, they leave me alone, shutting the gate with a clang. I hear them all gather around the outside of the cage, and even though I can’t see them, I imagine they’re all staring at me with varying expressions of lust and anticipation of what’s about to happen.

I hear the sound of a radio and then Garrett speaking. “The hucow is ready. Let Samson loose.”‘

A garbled voice sounds over the radio. “Yes, sir.”

There are a few minutes of nothing, and all I hear is my heart beating. Then I hear grunting and the pounding of feet like someone is running. Harsh growls and pants fill the air and then a grinding sound as a gate opens.

The sounds come from behind me and the hair on my arms stand up, telling me I’m no longer alone in the cage.

“Here he goes. Fuck, I love seeing the new hucows being bred for the first time.” Someone says, and that’s when I feel hot skin brush up against my backside and I suddenly wish I could see.

A deep growl sounds right next to my ear, and then I feel his large body cover mine. I feel tiny under his massive frame and the urge to submit returns. The hair on his chest brushes along my back as he pins me down with his body and I instinctively arch my back, sticking out my hips.

“Look at that, presenting her cow cunt. The horny cow is dying to be bred.” I hear someone say.

“It’s the natural animal instinct. When you take away the human side during the transformation, all you are left with are basic animalistic needs. She’s only responding naturally when in the presence of a virile breeding male. The urge to mate overrides any humanity that still resides within her. With repeated hormone injections and multiple breedings that will be snuffed out permanently.” I think that was Garrett that spoke, but I can’t focus on him or the farmhands. The male behind me has all my attention.

He growls again and I answer him with a mewl of my own, raising my hips as high as the restraints allow. Hot breath ghosts across the back of my neck and he licks my ear in approval.

Arousal pools in my abdomen, and more slick gushes from my hole, drenching me and the bull as his hips line up with mine. Large hands wrap around my hips, holding me in place.

His hard cock brushes my outer lips, and my eyes widened in shock. Holy shit! He feels big and I suddenly can’t wait to feel him inside me.

He thrusts his hips, missing my opening and sliding his length along my clit. I buck as shocks of pleasure ripple through me at the friction. He growls in frustration and holds me down with his upper body to keep me still.

On the next thrust, his aim is true, and I’m being impaled. I scream out in shock as he slams home. One thrust and he’s buried his massive length to the hilt, forcing my wall to stretch to accommodate his girth.

I’ve felt nothing like it and nothing will ever feel better than this moment. He pulls out almost immediately and for one panicked breath; I think he’s going to leave until he thrusts back into me, taking my breath away. There is no time for me to adjust. He sets a punishing pace, forcing me to take everything he has to give, and I’m loving it.

Sweat coats both of us as he gets lost in the rut. His growls of pleasure heighten my own and his cock touches places inside me that have me seeing stars. The sensitive nerves spark with pleasure as he pushes me to the brink of ecstasy in seconds.

I couldn’t stop the orgasm that slams into me even if I wanted to. With a wail that hurts my own ears, my walls clamp down on him and I’m cumming. My muscles ripple along his shaft, milking him, begging for his seed as I fall apart.

His hips buck a frantic rhythm as he nears his peak, battering my cervix with every thrust. The pain only extends my pleasure and then it happens. A roar loud enough to shake the rafters comes from him and then he slams into me, pressing the head of his cock to the entrance of my womb, and explodes.

Hot bursts of semen shot deep inside, coating my insides. His cock jerks, spilling more and more until I’m so full it’s leaking out around his shaft.

His musky sweat drips down my back as he rests against me, panting harshly with his cock still buried inside me. He shudders as his cock twitches, depositing one more blast of cum inside me.

He issues a satisfied grunt and pulls out, leaving a mess behind. I can feel the overflow pour out, making a wet sound as it hits the floor beneath me.

The farm hands are shouting now, and I hear the spark of the cattle prods as they herd the bull back to his barn. He snarls in anger, but drifts away and then the gate is closing, and I’m suddenly sad that it’s over until I hear Garrett talking over the radio asking to send in the next bull.


Chapter Ten

My muscles are tired and my body is covered in sweat and cum, but I’m aching to feel another bull inside me.

“I want you to send in Rex next.” Garrett says.

There’s a crackle, and then another voice sounds over the radio. “Are you sure? Isn’t the cow a fresh intake?”

“She can handle him. He’s only had a handful of hucows since we purchased him and needs the practice.” He says.

“You’re the boss.”

I wonder why they questioned Garrett’s choice. I don’t care as long as he fucks me as well as the last bull.

“You really want to break her in this first time, eh, boss?” Someone says and they all start to chuckle.

“Rex is young and a little… enthusiastic, but he won’t hurt her. Plus, his sperm is extra potent, and he was worth every penny. He’ll sire a lot of healthy calves in his life.”

The door grinds open and this time I don’t hear anything until he’s on me. His muscled body slams into mine, knocking the wind out of me. He’s so eager to get inside me that he hasn’t had time to get hard. His flaccid cock brushes my folds as he thrusts his hips, trying to mount me.

“Damn, he’s impatient and not even hard.”

“Prod him to the front of her. He’ll figure out what to do.” Garrett says, and I hear a spark as the prod hits his skin. The electricity passes through him and I get a little jolt, making me yelp. He bellows in anger but backs off of me.

There is so much urging from the farmhands, and then he’s in front of me. His chest rumbles as his hands find my face and I realize what they wanted him to do. My chin is soaked as I continue to drool. My jaw is sore from my mouth being forced open.

Rex is semi hard now, and his cock slides along the drool, wetting the tip. He tips my head down and then slides his cock into my waiting mouth. His fingers grip the sides of my head hard and he pumps his hips, sliding his cock to the back of my throat and making me gag. He grunts in excitement, feeling my throat tighten around him as I choke on his quickly hardening cock.

He pulls out and I only have a second to catch my breath before he starts to fuck my throat. I pull on my restraints; not like this at all. Every thrust he grows bigger until I can hardly fit him into my mouth, but that doesn’t deter him. He forces me to take him over and over again while tears soak the calming hood and more spit pours from my abused mouth.

My throat aches from the rough treatment, but he doesn’t care. I feel him tense and know he’s close. Is he going to cum in my mouth?

Another shock has him pulling out quickly with a snarl, knocking the calming hood off me, and I get my first glimpse of a bull. He’s all hulking muscle and over six feet tall, but his legs are bent at an odd angle, causing him to hunch over and use his front hands to guide him across the floor, almost like a gorilla. It must have been done surgically as part of the hubull transformation.

The cock staring me in the face is long and thick, and I’m surprised it fit in my mouth. It’s hard and sticking upward from a set of the largest balls I’ve ever seen, full of sperm and ready to fill me up. My pussy clenches, already impatient to have that monster cock inside me.

“Not in her mouth, you dumb bull. You’ll probably drown her with all that cum, and that would be a waste. Go on.” I hear the farmhand say. “There is a nice wet hucow cunt waiting for you.”

Rex gets the hint and quickly climbs over me. He’s young, but his instincts are sharp and the tip of his cock finds my opening in one thrust. The pain in my throat is forgotten as he sinks home. He’s rough, but I arch back, accepting his thrust like a cow in heat.

The farmhands murmur in approval, making crude comments, but I pay them little attention. The hubull holds all my attention as he masters my body until I’m strung tight and ready to snap.

My udders sway with every thrust, and the frame creaks as he nears completion. My teats are hard, dripping, milking. The smell of sex mixes with the sweet aroma of my milk pushing the bull into a frenzy.

“Mooo!” I can’t stop the sounds coming from my lips. I’m so close and worry he’ll finish before me. I just need a little more stimulation, and wish he’d play with my clit, but he’s not here to get me off. I’m just a breeding hole for him to deposit his seed. My pleasure doesn’t matter.

His thrusts change and I know he’s going to cum any second, and I wail in despair at being left wanting, but he shocks me when he leans over my back and bites my shoulder as he explodes inside me. The sharp sting of pain is enough to send me careening over the edge.

I scream and buck under him as his cum fills me to overflowing. My mind goes hazy as I get lost in the sexual haze that consumes me. I struggle to bring in air to my lungs and everything around me fades as darkness consumes me.


Chapter Eleven

When I come to, I’m still on the breeding frame and Rex is gone. My belly feels bloated from the two loads of cum inside me, and my poor vagina feels batter and sore. I can feel the sticky cum trickling down my thighs and know I must look a mess.

Garrett is examining the bite on my shoulder. His face is set in a frown. “He broke the skin, but it’s not too bad. I’ll get the vet to give her a shot of antibiotics after.”

“Mooooo…” The area hurts. In fact, I hurt all over. Rex was a rough boy. I’m sure my hips are covered in bruises from his fingers.

Garrett looks down at me with a soft expression and pats my head. “You’re doing so good. Just one more and you’re done. The next one is a gentle beast.”

My heart warms from his praise. I love pleasing him. I’m not sure I can go again, but I’m willing to try if it earns his approval.

He steps out of the cage to stand with the others. “I never seen you coddle a cow. What makes her so special?” A young farmhand asks.

“Shut up and mind your business if you want to keep working here.” Garrett snaps, but he doesn’t deny that he treats me differently.

The guy mumbles a quick, “sorry sir” and leaves the building before he gets fired.

Garratt grabs the radio. “Send out Maverick.”

“He hasn’t had much action lately. He’s getting up there, and it might be time to retire him after this round.” Someone says and Garrett nods.

“Yeah. I agree. This will probably be his last breeding.” Garrett says.

The gate opens and then I hear the feet moving slowly towards like he’s in no hurry. When the bull comes into view, I’m surprised to see a bull his age. The hair on his head is speckled with grey and even though he’s still massive, he has lost a lot of muscle mass and wrinkles are lining his face. If I had to guess, I’d say he was in his late forties or early fifties.

He still moves with ease, but you can see this life has been hard on him. The large ring dangles from his nose as he leans closer to sniff the side of my face. He rubs his face against mine in greeting and I mewl in response.

Where Rex’s eyes were filled with a crazed heat, this bull’s gaze is less intense. The heat is still there, but he lacks the urges of the younger bulls, and I can tell this will be a gentler mating.

He crawls under me and latches onto my teat, suckling my milk. His warm lips feel amazing, sparking a renewed desire in me. I didn’t think I could get horny again so fast, but as he switches to the next udder, I feel my arousal grow until I’m bucking my hips and crying to be mounted.

I’m a horny mess when he’s had his fill of my milk and climbs on top of me. His dick is still impressive and hard as stone as he slides it into my waiting heat in one smooth thrust. He fucks into me slowly with steady strokes, and the tender mating brings me to a blissful climax. It’s gentle like a stream, and the pleasure flows through my body.

It’s just what I needed after the last two mind shattering orgasms. I feel him thicken inside me and then he’s cumming. His balls slap against my clit as he empties his load for probably the last time inside a hucow.

It’s a bittersweet ending for him and my first breeding. The farmhands usher him out and then a plug is placed into my vagina to keep the semen inside me. They hose me down, and I don’t even flinch. I’m too exhausted to care what they do to me.

To my relief, I’m placed on a trolly and wheeled back to my stall. I’m asleep before the vet even arrives to give me a shot of antibiotics.


Chapter Twelve

It’s been four weeks since my breeding and the vet already confirmed I’m pregnant, but they have to wait another month to see how many calves I’m carrying and if the new drug is worth giving to all the cows on the farm.

Garrett seems pleased and so are the workers at the dairy. Since becoming pregnant, my milk production has doubled. It’s really hard to walk now with udders that are as big as watermelons.

I’ve heard them talking about moving us to Barn B now that we are bred and no longer new stock. There will be a new lot of hucows soon and need the space.

Tonight is my last night in Barn A and I’m proud to be moving to the next barn. It means I’m serving my purpose as a hucow.

Something startles me out of my slumber. The barn is dark. The farm hands left a while ago.

A flashlight flickers on and scans over the rows of sleeping hucows. Footsteps near and then the light is shining right in my face. I closed my eyes against the harsh light.

“Moooo” I say in complaint.

“Shut up, you dumb cunt. I don’t want to get caught.” The man says, and I recognize the voice.

It’s Cody. The owner’s son.

I can’t remember why I fear him, but my stomach twists in unease. He unhooks me from the wall and kicks me in the thigh to get up. I jumped up quickly, not wanting to make him angry. He attaches a lead to my collar and pulls me out of the barn.

The air is chilly against my skin, and I shiver. There is a pick up parked next to the barn and he guides me up the ramp and onto the back, tying off my lead. “My friends and I are going to have some fun with you.” He slaps my rump as I stare at him in confusion.

He quickly jumps down and climbs into the driver’s seat. The truck lurches forward. I look behind me at the dark barn, and the pit in my stomach grows. I’m not supposed to be out of the barn.

The first person I think about is Garrett. Will he look for me when he finds out I’m missing? I hope so.

We don’t travel far. We are still on the farm, but back further next to a row of trees. I can still make out the silhouette of the barn in the distance.

Cody gets me off the truck and tugs me towards a small cabin hidden in the trees. The lights shine through the windows and I can hear loud laughter and music from inside.

I stumble up the steps, tripping and smacking my chin on the top step. Cody gets pissed off and lashes my backside with the lead. My shriek of pain has the music shutting off inside.

“Come on. A small whipping is the least of your worries tonight if you don’t behave.” He says and opens the door, ushering me inside.

There are at least a half a dozen men standing in a semi-circle staring at me. “Boys. I’ve brought our fun for tonight. A nice young cow for us to play with.” Cody says with a cruel laugh.

I lift my gaze to their faces, scanning them one by one, but my heart stops and my breath hitches when I see a familiar face. All my long forgotten memories slam into my brain like a sledgehammer.

Staring at me with a look of shock and then anger is my ex-fiance, Harris.

“What the fuck! Jennifer?” He shouts. I watch his face get redder with anger and I back up into Cody, trying to get away.

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

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

“Holy shit!” Another guy says. “Looks like she preferred to become a cow than marry you.” The guy laughs, but Harris doesn’t find it funny. He’s seething with rage and it’s all aimed at me.

“Shut up, Pete. Her father fucking lied to me! He made a fool out of my family and so did she.” He holds up his phone and snaps a picture of me.

“I’ll make him pay, but it’s her turn first.” Harris says and 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.”

To be continued…

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

Check out my other books:

The Hucow Black Market Series

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


The Betrayed Milker Series: A BDSM Hucow Series

Sold to the Farm

Sent to the Farm

Tricked on the Farm

Back To The Farm.

Life Under the Dome Series:

Selected For Hucow Service

Hucow In Service

Escaping Hucow Service

Ending Hucow Service (coming 2025)

Alphabet Farm Series:

The First Hucow Annabelle

The Next Hucow Buttercup (coming 2025)

The Hucow Herd Series

Grade A: Prime Choice

Commercial Grade Hucow

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

Sanda and the Hucow (Christmas 2024)

Hucow Farm Series

Hucow Farm Book One: Intake

Hucow Farm Book Two: Transformation

Hucow Farm Book Three: The Farm

Hucow Farm Book Four: Taken (coming soon)

Other Standalone Shorts Available Now:

Abducted: Hucow Alien Space Station

The Hucow Experiment: The Mad Scientist

Hucow Horror Farm

The Hucow Lottery

Life Sentence: The Hucow Prison

The New Club Hucow: Udder MC

Alien’s Hucow Incubator

Hubull Duty (Coming 2025)

HAPPY HUCOW READING!

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Chapter One


    		Chapter Two


    		Chapter Three


    		Chapter Four


    		Chapter Five


    		Chapter Six


    		Chapter Seven


    		Chapter Eight


    		Chapter Nine


    		Chapter Ten


    		Chapter Eleven


    		Chapter Twelve


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65






OEBPS/image_rsrcKJ.jpg





