

Chapter One

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

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

As much as I’d like to remain in this quiet, dark place, there is always some noise that disturbs the peaceful nothingness and I hate when it draws me closer to the surface of consciousness where my body is wracked with pain. It’s always the voices that filter through first. They’re so loud, and I wish they’d just shut up so I can drift back into the darkness and hide from the agony.

They always return, and the words that penetrate my brain are too jumbled to make any sense. My entire body has become one giant ball of pain. Did I get into an accident? I can’t remember anything, but whatever happened must be bad if I’m in this much agony. The only reprieve is the darkness where the pain can’t reach me and I sigh in relief every time I feel a sting in my neck, followed by a rush of numbness that takes away the agony moments before I drift off again.

I’m sad when they slowly stop the injections that help me sink into oblivion. The breaks in between asleep and awake become more frequent and I’m lucid for longer periods until I can finally open my eyes.

Nothing looks familiar. I don’t know where I am. The gray wall in front of me doesn’t give me a clue and when I turn my head to either side, I realize I’m in some kind of cubicle. My lips feel cracked and dry, my mouth feels like a desert, and I wince when I swallow. My throat hurts, but it’s a dull ache, like the time I got my tonsils out.

There’s a monitor on the wall in front of me that beeps quietly. It’s recording my heart rate and blood pressure. I must be in a hospital, but why can’t I remember anything? Frowning, I follow the wires down to my arm. I’m not in a hospital bed, but on all fours, suspended from some kind of harness.

That’s when everything comes back to me in a rush, making my head hurt as I remember what happened before I was knocked unconscious.

I signed myself over to become a hucow and the last thing I remember is the nurse telling me to take a deep breath. What did they do to me when I was under?

My confusion and horror grow when I notice the black latex covering my hands that stop mid-forearm. I lift them up and wince when I wiggle my fingers. The latex looks like a mitten or similar to an animal hoof. The padded heel of the hoof cushions my palm when I place it on the rubber floor of the cubicle. Despite the ache in my fingers, I move them again and watch as the mitt moves as well. I feel the dull ache in my fingertips and wonder… no! They wouldn’t do that, would they? The longer I stare at my hand, the more I’m convinced of what I’m seeing. My hands look shorter than normal if my palms were flat and my fingers outstretched. They removed the ends of my fingers! What’s even worse is that when I try to move my thumb, nothing happens. My thumb has not been shortened, but completely amputated.

The heart monitor begins to beep as the terror of what they’ve done to my hands hits me. My hands are now useless and why am I hardly feeling any pain? I should be in agony, but there is only a mild discomfort. Then I recall all the time the pain awoke me from my dark, happy place. How long have I been out of it? Must have been a long time since my hands are almost completely healed.

I felt too much pain covering my entire body while I was in and out of consciousness for it to be just my fingers they operated on. What else have they done to me?
I’m afraid to look at the rest of me, fearing the worst, but gather the courage. I shift in the supporting harness, looking behind me. The breath in my lungs leaves me in a rush of relief at seeing I still have legs, but they’ve placed the lower part from the knee down in more black material. It wraps tightly around my legs. The placement of my feet don’t look normal and the tops of my feet seem to bend flatter to the floor. When I try to move my ankles, I gasp as a sharp pain radiates from the joint and up my calves.

The alarm on the monitor is going crazy now as my anxiety spikes and moments later I hear a door opening nearby and footsteps come closer.

“Ah… good. The young cow is finally awake. I stopped all pain meds and sedatives now that her bodily adjustments are healing nicely.”

It’s the vet who speaks. I remember him and the painful needle he stuck in my stomach. I turn my head to see he’s not alone. Standing beside me is another younger man, who’s wearing a facility uniform in blue. He’s well built and ruggedly handsome, with thick chocolate curls and a trimmed beard. Definitely someone I’d look twice at if I meet him outside of here. Self-consciousness creeps in as he stares at my naked, altered body. It’s too bad a man as handsome as he is has to see me like this.

“This cow has been assigned to you, Max.” The vet continues.

“Sounds good, doc. Anything I need to know post-op before I take her to her stall?” The handsome man named Max says, and I realize I shouldn’t have worried about my appearance. He’s not looking at me as a man checks out a beautiful woman. No. There is no acknowledgement when his gaze skimmed over my face. He avoids eye contact and stares at my body, looking over the surgical changes with mild disinterest..

When he looks at me, he’s not seeing a woman surgically altered. He’s assessing my body and features, examining my worth. He doesn’t see me as a person. My value has been reduced to nothing more than a commodity.

It’s going to be hard getting used to being treated like this, but I have only myself to blame. It was my decision to become a hucow and I have to live with it. If I would've gotten married to Harris, then I would have been nothing more than his possession. Arm candy. His trophy wife.

I would have been objectified either way, but as a hucow, I’ll at least serve a valuable purpose.

They converse with each other, occasionally glancing my way, but not talking directly to me.

“The surgical alterations went as expected, with no complications. She’s now past the stage where infection would set in, but I just gave her a shot of antibiotics yesterday as a precaution. She’s been sedated for the recommended thirty days to avoid the initial pain and only had iv fed nutrients so you’ll need to get her up to weight.”

I’ve been here for thirty days already? It only seems like yesterday that I walked into the hucow intake office and signed my life away to avoid an unwanted marriage. I’d be married right now if I wasn’t here. I wonder if my ex-fiance knows the truth or does he believe I’m dead like my father wants everyone to think?

Holy shit! If my father managed to convince everyone of my death, then there has already been a funeral for me. I feel terrible that my sister has to go through life thinking I died. She must be devastated.

I don’t catch what Max says next, but the vet continues on. “Front hooves have fused nicely to her finger stubs, and her hind legs have been dislocated at the ankles and reset. The cow’s Achilles and posterior tibial tendon have been severed as well to prevent her from walking upright. From now on she’ll only be able to travel on all fours like all hucows.”

What? I’m never going to walk again? I shift and wince. The pain in my ankles is telling. I’ll never be able to stand up again.

The vet continues, oblivious or uncaring that I’m hearing everything that he’s saying and having a mental meltdown. Doesn’t he realize how overwhelming this all is?

“As you can see, the labia implants have healed completely but go easy on vaginal stimulation for the first few days. This hucow’s vaginal canal is very narrow despite coming here freshly bred, which could have been a minor disaster if the breeding took. I had to administer the first womb injection prior to sedation.“

I remember the pain of that injection. It felt like my stomach was on fire.

“Did you manage to stop a pregnancy?” Max asks while my brain is trying to keep up with everything they are saying. It all seems far-fetched, but my new hooves are proof that this is my new reality.

“Yes. The last nine shots were given to her over the last month and the recent blood work showed the shots altered her fertility and now her eggs can only be successfully fertilized by hubull sperm.”

I don’t understand what he’s saying, and I also caught the part about labia implants earlier. What the hell are those? I clench my core muscles and notice a puffiness to the outer lips of my vagina. They feel very different from normal and much bigger. I really want to touch myself to see what they feel like, but with these new hooves, that’s impossible.

They are both staring between my legs when I notice Max lick his lips. A thrill runs through me as his eyes heat and he adjusts the bulge in his pants. I guess my new cow pussy doesn’t look so bad because he obviously likes what he sees.

“Excellent job on her cuntlips, doc. It looks just like a real cow’s pussy.” Max says, and I blush despite his crude words.

“Here’s her chart. All her serum dose amounts and dosage times are listed, as well as any other medications you’re clear to use if needed. Her udders are undersized so we’ve created a dosing chart to get her up to size. Plus some extra hormone treatments. The hucow feed will have the normal amount of digestive drugs, so there will be no change to her feeding schedule.”

Max nods like he understands. Glad one of us does. All I understand is they’re planning to fill my body with medications. Lots of them.

“Because this cow needs a larger hucow treatment than most, a central venous catheter has been placed in her femoral artery. It’ll help the serum spread through her body faster than using her arm like normal. All IV medications can be injected through that port and I’ll remove it once she’s producing and before she leaves here for permanent placement on a farm.”

“She may be undersized now, but I’ll get her udders growing, doc. Don’t you worry. I’ll start the first dosage as soon as I get her settled.” Max says.

“I’m sure you will, and that’s why she’s been assigned to you. You haven’t had a failure yet and I’m hoping this one will be no different. It’d be a shame to cull her at her age.”

A shiver of dread runs up my spine. They wouldn’t just kill me if I don’t produce milk, would they? They can’t do that to a person. For a moment, I’m outraged, but then I remember I am no longer a person. I’m just an animal to them. I’ve given up all human rights to become owned property. Property they can use how they see fit and discard me when I’m no longer useful, and what do you do with a farm animal who isn’t beneficial to the farm? You get rid of it.

Oh god! I need to produce milk as fast as possible or they’ll put me down. Why didn’t I think about where all the old cows go and how long can a hucow produce milk? I’m getting ahead of myself with that last thought. That’s not my concern right now. If I don’t produce milk, then it’s no use worrying about a future I’ll never see.

I vow right then that I’ll work hard to be the best damn hucow they’ve ever had.

I must have missed the last of their conversation while I was lost in my own thoughts because I look up and the vet is leaving. Max comes into my cubicle and kneels down beside me, shutting off the monitor before removing the wires attached to my chest.

He gently grabs me by the chin and tilts my head up. When our gazes meet, he smiles at me. “Aren’t you a pretty girl with those big blue eyes.” His other hand caresses down my back and his touch has me shiver in a good way. “Such soft skin and this body, damn! I’m going to enjoy working with you.”

I blush stupidly at his compliments. He thinks I’m pretty even after everything that’s been done to me so far.

“Now, your throat may be tender, but I still have to put your new collar on.” He holds up a thick steel band and the bell attached to it dings. It sounds exactly like a cow bell and any happiness at his compliments fades. He might like how I look, but I’m still just a cow to him.

“This will be your permanent collar, and once it’s closed around your neck, it’ll never come off.”

My throat is sore, but not as bad as when I first woke up and I go to ask him what is going to happen to me next, but I struggle to speak. “Maooo…”

My eyes widened in surprise at the sound. That was not what I was going to say. Clearing my throat, I try again. “M… mmo.” That last one sounded very cowlike! What the hell?

“Shh… girl. Don’t strain yourself. The vet cauterized your vocal cords so you can’t talk but still make low moaning sounds similar to a real life cow.”

I stare at him in shock and confusion while he fastens the thick, cold steel around my neck. There is a ring on it and he hooks his finger through it, drawing my head up to gauge my reaction to the blow his words just delivered.

My stomach sinks as the reality of never speaking again hits me, and tears fill my eyes.

He sees my tears and brushes his hands down my back, petting me in a soothing gesture like you would an animal. “It’s ok, little one. The vet didn’t silence you completely. You can still communicate in your own hucow way. You’ll never be able to speak a human word again, but at least you’ll still be able to let us know if something is wrong by mooing or moaning.”

A distressed moan comes out of me, and Max hushes me. “Shh… little cow. We don’t mind some noise from the hucows. It’s expected, but if you are too loud and constantly disrupting the rest of the animals unnecessarily, then you’ll be back in the clinic where the vet will sever your vocal cords completely so you won’t be able to make a sound, but I’m sure your going to be a good cow, aren’t you?”

I nod quickly and give a quiet moo, which makes him smile, but he doesn’t let go of my collar. My neck must have been measured prior too because it fits snug against my throat without choking unless he pulls my neck higher. That cuts off my air and hurts my throat.

His expression turns serious. “Listen, good, pretty cow. I’m your trainer while you’re in this facility. It’s my job to get your milk to come in and train you for your life as a cow. I’m good to the hucows under my care, but only if they behave.” He gives me a look to make sure I get what he’s saying and what he’s not. How nice he is depends on how well I listen.

“I tend to go easy on the new livestock, unlike some other handlers. They’ll treat you like nothing more than a dumb animal and beat the defiance out of you. You're lucky Tim didn’t get a hold of you or you’d be in a world of pain.”

I don’t know who Tim is, but I hope I never meet him.

His hand cups my breast, squeezing gently. My first instinct is to slap his hand away, but then remember I’m just a hucow and as my handler, he has every right to touch me. There is no asking my permission anymore. He hums in approval when I remain still and let him fondle me.

He removes his hand and continues. “I approach hucow training differently. I’ll actually acknowledge you sometimes and explain what’s happening for the first few days. The vet may have changed your body, but you’re very much the old you up here, so you’re still able to understand.” He taps my head. “For now, at least.” He adds, but doesn’t elaborate.

“You’re nothing more than a cow by law now, so when I tell you to do something, you will obey or get punished. Life on a farm can be tough. They only run well when the hucows listen, and I’m here to make sure you’re prepared.”

He lets go of me after his speech and I drop my gaze to the floor. The heavy collar feels foreign, and the sound of the bell ringing in my ears makes me cringe.

“Do you understand, cow?”

I keep my gaze down and test out my new voice and offer a quiet moo. “Moo.”

I stare at the floor in shame. This man now has complete control over me, and the thought of disobeying him makes me wary. His job is to train me for my new life and it’s in my best interest to listen to everything he says, even if I’m terrified. I could resist and face the consequences or I can listen and make this process as painless as possible.

I think I’ll pick the more painless route. He’s right. This is my new life and if I want to gain any type of happiness, I need to embrace the role fully.

My cheeks warm as I purse my lips and let the sound roll off my tongue, louder this time. “Mooooo…” I really do sound like a cow.

“Good girl! Glad you understand.”

His praise releases some of the tension in my body and something shifts inside me. I pleased him and it feels really good.

He pats my head and the contact of his warm palm touching my bare scalp has me bellowing out a broken cry. That’s not right. What happened to my hair?

He rubs along my bald head again, patting me. “The drugs they gave you while you were recovering from surgery are harsh and your hair fell out, but it will grow back. It’ll be up to the farm how short they keep it, though. Some like to have it removed permanently, but that’s not something for you to worry about. Cows don’t worry about vanity.”

I calm some, but my heart hurts as I realize all my beautiful hair is gone. I doubt anyone will recognize me if they see me now, but I don’t have to worry about that because I’ll never see any of my family or friends again.

Max removes the harness holding me in place and lets me stand on my own. My limbs shake from not using them for a month, but I’m able to hold myself up. There is only mild discomfort in my hands and feet from the surgeries, and I can stand without too much pain.

He hooks a lead onto my collar and clicks his tongue at me like you would an animal. I crawl out of the room on unsteady legs. “Come on, cow. Time to get you settled.”

It feels weird to be on all fours and even weirder that everyone we meet along the way through the medical facility hardly spares a glance at a naked woman, leashed and crawling on the floor.

Max stops and talks to a blond-haired man about some football game that’s taking place this weekend. The entire time, I remain quiet at his feet, hoping I’m doing the correct thing.

When the other man finally walks away after twenty minutes, Max looks down at me and smiles softly. That slight gesture eases some of my insecurities. With a pat on my head, he says, “Good cow. Waiting for your handler so patiently. Keep this up and you’ll get recommended for one of the better farms that allow their obedient cows more freedom.”

That sounds really nice right about now.


Chapter Two

Max opens a door and I crawl behind him. The tiled room smells strongly of a cleansing agent. Multiple drains run along the floors and along the walls are wash stations with a hose and other cleaning supplies.

He leads me to the nearest station and ties my lead to the wall before grabbing the hose and stepping back. Cold water instantly drenches me, startling a moo out of me and I back up trying to get away from the cold spray, but the leash keeps me from getting far and I moan in distress when he aims the hose directly between my legs.

“Stop your fussing. You need a bath.” He commands, but I still struggle. My collar draws tight around my neck as I move as far back as I can. “You’ll need to get used to the cold. Farms don’t waste hot water on livestock.”

Goosebumps break out across my body as he sprays me down, only shutting it off when I’m a dripping, shivering mess.

He grabs a scrub brush and drips some liquid soap on it. The bristles don’t scratch my skin to pieces as he scrubs up my body, but they are definitely not soft and I wince when he washes my nipples and the tender spot between my legs.

My body doesn’t seem to be fully recovered or my muscles are weak from being unconscious for so long because the fight I put up in the beginning sapped all my strength and now I’m left with barely enough energy to stand while he washes me down.

He grabs the hose again and I don’t move, but brace myself for the freezing cold water, knowing it’s useless to put up a fight I’ll lose. It’s just as bad as the first time, but I remain still with my head down, lips chattering until he’s done.

“You're a quick learner.” He says when I don’t move. He wipes me down and then unhooks my lead, pulling me out of the room. Thankfully, that’s over, but I know it won’t be my last cold shower.

By the time we make it to my new stall, my arms and legs are shaking with exhaustion. I’ve been unconscious for a month and my muscles are really weak.

“This is where you’ll stay until your milk comes in. As soon as I can get you producing, you’ll be on your way to a farm, so let’s get started. I only have twenty days to get your milk in, so we can’t waste a second.”

What happens after day twenty? The vets’ words from early come to mind. “It’d be a shame to cull her at her age.”

That’s right. They’ll dispose of me. I’ll be sent to slaughter and become nothing more than canned pet food or whatever else they do to cows who are no longer useful. I just didn’t know there was a time limit. They don’t tell you that when you sign up to become a hucow.

It’s shitty to find out like this, but it wouldn’t have made a difference in my decision. I just hope Max is as good as he says or I’m dead meat. Literally.

I signed up to live the rest of my life as a hucow to escape marriage, and I don’t want to die before I even experience some kind of life away from my controlling parents.

Whatever Max has to do to get me productive, I’ll welcome it. After all, my life now depends on it.


Chapter Three

The stall is small, about five feet by five, and the floor is covered in a black rubber mat with a drain in the middle. Along the back wall is a shiny metal bucket and what looks like a feeding trough. In the corner is a large white box with a medical symbol on it. There are steel restraint rings and shackles fixed to the floor and walls around the entire stall, which makes me nervous, but I have to trust Max and not let my fear get in the way. I only have twenty days.

Max leads me into the stall and ties off the lead to a ringbolt near the food trough. My stomach grumbles and suddenly, I’m starving.

He chuckles. “I bet you’re hungry after a month of just getting fed through IV.” He leaves for a moment and then comes back with a bucket. He tips it into the feeding trough, and dry pellets cover the bottom. “Eat up while I get your first dose of serum and hormone treatment ready.”

I stare at the little pelts with a frown. This is what I’m expected to eat? My stomach grumbles again, spurring me to try it even if it looks unappetizing. I lift my hand before remembering that I’m now sporting a pair of hooves. The only way to do this is to stick my head into the trough and eat like a real cow would.

I dip my head and take a small mouthful of the pellets. They are dry and rough against my tongue and have little taste, but I chew and swallow them before taking another mouthful.

He pulls a hose out of somewhere and fills the metal bucket with water. “Here’s some water.”

“Talking to the cows again, Max.” A deep voice startles me and has me turning my head to see a tall, lean man leaning over the gate of my stall. His eyes scan over my body and quickly dismisses me to give Max a cocky grin. I immediately dislike this guy. He reminds me of my ex-fiance. Arrogant and thinks he’s better than everyone.

“What do you want, Tim? I’m busy. Got to get the first dose of the hucow hormone treatment into her.” Max says, hanging a bag of fluids onto a hook and attaching a line to it.

So this is Tim.

“Oh nothing. Just finished up a round of treatment on my cow. Shouldn’t be much longer with that one. The udders on it are massive now and bet I’ll have it spurting the creamy stuff within a few more days.”

“Good for you, Tim.” Max says dryly.

“Need any help?” Tim’s eyes dip between my spread legs and whistles. “The doc did a good job on her. Her cunt is so big, just like a cow’s cunt should look. My cow’s cunt is nice enough for the dumb beast, but the vet did an exceptional job on yours. It helps if they had a nice pussy to begin with and I’d definitely like to try it out before she leaves.”

My face grows red at his crude words and my heart races when I realize what he just said. They’re allowed to fuck the cows?

“I bet her puffed up pussy would feel amazing squeezing the cum from my cock.” My vagina must look strange and I wish I could see it. While I was crawling behind Max, my pussy lips rubbed along my inner thighs with every step and I can just imagine how huge my vagina looks now.

Max kneels down behind my spread legs, blocking Tim’s view and making me feel less exposed. I don’t like Tim at all, and I don’t want him looking at me.

“I can handle my hucow just fine without help.” Max says, and I feel his hand run along my inner thigh, spreading my legs open even more. I dip my head down to watch and see him connect the IV tube to a port in my thigh that seems to be surgically inserted. He opens the line and my first treatment begins. The port is large and I can feel the cool liquid running into my vein.

Tim grunts, clearly not happy with Max. “Why are you always so protective over every hucow you handle? You got a soft spot for these creatures?”

Max shakes his head. “No, of course not. They’re just animals, and here solely for our pleasure. We might get to fuck them as a perk of the job, but they have a purpose, and we have to make sure they make it to a farm.”

“Still think you’re too soft on the dumb cunts.” Tim grumbles.

“Just because they are nothing more than cattle, there is no reason to abuse them. They’re going to have a hard enough time adjusting to farm life and the harsh serum treatments do a number on them. We don’t need to make their life worse. I do my job well and can leave here at night knowing the cows are happy and healthy under my care.”

I’m very glad right now to have Max as my handler. Yes, he’s blunt when he points out my very low place in the world now, but at least I don’t have to worry about being mistreated by his hand.

“Max be realistic. The serum isn’t the only thing harsh on a hucow’s body. They need to toughen up quickly or they won’t last a month on a farm. Life as a hucow is strenuous and they receive no mercy from the farmers.” Tim snorts. “A tough hand helps them.”

“That’s your opinion. The serum does most of the work in mentally preparing them, and once they leave here, it’s no longer my problem. All your extra training is bullshit. Whipping the cows just turns you on.” Max says.

I’ve been trying to follow along with their argument, but I get distracted. The drug was cool in the beginning, but now a heat is spreading from the port area down my legs and across my entire body. The chill from the shower is long gone and I’ve now abandoned my food as the warmth turns into an unpleasant burn.

Sweat beads along my brow, and my skin grows flush. My stomach flips and a wave of nausea makes me stop eating.

“Mooo…” My pitiful moo stops their arguing immediately.

“Shit. I missed the shift in her body while we were talking. I need to get her milk in, and I need you to leave so I can work..” Max says as his fingers brush my clit, making me jump. Instantly, the heat dulls as a spark of pleasure pulses through me from that brief touch. My core floods with arousal. What the hell?

“Fine, but I’ll drop back in a week to see how she’s progressing. Oh, and I still plan to have a go at her. She’s property of the facility right now and not yours.”

“I know she’s not mine, but I won’t have you damaging her and fuck up the entire process.” Max grumbles as his fingers fondle the opening of my pussy and I get a feel of how stretched out the lips of my pussy are. The implants have permanently spread my lips apart, exposing my opening to everyone who cares to look.

I shiver in pleasure as he easily sinks three fingers into me with no resistance. I’m so wet they slipped right in.

“The stupid slut is not worth arguing over, and we’ve been working together for a few years now. I don’t want to piss you off, Max, so I’ll behave and I promise to be gentle with the cow if you let me try her out before she leaves. You can even watch. What do you say?” Tim asks as the hucow drug continues to flow into me at a fast rate.

The bag is almost empty, and my body is on fire as the need to cum intensifies. Every stroke of his fingers lessons the painful inferno in my body and creates new flames of passion deep in my gut. My nipples harden to points as my breasts begin to feel strange. Sharp tingles run across each one that only heightens my arousal. What is happening to me? I’m so aroused it’s becoming painful.

“Yeah fine whatever.” Max says to Tim, “but I get to decide when she’s ready and right now you need to go.” Max says and, to my dismay, removes his fingers.

“Moo!” I sound pitiful and desperate.

“Fine, I gotta get back to my cow anyhow. Have fun.” I hear Tim leave, and I almost wish Max would have let him fuck me now. I hurt so badly and my pussy convulses uncontrollably, waiting to be filled.

I shift my hips, dry humping the air like an animal in heat, and I hear Max chuckling. “The serum is definitely working on you. Damn, look at that pretty pussy clenching open and closed, just waiting for a hard cock to penetrate it.”

I whine. “Ughnnnmmooo..!” I’m delirious with want. I need to be fucked or I think I’m going to die. The need to cum is painful.

“Just a few more minutes, little cow, and then I’m going to make all the pain go away.” He says as tears of frustration pour down my face.

As soon as the bag is empty, he unhooks it from the port in my thigh. I’m still rolling my hips and moving too much for him because his hand comes down on my ass with a hard smack. “Hold still!” He barks and my muscles lock up as I freeze in place.

He kneels down behind me and then I hear the heavenly sound of his zipper lowering. “I have to go easy this time, but I’m sure I’ll still enjoy this tight pussy.” He says. The head of his cock finds my entrance easily without my lips hiding it away. I’m starting to see the benefits of my implants. Easy access.

He sinks into me with a groan, cursing as my walls instantly clamp down on him, sucking him in deep, and I let out a cry of satisfaction. This is so much better than his fingers. He’s not thick, but his cock is long and goes deeper than any finger could, brushing deliciously against my cervix.

The pain I was feeling almost disappears as he mounts me, leaving only a dull ache of pleasure. My head feels fuzzy, and all I can think about is my impending orgasm.

“Moooo..” I tried to say please, but the sound comes out like the pleas of a desperate animal.

“That’s it cow. Moo. Beg for it. I’m going to make you cum all over my cock, and then fill up this fresh pussy with my seed.”

That sounds so good.

I need to cum so badly. My body has been primed for the last twenty minutes and all it takes is a couple of thrusts of his hips and I break into a thousand pieces. My eyes roll back in my head as a wave of pleasure slams into me without warning. “Moooooo!”

“Shit!” I hear him curse when my walls clamp down on him, milking his cock, trying to drain him of his seed. “Oh hell, I’m cumming already.” His cock twitches and then I feel the wet heat of his release against my cervix as he paints my insides with cum.

My arms give out and I fall, smacking my face against the floor. The pain in my cheek barely registers. I’m still lost in a haze of bliss as my body comes down from the biggest orgasm I’ve ever experienced.

Max leans over me, panting heavily as he deposits the last of his seed from his softening member. When finally he pulls out, a river of our combined fluids pour down my legs, dripping onto the floor. It’s so much and I know most of it is from me. For some reason, I’m producing a large amount of lubrication and as I clench down, a fresh gush dribbles down my thighs.

“Damn. I’ve never cummed so fast before.” Max says and gives me a light smack on my upturned ass. “Bad cow. Making me cum before I was ready.”

I’m too exhausted to look at him, but I don’t miss the subtle threat in his voice. He’s mad that hucow pussy got the better of him. I’d fucking gloat if I wasn’t still recovering from my orgasm.

He stands up while I lay in a cum-filled messy heap on the floor, still stuck in a pleasant daze and uncaring that my ass is still in the air, cum dripping from me. I’m having trouble clearing my head. It’s like there is something dulling every emotional response except for lust. It’s a pleasant change from when I first woke up and was scared and overwhelmed.

Max nudges my thigh with his boot a little harder than needed. “Get up.”

I stumble to my hands and knees, limbs trembling in exhaustion, and I would love to sleep for the next ten hours, but I doubt that’s going to happen.

I watch Max as he hooks up another bag of fluids. Our eyes meet and smirks at whatever he sees in my dazed expression. “Oh, the serum is definitely messing with your head. Not like you care at the moment or that I need to explain everything I’m doing to a cow, but this is the growth formula to help your udders grow. It’s a slow dosage, and will be given to you twice a day along with a few injections until your milk comes in. Then constant milking will keep you flowing until the farm is ready to breed you.”

Breed me? What happens to the babies born from hucows?

“I’ve never seen a pregnant hucow before, but I heard their udders are massive and they get milked like twenty hours a day. It’s crazy!” He continues talking and I wonder why I’m not freaking out right now. I should be having a meltdown, but all I feel is… nothing. Well, nothing but lingering arousal. That seems to overshadow everything else. “You may feel some mild discomfort as your udders grow, but shouldn’t feel any pain,” Max continues.

He attaches the line to the iv port in my thigh and opens the line. I feel the coldness of it entering my bloodstream, but nothing like the last bag. He pushes against my hip until I shuffle to the side and he moves in front of me and squats down. His jean covered crotch is directly in my face and I can’t help but stare.

“I see you looking, you horny cow. I bet your mouth is watering at the thought of sucking my dick. Do you want to taste my cock? Lick off all your cunt juices?” His words have saliva pooling in my mouth, and I’m aroused at the thought of socking his cock. I’ve never been so horny in my life, and suddenly I can’t get enough. It must be the drugs he is giving me. They’re turning me into a horny mess.

“Moo.” I say, not even sure what I’m asking for.

Despite just getting off, Max’s cock hardens in his pants. “Do you want this, you dirty cow?” He asks, grabbing himself through his pants. My mouth waters more and I nod quickly. “That’s a good girl. Hucows are always so horny and willing to please, but you’ve only had one bag and I can already notice the change in you. Your stress from earlier gone, eyes all glazed from pleasure. You’ve taken to the meds so quickly. You’ll be a docile, slutty hucow in no time.”

He stands up, but returns in moments with something in his hand. Kneeling down this time, he clutches my chin and tips my head up. “Open up.” I do as he asks without thought and he places a round object in mouth, securing it with straps behind my head. The object has an opening in the center, forcing my mouth open wide. “Until you’re trained to take cock without biting, I’ll use the spacer gag. You’ve been a good girl so far, but don’t want to risk it..”

He pops the button on his jeans and lowers his fly. He’s not wearing any underwear and his cock pops out unrestrained. The scent of him hits me in the face and drool pours from my mouth. His manly scent is mixed with traces of my release, and the combined scent is like an aphrodisiac.

The first taste has me moaning as he slides it into my open, waiting mouth. I’ve never given a blowjob before, but I’m willing to give it my best shot. When he reaches the back of my throat, I can’t stop myself from gagging. “Breath through your nose, cow.” He says and backs off for a moment until I stop panicking.

When I calm down, he presses back in, farther than before. The urge to gag returns, but I take a breath through my nose and fight it. “Good girl.” He praises and slides his cock deeper into my throat.

There is some discomfort, but it’s not enough to make me stop and I moan in pleasure as he reaches under me and massages both breasts, tweaking my nipples between his fingers.

“Your udders are going to grow so big over the next few weeks that you’ll have trouble walking. I can’t wait to see how big you get.” He pulls down on my nipples while he begins to fuck my throat.

“Damn, your mouth feels almost as good as your pussy. Look at you sucking down my cock like a good milk whore. I think you’re beginning to understand your place now. Your body is a vessel used for pleasure and sustenance.” He groans and I moan as a thrill of pleasure runs through me when he gently pinches my nipples between his fingers, massaging them until they are hard points.

My breasts begin to tingle as a strange sensation washes over me, making my entire body shudder. “I’m going to cum down your throat and you’re going to swallow every drop. Do you hear me?”

I hum and nod my head as best I can with his cock in my mouth. The thought of tasting his cum has my pussy gushing, and I’m struggling to understand why I feel this way. I feel so spaced out and very horny. This is not like me at all, but I can’t deny how my body feels.

Max lets go of my tits and grabs me by the back of the head, forcing his cock deeper down my throat than I thought possible. His girth constricts my airway, making it impossible to breathe, and I panic, struggling to get free before I pass out. Max pays no mind to my struggles or is too lost in his own pleasure to realize he’s suffocating me to death on his cock.

Just as the first spray of his cum pulses from the tip of his cock, my body takes over and I inhale through my nose. My vision clears, and I open my eyes, seeing his trimmed pubes right in my face. I’ve taken his entire length right to the root. His heavy balls twitch as he lets out a groan and continues to cum down my throat.

He lets my head go and falls back on his ass, panting heavily. His cock hangs from his opened pants, covered in cum and drool. It shines under the overhead light. I cough and draw in a large gulp of air, swallowing the remaining drops of his cum coating my tongue. I hardly had to worry about wasting a drop since he spent most of his load down my throat.

When Max sits up, he tucks his spent cock into his pants. He removes the gag from my mouth without making eye contact with me. It hurts that he doesn’t even meet my gaze after all that, but then what do I expect? I’m just a hucow.

He stands up and pats me on the head before moving around me and leaving the stall without a word. I’m too tired and still in that odd head space where my emotions remain muted. I can’t find it in me to worry about his suddenly distant behavior and only spare him a glance when he returns. When he jabs me in the thigh with a needle, I don’t even flinch, and then he jabs two more into my arm before he stands up again and leaves once more.

This time he comes back with two weird cup looking things and a handheld pump. The cups are small and clear with a valve on the ends and I watch in mild curiosity as he reaches under me and massages my breast, plucking my nipple. I find the energy to moan as my body reacts, and it hardens under his touch. Despite being exhausted, my libido perks up and I shuffle closer to him. He chuckles as I rub along his side like a cat.

When my nipple is stiff, he places one of the small cups over my nipple. It just covers my areola and nipple and is about two inches long. He holds it in place with one hand and attaches the pump to the end. Max squeezes the pump end, and I realize he’s sucking the air from inside of the cups. The cup seals to my flesh. It feels weird and then turns a little painful when he keeps sucking until my nipple is pulled downward at least an inch. He repeats the process on my other nipple and then finally speaks to me. “These are teat stretchers. They’ll help to stretch your teats as your udders grow. These are the smallest. We’ll work your way to the biggest size over the next few weeks until they permanently hang down and are long enough to wrap my hands around them. Then they’ll be perfect for the milking machines.”

I look at my poor nipples and notice they are already swelling from the harsh suction and turning purple. They tingle and thankfully the discomfort subsides as numbness takes its place. I try to picture my teats as he called them, long and dragging below me as I crawl around and shake my head to get rid of the odd image. I really am going to look like a cow when they are done.

“Rest up and eat. You’ll need to keep up your strength. It’s going to be a long few weeks of treatments and growth serum. I’ll be back in a few hours when the bag is empty and we’ll be starting the process all over again.”

He leaves and closes the gate, locking it. I mentally snort at the thought of him locking it so I can’t escape. Where the heck will I go? I’m chained to the wall, and have no hands to open the damn door. Not to mention, I’m naked with an iv in my leg administering more meds that are changing my body this very second. I look down at my chest, and my poor stretched out nipples and I can already tell they look longer than before. Not necessarily larger, but plumper.

My stomach grumbles and I eat my pellets on autopilot while I stare at the wall in front of me in a daze as my mind drifts between wondering how big my udders will grow, and when is the next time I get cum.

So far my journey to becoming a hucow isn’t so bad. My belly is full and I close my eyes, thinking of Max’s cock and how much pleasure he gave me. My pussy flutters in anticipation of his return. Wetness pours down my legs as my implants keep my weeping hole open and ready.

I doze on all fours with a smile on my face, content that no matter what hardships I face in the coming days, this was a better choice than getting married to that pompous asshole.


Chapter Four

“Still no milk.” Max grumbles in frustration and I drop my head in shame when I see the look on his face. He’s disappointed in me. “It’s been two weeks. This has never happened to one of my cows before.”

“What’s wrong, Max?” Tim’s voice has me looking up to see him leaning over the stall gate.

Max looks even angrier now at Tim’s presence, but instead of snapping at his coworker, he takes it out on the object of his frustration; me. He smacks the back of my thighs with the leather crop that he’s taken to using over the last couple of days when I’ve failed to produce a drop of milk. It stings and leaves red welts on my flesh, but they fade after a few hours.

“Get up, dumb cow!” He barks and I jump, getting to my hands and knees as quickly as my new body allows.

Everything was going fine at first, but I’m still not producing milk. I’m a failure. How hard is it to become a stupid farm animal? For me, it’s looking like it’s impossible.

After the first few days of treatment, my body changed rapidly. My chest expanded at an alarming rate and one morning I woke up to a pair of tits that would make any porn star proud. I must have been a DD, but they didn’t stop there and now I must be at least an F or G cup. My melon size udders almost hang to my elbows, and my poor teats look like long fingers, at least three inches long and Max is still stretching them daily. I definitely look like a cow now.

Other things have changed as well. Every dose of the hormone treatment has turned me into a lust filled beast, and all I’ve thought about lately is Max’s cock or anyone’s cock, actually. All I can focus on is my next orgasm, and seeking that blissful state of post-orgasm, uncaring that every time it gets harder for my mind to focus after. Somewhere in my muddled state, I know the treatments are doing this. Making me dumber. My mind dulls more everyday until my old life is a faded memory. I can hardly remember what my parents and sister look like. They are just blurred images in my head now.

“What do you want, Tim?” He asks as he dumps my pellets into my bowl and grabs another bag of hucow treatment. He slaps my thigh and I spread my legs apart so he can reach my IV port. I feel the now familiar sensation of the liquid entering my body through the port and look forward to the spike of arousal that follows.

Every day, it’s the same meal and I quickly chow down as my stomach grumbles at the sight of food. I’ve grown used to the pellets and their bland flavor. I wondered why I haven’t had a bowel movement since being here, but Max must have read my mind because on the third day he mentioned the pellets were formulated to change a cow’s digestive tract and prevent waste. Every bit of nutrient in the pellets is absorbed by my body. Now I can only eat hucow feed or I’ll become really sick.

“I overheard your conversation with the vet about your cow. It’s looking like you might have a dud on your hands. It’s a pity your record will be broken. What is it now? Aren’t you up to fifty-four successful transformations in a row?” Tim’s smirk says it all. He’s happy Max is having trouble.

“Fifty-five.” Max responds. “The last fifty-five cows under my care produced milk.”

“Well, you only have seven more days to get this one milking or you’ll have to say bye-bye to that record.”

“I’ll get her milk in before then. I know what I’m doing. This one is just taking longer than the others.” Max seems confident, and I have to believe he’ll get my milk in.

The delicious heat from the treatment spreads through me and I whine as my hips buck, waiting to be filled. God, I’m so horny!

“I wouldn’t be so sure this time, Max. We’ve all had a useless cow. One that can’t produce milk no matter how many treatments they get. I had one about three months ago. Stupid cunt grew massive udders but was dry as a bone. They sent her useless ass to the slaughterhouse. She’s dog food by now.” Tim laughs and for the first time in a while, actual emotions surface. Tim’s words terrify me and I moan in distress. I don’t want to die!

“Shut up, Tim. You’re scaring her and only stressing her out more. If you're just here to start shit, then leave so I can do my job.” Max snarls and Tim backs up with his hands up.

“Fine. Shit, man. You need a vacation. They’re only cows, no need to get so worked up over fucking livestock. I’m leaving.” Tim stomps away as Max lays a hand on my back, rubbing along my spine in a soothing manner.

“I’m not going to let that happen to you. Don’t worry, we still have a week and I’ll double all your treatments if I have to. You’re going to produce, even if I have to take drastic measures. I don’t care if I have to spend day and night fucking your brains out until your udders burst with milk.” Max says and I nod, calming down some.

He kneels down behind me, and his pants are down and in moments. Then he’s sinking his hard cock into my slick heat. “I’m not sure how your body will handle the overload of drugs I’m thinking of using, but it’s that or you end up on the chopping block and no cow under my care has ever been labeled useless. Whatever it takes.” He grunts and I agree. It’s not like I have a say in what happens, but I’m up for anything if it gets me milking. It only takes me seconds now to orgasm, and it comes out of nowhere. I’m always on the edge of cumming at any moment of the day. My pussy clamps down on him, milking him until he spills into me, the warm flood of his seed now a familiar feeling that makes me smile.

He pulls out of me as the bag empties and he immediately attaches an extra bag. “Here goes nothing.” I stare at him with glazed eyes as my body heats up again as more of the hucow treatment floods my system. He pats the side of my face. “Now be a good girl and start producing.”


Chapter Five

I’m not sure how many days have passed since Max doubled all my treatments, but my chest is now massive. They’re not just large, but swollen. The pale flesh is lined with dark blue veins and my teats are dark pink and hang only inches from the ground. My back definitely notices the extra weight and I shift, trying to get comfortable.

Since waking up this morning, I’ve noticed a deep ache inside them. It’s a new and unpleasant feeling.

When Max comes into my stall I moo, trying to alert him to this new change, but he pays me no attention as he fills my feed bowl and gives me fresh water. He looks tired and I can understand he’s been working late into the night, trying to get me to produce. I’m grateful for all his efforts. He’s so determined. If I had any other handler, they would’ve probably given up on me by now.

“Mooo!” I try to gain his attention again when the ache intensifies and my udders grow tight. Something has definitely changed.

“What’s wrong, girl?” He finally squats down beside me and looks me over. I shake my udders, causing them to sway back and forth.

“Ah, I see your udders have grown again.” He reaches under me to cup an udder. “It’s not growth we need right now. We need…” As soon as his fingers sink into my flesh, his eyes pop open. “Milk!”

“Hot damn! I think you have milk. They feel full and heavy. Do they hurt?” He’s smiling as I nod.

He cups both and I moan as he tugs on my distended teats. “Let me try to get a flow.” He pulls on my teats, starting at the base, and tugs downward. I like it better when he just plays with them. This hurts, but it has to happen. I stay still like a good hucow. My mind might be lost to the fog most days, but I understand how important this is. I’ve come so far. I’m so close to getting out of here and to a farm that I can taste it.

“Dammit.” Max says. “I know there’s milk in there, but I can’t get it to come.”

“Good morning, Max.” I turn my head and see the vet standing just outside my stall. He has dropped by a few times to check on my progress, and each time Max has bad news to tell him. “Today is the last day to get this cow’s udders producing. Please tell me you have good news and we’ll be shipping her off to a farm tomorrow instead of the slaughterhouse.”

“Well, it’s good and bad. She finally has milk. I think.” He doesn’t sound too confident. “No, I know she has milk.” That sounds more like Max.

His confidence is one of the main things I like about Max besides his cock and his sexy smile. Despite knowing it’s not a good idea, I’ve grown attached to him and I trust him completely. I can’t help that my heart flutters rapidly and my body warms whenever he comes to see me. I wish I could stay with him forever,

“She just won’t drain. Come feel for yourself.” Max says. Standing up, he grabs me by my collar as the vet kneels down next to me.

“Stay, cow.” Max commands, holding my head down and right there I’m reminded of my place in his life. He’s my handler and I’m just another cow he’s training.

“She listens well.” The vet says as he grabs my udders, squeezing and manipulating my sore mounds.

“She’s docile and taken to the treatments well. Extremely responsive to sexual stimuli and I’ve seen no emotional outbursts since the first dose of treatment. She’s been no problem except for the milking issue.” Max says.

“Good. It looks like the treatment has worked on her body and her mind. The drugs have altered the cow’s limbic system. It’s meant to attack the amygdala, a small part of the cow’s brain that controls emotions, core memories, learning abilities and senses.” The vet explains, but all the medical talk means nothing to me.

I should know some of this stuff. I passed Biology in school. Didn’t I? I can’t remember. Suddenly, I feel very stupid.

The vet’s hands wrap around my teats and he pulls on them, doing the same thing Max did earlier. He’s rougher and squeezes hard enough to have me whimpering, but I remain still, letting him do his work. I need to get milked. The urge to be drained is strong. I feel like it’s the only thing that matters.

“She has larger than normal udders for a new cow, and they are definitely engorged. I can feel the milk in there, but you are right, there is zero output.”

“I doubled the dosage this week since time was running out. I figured it wouldn’t hurt, but the results were massive growth, and I think she might be a little dumber than normal.” Max says as the vet climbs to his feet. “I noticed a few times where she just stares vacantly at the wall, and doesn’t even notice I’m in the pen with her. She snaps out of it when I give her a whack with the crop, though.” Max says.

I don’t remember ever doing that. I’m pretty sure I remember every second he’s with me because it’s my favorite part of the day. It’s lonely when he leaves.

Max lets go of my collar and the vet tips up my chin. We stare at each other for a few moments and I wonder what he is looking for, but then I get bored of holding his gaze and my focus drifts to the remaining pellets in my food bowl. I forgot to eat it all. “I see what you mean. Her attention wanes quickly. The cow’s eyes are very unfocused and glazed over. I’ll have to look into this extra dosing towards the end of the transformation.” The vet says, his voice full of curiosity and a hint of excitement. “Her facial features are completely blank. It’s almost like all her human emotions have been wiped away. Very interesting.”

“Most of them, yes. Only her base emotions remain. Much like a toddler. She only becomes distressed when she’s hungry or tired. She understands when I discipline her that she did wrong and is happy when I praise her, but her sexual appetite overshadows everything.” Max says.

“Lately she’s been antsy and now I know why now.” Max adds. “Her milk was coming in.”

“Ah yes, the same need all cows have. The instinct to be milked, but this poor girl is having some issues.”

I finish my food while they talk, having lost interest now that they are not fondling my poor udders or mounting me. They hurt even worse after trying to milk me by hand. My udders responded to the stimulation, building pressure, but not releasing. I can feel the milk inside me just waiting to come out, but I don't know what to do.

“Mooooo.” I let out a low moan as the discomfort in my udders ratchets up another notch.

The vet looks down at me with a frown. “It’s a shame that I won’t be able to follow up on this one’s progress. You did good, Max, but I don’t think you can do anymore, and it’s not your fault. Some females are not cut out for life as a hucow.”

“I still have one more day.” Max says. “I’m not giving up.”

“That determination is why you're the best handler we have, but if this one doesn’t work out, I’d like you to use the same treatment regime on the next cow. I want to research the end results.” The vet is already writing me off and moving on to the next cow.

“The Department of Hucow Agriculture is always looking for better ways to farm hucows and this could earn us a grant if we can prove it makes a better hucow.”

Max nods while I stare up at them. According to the vet, I’m a failure and my time is almost up. I’m going to die and it’s all my fault because my udders don’t work.

Still, I can’t find it in me to freak out. I can feel it in my gut, the ache of unease that something bad is going to happen to me, but it doesn’t explode into full-blown panic.

It’s comforting in a way to not have to process complex emotions.

“I’ll leave you to spend your last day with her to say goodbye if you need closure. I have other cows that have fully transformed to process and get ready to be shipped to farms.” The vet says and walks out.

“Moo.” I try again to get Max’s attention, but he ignores me.

He rubs a hand through his hair and sighs. “I refuse to give up, and I might have to try something more drastic. I’m going to need some help.” He says to himself before leaving me alone without a backward glance.

I frown. I hate that I’m disappointing him.

I’m a bad hucow.


Chapter Six

“Stop smirking, Tim, or I’ll find someone else,” Max says when he returns with Tim following behind him, a gloating smile lighting up his face.

“Hey, you came to me for help. I just dropped my hucow off for processing. The vet was impressed with how much milk it was producing for a new cow.” Tim gloats.

“This is a terrible idea.” Max says under his breath, but I hear him since he’s kneeled down next to me.

“Words spreading around the facility that you have a dud cow,” Tim says as he comes closer and I feel his fingers ghost along my rump. “Such a waste.”

Max and the vet have been the only ones to touch me until now, and I shift closer to Max. He’s safe and familiar. There’s something in Tim’s eyes that I don’t like. My emotional response to his presence may be dulled, but my instincts are telling me to be wary.

When two of his fingers dip inside my pussy, I lose all logic and quickly forget that I don’t like him. Lust consumes me as my hips buck and grind on his fingers, instantly soaking his hand with my juices.

“I’m going to milk her by hand while you fuck her. Hopefully that’s all she’ll need to get her flowing. If not, I’ll have to put her on the bull trainer.” Max says, as I whine in excitement. I don’t know what a bull trainer is, but who cares? I’m going to get fucked! Hopefully, Tim has a gigantic cock.

“Finally! I’ve been looking forward to mounting this cow’s cunt since she arrived. There’s a rumor going around that she came from some rich family. Threw a fit like a spoiled brat and, out of spite, signed herself up to be cattle.”

“Bullshit! We never know their past information, and why would a rich girl leave the easy life for this? It has to be a lie,” Max says. “And you're not fucking her pussy. You can take her ass. I never got around to stretching it out. Besides, the reason I asked you is that you like it rough. Being gentle hasn’t worked, so I’m hoping a little pain will get her motivated, but don’t damage her.”

My ass? That seems like it’s going to hurt, but any concern is overshadowed by lust. I can’t find it in me to care about anything but fucking.

“Ass, cunt. Makes no difference to me,” Tim says as he removes his wet fingers from my slick channel and prodding my tight back hole. I jump forward in surprise and accidentally slam into Max, who is now kneeling in front of me. He loses his balance and curses as he catches himself.

Oh no! The sudden impact of Max’s hand against my cheek is jarring, followed by a dull ache that radiates throughout my face. “Bad cow!” He snaps, grabbing my collar and giving me a shake. I’ve never seen this side of him before and I’m stunned that he hit me.

“Let Tim mount your ass like a good little cock whore or I’ll send you to the slaughterhouse myself.”

I lower my gaze to the floor in shame. The burning in my cheek is enough to tell me I’m in trouble.

When I settle, Max sighs and gets back into position. “Go for it and don’t use any lube. That stunt needs to be punished.”

Tim chuckles and grabs my hips, positioning himself behind me. The head of his cock brushes along my pussy before poking my back hole. “Moo loudly if you’re enjoying my cock, cow.” He says before slamming his cock through the tight ring of muscle and bulldozes his way into my ass in one forceful thrust.

It feels like I’m being torn apart. A wail of agony leaves my lips. The pain is excruciating as I’m impaled by Tim’s giant cock. He’s much thicker than Max, which made it even more painful, but thankfully not as long. It’s not the size of cock you’d want in your ass for the first time without prep and he just forced his way in without a care.

“MOOOOO!” I cry out loud as he begins to hammer into me with powerful strokes. Tears pour down my face, cooling the lingering heat in my cheek. I want to move away from his painful thrusts, but don’t want to anger Max anymore.

Both men ignore my cries and while Tim continues to violate my asshole, Max reaches under me and grabs my teats in his calloused hands.

Max is more aggressive with his milking this time as he rhythmically tugs and squeezes while Tim ruts into me, grunting like an animal.

“Fuck. Her ass is tight. Do you like my cock in your ass cow? Feel how I’m ruining it? Your asshole will be as loose as your cunt soon, just like every hucow. Nothing but two milk bags and used up holes.”

“Moo. Moooo!”

He slaps my ass repeatedly, digging his fingers into the flesh of my hips as he pounds into me.

Tingles run along my chest as something shifts in my body. My tears stop as my body adapts to Tim’s assault. The pain in my ass fades as my body begins to respond to the new stimulation.

Max continues to milk me, and my teats harden in his hands. “Something is happening. Keep going, Tim. Use the crop on her.” Max says, as he tugs harder. The pressure in my udders doubles and my skin flushes red with heat.

Tim grabs the crop on the floor and begins to whack me on the back and sides without slowing down. I cry out as my mind is overloaded with too much sensation. Through all the pain, heat blooms in my belly as my arousal builds.

The burning in my ass gradually fades and zings of pleasure spread outward. I can feel my clit swelling as my arousal builds. My thighs are coated with the wetness that’s pouring out of my pussy. Every smack across my back has my lust climbing until I’m hanging on by a thread.

What started out as a punishment is turning into a new avenue of pleasure that I didn’t think was possible. I’m enjoying the pain.

“Moooooo…” This time the sounds leaving my mouth are low and full of bliss.

“The horny cow enjoys getting fucked in the ass without lube. All you hucows are all the same. Stupid sluts, waiting to be milked and filled.”

The tingles in my udders are getting stronger as Tim relentlessly pushes me towards orgasm. The ends of my nipples are burning now, and every tug from Max sends jolts of pleasure straight to my clit. It’s almost like he’s stroking it with his fingers.

“That’s it, cow. Clench those muscles and milk my cock while your handler milks your giant jugs.” Tim pants as I groan from all the sensations bombarding my system.

My body and mind are awash with pleasure, and there is no stopping my orgasm. It barrels into me like a freight train and I cry out in ecstasy as the first tremor rocks me. My muscles seize, clamping down on Tim so hard he struggles to thrust. “Fuck!” He snarls before his cock explodes. Hot pumps of cum coat my bowels, and my body shakes with pleasurable aftershocks.

Max lets out a shout of excitement and I force my eyes open, not realizing I closed them. My body is covered in sweat and the cool air makes goosebumps rise along my skin. Every inch of me is sated, and I look at Max with lust drunk eyes. He’s staring down at my udders with a big smile on his face. When I drop my gaze to his hands, it takes me a few moments to understand what I’m seeing. There are white splashes on the floor beneath me, and Max’s hands are shiny as he gives my udders another squeeze. More white cream sprays out of me and onto the floor.

It’s milk! My milk! I’m finally producing!

Relief fills me when I realize what this means. I’m officially a hucow!

Tim pulls out of my tender ass, making me moan and grabs a cup, holding it under one teat. Max milks me until the cup is full and the pressure in that udder is gone.

“You should have the first taste.” Tim says, and I watch as Max takes a drink of the fresh milk.

“Delicious.” He says and Tim agrees after finishing the rest of the cup.

“Good girl!” Max says and pats me on the head. “This time tomorrow, you’ll be on your way to a farm.” He says and I smile. “I’ll have to get you to processing soon, but…” He looks at Tim with a smirk. “I think we should celebrate first.”

“I like the sound of that.” Tim says. He hasn’t bothered to tuck his cock into his pants. It’s hanging out and I watch it grow hard as they both stare at me.

“I’m taking her pussy, first, but since you helped. I’ll give you seconds on it after I’m done.” Max says.

Tim nods. “I don’t have a problem with sloppy seconds, but I’ll warm up in her mouth. She can lick her ass juices off my cock. How’s her gag reflex?”

Max laughs. “What reflex?”

As they settle into place, all I can think about is the euphoric feeling their cocks will bring me, and hope life on the farm will be just as pleasurable.

The end of Hucow Farm Part Two: Transformation

To be continued in Part Three: The Farm

Coming this Fall 2024

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 2024)

The Hucow Herd Series

Grade A: Prime Choice

Commercial Grade Hucow

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

Hucow Farm Series

Hucow Farm Book One: Intake

Hucow Farm Book Two: Transformation

Hucow Farm Book Three: The Farm (coming fall/winter 2024)

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

HAPPY HUCOW READING!
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