

Chapter 1

“I’m going to die if I get picked in the hucow lottery today!” My sister Carol cries for the tenth time this morning, and then follows it up with a stamp of her foot. “I’m not going no matter what.” She adds with a pout.

I hear my mother sigh. “Carol, darling. You know you or your sister don’t have a choice in the matter.” She says sadly. “I don’t want you or your sister to be picked, but it’s out of our hands. It’s government regulated.”

Today is December 31st. The day of the annual Hucow Lottery. I remember when I was a little kid that today was a day to celebrate the beginning of a new year, but ten years ago that all changed because of a stupid plague.

The bovine plague hit the world and wiped out all the cows along with the world’s supply of milk, which we relied on for everyday life. At first the governments tried to substitute it with goat’s milk and other small livestock milk, but the consumers hated the taste and there wasn’t enough quantity to fill the store shelves.

The government brought scientists on board to come up with a solution, and what they figured out changed the lives of women around the world. Their research showed that human milk would be the best replacement for cow’s milk. Humans can produce large quantities if given hormones to increase lactation, and the milk is full of nutrients which are beneficial for… you guessed it, humans.

Who would have thought? Human milk for humans. It doesn’t take a scientist to figure that out.

The government then began to gather up as many young women as possible and sent them off to farm facilities to be milked and supply the population with the creamy liquid the world was missing.

This caused chaos and anger from every single male citizen when suddenly all the young eligible females were gone. Their prospects of finding a wife or girlfriend dropped drastically, so they protested, and caused riots in the streets.

The government conceded to the masses and decided on a new plan.

They created The Hucow Lottery.

The lottery is like an army draft, except it’s only for women. Every year on December 31st, the lottery is held at 4 pm sharp and all the females that turned eighteen that year would be entered into the lottery automatically.

Out of hundreds of names, only thirty would be randomly picked from the ballot, and those girls will have to serve five years on a milk farm. These lotteries happen in every state worldwide. The yearly lottery keeps hundreds of farms filled with women and produces gallons of milk all over the country.

This year my twin sister and I turned eighteen in June. We always worried about this day coming, but for the past six months our thoughts have been consumed by the lottery.

My sister has been a weeping mess. She is terrified of being chosen. She has a boyfriend named Doug and they’re pretty serious. They want to get married, but he won’t ask her until after the lottery takes place.

She’s a little too young to be thinking of marriage in my opinion, but if she gets picked, then Doug would have to wait for her five-year farm service to be over before they get married or he could move on and find someone else, and I doubt he would wait. Five years is a long time to wait for a young male in his prime.

I don’t have a boyfriend and never have.. My sister and I may be identical twins and look alike, but our personalities couldn’t be more different.

My sister is popular and outgoing, and I’m not. She’d rather party with friends and I’d rather stay home and read a good book.

“Mom!” Carol whines. “I can’t get picked in the lottery. Doug and I want to get married. This is so unfair.”

My mother looks at me with pleading eyes, and I sigh. “Carol, I’m sure we won’t be picked. There are hundreds of names on the ballot this year and they only pick thirty.” I say to calm my sister.

She huffs and looks at me. “How are you not freaking out right now, Coral? Our lives could be over in a matter of hours.”

She snorts and adds. “I know you don’t have much of a life since you always stay home and do nothing but stick your nose in a dumb book, but I have a life and a future planned.”

I let my sisters snark wash over me like always. She’s not being mean, but she doesn’t understand my craving for reading.

She may live the popular life, but I live my life in those books. Those stories take me on plenty of adventures, and some of those adventures are pretty steamy. I blush thinking about the book I read last night where the woman was tied down and ravished by a gang of pirates.

I wonder what it would feel like to be so helpless, and at the mercy of men who look at your body like it’s their property.

“Earth to Coral.” My sister interrupts my sexy thoughts.

“I’m positive we won’t be picked.” I tell my sister with confidence.

I’ve been pretty quiet about my thoughts on the Hucow Lottery. I’m nervous about the draw, but I also wonder what it would be like to be chosen, and what happens once you go to the farm.

They keep it all top secret, and no one knows what happens to those girls picked. Yes, they give them something to make them lactate and then they milk them, but do they do it by hand or by machine?

My core tingles when I picture a man’s hands touching my breasts as he milks me. I wish there were books on hucow farm practices.

A perverse part of me hopes I get picked in the lottery. I’m curious what it would be like to become government property and be forced to produce milk. Would it be like the girl in my book last night, but instead of pirates, it would be farms? Would they do more than milk me?

I keep those thoughts to myself, and focus on keeping my sister from freaking out while we wait until three o’clock. Then we can turn on the live broadcast to find out our fate.




Chapter 2

“Ladies and gentleman, thank you for tuning into the 10th annual Hucow Lottery.” The man on the tv says with a wide smile.

“Like we have a choice.” My sister grumbles under her breath.

I roll my eyes. My head is aching from all the whining and bitching she’s done since this morning.

Doug even came over for moral support. He holds her hand in his as the lottery begins.

My mom and dad shift in their seats nervously as the machine on the tv spins, mixing up the ballot cards.

There is a small slot under the wheel that allows a random ballot to slip through and when the first one drops into the slot, the man picks it up and reads it.

“The first lady chosen to become this year’s new hucow for our state is…” he holds up the ballot to read the name. “Janice Mulder.”

My sister sighs in relief until another ballot drops, and then she stiffens all over again.

“Ashley Carter.” The announcer says.

Two ladies down, only twenty-eight left to go.

As the names of the girls are called one by one, my sister begins to smile. Our names haven’t been called yet, and the announcer is on number twenty-seven.

The odds of being picked now are slim.

“Hucow twenty-seven is Jesse Ross.”

“Only three more.” My mom says with a smile, feeling better about the odds.

They don’t want to see their girls being taken away and forced into mandatory slavery.

That’s what my dad calls the farms. Slave farms because the girls have no rights. They are only property until they are released in five years.

“Hucow twenty-eight is Amber Wright.”

“Baby, everything is going to be ok.” Doug pats Carol’s hand, and she gives him a watery smile.

“Hucow twenty-nine is Sandra Olsen.”

The machine spins as we wait for the last name to drop. The tension increases in the room as the slot remains empty for a few minutes and then finally the last ballot drops. I hold my breath as the man picks the little card up and reads the last name.

“The last girl picked in this year’s Hucow Lottery is… Carol Jones.”

The silence in the room is almost defining. The man on tv has just destroyed my sister’s life in the matter of seconds.

I look over at my sister and she’s frozen in shock, her eyes staring blankly at the tv. Doug leans back on the couch in disbelief.

“Oh, Carol…” my mom murmurs and dad wraps an arm around her in comfort.

The wail that leaves my sister’s mouth could shatter glass.

“Nooo!”

She collapses onto her hands and knees on the floor, and Doug kneels down to wrap her in his arms.

The machine turns off, and the man begins the usual spiel at the end of every lottery.

“We’d like to thank the thirty chosen ladies for their sacrifice. They will be giving up five years of their lives to provide the masses with rich, healthy milk.”

Blah Blah Blah.

The man drones on with fake platitudes. He doesn’t give a shit about those girls or my poor sister, who’s losing her mind right now.

Tears stream down her face as she cries in her boyfriend’s arms. He’s staring over her head in a daze, lost in thought. He’s probably wondering if he should give up now and move on; find another girl to marry.

It’s not fair. Carol had so many plans. A future. It would have been better if I was chosen instead.

My future has always been uncertain. I’ve been holding off on making plans for college because I’ve never been sure of what I wanted to do. Maybe subconsciously, I was waiting for the results of the lottery. Why make plans for a life you might not have?

My sister planned a life, and now look at her. She’s a broken mess on our living room floor.

It should be me. Not her.

“I’ll go.” I blurt out before I can really think about it.


Chapter 3

The words leave my mouth before the plan fully forms in my head. I love my sister, and I don’t want this for her.

No one is paying attention to me, and it seems no one heard what I said.

“I’ll go in your place, Carol.” I say loud enough to gain everyone’s attention.

All heads turn to me in confusion.

“What?” my dad asks. “You weren’t chosen, Coral.”

“I know, dad, but listen for a minute.” I hold my hands up so they don’t interrupt me. My idea is risky, but should work.

“We’re twins. Identical twins.” I say, looking directly at my sister, hoping she’ll get it.

It takes a moment, but hope bleeds into her eyes when it clicks. It’s a twin thing we don’t always have to speak with words.

“You’d do that for me?” She asks in shock.

I nod.

“What are you two talking about?” Doug and dad ask at the same time.

I sit up taller in my chair. “I can take Carol’s place. They won’t know I’m the other twin.”
 “No, Coral, absolutely not! If you get caught, they’ll take you both as punishment, and I won’t survive losing you both.” My mom says.

“They won’t find out. I’ll pretend I’m Carol and she can pretend she is me. I know it sounds crazy, but it will work.”

Carol is already nodding in agreement. “It could work, but then you’d have to sacrifice the next five years of your life, Coral. Why would you want to do that?”

I shrug my shoulders. “You’re my sister and I love you. Besides, you have your entire future already planned and I don’t.” I nod towards Doug. “You want to get married, and go to college.”

“You want to go to college too, Coral.” Mom points out.

“Eventually, but I still don’t know what I want to do, so waiting longer won’t hurt.” I say.

“Five years is a long time.” My dad points out.

“You know what happens to girls who go to those farms. They have to produce milk and god knows what else. There are rumors about the harsh conditions on the farms.” Carol shudders.

A thrill runs through me when I think about it, and my breasts tingle. Now that I’m committed to my plan, a nervous excitement fills me. I want to find out what it feels like for my breasts to grow large and fill with milk.

“Those are just rumors. I’m sure I’ll be fine.” I say. The rumors of how the women are treated have varied over the years. Most of them involve the women being treated like cattle, and milked twenty-four seven for the whole five years. I’ve never met a previous hucow before, so it’s all just speculation.

“How will this work? I’m supposed to be dating Carol?” Doug asks.

“Well, now you will be dating, Coral. We can say we grieved together over losing Carol and fell in love. No one will care. It happens all the time. Men don’t want to wait five years for the women to come back.” I say.

“I still don’t like this, but If this is going to work, Carol, then you have to pretend your Coral for the rest of your life, and once Coral has completed her farm service, she will have to keep up the pretense that she’s you.” My mom says.

“I don’t like this either, but one of them has to go, so if Coral wants to save her sister, then it’s her choice.” Dad says. “I’m proud of you, Coral. Few people would trade places in this situation.”
 I smile at my dad. He’s always been supportive of us, even when he doesn’t agree.

“So you’re really doing this?” My mom asks.

Carol and I look at each other, and she waits for me to make the final decision. She doesn’t want to go, but she’d never push me to take her place.

I give her a smile and nod. “I’m sure. It’s only five years.”

My sister jumps up and rushes to hug me. “Thank you! Thank you! I don’t know how I’m ever going to repay you for doing this.”
“Just be happy, and I’ll be home before you know it.” I say, even though I’m worried now about what I’ve just committed to.

The man on the tv is done with his little thank you speech, and he introduces a Captain Janson who enters the screen.

He’s an older man in his sixties and runs the Hucow Program in our state. “Captain Janson will explain the collection procedures and any new rules.” The announcer says.

“The thirty women chosen today have the next few hours to say their goodbyes to friends and family. Be ready for the transport to pick you up from your homes this evening between 8pm and 9pm.”

Wow. That’s quick.

“You cannot take any personal items with you. Everything you need will be provided by the farms.”

I frown. I was hoping to take a family memento or something to keep me from being homesick, and I wanted to pack my favorite books.

“If the transport arrives and you are not there for pick up, you will be penalized and two years will be added to your term of service.”

“What? That’s a new rule.” My mom says in surprise.

“Maybe they were having too many girls running away.” My dad says. “They always get caught in the end, so it’s not worth it.”

“I’m not going to run, so that rule won’t matter.” I say.

“Do not resist or become violent. The guards who are coming to collect you are only doing their job to keep you safe during your time on the farm, and any disobedience on your part will come with consequences which range from physical discipline or adding months or years to your term.”

“It’s only supposed to be five years, max. Why are they changing the rules now?” I say, but the man answers my question moments later.

“There have been too many disruptions in milk production over the last few years because of disobedient hucows. We can’t have our food supply falling short and homes going without. This is your duty as a hucow, and you should be proud to become a useful member of society. Follow all orders given to you while on the farm and your five years will go easier.”

“On behalf of the governing body of this state, we thank you for your time and wish you a bountiful and productive term on the farm.” He ends with that, and I roll my eyes. It’s easy for a man. If they join the army, they may get posted at the farm or they could get assigned a different military job. I think they are given a few choices of where they want to work. Women can’t be soldiers, only hucows.

I look at my watch and see there is only three hours before the transport comes to collect its newest hucows.

“Well, I guess I don’t have to pack, but I’m going to go shower, and then maybe we can have supper and spend some time together before I leave.”

“Sure, honey. I’ll cook your favorite meal.” Mom says and rushes off to the kitchen. I can tell she’s upset and looking for a way to keep herself busy.


Chapter 4

I lather my hair with my favorite smelling shampoo, and wonder what kind of shampoo I’ll be given to use on the farm. It won’t smell like honeysuckle and oranges like this one, I bet. When I’m done with my hair, I wash and decide to shave just in case I don’t get the chance to for a while.

I dress in comfortable clothes. My favorite leggings and a fitted tee. I twist my body to the side while I stare at myself in the mirror and look at my chest. My c-cups are pretty impressive on my tiny frame. How big are they going to grow when they are filled with milk? Will the rest of my body change too?

I tie my long brown hair in a ponytail and forgo any makeup. I rarely wear it anyway, and I’m not going to need it at the farm.

The smell of my mom’s homemade spaghetti sauce greets me when I enter the kitchen. When she sees me standing by the counter, she rushes over and hugs me.

“Are you sure you want to do this, sweetie? You have time to change your mind. I don’t want to lose any of you, but Carol was picked, not you, and it’s her duty to follow through.”

I don’t tell her I’m kind of excited, and that a part of me is aroused at being taken and owned. Maybe there is something wrong with me because these thoughts can’t be normal.

“I’m okay, mom, and besides, Carol wouldn’t be able to cope if she had to do this. You know how she is.”

She nods. “You’re right. It would destroy her. You’ve always been so much stronger than her. More logical, and able to handle stressful situations. That’s why you did so much better in school than her. So focused and driven in everything you do.” She smiles proudly, but it slips as she continues. “But this is going to be tough, sweetie.”

“I know, mom, but I’ll get through it. I’ll listen and won’t cause them any problems, so they’ll have no reason to add more years to my term.”

“I’m sure you will, but it still breaks my heart that you have to go.” She says with a sigh.

Tears form in my eyes, but I blink them away quickly. Crying won’t help anything.

“Is supper done?” I ask, changing the subject.

Mom moves back to the stove and stirs the sauce. “Almost. Go get your dad and sister.”

“This tastes fantastic, darling.” My dad says to mom as he takes a large bite of his pasta. “You’ve outdone yourself.”

We’ve been making small talk throughout supper, and avoiding any talk about the lottery and what’s going to happen soon. My sister has been all smiles since Doug left earlier to go home. They have been making plans for their wedding now that Carol, or should I say Coral, is staying here.

Her smile dims when we make eye contact, but I encourage her to tell me about the dress she wants and what kinds of flowers she’ll have. I’ll miss the wedding, but it’s okay. I can always see the pictures when I get back.

My sister is going to be okay, and that’s all that matters.


Chapter 5

My mother fidgets in her seat in anxiety while my dad remains quiet and rubs her back in comfort.

Carol and I huddle together on the sofa as we watch the clock on the wall. On the outside, I appear calm, but I’m a bundle of nervous energy as the minutes tick by.

The hand hits 8:25 when we hear the rumble of an engine. My father stands up and looks out the window.

“They’re here.” He says, and I freeze for a moment. This is it. This is the last time I’ll see my sister and my parents for five long years. When I walk out that door, I’ll be taken into custody and will become property of the state hucow farm.

There is a loud banging on the door, and we all stand up as my father opens the door.

Two men dressed in military uniforms are standing on the threshold.

The one with light blond hair and shorter than the other man next to him pulls out a slip of paper from his pocket. “Is this 3527 Hollowview Lane?”

“Yes.” My dad says.

“Home of Mr. and Mrs. Jones and their two children, Carol and Coral Jones. Both eighteen this year?”

“That is correct.” My dad says again.

The soldier nods and pockets the paper. “Carol Jones has been selected for Hucow service. Please say your goodbyes now so we can escort her to the farm. We will give you a few minutes.”

The soldier remains calm, and his voice lacks any sympathy or emotion. This is just a job to him, I remind myself. He doesn’t know us, and probably won’t meet any of us again after he delivers me to my destination.

The other soldier is much larger than the one who spoke. His muscles in his arms and chest bulge and stretch his shirt out like a second skin. He has remained silent the whole time, and I realize he must be an enforcer.

If a girl refuses to go willingly, he must step in to force the girl to comply.

The muscled man notices me and my sister when we approach. He leans towards the other man and whispers something to him.

The soldier looks at us both. “You’re identical twins.”

No shit, sherlock. I think to myself. Anyone with eyes can see that.

“Which one of you is Carol?” He asks.

I put up my hand. It’s time for me to become my sister. There’s no going back now.

He inclines his head. “Are you going to come willingly or are we going to have a problem?’”

“I’m not going to fight.” I say. “Just give me a minute to say goodbye.”

He nods and they move off the doorstep and wait by the large transport truck I see at the end of the driveway.

My throat gets tight as I turn to face my parents and sister. My mom openly weeps as he wraps me in her arms. “Oh, honey. I’m going to miss you. I love you so much!”

“I love you too, mom.”

I hug my dad next. “I’ll miss you, baby.”

“I’ll miss you guys too.”

I save my sister for last. “We hold on to each other tightly and she whispers in my ear. “Thank you. I’ll never be able to repay you for what you’ve done for me.”

“Just be happy and take lots of pictures of your wedding so I can see them when I get home. I love you, sis.”

“I love you too, and I’ll write you letters. I know you won’t get them, but I’ll give them to you when you get home, so you won’t miss out on anything.”

A tear slips out as I give them all a wave before stepping out of the house. With one last look at my family, I turn around and walk towards the men and the truck that will take me to my new home for the next five years.


Chapter 6

“This way Ms. Jones.” The shorter officer says, and I follow him to the back door of the transport.

He opens it and gestures for me to climb up. I pause for a moment, but then do as I’m told. I choose to do this so I can’t balk now.

The silent enforcer climbs in behind me, and the door slams shut with the sound of the lock clicking into place.

It’s completely dark inside, and I can taste the fear clogging the air. I know there are others inside the truck. I can hear their heavy breathing and the small sounds of movement in front of me.

My heart speeds up and I begin to panic, but a light flicks on behind me and I turn around to face the soldier. He’s holding a flashlight that almost blinds me when he points it at my face.

I squint my eyes shut and put my hand up as a shield. “Ouch.” I say as the light burns my eyes.

“Shut up.” The soldier snaps, and I open my mouth in shock. What the hell?

“You will remain quiet during transport. I won’t tolerate any lip or crying about being chosen for hucow service.”

I’m too shocked at his outburst to speak.

He moves the flashlight past me and shoves me forward by my arm. The beam of light shines onto the metal bars and I see crates lined up along the wall of the transport. They look like large dog crates.

Some are empty, and others have terrified looking women sitting in them.

They’ve been in complete darkness and their eyes close as the light passes over them.

“See this girl?” The soldier says and shines the flashlight into a crate. The poor girl cowers, and I can see streaks of tears running down her face. “She refused to cooperate. Thought she was too good to serve her term as a hucow, and tried to hide in her room. I had to drag her out of the house while her parents watched. That stunt just earned her six extra months on the farm.”

Six months! That seems harsh. She was only scared.

“Learn from her mistake and do as you’re told, and your life on the farm will be tolerable. Do you understand?”

I nod mutely, too afraid to talk. This is not what I was expecting. It’s scary, and I’m nervous, but also a little relieved at the way he commands me. I’ve walked into the unknown and a part of me feels more settled with the guidance he’s providing, even if he’s being an asshole while doing it.

“Good. Let’s get you situated before the truck moves.” He says in approval, and I feel weirdly happy that I’ve pleased him.

He leads me by the arm past the occupied crates until we come to an empty one. The door squeaks as he opens it. I feel his big meaty hand on my head as he guides me down until I’m level with the door. “Climb in.”

I want to ask why we have to be put into crates like animals, but I don’t want to risk adding time to my service by talking, so I do as I’m told and crawl into the crate.

He shuts the door behind me. “It’s not locked, but do not leave this spot. The crate is for your own safety. The truck moves a lot and we can’t have any of you getting damaged.”

He pulls out a radio and walks over to a bench and sits down. The radio crackles to life. “We can head to the next pick up.”

“Roger that. We have one more in this district before we can deliver them to the farm.” Someone said over the radio.

The truck rumbles to life, then moves. “Don’t speak to each other. I’m not in the mood for idle chatter.” The soldier says before shutting off the flashlight and we’re left in darkness.


Chapter 7

We stop twenty minutes later, and the soldier leaves to get the next girl. Even though we are now alone, no one speaks. I hear the occasional sniffle as one of the girl’s cries quietly. Probably the one who put up a fight.

The door opens and I hear movement before it’s slammed shut again, and then the flashlight turns on.

My eyes have adjusted to being in the dark, so I tilt my face away, but listen as the soldier says the same speech he gave to me.

Either the new girl is terrified or a good listener, because I don’t hear a peep from her other than a gasp when she sees us in the crates.

He pulls her past me and deposits her in a crate before shutting off the light, and then the truck is moving again.

The hours go by slowly in the darkness. It must be the middle of the night by now, but we haven’t stopped yet.

I try to lie down and sleep, but I’m too keyed up to get any rest, so I stare into the darkness and wonder about where we’re headed.

When the truck finally stops, my eyes are gritty from lack of sleep, and my body is stiff from being in this crate. This damn thing is too small to allow me to stretch out comfortably.

The door is suddenly open and I can hear men’s voices as they shout orders. The big soldier who’s been keeping us company hops out of the truck.

“We’ve got the six new hucows assigned to this farm.” He says to someone. The other twenty-four girls must be headed to other farms.

“Good. Unload them and take them to processing.” Another man answers. “Make it quick. We don’t have all day.”

Moments later, the two soldiers are opening our crates and ushering us out of the truck. The sun is blinding and my eyes water as I blink rapidly.

“Follow the guard. He’ll get you where you need to be and don’t give them any trouble.”

There is a tall, handsome man with brown hair waiting for us. He leads us away from the truck and towards a steel building with no windows. We walk in a line behind him. Two other guards are standing by the door of the building. One opens the door and we file in. I met the one man’s gaze, and he smirks at me.

From there we are separated into small tiled rooms that have exam tables and cabinets filled with bottles, and other stuff I don’t recognize.

“Take a seat and the nurse will be in shortly to get you started.” The guard says before shutting the door, and I hear the lock click into place.

Get me started with what? I wonder.

I wander over to the exam table and sit on the edge to wait. This is all so new to me and I’m exhausted from being up all night. I’m running on fumes and right now, I’m too tired to worry about what happens next.

Twenty minutes pass before I hear the lock disengage and an older lady in a lab coat comes into the room. She has a sour look on her face that’s not very welcoming.

“Are you Carol Jones?” She asks while reading the chart she’s holding.

I’m not used to being called Carol, so I take a minute to respond. “Yes… that’s me.”

“You are here because you were chosen in this year’s lottery to serve a five-year term as a hucow. This is farm 284 and you will be stationed here your entire term. Please undress and lay down on the table so we can get started.” She says curtly.

“What? Why do I need to undress?” I say nervously.

“I need to do a full exam, and while you are on the farm, you will not need clothes.”

My mouth drops open, and I don’t move. Why wouldn’t I need clothes?

She sighs in annoyance. “If you don’t comply, I can get some guards in here and they will strip you and tie you to the table. This will go much easier if you do as you’re told. You are now farm property and we own your body until the end of your term. The captain explained the rules during the lottery, so you know we can add time to your service for misbehavior. Do you want that?”

I shake my head and realize she’s right. Winning the Hucow lottery has taken my rights away. I am just property now, and my body is no longer my own.

I lift a shaky hand and undo the buttons of my shirt and pull it off. I set it on the table and then pull down my leggings, leaving me standing in only my underwear.

“Take everything off.” She says, and soon I’m completely naked. I hold an arm up to hide my breasts, and a hand to cover my privates. I feel very exposed.

“Don’t be so shy. No one cares about your nakedness. You’re here to provide a service, nothing more, at least not right now.” She smirks.

What the hell does that mean?

“Get up on the table,” she says before I can ask.

She removes my pile of clothes from the table and tosses them in the corner.

“I’m going to take some blood to make sure you’re healthy and have no diseases that can transfer to your milk when it comes in. Then I’m going to do a breast exam, and ask you a few questions, before I inject you with the medication that will induce lactation.”

“How long does the medication take to work?” I ask in a daze. Things are happening fast and I feel overwhelmed.

“Usually twenty-four to forty-eight hours depending on the hucow.”

Wow! I’ll have milk soon.

The nurse takes some blood from my arm. The prods and squeezes my breasts, tweaking my nipples. I let out a squeak when she pinches them hard. It hurts, but I can feel myself get aroused despite her rough touch.

“They’re a good size, so the injection should work well.” She mumbles to herself.

“Have you had sex in the past month? How many partners have you had before coming here?” She asks suddenly.

I blush. Why is that important?

“Answer honestly.” She snaps.

“Um… none. I’ve never… uh… had sex.” I stutter out.

She smiles at me. “That’s fine. Most girls come to the farm pure. We actually prefer it.”

Her comments confuse me. Maybe I’m just too tired to understand.

“I can tell you’re nervous, and the next part stings a bit, so would you like something to help keep you calm and help with any pain? I know it’s hard for the first few days, but you’ll get used to the farm life soon enough.” She pats my arm soothingly.

I could use something to relieve this anxiety I’m feeling, so I nod. “Yes, I think that would be good.”

“Good girl.” She says and grabs another filled syringe off the tray next to the table.

She pricks my arm and the minor sting fades as whatever she injected me starts to work. The room gets fuzzy, like I’m looking through a glass bottle. My limbs become heavy and I feel like my body is weighted down, but my mind is floating.

“Doesn’t that feel nice?” She asks me. Her voice sounds far away.

I nod my head, or I think I do. It’s hard to tell.

“I’m going to get you finished up here. Then someone will get you registered and then you can rest and eat. How does that sound?”

That sounds wonderful. Again, I think I nod.

A moment later l her fingers take ahold of one breast and then feel I feel a sharp burning sensation. It feels like my chest is on fire. She does the same thing to the other one, and it feels like hot pokers are stabbing me.

The hazy feeling flees in the wake of the pain, and I snap my eyes open.

I moan, and try to touch myself to ease some of the discomfort, but the nurse grabs my wrist to stop me.

“No, don’t touch. It’ll feel better in a few moments. The first injections are always the worst. From here on out, they’ll feel good, I promise. Your body is trying to reject the medication. That’s why there is so much pain.” She looks at her watch. “The pain should begin to lessen right about now.”

She’s right. Already, I feel the pain begin to dull. The inferno is fading and leaving behind a warmth that is much more tolerable. I feel like I’m sitting in front of a warm fire and the heat of the flames are caressing my naked flesh.

That warmth slowly spreads down from my chest and builds in my core, and I feel very aroused suddenly.

The floating sensation from earlier returns and I relax back on the table and let myself bask in the euphoria running through my system.

I feel the nurse spread my legs apart, and then a finger rubs over my labia. I moan at how good it feels to be touched down there. “Nice and wet. The injection is working already.”

She stimulates my clit with a finger, and I feel an orgasm building. “Do you want to cum?”

“Mmm… yes.” I moan.

“Only good, hucows get to cum. Are you going to be a good hucow?” The nurse asks as her fingers rub harder.

I’ll be a good hucow. The best hucow on the farm if I can cum right now!

“Yes. I’ll… be good.” I quickly agree.

“Good, girl. Cum now.” She says and pushes a finger inside me.

I detonated. I cum so hard I think I see stars. The room goes dark around the edges of my vision as I clench down on her finger.

I’m gasping for breath and my eyes are closed in bliss. Once my body finally relaxes, she removes her finger, and I hear her walk away from the table.

“I need transport for a new hucow in exam room seven. She’s ready to be collared and tagged.” She says and I open my eyes and see she’s talking to a box on the wall.

“I’ll send someone to collect her shortly.” A gruff voice responds.

Collared and tagged?

Those words should concern me, but whatever the nurse gave me is keeping me calm and docile, mildly aroused. I’m still laying with my legs open, my wet vagina on display for anyone who comes into the room, but I don’t care, and I close my eyes again. I feel no shame at being exposed to strangers, and it’s a freeing feeling.


Chapter 8

I’m aware of hands grabbing my arms and lifting me off the table. I stumble on my feet as I’m dragged out of the room by two guards.

My body won’t work, so they support me by the arms as my head hangs limp against my chest.

“Why does she give them such a potent dose? We always have to carry their asses after.” One of the guards says in complaint.

The other one responds. “They ain’t that heavy, and I’d rather them be out of it, so we don’t have to worry about them fighting back. Plus, this one’s ass is pretty nice.” He laughs and grabs my naked cheek.

“Knock that off, soldier.” Someone else says as I’m carried into another room. This one is tiled floor to ceiling like a locker room shower.

Finger’s touch my chin, and my head is lifted. A bearded man in a lab coat stares at my face, taking in my vacant expression. I look past him and see a metal frame in the center of the small room.

The frame looks like one of those sex benches I’ve read about in one of my erotic books. It has a padded bar on both ends to support the body, and I see straps on all the leg posts to restrain someone.

I instantly become wetter. Bondage books always turned me on when the woman was tied down and helpless. I would often fantasize about being in the same position.

I notice two other men in the room. They are wearing plastic jumpsuits and boots. They seem bored and are leaning against the wall watching us.

“Looks like the sedative is working, but you’ll need to restrain the cow to the frame while I tag it. They usually put up a fuss about that.” The man holding my chin says.

The frame is comfortable when I’m draped over it moments later. My arms and legs are strapped to the legs and my head hangs off the end. My breasts hang below me, and my privates are exposed in this position.

“Lift her head.”

A handful of my hair is fisted, and my head is pulled up roughly. I groan as my scalp burns.

“Jesus, Chuck, do you have to be so rough with them?” The guard who grabbed my ass earlier says.

“They’re just livestock now. Once they enter the farm, their human life is over. We use them like animals to produce milk, so I’m going to treat them like it.” The man who’s fisting my hair responds.

The man with the beard crouches down in front of me, unconcerned about the way the guard is treating me. He’s holding a leather collar with a metal ring on it in his hand. “You are no longer Carol Jones. You are now a hucow.” He slips the collar around my neck and locks it in place. “Welcome to the farm, little heifer.”

The collar is snug, but not tight enough to choke me. My brain seems to clear a bit, and I’m realizing the situation I’m now in. When the guard lets go of my hair, I keep my head held up.

“Ahh.. I see you are coming too. That sedative packs a punch, but only lasts long enough to get you contained.” The man smirks. “You’ll be able to walk by the time we’re done here, but it’s too late now to put up a fight. You’ve had your first injection, and the collar has a locking mechanism that won’t open until your service is up. If you try to escape from the farm, you won’t get far. There is a tracking device in your collar, and when we find you, more years will be added to your service, so accept your lot in life and be a good hucow.”

He pats my head. “We reward the cows that listen and do as they are told. We can make your stay on the farm pleasurable or painful. It’s up to you.”

“Wash her up, boys.” He says and then two men leaning against the wall step forward with a hose and I’m hit with a spray of water. 

It’s warm, but the force is strong and it stings like tiny needles hitting my skin. I squeal when they spray my pussy and ass, and the men laugh. The hose turns off and then they lather my skin with a scent free soap before rinsing me off.

One of them takes a towel and wipes me down, paying extra attention to my breasts, and lower half. The rough fabric of the towel on my nipples makes me moan. Why are they so sensitive all of a sudden? It must be the injections.

He makes eye contact with me and, with a smirk, pinches my nipple. My eyes fall closed as desire pools between my legs.

“The injection seems to work quickly with this one. It’s very responsive. That’s very good.” The bearded man says as he steps up to my side.

Suddenly I hear a loud snap in my ear, and then mild pain. “Ouch.” I say.

“Shh… don’t worry, little cow. It’s almost done. You are now registered as hucow 312.

There’s just one more thing and then the guards can take you to your pen, but you’re doing so good I’m going to give you a reward.” He says.

I’m tense now, waiting to see what he’s going to do next. When his fingers graze my labia and clit, I sigh in relief. This is better than pain, so I relax.

“That’s it. Let yourself enjoy it. No one will judge you here. Take your pleasure.” He says and pushes a large finger inside me.

He fingers me with one hand and plays with my clit. He rubs, then pinches, then rubs again.

I’m moaning now and not caring that there are other men watching me get off on this stranger's fingers.

Every pinch on my clit gets harder, but he soothes the pain by rubbing in between. I edge closer to orgasm and just before I fall over, the next pinch on my clit is brutal. The shock of it pushes me to orgasm.

What the fuck was that? That was more than his finger.

I hear one of the men snicker. “That’s a neat trick, doc. You get them off before jabbing a ring through their clit.”

“What!” I ask. What is he talking about? My clit hurts.

“I pierced your clit.” The man says.

My mouth drops open. “Why?”

He applies a cool liquid to the new piercing, and the pain fades. “That will keep the pain away until it heals, but you should still have sensation.” He flicks my new jewelry, and I shiver in delight at the small touch. The ring makes even a minor touch feel like a full on assault on my clit.

“With this little addition, the guards who look after you can stimulate you easier when you’re being milked. You’ll need it to get the milk flowing, and the more stimulation you receive, the more your breasts will grow, and the more milk you will produce.” He rubs a finger over my clit again and I buck in the restraints.

“Oh!” That feels so good.

“It can also be used as a form of punishment, but that will only be allowed when it’s healed. I’ll leave that demonstration to your handlers.”

He removes his fingers, and I feel disappointed. If he kept it up, I was going to cum again.

“I’m done here. You can take the hucow to her new home. I’ll stop by her pen tomorrow morning to assess her. Hopefully she’ll have enough milk to be put on a machine. The faster she gets producing, the better. Oh, and tell her keepers that extra stimulation today should speed things up. Her breasts are already more swollen than when she came in here.” He says.

He’s right. My breasts feel different already. They feel hotter and the skin feels tighter, like it’s being stretched, and when they unhook me from the frame and I stand up, I notice they seem perkier, and my nipples are erect and pointed forward.

One of the guards produces a leash from his pocket and hooks it onto the ring on my collar. “Come along, hucow 312.”

He pulls on my collar, like I’m an animal, and I want to resist, but I chose this when I took my sister’s place. I wanted to know what it felt like to be owned, and now I’m going to.


Chapter 9

I follow behind the guard like a good little hucow, while the other guard walks behind me, and I remember that I’m completely naked as we walk past other guards in the hallway and into another building.

Most of the guards ignore me like seeing a naked girl on a leash is an everyday occurrence, and maybe it is, but a few give me heated looks as they stare at my body. I ignore them and keep my eyes forward.

We go through a set of steel doors and enter a large warehouse the size of a football field. The floors are concrete and the ceilings are high. There are several walkways that branch off from the center. The middle of the room is open, but as we near it, I see several wooden structures.

An elevated guard tower with two guards stationed on it is in the center. The wooden beams that support the tower must be thirty feet tall, and there are smaller boards that bracket the beams for support.

The lower boards draw my gaze because of the shackles that hang from them. They must hang bad hucows from there for punishment.

Off to the side of the tower, the floor is covered in padded mats and there are wooden stocks. I watch as a guard drags a young naked woman with enormous breasts by her collar to the stocks. She’s crying and begging.

“No, please!. I won’t do it again. I’ll be a good cow.”

He forces her head down into the stocks and locks her collar into place, then locks her hands to manacles on the stock. She’s bent over at the waist. “Please, no!” she says again.

The guard who’s leading me stops. “This’ll be good for you to see. Pay attention and it might not happen to you.”

The man grabs a leather strap off a table beside the stocks and stands behind the poor girl. I hold my breath and wince as the first blow lands against her skin. She screams as he hits her ass over and over. Turning her skin bright red.

I shiver in fear, but I feel myself getting wet as I watch the welts form on her tender skin. I don’t know why I’m getting turned on at the thought of being punished like that. It obviously hurts.

Her screams turn into whimpers by the time he’s finished, and he returns the strap to the table.

Other guards watch as the woman gets punished. Some talk amongst each other and laugh, but I’m too far away to hear what they say, but I guess they are enjoying the poor girls’ torture.

The guard returns the strap, and I see has something else in his hand. It’s a thin chain with a clip on each end.

He uses a lever to lower the stock. “Kneel 198.” The man barks at her. She’s no longer begging. I can tell by the look on her face that she’s done resisting. She falls to her knees onto the mat below her.

Her clit comes into view, and I see the shiny metal of the ring in it. The guard hooks the small chain onto it and lets the chain dangle. He returns to the table and grabs a few small objects. He hooks them one by one to the chain, and I realize they are weights.

Her clit is pulled down by the weights, and she hisses as he adds more. My clit gives a twitch in sympathy.

“Now you know what the ring on your little clit can be used for.” The guard behind me says.

When the guard is satisfied. He moves behind the poor woman, and my mouth falls open in shock when he unzips his pants and pulls out his hard cock. He pumps himself a few times before he pushes inside the woman and begins to fuck her hard and fast.

They’re allowed to do that? I thought we are here to produce milk, not be fucked. This concerns me, but the longer I watch, the more I wish it was me. What would it feel like to be fucked hard and fast? To be used and have no control over my pleasure.

The woman’s face switches to a painful expression mixed with ecstasy and she cries out as the weights jostle with every thrust, but the longer we watch, those cries turn into moans, and then she cums. The guard thrusts his hips a few more times and then grunts and stills, cumming inside of her.

She hangs her head in exhaustion as he pulls out, but as soon as he moves away from her, another guard takes his place.

“If you’re brought to the square for punishment,” the guard who’s holding my leash says and points to the center where the women is being fucked again. “Your free game for any guard who wants a turn, but while you’re in your pen, only your keepers will touch you.”

“I thought I was here to produce milk, not this.”

The guard behind me laughs. “You need to be stimulated to produce milk, and the best way to do that is for you to be fucked.”

“Oh, don’t worry little, hucow. You’ll learn to love it. All the hormones and injections you are given to grow those titties will make you crave cock, and there is plenty to go around.” The guard yanks my leash and I stumble into him. His fingers find my folds and he snickers. “You’re nice and wet. Did the show turn you on?”

I quickly shake my head no.

“Liar. Don’t lie to me or you’ll find yourself next to the other hucow in the stokes. Tell me the truth.” He snaps.

“Yes.” I whisper in shame.

“Yes, what?” He prods.

He’s going to make me say it.

I swallow and my cheeks heat. “Yes. I like what he did to her.”

“What did he do?”

This guard is an asshole.

He gives me a shake by my collar when I don’t answer. An impatient asshole.

“He punished her, and… fucked her.” I stutter out.

“Which part did you like best?”

My cheeks are now scarlet. “Both.”

He chuckles. “You dirty little hucow. Who would have thought a little innocent girl like you could be such a slut? I like it. I’ll have to bribe your keeps so I can pay you a visit soon. We’ll have some fun.”

He pushes me away from him, and I stumble. The guard behind me grabs my arm to steady me. “Let’s get her settled. This is taking too long.” He grumbles. “Let's hurry this up. If the cow is still in the stocks when we come back, I want to take a turn.”


Chapter 10

“Here’s the new hucow assigned to your sector.” The guard says and hands my leash to a new man. We are at the far end of the building now, and there are rows of pens that are about six feet by six feet.

The pen we stop next to is empty, but the ones we passed are filled with large-breasted women. They are all sitting or laying down on beds of straw in the corners of their pens. None of them speak or look up as we pass.

“This is hucow 312?” The handsome man asks as he takes my lead and pulls on it until I’m standing in front of him.

“Yup. Shows a lot of promise. Very responsive, and docile so far. The doc said that she needs stimulation multiple times today, so she’ll be ready for milking tomorrow.”

“Okay. The milking alarm is about to go off, so I get her settled and then come back to start her when I’ve got the others hooked up. We’ve got five other cows in this section. She makes six. Josh and Derrick work in this sector with me so they can help.”

He opens the pen door and pulls me to the corner with a pile of straw. “This is where you sleep and wait in between milkings. When your milk comes in, you will be hooked up to that machine four times a day.” He points to a bench in the opposite corner where there are two tubes with cups coming from the walls. “Use the bucket when you need to go, and one of us will empty it. You will be allowed supervised outside time thirty minutes a day.”

He throws all this at me in a rush and hooks my chain to a ring on the wall beside me. “I have to go. You’re new, but I’m going to trust that you’ll sit here and behave. If you break my trust and try anything stupid like try to escape, I will keep you restrained to a frame twenty-four seven until you adjust to your new life here.” He gives me a stern look.

“I won’t move.”

He smiles and pats my head. “Good cow. He grabs a tube from the wall and holds it in front of my mouth. This is your feeding tube. You’ll be hungry after every milking. Producing milk can take a lot out of you, so you need to eat lots of food. It’s a completely balanced diet, and we’ve added hormones to help with milk production. Water will come down the tube after the food is gone, so that’s when you know you’re done. Eat now and get familiar with it, and make sure you eat it all.”

Then he’s gone and I’m left alone in my pen to wait for what comes next.

An alarm sounds and I see two other men walk past my stall, and then I hear machines turning on, and then women moaning.

Their cries of pleasure get louder, and I realize they’re getting milked and enjoying it. I was worried it was going to hurt, but if this is what the others sound like while being milked, then I’m looking forward to it.

My breasts begin to tingle as I listen to the women around me moaning, and a flood of moisture leaks out of my vagina.

I’m horny and need a distraction, so I place the tube into my mouth and suck. My mouth fills with a creamy paste that’s sweet like cake, but it’s very heavy and my stomach fills fast. The food keeps coming, and he said to eat it all, so I forced it down until the water began to flow.

The food made me thirsty, so I gulped it in large mouthfuls. It has an off taste, but that could be from the tubing.

I don’t realize until it’s too late that there must have been something in the water or food I just consumed. My mind feels hazy like earlier, but I can still move my body, and the urge to be touched returns. My nipples tingle, and I reach up to touch them.

The skin of my breasts is hot and my cool fingers feel nice on my heated skin. I sigh in relief as I idly rub both breasts. They changed already. I’ve felt my breasts multiple times in the shower or at night in my bed, and they used to fit in my hands, but now my hand barely covers half.

“Stop that 312! Cows don’t touch themselves.” The man says when he returns. I drop my hands, but whine.

“They hurt.” I say. My tender flesh can’t stretch that fast without some discomfort.

He squats down in front of me and looks at the tube and then at me. He smiles. “Good, girl. You ate it all.”

“I feel funny. What was in it?” I ask as I lean back against the pen wall.

“Nutrients, lots of hormones to make your chest grow, and a little something to keep you calm, and boost your sexual urges.” He smirks. “I bet you feel horny right now.”

I do, but I’m not going to tell him that.

He cups a breast and massages the tender globe. I moan at how good his hands feel on me.

“They are growing fast, and that can be painful. We can help ease the discomfort and those urges that are building. I can see your juices glistening on your thighs, little hucow. Do you want me to help you?” He asks while playing with my nipple, rolling them between his fingertips.

His touch feels so good, and before I can think about it, I’m nodding. I want this. I need it.

“Yes, please.”

His smile widens. “A polite, hucow. Keep that up and you won’t end up in the punishment square.”

I think about the woman being fucked by the guards again, and I wonder what I have to do to end of in that position. It looked like it hurt, but she came on the guard’s cock. I need to cum soon, but I also don’t want to be punished.

“My name is Tyler. I run this section and the hucows in it with two other keepers, Derrick and Josh.”

“Are you introducing us to the new hucow, Ty?”

I swing my gaze at the door as two men enter my pen. They are just as big as Tyler, and the small space feels crowded with so many large males in it.

“This is Derrick.” Tyler points to the one who spoke. He smiles and dimples form on his cheeks, making him boyishly handsome.

“And that is, Josh.” The other one is quiet, just nodding his head in greeting. His blue eyes glide down my body, and I see a glint of something in his eyes that makes me nervous. When his gaze stops on my chest, I realize Tyler is still playing with my breasts.

“You’ll be under our care during your time here or until we get promoted and then you’ll get new keepers. We’re fair, and treat our cows well, unlike some of the other guards.”

Suddenly he pinches my nipple hard, and I hiss in pain. “But don’t piss us off or you’ll regret it. We don’t want to punish you, but we will. The farm only runs well if we have obedient cows.”

“What’s your name, hucow, 312?” Derrick asks.

“We don’t need to know that?” Josh speaks for the first time.

“I want to know. She’s nice to look at. I think it’s the prettiest one we’ve ever had under our care, and maybe I want to know if she’s got a pretty name to go with the pretty face.” Darrick says.

“Cor… Carol.” I correct myself quickly. I almost said my real name.

“Uh… that’s not so pretty. I’ll just call you pretty girl when you’re good.” Derrick winks at me and I blush.

Josh rolls his eyes and pushes past Derrick. He grabs the feeding tube and tucks it back into the wall. “She eat the food?”

Tyler nods. “Yup. All of it, and now she’s nice and relaxed. Aren’t you?”

I nod and close my eyes as he continues to caress my breasts. The discomfort I’ve been feeling is muted as he massages me, and whatever they put in the food makes any sense of propriety go out the window. I let him touch me while the others watch, and I feel more aroused than before.

“She needs to be stimulated. It will help with the transition.” Derrick says. “Let’s put her on the milking bench.”

Josh grabs the bench next to the milking station and drags it closer. When Tyler removes his hands to grab my lead tied to the ring, I whimper as the discomfort returns.

“Shh… pretty girl, we’ll make you feel good soon.” Darrick says. “Climb on the bench and lay on your stomach. Yes, just like that. You’re such a good girl.”

I lay with my hips and stomach support on the bench. My breasts hang over the end, and I’m on my hands and knees.

I notice another ring on the floor below me and Josh’s shoes come into view in front of me. He takes the lead from Tyler and feeds the end into the ring on the floor. I make eye contact with him and he smirks before pulling on the lead, and my head is pulled down until my face is a foot from the floor. He ties the lead in place then he grabs a set of shackles and straps both my wrists to the ring also making me immobile except for my bottom half which gets remedied quickly when one of the others pulls my legs apart and ties them to the legs of the bench.

“What are you doing?” I ask in concern when I realize I can’t move at all.

“This is how all hucows are restrained when they are milked. We’ve had too many hucows detaching themselves from the pumps before the milking is done, and our quota was suffering, so all the cows are restrained during the process.” Tyler says.

“But I don’t have milk yet.” I protest, but at the mention of milking and being in this position makes my breasts tingle some more.

“No, but you will, and this position will help your mind and body get trained to be milked.” Tyler leans under me and massages a breast. “Do they tingle at the mention of being milked? It’s the injections. They make you lactate, but they also change your thought process. With a couple more treatments, you’ll crave to be tied down and milked.”

“The downside is they make you a little loopy, but once your time is up here and they wean you off the injections, you’ll be back to normal, but with an enormous set of tits.” Derrick says with a chuckle.

Being in this position. Tied down and helpless does something to me, and I don’t know if it’s the injections helping or if it’s a depraved part of me, but I’m getting wetter the longer I lay exposed and ready to be milked.

A finger touches my folds. “Fuck! She’s gushing.” Derrick says.

“Josh and I will massage her breasts while you stimulate her pussy.” Tyler says.

They’re all going to touch me? At the same time? I get more aroused thinking about it.

Josh’s callused fingers grab onto one breast hard. He’s not gentle like Tyler’s soft touch, and the contrast between the two hands makes me whimper. I like both the pain and the tenderness combined.

They pull downward on both breasts and pinch my nipples. Their hands help with the soreness from my breasts that are growing faster than my body can handle, but they’re also mimicking how someone would milk a cow or goat by hand. They pull down and pinch each nipple and then release before doing it all over again.

I need more than my breast touched. “Please.” I whimper.

“What’s wrong, little cow? What do you need?” Tyler asks.

“I need… something, but I don’t know?” I practically wail.

“Do you want Derrick to touch your dripping hucow pussy?” Josh asks crudely. “Go ahead Derrick, make her scream for your cock.”
Cock! I don’t want that, do I? I’m so confused, and I just want him to touch me down there.

“Are you a virgin, pretty girl?” Derrick asks as he pushes a finger slowly inside me while rubbing my clit with his other hand. “You’re very tight.”

I focus on the feel of his finger sinking into me. He pumps it shallowly, but I need him to go deeper.

A sharp twist of my nipple makes me cry out. “Answer your keepers when they ask you a question. I think this cow is going to end up in the punishment racks with this attitude.” Josh says.

What attitude? I was just distracted by Derrick’s fingers. “Yes, I’m a virgin.”

“Hot damn, boys! We have ourselves an innocent hucow to break in.” Derrick laughs.

“I bet no one has touched this little pussy before today.”

He adds a second finger. It burns and stings as he stretches me. The other two keep tugging my breasts and I begin to relax enough for him to fit three fingers inside me.

“I can feel her muscles squeezing my fingers. She’s close.” Derrick says, and he’s right. I’m so close to cumming. Just a few more pumps of his fingers should get me there, but they all pull away from me and I groan as my arousal recedes.

I was so close. “NO! Why did you stop?” I plead.

Josh laughs at the desperation in my voice. “We’re not here to get you off. You need to be stimulated so your milk comes in, and that’s all this is. We don’t give a shit if you get off or not.”

What an asshole!

“Josh, don’t be an ass.” Derrick mutters.

Thank you! Derrick took the words right out of my mouth.

“Don’t argue. Let’s begin again.” Tyler says, and they reach for me again. I don’t want Josh touching me, but I get no say in the matter, so I try my best to ignore him and focus on the lust that builds again as they manipulate my body to respond.

“I don’t have to stop this time, pretty girl. Do you want to cum?” Derrick says when I’m on edge again. I’m soaked, and his fingers make a lewd sound while stimulating me.

I don’t want him to stop, that’s for sure. I’m worked up worse than earlier, and I might die if they stop.

“Don’t stop. Please. I need it.” I beg.

“What would you do if I replaced my fingers with my cock? Would you still want to cum?” He asks.

“No, you can’t do that.” I say, but they could. They can do anything they won’t to me and no one would stop them.

“I can, pretty girl. You’re just a hucow now. Livestock on the farm. Your breasts will grow larger, while your brain gets dumber, and the only thing you’ll want is to be fucked soon enough, but I’m not going to force you.” Derrick says, and it brings me some relief to know they’ll wait for me to decide.

“I’m going to make you beg for it, though.” He pulls his fingers out of me. The others keep pulling on my breasts in gentle strokes thankfully, but it’s not enough for me to cum and I frown.

“We’re going to do this all day, 312. Edge you until you cry for relief and you're only going to get when you beg to be fucked.” Tyler says calmly.

I’m not going to beg for anything in this place.

The tortuous climb begins again as they bring me closer to orgasm before backing off again, and each time, it gets worse. My body is covered in a thin layer of sweat, and I’m crying in frustration when they stop again for the fifth or sixth time. I’ve lost count.

I’m going mad with the desire to cum, and I don’t know if I can take this much longer.

When they touch me again, I sob. It feels amazing, but it's going to hurt so badly when they stop, and I can’t do this anymore.

My quest for relief erodes any common sense I have left. “Ok. You can do it.” I pant as I get closer, and I know they’re going to stop any second.

“We can do what, cow? Tell us.” Josh prods.

I keep my eyes shut, refusing to look at him. “You can… fuck me.” I whisper the words.

Someone slaps my ass, and I yelp.

“Louder, 312.”

Derrick has been avoiding my clit because of the piercing, but he brushes the pad of his finger over it, and I jolt. It doesn’t hurt as bad as it did. It’s more sensitive, and that brief touch feels like heaven.

It’s almost enough to make me orgasm, but he stops moving his fingers, but keeps them inside me, and I grit my teeth, and say the words louder.

They won. “I want you to fuck me. Please.”

“She lasted longer than most of the other hucows.” Tyler says. “You heard her, Derrick. Fuck the hucow and make her cum.”

This is not how I imagined my first time. Well, not exactly. I always fantasized about being tied down, and have my lover use me as I lay there helpless and at his mercy, but these men are not my lovers, and this is not in the comfort of my home. I’m at a hucow farm, and I’m about to be fucked by a man I just met.

Derrick removes his fingers and replaces them with the head of his cock. “Here it comes.” He says before flexing his hips and slamming inside me. I scream as he tears through my virginity and stretches me open on his giant cock.

“She’s so fucking tight.” He groans as he pulls out and pushes back in. “Wait till you try her out. I’m gonna cum sooner than I want.”

As he slams into me over and over, the pain fades and the pleasure returns. I feel every inch of him as he fills me, and I’m teetering on the edge in moments.

“That’s a good girl. I can feel you squeezing around me. You’re going to cum soon.” Derrick pants.

“Play with her nipples. That should do the trick.” Tyler says to Josh.

He grunts, but compiles and when they both give a tug, I shoot off like a rocket. I wail so loudly that the entire farm probably heard me, but I don’t give a shit.

Warm liquid sprays out of me. “She came so hard, she’s squirting.” Tyler laughs.

“Fuck, I’m cumming.” Derrick says, and then I feel him spill his seed inside me.

He pulls out while I lay panting on the bench, exhausted, but satisfied.

Tyler leaves and comes back a few minutes later with a bucket filled with warm water and washes me down quickly before they untie me and guide me back to my place in the corner. Josh attaches the lead to the wall while Tyler checks his watch.

“It’s almost milking time again. This took all afternoon. I’m starving. Want to go have supper after we hook up the cows?” He asks the others. “They’re serving pot roast tonight.”

That sounds so good, and my mouth waters. I can’t believe I’m hungry again, but it’s been a few hours since I ate. I didn’t realize they had me strapped to the bench for hours.

“Yeah! That’s one of my favorites.” Derrick says. He grabs my feeding tube from the wall and places it in front of me. “Eat your supper, pretty girl, and we’ll be back to stimulate you again this evening before bed.”

I look at the tube and pout. We get slop while they get to eat like kings. “Don’t pout. Your meals have everything you need, and remember to do as we say, or you’ll be punished.”

I open my mouth and he sticks the tube in then pats my head. I suck down the paste as they walk away. With every swallow my mind dulls, and I close my eyes, content to lie here and feed. Pot roast doesn’t compare.


Chapter 11

The guys return sometime later. There are no windows, so I don’t know if it’s dark outside or not, and I’m too spaced out on whatever they put in the food to keep track of time.

They strap me to the bench again, and it’s Tyler who fucks me this time. He gets me to cum twice on his cock before he releases inside me.

I asked them about pregnancy and that I’m worried about getting pregnant, but they told me not to worry about it right now. That wasn’t very helpful, but I let it go for now. I’m so blissed out that I barely acknowledge them when they leave.

They make me eat again before I pass out in exhaustion. Today was a big day, and I never slept the night before, so I fall asleep easily.

When I wake up, two things are abundantly clear. This wasn’t a dream. I’m really at the hucow farm, and my breasts are huge.

They’ve tripled their size overnight, and my nipples are long and fat like grapes. The skin is pink and I can see stretch marks along the sides. They grew too fast and my skin paid the price. I reach up to touch them and moan at how sensitive they are. I cup my hands under them to test their weight.

I experimentally pinch a nipple and gasp in shock when a trickle of milk comes out. They're filled with milk. I’m officially a hucow.

I hear voices coming closer to my pen, and I stop touching myself so I don’t get into trouble.

I have to pee, so I quickly use the bucket before sitting back down.

“Well. Well. Would you look at those hucow udders?” Derrick says as he comes into the stall. He’s alone, and I’m kind of disappointed that the others aren’t with him.

He leans down next to where I’m sitting and grabs my breasts. He pinches a nipple and milk squirts out. “My pretty girl has milk.” He smiles at me and I blush. I like it when he calls me his pretty girl.

“Let’s get you on the bench and ready for your first milking before the doctor comes to give you your injections for the day.”

He unhooks my lead, and instead of bringing the bench to me like yesterday, he leads me over to the milking corner, and I lay over the bench with no prompting.

“Good girl.” He says and straps me down. The arm and leg restraints are fine, but I hate when my head is pulled down so I can’t see what they are doing.

“Good morning, Derrick. How is she progressing?” I can’t look up, but I recognize the voice. It’s the bearded doctor from yesterday.

He directs his questions to Derrick, like my response isn’t necessary, and it probably isn’t. I’m just a hucow after all.

“She has milk, but not sure how much.”

“The quantity doesn’t matter in the beginning as long as she’s producing. The daily injections will help increase the amount and in no time she’ll be producing a gallon every milking.”
The doctor kneels down beside me and examines my breasts. He squeezes and pinches my nipples until a few drops come out. “Make sure you apply ointment to her breast to help with these stretch marks. She’s going to keep growing and we don’t want to damage her too much.”

“Sure thing, doc,” Derrick says.

“Is she eating well?”

“Yes, we got three feedings into her yesterday and she seems more docile and her eyes are glazed.”

The doc bends down until he looks at my face, and I just stare at him blankly. He smiles and moves back out of sight. “Everything looks wonderful, and her mammaries are developing like expected at this stage. I’ll give her the injections now, and you can hook her up to the machine.”

I feel a pinch as the doctor stabs both breasts with a needle. When the nurse gave me the first injection, it felt like my chest was on fire, but this time I felt only a small amount of heat, and then the weirdest thing happens. My breasts shudder involuntarily, like muscles flexing, and then right before my eyes I see them grow another few inches.

“Shit, doc. Seeing that never gets old.” Derrick says.

“Amazing right? The first injection prepares the breasts for massive growth and once the body has accepted the transforming drug, the change becomes instant.”

The pressure that’s been building since I woke up gets worse and I moan as it becomes painful.

“Easy girl.” The doc pats my bottom. “She’s ready. Did you break her in yesterday?”

“Yeah, Tyler and I fucked her until she came.”

I can hear his smirk. I don’t even have to look at him to know he has a smug smile on his stupidly handsome face.

“Good. Hook her up, and then mount her. If she can cum, the milk should let go. I want to check her flow before I leave.”

He’s going to stay and watch Derrick fuck me, and I smile. I’m turning into quite the exhibitionist.

Derrick grabs the hoses with the cups on the ends and flicks a switch on the wall. He reaches under me and attaches a cup to each breast. The suction is immediate and I feel my nipples being pulled down into the tubes. I can see some milk trickling out as the machine sucks and lets go before sucking again.

“We have flow. Let’s see if we can get her to have a letdown.” The doc says.

I can feel Derrick behind me. His fingers are spreading me open. “She’s wet and ready.”

He enters me in one thrust and I arch my back and moan at the feeling of being full of cock again. I was a virgin yesterday, but today there is no trepidation. I want it hard and fast.

He rubs my now healing clit and taps the ring. I clench around and he moans. “This is some good pussy. Nice and tight still.”

I whimper as I get closer to cumming with every thrust of his hips. My eyes remain on the tubes, and I see the flow of milk increase along with my arousal. What used to be a trickle is now a small stream.

“Bring her off.” The doc says, and when Derrick presses a finger into my back hole, I cum so hard, I think I black out for a minute.

The pressure in my breasts finally releases and the milk sprays into the tubs in large gushes.

“Perfect.” The doc says and claps his hands in delight. The sound startles me and I jump, making the cups jiggle and sloshing the milk around in the tubs.

The rhythmic pull and release of the pump feels foreign but good as the fulness in my breasts disappear.

There is a gauge on the wall next to the tubes, and I see the needle steadily climbing. The doc taps the gauge with a finger. “She’ll be a fine heifer. The first output is higher than average.”

“Here that, pretty girl, you’re a prize cow.” Derrick laughs and I scowl at the floor since I can’t look at him.

“She’s going to need larger quantities of food at meal time.” The doc gives my rump a squeeze. “Most of the nutrients transfer to the milk and we want her to stay healthy, so up the amount in her tube feedings by half.”

It’s already a large amount of food, but as the milk drains out of me, my stomach grumbles.

“What about the hormones and the other stuff that makes her compliant? It’s already premixed with the food.” Derrick asks.

“It shouldn’t hurt her, but it will increase the side effects. Her sexual desires will increase, but her mental intelligence will decrease because of the higher level of endorphins in her system.”

“So in other words, she’ll just be a dumb, horny hucow.” Derrick sums up.

“Plainly speaking, yes.” The doc says that like it’s no big deal, I’m going to live my days here in a haze of lust and not have the mental competence to know or care what’s happening to me.

“We can talk more about this later, Derrick. I have to make the rounds, and give the hucows their daily injections, and the alarm for the morning milking should be going off in a few minutes, so you have work to do. You can let Tyler and Josh know what’s going on.”

“I’ll tell them.” Derrick says as he pushes his fingers into me and I moan. I’m slippery with our combined fluids, so they slide right in.

“Good. See you later.” The doc says and I hear him leave.

The alarm for milking goes off a minute later, just in time for Derrick to make me cum on his fingers. I cry out in ecstasy and more milk gushes into the tubes. “That should help get you drained while I’m gone. I’ll be back later to unhook you and then you can eat and rest until the next milking. You’ll be busy during your time here.”

He leaves me strapped to the milking machine and I settle into the life of a hucow. Now that I have milk, I feel content. I know what’s expected of me while here.

The sex is not something I expected, but it’s a bonus. The guys are skilled and know where to touch me to bring me to climax quickly. I’m sure that I’m supposed to hate how I’m being treated, but I can’t hate them. Not when they make me feel so good.

They call me a cow and treat me like livestock. Their words are degrading, and lower my worth to that of a farm animal, but I’ll show them. I’ll be the best damn hucow on this farm.


Chapter 12

I’ve been at the farm for a few months, I think. Time has no meaning here. It’s the same thing every day. I’m milked and fed and they let us go outside in a walled off section of grass to get fresh air once a day.

The extra feedings have kept me at a healthy weight. My keepers often comment on my fatter rump. They say they like it to see jiggle when they fuck me. Tyler seems to be the one that’s most obsessed with it. He mounts my ass more than my pussy and fills my back hole full of his cum. I love it almost as much as when they take turns inside my pussy.

They always tell me I’m a good cow. The best behaved of the lot, and I’ve been lucky to avoid the punishment square.

The medication in the food has been keeping my brain in a constant state of fog, and most days I don’t even remember how I got here or who I was before coming to the farm. I’m hucow 312. That’s what everyone calls me. That and pretty girl, which is my favorite.

The only person who’s been cold towards me is Josh. He never fucks me, and when it’s his turn to put me on the milker, he drags me over by the collar and only uses his fingers to get me to cum, and then leaves when my milk lets go.

He’s always the roughest, too. Josh takes pleasure in causing me pain and he loves to twist the ring on my clit just to hear me whimper. He’s done it so much the pain is now pleasurable and when he calls me a stupid slut while thrusting his fingers inside me and pulling on the ring, I cum every time. It’s the only time I see him smile.

“You’re just a useless cow. A cum dumpster for the guards and that’s all you’ll ever be.” He says the worst things to me, but the jokes on him because it makes me so horny when he calls me names.

My body has changed so drastically I have a hard time walking from my pen to the outside. My breasts are now pendulous and if I sit or stand too long, my back hurts. It’s more comfortable for me to lie down or stay on all fours. Sometimes I ask my keepers to leave me on the milking bench between milkings. I even have to cradle my boobs in my arms like a baby when I walk to relieve the strain on my back.

I’ve gotten used to having no clothes on and no longer worry about my modesty when the other guards see my bare flesh.

“Oh god! Harder, please!” I shout, as Josh impales me with his fingers. The machine is sucking my nipples into the tubs, waiting to collect my milk. I’m now producing more than a gallon a session, and the doc is thrilled with my output.

“Shut up, cow. You talk too much. The only sound that should be cumming out of your mouth is moo. Moo like the dumb, slutty cow you are.” Josh says.

“I want to cum.” I whine and he slaps my ass hard.

“I said moo!.”

I’m not going to moo. They may call me a cow, but I know I’m a human.

“I won’t.” I say in defiance. This the first time I’ve ever disobeyed one of them, but Josh is taking this too far. I may let them treat me like an animal, but I will not sound like one.

“We’ll see about that.” Josh says and pulls his fingers out before my milk can release. He shuts off the pumps and unhooks me from the machines.

What is he doing? My breasts are full, and the milking alarm went off. It’s time to be milked.

“What are you doing, Josh? The hucow is still full.” Tyler says when he comes into the pen and sees Josh unhooking me.

“She disobeyed a direct order, and I’m going to punish her.” Josh says.

I shake my head no and back away in fear. He can’t be serious? Just because I wouldn’t moo?

“What did she do wrong? She’s always so well behaved.” Tyler looks at me in confusion.

“I was getting her ready for milking and she would stop begging like a little slut and I told her that cows should only moo, and she refused to.”

Tyler laughs. “That’s hilarious.”

It wasn’t funny, but Josh is being ridiculous and I’m happy Tyler agrees.

He looks at me. “Josh is kind of right, 312. You are a cow now, and cows say moo.”

My mouth drops open in disbelief that he’s siding with Josh.

“But I shouldn’t be punished for not mooing.” I argue.

Tyler shrugs his shoulders. “It was an order from your keeper, and you need to obey all orders, no matter what they are.”

“I’m taking her to the square. It’s about time she learns her place. You guys have been too soft on her.” Josh says and yanks on my lead, pulling me out of the pen while I’m too stunned to resist.

“I’ll get Derrick and we’ll come watch.” Tyler says instead of stopping this.

I drag my feet, but Josh pulls me along. “If you keep resisting, I’ll make this worse.” He smiles darkly at me. “I’ve been dying for a reason to put you in the stocks, and now I have my chance.”

I give up and follow him. I’m going to end up being punished regardless, so I best not make it worse.

“Good cow.” He says, and that’s the first nice thing he’s said to me since I got here, and those words of praise make something shift inside me. It wasn’t much, but it means a lot to me. Josh has been an ass and to hear anything nice pass his lips about me makes me feel like I’m special. Now I have this urge to do everything he asks me so I can hear him praise me again. If I can be a good girl for him and accept my punishment, he may begin to like me, and I want that so badly.

I keep my head down submissively until we reach the open square in the center of the building. My heart is beating fast in fear and anticipation. Is he going to torture me the same way as the other woman I saw the day I first arrived, or will it be worse?

He leads me past the stocks and over to the guard tower. “Put your arms above your head.”

I do, and he locks each wrist to the shackles hanging from the wooden beam. My large, engorged breasts are on full display and milk drips from my nipples. I’m due for my milking and their overflowing. “Hey, Josh. I see you have a naughty hucow.”

I look up and see a guard leaning over the edge of the tower, looking down at us. “Do you need the wench?” He asks, and I wonder what he’s talking about.

“Yeah, lower it down, David.”

The man disappears from view and then comes back with a chain. There is a large hook on the end. He lowers it down until Josh can reach it. I watch with nervousness as Josh attaches the end of my lead to the hook.

“Raise it up. I’ll tell you when to stop.” Josh says to the man.

I hear a crank turning and then my lead is raised into the air and my eyes open wide when I realize it’s not stopping. Soon I feel the tension in my neck when the lead draws tight, and the collar draws tight.

Josh smiles at the look of fear on my face as I rise onto my tiptoes to avoid being choked. Just when it begins to cut off my airflow, Josh hollers to the man to stop.

“How does that feel, little cow? You’ll have to stay in that position or choke. I think I’ll keep you like this for a while.” He smirks at my predicament.

I don’t know how long I can stay like this. I try to lower my feet, but the collar goes tight, cutting off my air supply.

“Oh, I almost forgot. David?” Josh shouts the guard’s name to get his attention.

“What do you need?”

“This cow is missing her milking and needs to be drained, so notify the guards and whoever is free can come get a sample.” Josh says and walks away.

The guard laughs, but then I hear the crackle of a radio, and the guard saying that it’s break time in the square.

The strain on my neck and body is already too much after a few minutes, and I fear that he’s going to leave me here until I choke to death.

Soon, a guard approaches me with a grin on his face. “What do we have here? A big tittie hucow strung up for all the guards to see.”

“Help me.” I plead.

He chuckles. “Don’t worry. We don’t kill hucows here. I can see how full of milk you are, and I’m gonna help you out.”

I smile in relief, thinking he’s going to get me down, but as he moves closer, he cups one breast and leans down, taking my nipple into his mouth and sucking me.

I gasp. This is the first time someone has drank from me, and his warm lips differ from the cold cups of the machine. It’s so much better!

I feel his tongue as it swipes across my nipple as he suckles me. Another guard approaches and latches onto my other breast. Two mouths on me are divine and I whimper and grow slick with desire.

“How does she taste?” Another guard asks as he comes closer. A few more men are gathering behind them. Some men, I notice, are rubbing themselves through their pants as they watch the others drinking from me.

The first man lets go of my nipple to reply. “Sweet and thick. Delicious, but I’m not getting a good flow.”

The one who asked stands behind me. “I’ll help get her flowing, and then we can all have a taste.” He says.

I groan in excitement at the thought of him touching, and me cumming in front of all these men.

I forget about the collar and relax my body, only to cough and gasp for air when it chokes me. I stand back into position quickly, and all the guards laugh at my torment.

The two men return their attention to my breasts, and the other slides his hand between my legs, and drives three fingers straight into my sopping cunt.

“You’re dripping for cock, you dirty hucow slut. That’s all you cow’s do here. You produce milk and get fucked all day long. No wonder your brains turn to mush.”

His words combined with the mouths on my breast only turn me on more.

“I bet this pussy was tight when you came here. Now it’s so loose I bet I can put my entire hand inside it.”

“Go for it, Jason. Fist the cow and make her cum,” someone yells.

I don’t know if his hand will fit, but I want him to try. I need something inside me. The urge to be filled is driving me to let these men do all kinds of dirty depraved things to me.

“Please!” I plead in desperation.

“Is that a please yes or a please no?” He asks me, but I doubt he cares what my answer is because he’s going to do whatever he wants but I answer him anyway.

“Yes.”
He laughs, and I feel his breath against my neck. “Good, girl.”

He pulls out his fingers and rubs his hand along my pussy, lubricating his it in my juices before pressing four fingers to my opening and pushing in.

There is so much pressure, and for a moment I don’t think they are going to fit, but he keeps forcing his way inside me slowly until I open for him and he thrusts them inside. “She’s taking four fingers, boys.” He says.

As the guards take turns drinking from me, I can feel more milking coming as my arousal climbs.

My pussy stretches and begins to accommodate his fingers easier and any discomfort fades. I tilt my ass back a little without putting more strain on my neck so he can move his fingers deeper, hitting that special place inside me that makes me shiver.

I’m going to cum soon.

He slides his fingers almost all the way out before twisting his hand and flattening his thumb. When he pushes in again, I can feel all his fingers enter me.

I feel so full, it’s almost too much but not enough at the same time. My mind is a jumbled mess of lust and adrenaline as I hang by my neck while these men violate me.

“Just a little more and you’ll be taking my whole hand. Your keepers are so lucky to have a cock warmer like you. I bet you beg for their cocks to fill you with cum like a dirty little girl.”
I whimper as he pumps his fingers in and out of my stretched hole. Every time he pushes back in, he goes a little further until I can feel his knuckles at my entrance.

“Do you like your keepers?”
“Yes.” I pant.

The men at my breasts are replaced by others again, and one of the men rubs my clit while suckling the cream from my breasts.

My sensitive clit swells in response, and I gush, covering their hands in my arousal.

“Look at your keepers, cow. They’re here to watch us play with you.” I open my eyes, and stare over the heads of the men in front of me and see my three keepers standing in the back. Josh is wearing the usual nasty smirk on his face. Tyler and Derrick are watching intently, and talking quietly without taking their eyes off me, and I wonder what they are saying.

“I hope you don’t think they care about you. You may be young and hot, but you’re just a cow like all the other girls here. You mean nothing.” The guard says.

“If they cared about you, then it would be them fingering you, not me.”

He’s lying. I know they care about me. They are nice, and they treat me well. I look at Tyler, and he smiles gently at me and gives me a nod of encouragement. I’m being a good cow and taking my punishment.

My three keepers approach me just as the man forces his hand past the knuckles and my eyes roll back in my head in bliss.

“That’s my pretty girl. Taking her punishment so well. We’re going to reward you after.” Derrick says, and I smile in pride.

“She’s taking my entire hand. Cum all over me, little heifer.” The man says and punches his fist in and out of me. My pussy makes loud, sloshing sounds as the men cheer him on.

Fingers pinch my clit, and teeth clamp onto my nipple and I’m a goner. I begin to cum. I scream my release and the milk sprays into the mouths of the men. They hum in approval as they drink.

I am barely aware of my surroundings as I bask in the aftermath of my orgasm. The chain is lowered and my hands and neck are released. I would have collapsed on the floor if a pair of muscular arms wouldn’t have caught me.

“That was a good girl, letting those men touch you without complaining.” I open my eyes and see that it’s Josh holding me.

There’s no nasty smirk on his face for once, and I think I see a trace of affection in his eyes before he masks it with a frown. “The only thing you did wrong was that you didn’t moo while you came.”

I frown. Not this again.

He places me down on my feet, in front of the stocks. “Bend over.” He demands and I’m still so out of it that I do.

He pushes my head into the stocks and locks it into place. My hands are tied to the posts. I’m bent over with my ass out and my boobs are hanging below me still dripping milk, but feel much emptier.

“I’m not letting you free until you moo. We’ll stay here all day if we have to, but I’m going to give you some incentive.” He says.

I think he’s going to tie the weights to my clit ring, but he has other plans.

Tyler and Derrick have left, probably to check on the other hucows, so it’s just me, Josh and a few other guards who stuck around to watch.

He crouches under me, and I see a small device in his hand. There is a cord coming from it with a mental clamp on the end. He pulls on my clit ring, causing a hiss to escape me at the sudden tug. The clamp gets attached to my ring, and then he moves back.

“This little device gives out shocks. I’m going to give you a small dose of what’s in store for you if you don’t comply.”

He pushes a button, and a zap hits my clit. It feels like a static shock. It’s not painful and when I don’t respond he frowns.

He pushes another button, and this time I jump. The zap is much stronger, and it feels like hundreds of tiny needles are poking into my vagina.

I cry out, and they stop. I’m panting and shaking.

“Moo.” He says.

I shake my head no.

The shock comes again, and when I cry out, he stops.

“Moo.” He repeats.

Again I shake my head. Over and over this goes on until Josh gets fed up and leaves the machine on so that it shocks and stops every few seconds.

I tense up and cry out every time. Josh is behind me now and lands open handed smacks to my backside.

I’m in agony, but somehow I feel myself getting aroused. It shouldn’t be possible but my thighs are wet and I’m dripping like a leaky faucet.

Josh notices and laughs. “You like pain with pleasure. I’m surprised and pleased. I didn’t think you could handle my tastes, but I was wrong.”

Is that why he never fucked me, because he enjoys giving pain during sex and didn’t think I would like it?

I hope he’s changed his mind because I need him now.

“Please.” I beg.

“I’ll give you what you want 312, but you have to give me what I want first.” He says.

I know what he wants, but can I really do that? Can I lower myself that far? I think about everything that’s happened to me here.

I let men touch me, fuck me, milk me. They keep me in a pen, chained like an animal, and I suddenly realize that I can’t get any lower. I’m a hucow, and I need to embrace farm life fully and if that means mooing, then I’m going to do it.

“Moo.” I say softly, testing out the word in my mouth.

Josh freezes behind me. “What was that?”

I close my eyes and say it louder. “MOO!”

He laughs. “That wasn’t so hard, was it? If you would have done it sooner, we could have avoided all this.” He leans down so his mouth is next to my ear. “But I think you enjoy every minute, didn’t you?”

“Yes.” I answer honestly.

“Good cow, but from now on when I’m with you, don’t speak just moo, and I’ll fuck you good and hard with some pain thrown in now that I know you can handle it.”

I moo in response, and he pats my rump. He removes the shock machine and I sag in the stocks.

When moves behind me, unzips his pants and enters me with one hard thrust, I cry out and arch my back.

He smacks my ass. “Don’t cry. Moo. Only moo.”

So I moo loudly as he pummels my pussy with his cock. The men around me laugh and call me dirty names, but I keep mooing as Josh brings me to climax.

He grabs my hair and yanks on the strands making my scalp burn, and my neck snap back. “Fuck!” he says before he cums inside me. I feel every spurt of his cock as he fills me with his seed.

He pulls out and fixes his clothes before standing in front of me and looking down at my face.

“You did good, hucow 312.” He says, and I almost say thank you, but then remember his rules.

“Moo.” I say instead and he smiles wide.

“Good cow.” He praises again, and I smile in happiness.

He stands up. “It’s not over yet, but when I come back to get you for the afternoon milking, I’ll give you a reward.”

I nod, but not understanding what he means until he says, “She’s all yours guys. I’ll be back in a few hours. Make sure she doesn’t say a word. This cow only moos.” He laughs and walks away as the men line up behind me and then I feel a cock at my entrance before pushing inside.

I’m fucked for hours by any guard that passes by. They take turns, and sometimes one takes my mouth while another takes my back hole or pussy.

I’m covered in cum and sweat by the time my keepers return. They untie me from the stocks and lead me back to the pen, where they hose me down, feed me, and then strap me to the milker.

The whole time they are cleaning me they tell me how I’m such a good little hucow, and I just smile and moo.

I’m glad I took my sister’s place in the Hucow Lottery. I couldn’t imagine a better life than being a hucow.

The End.

Thank you for reading The Hucow Lottery.

For more Hucow stories check out my Betrayed Milkers series available on Kindle Amazon and Kindle Unlimited.

Book One- Sold to the farm

Book Two- Sent to the farm

Book Three- Tricked on the Farm

And coming May 2023 - Abducted. Hucow Alien Space Station (An alien hucow transformation story)
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