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The Hucow Herd

Author’s Note:

This story and others in the series takes place in a futuristic world where cannibalism is normal and animals are no longer bred and killed for human consumption. Instead, human livestock, hucows, and bulls are raised specifically to feed the free humans.

Massive factories house and raise the hucow livestock until they are ready for inspection where they are graded according to the New World Food Corporation (NWFC) Grade Scale:

	●      Grade A: Prime Choice Hucow (Red collar) 
	●      Grade B: Butcher’s Choice Hucow (Green Collar) 
	●      Grade C: Commercial Grade Hucow (Dairy Quality) (Blue Collar) 
	●      Grade D: Cannery Hucow (Lowest grade and not fit for anything but canned goods) (Black Collar) 


These stories are meant to be unrealistic, far-fetched and dark with bdsm themes and not for the faint of heart. There is forced breeding, lactation, and dehumanization, killing and talk of cannibalism. If that is not your thing, stop right now. If you're willing to forge ahead, I promise you won’t be disappointed in this outlandish, mind-boggling series.

Happy Hucow Reading!


Chapter One

J2094 stands in the crowded holding pen; her overly powerful frame makes her stand out from the other B-grade hucows. The hucow almost made A-grade, but she wasn’t perfect. Her arms are secured behind her back with padded cuffs, and hobble chains link her ankles, allowing only shuffled steps, which is normal when transporting graded cattle to the slaughterhouse.

She shifts her weight, the metal links clinking against the concrete floor of the slaughterhouse pen. The sound is familiar to her and comforting. Restraints mean safety to a hucow.

Around her, the other cows wait with the same doe-eyed expressions, their bodies similarly bound, their futures determined by the colored collars around their necks. None of them questioned this. It’s what they were raised for.

The holding pen smells of disinfectant and the sweet, musky scent of hucow bodies. Overhead lights buzzed, casting harsh white illumination across the concrete floor and metal gates. J2094 listens to the distant mechanical hum of the processing facility—conveyor belts moving, hydraulic lifts engaging, along with the occasional clang of a gate closing.

She’s spent her entire life in a hucow facility, taught only to be obedient and educated only on her role as a food source for the free humans. All hucows who reach maturity are given hormones and injections to induce milk and then are graded.

Grade A: Prime Choice—the red collar, is what every hucow strives for. Those hucows are destined for breeding programs and luxury milk production on farms.

Grade B: Butcher’s Choice—green collars like J2094, have ample milk flow, but with an above-average meat-to-fat ratio are more suitable for consumption.

Grade C: Standard Yield—blue collars are reserved for hucows with higher milk yields and best used in a dairy.

Grade D is the worst grade a hucow can receive. It means the hucow is not fit for human consumption or milking. It’s a failure no hucow wants.

J2094 knows she is B-grade. The green collar around her neck marks her as such. Her handlers have told her this is good and she should be proud, and she is.

Her flesh density tests showed excellent marbling potential. Only her proportions kept her from A status—hindquarters developed beyond the optimal ratio for premium aesthetic standards. She doesn’t feel disappointed about this. Feelings like that were conditioned out long ago.

The gate to the holding pen swings open. Inspector Susan enters, clipboard tucked under her arm, measuring tape dangling from her fingers. Her white coat is pristine; her hair pulled back in a tight bun that emphasizes the sharp angles of her face. Behind her follows her assistant, Dan, carrying a digital tablet and stylus. His expression is softer than hers, his movements less abrupt. J2094 likes Dan. He is a good, free human who has a calming voice.

She has been at the slaughterhouse for a few days and has been waiting to be processed into meat. The handlers are quick to snap out commands, but Dan’s soothing voice would make any skittish hucow settle.

“Next for evaluation,” Susan announces to no one in particular. Her eyes scan the numbered tags clipped to each hucow’s ear before settling on J2094. “This one.”

Susan is not as nice as Dan, but she is not mean. She has an important job, and J2094 steps forward immediately, the hobble chains restricting her stride to short movements. She’s been trained since birth to respond to human direction without hesitation. The other cows watch with blank expressions, their turn perhaps next. It doesn’t matter. Nothing matters except fulfilling their purpose.

Is it time for her to be processed?

Susan circles J2094. “Decent muscle tone,” she notes, and Dan taps something into his tablet. “No visible blemishes or deformities.” She reaches out and presses her fingers into J2094’s shoulder, testing the firmness of the flesh. J2094 remains perfectly still, as trained.

The measuring tape comes out, and Susan begins her methodical documentation. She stretches the yellow tape across J2094’s shoulders.

“Seventy-eight centimeters,” she announces.

Dan records the numbers.

The tape wraps around J2094’s chest. “Ninety-four centimeters.”

Again, Dan’s stylus taps against the screen.

J2094 breathes evenly, focusing on the far wall as she’s been taught. Her body is not her own. It has never been. She is a resource, and the facility has invested in her development, and now she will fulfill her purpose. There is comfort in this certainty.

Susan moves to measure J2094’s hips, pulling the tape taut around the widest part of her lower body. She frowns slightly.

“One hundred and four centimeters,” she says, making a note on her clipboard. “Too large in the posterior region. Shame she would have made good breeding stock, but I’m sure she'd produce some tasty cuts of meat with a rump like that.”

J2094 registers the words but feels nothing in response. This information simply confirms what she already knows about her classification.

“Otherwise healthy specimen,” Susan continues, now measuring the circumference of J2094’s thighs.

Dan steps closer, and J2094’s gaze drifts to Dan momentarily, and he smiles at her. She flushes and quickly looks away, confused by the strange feeling in her body.

Susan completes her measurements, stepping back to make final notes on her clipboard. “Subject is suitable for standard processing or specialized order fulfillment.”

“Next,” Susan calls, already moving toward another hucow.

J2094 remains where she stands, awaiting further instructions. Her mind drifts to a vague understanding of what comes next. Processing. Fulfillment of purpose. The end for which she was created, and acceptance of this reality. There is no fear in her—fear would imply expectation of a different outcome, and J2094 has never known any possibility beyond this.

The hobble chains clink as she shifts her weight. The restraints on her arms pressed against her wrists keeping her calm. These sensations are simply part of existence, like breathing or blinking. Her world is as it should be. She is a hucow, and soon, someone will eat well because of her. This knowledge settles in her like a warm blanket, comfortable and right.

A shrill sound fills the room as Inspector Susan’s facility phone rings. Susan turns away, pressing the device to her ear. J2094 notices the subtle shift in the inspector’s posture—shoulders straightening, head tilting with interest.

“Yes, I’m currently in Holding Area B,” Susan says into the phone, her voice crisp and professional. “We have several B-grades scheduled for standard processing.” She pauses, listening. “I understand. It’s a little last minute, but I’m sure we can accommodate the request. We have a few hucows that fit exactly what they’re looking for.”

Susan’s eyes sweep across the holding pen, then settle deliberately on J2094. There‘s a new quality to her gaze. J2094 feels a flicker of something in her chest.

“I’ll handle it personally, sir” Susan concluded before ending the call and slipping the phone into her coat pocket.

“This one,” Susan tells Dan, her finger pointing directly at J2094. “She’s perfect for the special order that just came in. Check your tablet. The request should be there, marked urgent.”

Dan approaches with his tablet, pulling up a new form, and whistles, clearly impressed. “Elite Gentleman’s Club,” Dan reads, his eyebrows rising slightly. “They don’t usually order directly from the processing centers. Their chefs typically go through the premium markets.”

“They’re holding a last-minute party and are very specific about what they want,” Susan replies, circling J2094 with renewed scrutiny. “They want a live delivery, B-grade, well-proportioned but not too fatty.”

J2094 catches only pieces of their conversation, but understands enough. Special order and a living cow.

Susan steps directly in front of J2094, meeting her eyes in a rare moment of direct address. Her voice shifts to the simpler cadence handlers use when speaking to hucows.

“You’re going to a very fancy place,” she explained, maintaining her professional detachment despite the simplified language. “You’re about to get special treatment. You’ll be prepared fresh on-site by their executive chef.”

J2094 smiles. “Does that mean I’m a special hucow?”

Susan pats her on the head. “Very special.” J2094 can’t believe she’s been picked and stands proudly under their evaluating gazes. Her entire existence has been shaped toward this moment—selection, approval, fulfillment of purpose. The disturbing truth—that she is celebrating her own consumption—never registers in her carefully molded mind.

Dan scrolls through the order details. “Says here they’re hosting a ‘Harvest Dinner‘ for their most elite members. Twelve attendees, all executive level or higher.”

J2094 doesn’t fully comprehend the details. Her understanding has been carefully limited to simple concepts: she is livestock, and livestock provides food. She is not expected to understand anything else. The details of how the exclusive club will transform her from a living hucow to a gourmet meal are not her concern.

Susan makes several notes on her clipboard, then hands it to Dan. “Update her processing designation. Mark her for special transport—climate controlled, stress minimization protocols. They’re paying a premium price, so they expect perfect condition on delivery.”

“Understood,” Dan says, making the changes on his tablet. “Will you inform the transport team or should I?”

“I’ll handle it,” Susan replies. “You finish the paperwork, and drop her off at shipping. They need the hucow within the hour.”

Susan steps close again, running a professional hand along J2094’s flank, checking muscle tone one final time. “Only the best are selected for the Gentleman’s Club. Their members expect perfection on their plates. Be proud knowing you’ll be eaten by the richest members of society.”

The words land like praise in J2094’s conditioned mind. These are the highest compliments a hucow can receive. Her eyes take on a warm, placid glow—the look of livestock that has fully internalized its purpose.

As Susan turns to complete the arrangements for her special delivery, J2094 stands contentedly in the holding pen. She’s about to fulfill her highest purpose. She will become a perfect meal. The thought settles in her mind not as horror, but as completion.

Dan approaches J2094 with something glinting between his fingers—a shiny-colored ear tag instead of the standard metal gray used for routine processing. She stands perfectly still as Dan reaches for her ear, feeling a momentary pinch as he removes her standard tag and replaces it with the gold one.

“There we go,” Dan says, stepping back to examine his work. “Gold looks good on you. Marks you for VIP handling all the way to delivery.”

“Come along,” Dan continues, unclipping the short tether that connected J2094 to the holding pen rail. He doesn’t pull on the lead—there’s no need. J2094 follows immediately, her hobble chains clinking with each small step.

They move through a series of corridors, passing the standard processing areas where other hucows wait in groups of ten or twelve.

The facility’s harsh fluorescent lighting casts everything in sterile white-blue. The walls are smooth, easily sanitized surfaces. Occasional inspection windows reveal glimpses into processing rooms—clinical spaces with stainless steel equipment and drainage systems in the floors. J2094 has seen other hucows enter such rooms and not return. It was supposed to be her end also, but not now.

Dan leads her through a door marked “Special Holdings Transport,” but the hucow can’t read, and just trusts him to lead her where she needs to go. The area beyond is noticeably different from the standard holding pens. Individual stalls replace the cramped communal pens. The concrete floors are covered with fresh straw instead of bare cement.

“This is where we keep the special orders,” Dan explains, though he doesn’t expect J2094 to fully comprehend. His voice has taken on that softer quality some handlers use with premium stock like Grade hucows—not quite warmth, but a recognition of value. “You’ll stay here until the club’s transport picks you up.”

He guides her into an empty stall and secures her lead to a metal ring embedded in the wall. Dan pats J2094’s flank. “You should feel honored,” he tells her, his voice lower now, almost conversational. “Few hucows ever leave this place alive once they get here, and even fewer get chosen for such exclusive preparation. The club members are very particular.”

“I am proud.” She says. “I did good, and I will serve my purpose well.”

“Good girl,” Dan murmurs.

The sound of brisk footsteps announces Susan’s return before she appears in the doorway, clipboard in hand. Her expression is one of satisfaction as she surveys the special holding area.

“All set.” She says to Dan, “If this goes well, it could mean more premium contracts.”

“And a possible promotion.” Dan adds before exiting, and securing the stall door behind him.

Alone in her special holding area, J2094 settles onto the fresh straw with a contented smile, knowing she is about to be transformed into a culinary masterpiece.


Chapter Two

J2094

The holding area is quiet until the door to my stall opens and two handlers come in. Their faces look calm as they move slowly toward me.

“This is the special order for the Gentleman’s Club,” one says, checking something on a small screen in his hand.

The other nods. “Gold tag confirms it. She’s the one.”

I look at them, waiting for instructions. “We’re going to take you to the transport now,” he says. His voice sounds soft like Dan’s . “Don’t be scared.”

“I'm not.”

“Well, that is good, but we need to keep you calm and unstressed during the trip.”

I nod. Calm is good for meat. I’ve heard the handlers say this many times. Stressed meat tastes bad.

The second worker holds something in his hands. It’s dark and soft-looking.

“This is a hood,” he explained, showing it to me. “We put this on special cows like you during transport. It keeps you calm and makes sure you don’t get scared by unfamiliar sights.”

I stare at the hood. It doesn’t look scary, but the workers know what’s best for me. They always have.

“Good cows wear hoods when they go to special places,” the first worker added. “It means you’re valuable.”

I feel happy hearing this. A valuable cow and a special order. All these things mean I’m doing my purpose well. “I’m a good cow,” I say.

“Yes, you are,” the second worker agreed. He steps behind me and gently slips the hood over my head.

The world went dark as the hood covered my eyes completely. I can still breathe easily through the small holes near my nose and mouth. The material feels soft against my skin.

“There we go,” the worker says. “How does that feel?”

“Dark,” I answer. “But nice and soft. Is this what clothes feel like?”

He chuckles. “Kind of.” He answers, but doesn’t elaborate. “Now we’re going to walk you to the loading area, holding your arms to guide you and make sure you don’t trip.”

I feel hands grip my upper arms. “Small steps now,” the first worker instructed. “We’ve got you.”

They lead me forward. I can’t see where I’m going, but their hands on my arms keep me steady. The chain between my ankles forces me to take short steps, but they don’t rush me. Click-clank, click-clank, the metal links sound against the floor as I walk.

“That’s it,” one worker says. “You’re doing so well.”

I feel proud again. I’m a good hucow, and good hucows follow directions. The hands on my arms guide me through what I think must be a doorway, and the floor changes under my bare feet.

“We’re in the main corridor now,” a worker tells me. “Just a bit farther to the loading bay.”

We walked for what seemed like a long time, and the louder sounds of the slaughterhouse main floor faded. The hum of the facility grows more distant, but other noises get louder: voices I don’t recognize, mechanical sounds, a beeping noise that comes and goes.

The air changes, too. It gets cooler, fresher, and I feel a gentle breeze touch my skin. I’ve never felt this before. I’ve lived my whole life indoors, in pens and stalls and processing rooms.

“We’re at the loading bay,” one worker announced. “Step carefully now. There’s a small lip here.”

They help me over something, and the ground feels different again. Rougher, harder.

New voices speak nearby and I can’t see them, but they sound busy.

The workers stopped me from walking further. I breathe slowly inside my hood. The darkness feels safe. It keeps the new things from being too much.

“Here’s the special delivery for the Gentleman’s Club,” one of my workers says.

“Right on time.” The unfamiliar voice is deep, but I can sense his authority. “Let me check her condition before loading. We don’t want bruised meat.”

I feel new hands on me now, but I don’t flinch. They press against my shoulders, my back, my sides, squeeze my thighs and run along my flanks. The touch feels careful, as if the person is checking something important.

“Excellent muscle tone,” the new voice says. “The hucow has good fat distribution, and its skin is clear and unblemished.”

His hands move to my neck, feeling under the green collar that marks me as B-grade.

“Pulse is steady. She’s calm. That’s good.” The new hand patted my shoulder. “The chef will be pleased. This is exactly what was requested for tonight’s event.”

I stand still and proud under his approval. I’m going to make a good meal.

“Load her up,” he commands. “I’ll keep the hood on until arrival, ride in the back with her to ensure quality control during transport.”

The workers’ hands tightened slightly on my arms, and we’re moving again. “You’re going somewhere very few people get the privilege to enter,” a worker tells me. “Important people will enjoy you tonight.”

I smile inside my hood. This is all I want. This is what I was made for. To be enjoyed while fulfilling my purpose, and to be the best meal I can be.

The workers guided me forward and lifted me up into an enclosed space. I can tell because the breeze disappears and the floor feels smooth. “Kneel here,” a voice tells me. I obey, lowering myself carefully with my arms still secured behind my back.

My knees press against something soft. Not straw, but a padded surface. It feels nice on my skin. Different from the hard floors of the facility where I’ve spent my whole life.

“That’s right, position the hucow properly,” the new man says.

Someone takes hold of the lead attached to my collar. They pull it gently downward, guiding my head lower. I feel the lead being secured to something.

“Head down, that’s it,” a worker says. “This keeps you stable during transport.”

This is how a hucow should be: under control at all times. The hobble chains between my ankles clink softly as I settle into place.

“We’ll leave her in your care now. Transport documents are all in order.”

“Perfect,” the man responded. “I’ll ensure she arrives in the same condition.”

The van shakes as the door closes, and then it’s quieter. It’s just me and the unfamiliar man.

I hear him move closer to me, as a soft mechanical hum sounds around us, and then I feel cooler air moving slightly across my skin.

“The climate control is set to the ideal temperature,” the man says. His voice now comes from above me . “Seventeen degrees Celsius. Perfect for keeping meat fresh.”

I stay still, listening. The hood keeps me in darkness, but my other senses work overtime. I smell the man’s scent: clean with a hint of something else. My ears home in on the smallest shuffle as he settles into a seat beside me.

“My job is to ensure you remain calm,” he explains. His voice sounds professional. “Stress ruins meat quality. Cortisol and adrenaline make the flesh tough and affect the flavor.”

I have no idea what he means, but that’s okay. I feel his hand touch my shoulder. The contact is sudden in my darkness, but I don’t flinch. Hucows are trained not to react to handling.

“Good girl,” he says. “You’re very docile.”

His hand begins to move just as the van shifts under me, and we begin the journey. He stroked along my shoulder, then down my back.

His voice steady as his hands moved across my skin. “The Gentleman’s Club members expect the highest quality in everything they consume.”

His hands worked methodically, massaging my flanks and shoulders. This feels... nice. I feel muscles relaxing that I didn’t know were tight.

“Your muscle tone is excellent,” he comments. “You’ll make a beautiful centerpiece for tonight’s dinner.”

His hands moved to the front of my body now. I feel them cup my heavy udders. They squeeze gently at first, then with more pressure. His fingers find my teats and roll them between his thumb and forefinger.

A strange feeling moves through me. My nub hardens under his touch. I’ve never felt this before. The handlers at the facility checked my milk production and quickly hooked me up to the milkers, but it has never felt like this.

He continues massaging my breasts, and I feel the milk dribbling out of my teats. My breathing changes, becoming deeper.

“What’s happening?” I ask, confused by the sensations in my body. “I feel strange.”

“That’s normal,” he says, his voice still calm and professional. “Your body is responding to stimulation. This is good and helps make your meat more tender and flavorful.”

His hands continue working my udders, squeezing and releasing. The milk flows more freely now, running down my chest in warm streams.

“Sex hormones improve flavor and tenderness,” he explains. “When your body responds like this, it creates a better eating experience.”

I feel a new sensation between my legs. A warmth, a tingling. Something I’ve never experienced before. The facility never taught me about this.

“Is this... right?” I ask. My voice sounds different to my own ears. Breathier.

“Very right,” he assured me. “Enjoy it. The more pleasure you feel, the better you’ll taste.”

The van starts to pick up speed, and I feel the gentle sway of motion. The hum of the climate control continues, a steady background noise.

He keeps one hand on my udder, still massaging and squeezing. His other hand moves lower, across my stomach and between my legs.

“You’re responding well,” he says as his fingers touch the place where the strange warmth is centered. “Very good, cow.”

His fingers move against me, finding spots that make the warmth increase. I make a sound I’ve never made before—a whimper or moan.

“That’s it,” he encourages. “Let your body respond naturally.”

The sensations grow stronger. His fingers move in circles, sometimes dipping inside me, sometimes rubbing a spot that makes my whole body jerk. All the while his other hand continues working my udder, milk flowing freely now.

I don’t understand what’s happening to me, but I trust the human in control. He knows what’s best for making me taste better.

The man’s breathing remains steady, but mine doesn’t. I pant and make more of those strange sounds as his fingers move faster.

“You’re close now,” he says. “This is exactly what we want. When you feel the pleasure reach its peak, don’t fight it. Let it happen.”

The sensations build and build. A pressure forms inside me, growing with each circle of his fingers. I’ve never felt anything like this. My body trembles and the chains between my ankles jingle as my legs shake.

Then something breaks open inside me. A pleasure so bright and intense it feels like I’m splitting apart. I cry out, a long, low sound that doesn’t sound human or animal but something in between, and my whole body shudders and pulses around his fingers.

The feeling crashes through me in waves, then slowly begins to fade. My muscles go limp, and without the support of the lead holding me up, I would collapse completely.

As it is, I slump to one side, my breathing heavy. His hand moves away from between my legs. His other hand gives my udder one last squeeze before letting go.

“Perfect,” he says, sounding pleased. “You’re going to taste exceptional tonight.”

He pats my flank the way handlers do with good livestock. “Good cow. Very good cow.”

I lie there, still trembling slightly, as the van continues its journey. Inside my hood, I smile. I‘ve done well and pleased him. I’m going to be a good meal.

The climate control continues to hum and the van sways, while I drift in a strange new feeling of satisfaction, waiting to arrive at the place where I will complete my purpose.


Chapter Three

The van slows and stops not long after, but I remain still, kneeling with my head bowed as I recover from the pleasure the man called an orgasm. The hood still covers my head, keeping me in darkness, but I hear the click of a door latch and a gush of warmer air across my skin. Then his voice comes from above me. “We’ve arrived at the Gentleman’s Club, and it’s time to deliver you to the kitchen staff.”

I stay perfectly still, waiting for instructions. The lead attached to my collar tugs gently. “Up now,” the man says. “Small steps.”

His hands guide me as I rise from my kneeling position. The hobble chains between my ankles clink as I shuffle forward. The handler’s firm grip on my arm keeps me steady as I step down from the van.

“I’m going to remove your hood now,” he says. “Keep your eyes lowered at first. The light might hurt after being in darkness.”

His fingers worked at the fastenings of the hood, and when he pulled it away, I had to blink rapidly. Even with my eyes downcast, the brightness makes me squint.

“Look up slowly,” he instructed.

I raise my head and see my surroundings for the first time since leaving the slaughterhouse. We’re at a side entrance of a massive building. The walls are pale stone, rising higher than the facility where I’ve lived my whole life. Large windows reflect the afternoon sun, making them shine like water. It’s the most amazing thing I’ve ever seen.

“This is the Gentleman’s Club,” the handler tells me. “Only the wealthiest humans eat here.”

I feel a warm glow of pride. My meat must be very good to be served in such a place.

The service entrance itself looks plain compared to the rest of the place, but through an open doorway, I glimpse rich colors and shining surfaces that look nothing like the sterile walls of the facility.

A man in all white clothes steps through the doorway. Behind him follow two others dressed the same way. “Is this the B-grade special order?” the first man asked.

My handler nods. “As requested.”

The man in white comes closer, examining me with critical eyes. He circles me once, then nods. “It’s good that you are early. The chef will be pleased, hopefully. He’s been in a mood since he stepped into the kitchen.”

“She’s all yours,” the man says, handing the lead attached to my collar to the man in white.

“Excellent. We’ll take it from here.”

The handler pats my shoulder. “You did well,” he tells me. “Frederick will take care of you now. Be good for the kitchen staff.”

I watch him return to the van. These new people—kitchen staff—are my handlers now. I stand quietly, waiting for instructions.

“Come,” says the man holding my leash. He must be Frederick. His voice is sharp, as if he is in a hurry. “Chef wants you prepped immediately. Dinner service starts in five hours and you're still breathing.”

I follow as he tugs the lead, and the other two kitchen workers walk behind me. They seem anxious. Maybe they need an orgasm to keep them calm. It worked for me.

We enter through the metal doors into a hallway that is bright and clean. “This cow is the special order for tonight’s Harvest Dinner,” Frederick says to the others. “And must be perfect for presentation. I trust you two won’t fuck it up.”

“No sir. Is Chef still angry about coming in on his day off?” the worker behind me asks quietly.

“What do you think?” the lead man snaps. “Just do a good job cleaning the meat for the chef and be grateful you’re not assisting with the main course tonight. He already threw a spoon at Marcos.”

Their words mean nothing to me, but something flutters in my stomach—a feeling I don’t recognize. Is this nervousness? I’ve never felt it before.

We turn down another hallway and stop at a door. Frederick presses something on the wall, and the door slides open.

Lights shine from the ceiling, reflecting off metal surfaces. Everything gleams. Tables of shining metal stand in the center. Along the walls are sinks and cabinets and things I don’t have words for. The floor slopes slightly toward drains set into the concrete.

He secures my lead to a ring on the wall, then steps back. “Remove the restraints,” he tells one of the other workers. “She won’t need them anymore.”

The worker approaches me with a key. He unlocked the cuffs binding my wrists behind my back. Next, he bends down and removes the hobble chains from my ankles, and I feel suddenly naked.

“Stand still, cow,” Fredrick commanded. “Arms at your sides.”

I obey, standing motionless as my heart pounds; without my restraints, I feel adrift, and I don’t like it.

“Begin cleaning. She needs to be spotless.”

The two workers jump into action, hurrying to the sinks. One fills a large container with water while the other gathers bottles and cloths. When they return, I feel the warm water for the first time as they pour it over my shoulders.

The sensation is new and wonderful. At the facility, they clean us with cold sprays that leave us shivering.

“Lift your arms,” one worker commands.

I raise my arms as the warm water cascades down my body. They work efficiently, washing every part of me. The soap smells sweet, nothing like the harsh chemical scent of facility cleaners.

“Turn.”

I turn, and they continue washing my back, my buttocks, and between my legs. Their hands are impersonal, like the facility handlers’. I am not a person to them. I am food being prepared.

When the washing is complete, the lead man inspects me. “Internal cleaning next,” he says. “We can’t have contaminated meat.”

One worker prepares something at the sink—a long tube connected to a bag of clear liquid. I recognize this. At the facility, we receive cleansing before special procedures.

“Bend over the table,” the lead man instructs. “Head down, legs apart.”

I comply, positioning myself as directed. The metal table feels cold against my chest and cheek after the warm water. I hear the worker approaching from behind.

“This will be uncomfortable,” he says, “but necessary.”

I feel the tube press against me, then slide inside. The sensation is unpleasant, but I remain still, accepting it as part of my preparation. The cool liquid flows into me, filling my insides, and the pressure builds slowly.

“Hold it,” the worker says.

I clench my muscles, holding the liquid inside even as the pressure becomes uncomfortable, then painful. Still, I don’t move or make a sound. Good hucows endure without complaint.

“Release now,” he finally says, positioning a basin beneath me.

I release the liquid, feeling relief as the pressure subsides. They repeat the process twice more until the liquid comes out clear.

“Internal cleaning complete,” the worker announced.

“Good,” Frederick says. “One less thing for the chef to yell about. He’s already annoyed about working today—at least we can deliver a properly prepped specimen.”

They talk about me as if I’m not here, which is familiar and comforting. At the facility, handlers always spoke this way—discussing us as products, not people. It reminds me of home, and I relax even more.

Frederick moves behind me and presses a finger up my bum, making me grunt, but I don’t dare move. He wiggles it around, nodding with satisfaction. “Next step: hair preparation. Then she’ll be ready for Chef’s inspection.”

“Begin hair preparation. Chef wants it preserved during cooking— it adds to the presentation.” The worker nods and approaches me with a brush in hand. This is new.

“Stand still,” the worker tells me as he moves behind me. I feel the brush tug against my scalp, working through the tangles in my hair. Each stroke pulls slightly but doesn’t hurt. The sensation is strange but pleasant.

“Good length,” he comments to the others.

Frederick inspects some papers on a clipboard. “Chef’s instructions specify a single thick braid down the back. Make it tight and even.”

“Yes, sir,” the worker replies, continuing to brush until my hair feels smooth against my neck.

His fingers separate my hair into sections. I stare straight ahead at the shining metal surfaces of the prep room, feeling the gentle pulls as he begins to weave the strands together.

“You have nice hair,” the worker says conversationally as his fingers work. “Thick. Strong.”

I’m not sure if I should respond. Hucows rarely spoke unless asked a direct question. But his words make me feel warm inside.

“Thank you,” I whisper.

He doesn’t acknowledge my response, just continues braiding. I wonder if he even heard me. Perhaps he was speaking to the other workers, not to me.

“Hand me the twine,” he says to someone.

Another worker passes him something. I feel him secure the end of the braid with it.

“Good. Now for the protective paste.”

The second worker moves to a counter where various containers are arranged. He opens one and begins mixing substances in a bowl, working quickly. The smell that rises from the bowl is sharp and unfamiliar, but also not unpleasant. It smells earthy.

“It creates a barrier that protects the hair during the cooking process. Without it, the hair would burn and create an unpleasant smell and appearance.” Frederick explains.

I listen carefully, absorbing this information. I want to understand everything about my preparation. This knowledge makes me feel important.

The worker finishes mixing and approaches with the bowl. The paste inside is thick and white, with a glossy sheen.

“Hold the braid up,” he tells the worker who braided my hair.

The first worker lifts my braid away from my back. The second applies the paste, coating the braid thoroughly from top to bottom. His hands moved slowly, spreading the substance evenly over every part of the plait, not wanting to miss a spot. The paste feels cool against my scalp where he applies it at the roots.

“Saturate it completely,” Frederick directs. “Especially the end. That’s where burning usually starts.”

“Yes, sir.”

The worker continues applying the paste until my entire braid is covered. The substance begins to stiffen almost immediately, creating a protective shell around my hair.

Standing here, I feel a sense of solemnity wash over me. The careful preparation of my body—the cleaning, the enema, now this special treatment for my hair—makes me understand how important this meal will be. I am not just any food. I am special, selected, prepared with attention to every detail.

This is more than I ever expected when I received my B-grade designation. Most B-grade hucows are processed quickly and turned into packaged cuts of meat without this level of care.

“No blemishes or missed areas,” he declared at last. “Skin is clean and smooth. Glad they still remove body hair before butchering. It saved us time.” He steps back, removing his gloves. “She’s ready for Chef.”

Those words send a thrill through me. The ultimate authority who will transform me from a living hucow to an exquisite meal.

Frederick retrieves a fresh lead for my collar. “Bring her to the kitchen,” he tells the workers.

One worker attaches the lead to the ring on my collar, but unlike at the facility, they don’t reapply the arm restraints or hobble chains. Perhaps they know I’m well-trained enough not to need them. This small trust makes me even more determined to behave perfectly.

“This way,” the worker says, giving the lead a gentle tug.

I follow him toward another door on the far side of the prep room. The sounds hit me first—the clang of metal, the hiss of steam, voices calling to each other in quick phrases. Then the smells—rich, complex scents I’ve never encountered before. Some sweet, some savory, some that make my mouth water, though I don’t know if it would taste good.

The kitchen is larger than the prep room, filled with a frenzy of people in white clothes hurrying between stations. Flames leap from cooking surfaces, and steam rises from pots. Everything gleams and shines under bright lights.

My heart beats faster. This is it. The culmination of my existence. The place where my purpose will be fulfilled. Soon I will be transformed from a simple hucow to culinary art, feeding the important members of the Gentleman’s Club.

As the workers guide me into the kitchen, I feel calm despite the surrounding chaos. A strange happiness fills me. I was bred for this moment, raised for this purpose. Everything in my life has led here—to this kitchen, to this night, to becoming the perfect meal.

I hold my head high as we move forward. Ready to meet the chef and complete my journey.


Chapter Four

Chef

I slam the kitchen door open, startling a line cook who nearly drops his knife. My vacation—my first in two years—cut short because some rich bastards decided they needed a last-minute Harvest Dinner. Of all the entitled, inconsiderate bullshit. I adjust my white coat, smoothing down the lapels with hands that have earned me my master chef status.

“Chef Renault,” my sous-chef Marco approaches cautiously, clipboard in hand. “The special order is being prepped in—“

“I know where it’s being prepped,” I snapped, snatching the clipboard from his hands. My eyes scan the order details. “A live cow? I thought they were in a hurry?”

Marco shifts his weight from one foot to another. “Apparently, they wanted the freshest meat available.”

I let out a sharp exhale through my nose. “And I’m supposed to transform it into a masterpiece with—“ I check my watch, “—five hours’ notice?”

The kitchen staff keep their distance, heads down, focused intently on their tasks. Smart. I’ve already thrown a spoon at Marcos for suggesting we use the pre-made reduction sauce instead of starting fresh. These people know better than to meet my eyes when I’m like this.

“Get me the molecular kit,” I barked at a passing apprentice. “And tell pastry to cancel whatever elaborate nonsense they’re planning. We’re doing a simple crème brûlée—vanilla bean only. If I’m doing all the extra work, then this meal will center on the hucow, not fancy sugar sculptures.”

I stalk towards the back of the kitchen, my shoes squeaking against the polished floor. The gleaming stainless steel tables reflect the overhead lights, spotless as always. This is my personal workspace, and no one dares step foot in here.

My fingers trail over the knife roll, unfolding it with practiced precision. Each blade gleams back at me, perfectly sharpened. I select the boning knife, testing its edge with my thumb. Sharp enough to slice through meat with minimal resistance—exactly as it should be. I set it aside and continue my inspection.

Each tool has its place—knives in order of use, towels folded precisely, seasoning within reach but not cluttering the space. Despite my fury at being here, my hands moved with mechanical precision. Twenty years of kitchen discipline doesn’t disappear just because I’m pissed off.

“When is the cow ready?” I ask, voice tight.

As if on cue, the door from the prep room swung open. Two kitchen workers enter, leading a hucow between them. My hands pause over the herbs I’ve been arranging.

She’s absolutely stunning.

Not in the conventional sense—she is meat after all, but her thighs are muscular, her hips wide. Her hair has been neatly braided down her back, coated with a protective paste to preserve it during cooking. Her skin glistens slightly, still damp from cleaning.

Something shifts in my chest. The anger doesn‘t disappear, but it redirects. No longer at being called in, but at how little time I’ve been given to do justice to this perfect cow.

I set down the knife I’ve been holding, wipe my hands on a towel, and approach her slowly. The kitchen’s chaos continues around us, but it fades into background noise as I focus entirely on her.

“Hello there,” I say, my voice dropping to a gentleness that surprises even me. “I’m Chef Renault. I’ll be taking care of you now.”

She blinks, a slight furrow appearing between her brows. Confusion, most likely. They are only dumb animals, and I doubt the facility handlers spoke to her with anything resembling kindness.

“What’s your designation?” I ask, though I can see the tag on her collar reads J2094.

“J2094,” she responds, her voice soft but clear. “B-grade.”

I nod, circling her slowly, as professional assessment takes over. Good muscle definition. Clean skin with no bruises. The handlers at least did that right. Her posture is straight but not tense—well-trained but not frightened.

“I’ll take her lead,” I tell the kitchen worker holding the tether attached to her collar. “You can go find something else to do.”

He nods quickly and hands over the lead. The hucow—J2094—stands perfectly still, clearly unsure what’s expected of her without physical guidance.

I reach out slowly and touch her shoulder. The muscle beneath my fingers is firm but supple. Prime condition. “You are in good shape.”

She smiles slightly at what she perceives as praise. “I was selected specially,” she tells me with unmistakable pride in her voice. “For important people.”

Something twists in my stomach. The careful conditioning of hucows never fails to disturb me, even after years in this profession. They’re raised to celebrate their own consumption.

“Yes,” I agree, keeping my voice neutral. “Very important people. Which means I need to do my very best work.” I look into her eyes directly. “And I will. I promise you that.”

Her smile widens. I can’t save her—that’s not possible, but I can ensure that her last moments are pleasurable and that her body is treated with the respect it deserves.

“Come,” I say, gesturing toward a padded stool near my workstation.

She follows me without hesitation. Her trust is immediate and complete. It’s another twist in my gut. That is why I prefer already working with an already killed carcass.

As she sits on the stool, I notice Marco watching me with a raised eyebrow. He knows my feelings about these dinners, about the entire elitist system, but he also knows I‘m the best at what I do, ethical qualms notwithstanding.

I turn back to J2094, my hands gentle on her shoulders as I position her on the stool.

“We’re going to create something beautiful together,” I tell her softly. “Just trust me.”

“Of course. You know what’s best.” I can see it in her eyes—complete trust.

“Here,” I say, holding a glass of water to J2094’s lips. “You need to hydrate. It makes for better meat.”

She looks at the crystal with wonder in her eyes. I doubt she’s ever been offered water in anything but a plastic trough or automated dispensers.

“Drink slowly,” I instruct, supporting the bottom of the glass as she takes her first sip. “Small amounts. Your body needs to absorb it properly.”

Her lips touched the rim tentatively. She drinks, then pulls back slightly, surprised perhaps by the clean taste of filtered water. I tilt the glass gently, allowing her another small sip.

“Good,” I murmur. “Very good.”

While she drinks, I study her more closely. The B-grade classification is visible on her collar—green, marking her for meat rather than milk production or breeding. Her proportions are unconventional by industry standards, but to my trained eye, they‘re perfect for the dish I’m envisioning.

“You’re quite beautiful,” I tell her matter-of-factly. Not flattery, just a professional assessment. “It’s a shame they didn’t give me more time to prepare you properly.”

She looks down, seemingly unused to compliments. “Thank you, Chef,” she says quietly.

My fingers trace the curve of her shoulder, feeling the muscle beneath the skin. Firm but not tough. She’s been well-fed and properly exercised.

“Relax your arm,” I instruct, my hand moving down to her bicep, then forearm. She complies immediately, letting her limb go completely loose in my grip. Well-trained indeed.

J2094 leans slightly into my touch as I continue my examination. Most hucows are taught to remain perfectly still during handling, but she seems to seek the contact. There’s something different about this one—a responsiveness that goes beyond conditioning.

“The people at this club will be lucky to taste such fine-quality meat,” I say, meaning it more sincerely than she could possibly understand.

I continue my assessment, pressing gently at her flank, testing the give of the flesh. Perfect marbling. The fat-to-muscle ratio will create a succulence that A-grades often lack with their leaner builds. B-grades like her are undervalued in the current market that prioritizes aesthetics over flavor.

Her eyes half-close as my hands work across her shoulders, down her spine. She trusts me completely. The irony doesn’t escape me—she trusts the man who will end her life and transform her into food. But there’s something pure in that trust that makes my chest ache.

“The gentlemen are expecting only the best, Chef Renault,” calls the maitre d’ from the doorway to the dining room. Laurent—always anxious, always hovering when we have club members dining. “Mr. Ferris was quite specific about the presentation requirements.”

I glance at the clock on the wall. Four hours and forty minutes until service. Not nearly enough time for what I would consider proper preparation.

“They’ll have to wait for perfection then,” I say firmly, not looking up from my examination of J2094’s arm. “Quality can’t be rushed.”

Laurent shifts nervously in the doorway. “But Chef, Mr. Ferris specifically—“

“Mr. Ferris,” I interrupted, “knows that when he wants the best, he comes to me. And he knows I work according to my standards, not his timeline.” I finally turn to face Laurent. “Now, please inform the gentlemen that dinner will be served precisely when it’s ready, and not a moment before.”

Laurent hesitates, then nods sharply before disappearing back through the door. He’ll soften my words, offer complimentary champagne to smooth any ruffled feathers. That’s his job. Mine is to create something extraordinary from the hucow sitting before me.

J2094’s eyes widened slightly at the exchange. “Don’t worry,” I assured her. “We have plenty of time to do this properly.”

Her shoulders relaxed again. “I want to be good,” she says simply.

“You are good,” I tell her, my hand resting briefly on her cheek. “You’re perfect.”

She beams at the praise, and I feel that twist in my gut again, but I push it aside. I have a job to do, and sentimentality has no place in professional kitchens.

I offer her the water glass again, and she drinks more confidently now. When she’s finished, I set the empty glass aside and help her stand.

“We’ll start with a light massage,” I explained. “It helps tenderize the muscles naturally. Better than mechanical methods.” I led her toward the preparation table. “Lie face down. I’ll make you comfortable.”

She complies without hesitation, stretching out on the padded surface. I arranged a small cushion under her head.

“Is this right?” She asks, turning her face toward me.

“Perfect,” I assure her, reaching for the bottle of oil infused with herbs from our onsite garden.

As I warm the oil between my palms, I catch Marco watching me from across the kitchen.

“The herbs will enhance your natural flavor,” I explain to J2094 as I begin to work the oil into her shoulders. “Rosemary, thyme, a touch of sage. Nothing that will overpower, only complement.”

She makes a small sound of contentment as my fingers find a knot of tension at the base of her neck. “That feels nice,” she murmured.

“Good,” I say softly. “It should. Relaxed muscles make for tender meat.”

I work methodically, my hands finding each tight spot, each area of tension. Beneath my fingers, her body gradually softened. This is the part of my process that other chefs often skip—the gentle preparation, the care taken before. But it makes all the difference in the final result.

As I work, I’m mapping her in my mind, planning each cut, each preparation. She will be the centerpiece of tonight’s meal, and despite the rushed timeline, I will ensure she becomes a culinary masterpiece worthy of her willing sacrifice.

“You’re in expert hands,” I tell her quietly. “I promise you that. I’m going to explain everything I do,” I tell J2094 as I continue working the herb-infused oil into her skin. “You deserve to understand the process.” Most chefs don’t bother explaining anything to the hucows they prepare—why explain to food? But I’ve always believed differently. Understanding creates tranquility, and tranquility makes for better meat. At least, that’s what I tell myself.

“Thank you, Chef,” she says, her voice muffled slightly as she lies face-down on the preparation table. “No one ever explains things to us at the facility.”

My hands move in slow circles across her back, finding tension points and working them loose. “I respect what you are,” I tell her softly, so only she can hear. “Both what you are now, and what you’ll become under my hands.”

She makes a small sound of contentment as my thumbs press gently along her spine. The oil glistens on her skin, the herbs releasing their fragrance as they warm. The scent of rosemary rises between us—sharp and piney.

“First, we prepare your body with herbs and spices that complement your natural flavor,” I explain, my voice low and steady. “After that, there will be a light brining—salt, sugar, and spices that will enhance moisture retention during cooking.” My fingers worked down to her lower back, feeling the muscles begin to release. “The actual cooking will be slow. Very slow. It preserves tenderness.”

Her breathing deepens as she relaxes under my touch. J2094 leans into my hands, her body responding to each movement of my fingers.

“That feels good,” she whispers.

I move my hands to her shoulders, working outward from her neck to her arms. “Your body should feel pleasure before it becomes pleasure for others.”

Around us, the kitchen continues its carefully choreographed dance. Line cooks prepare accompanying dishes, pastry chefs work on desserts, and sauciers reduce stocks to intensify flavors. But they all give my station a wide berth. They know better than to disrupt my process, especially today when my mood has been volatile.

I reach for another bottle of oil—this one infused with black pepper and juniper. “This will add a subtle heat,” I tell her. “Not overwhelming, just enough to highlight your natural sweetness.”

As I uncapped the bottle, a kitchen boy rushed past, arms full of copper pots. His elbow catches the edge of a sheet pan balanced precariously on a nearby counter. The pan clatters to the floor with a resounding crash, the sound amplified by the kitchen’s hard surfaces.

J2094 startles violently beneath my hands, her body tensing instantly. A small sound—almost a whimper—escaped her lips. Her training asserts itself; she tries to hold perfectly still despite her fear, but I can feel tremors running through her muscles.

I immediately placed my palm flat against her back, applying gentle but firm pressure. My other hand moves to her cheek, turning her face slightly toward me so she can see me.

“You’re safe with me,” I assure her, my voice steady and calm. “Just a dropped pan. Nothing to fear.”

Her eyes find mine, wide with lingering alarm. Then, gradually, the tension begins to drain from her body. My hand remains on her back, providing constant, reassuring pressure until her breathing slows.

“Sorry, Chef!” the kitchen boy calls out, his face flushed as he scrambles to retrieve the fallen pan.

I don’t take my eyes off J2094. “It’s alright,” I say to both of them. To the boy, I add, “Just be more careful. We’re doing delicate work here.”

He nods vigorously and hurries away, relieved to escape without the sharp reprimand he likely expected, given my earlier mood.

J2094’s eyes remain on my face, something like wonder in her expression. “You didn’t yell,” she observes quietly.

“Not at you,” I replied. “Never at you.”

I continue the massage, working carefully to restore the relaxation that was interrupted. Slowly, her muscles yielded again beneath my hands. When I feel the last of the tension release, I set aside the oil.

“Let’s sit you up now,” I say, supporting her shoulders as she rises. Her skin gleamed in the kitchen lights, the oils giving her a healthy glow. “How do you feel?”

“Good,” she says, her voice soft but clear. “Ready.”

I help her stand from the table, one arm around her waist to steady her. The oils have made her skin slick, and I’m careful to maintain a firm grip. Her body leans against mine, trusting me to support her weight.

“We’re going to move to the back part of the kitchen now,” I tell her, guiding her slowly across the floor. “Where we won’t be disturbed.”

She nods, her steps careful but not hesitant. The kitchen staff glance at us, then quickly return to their tasks.

The back kitchen is separated from the main area and large industrial ovens and roasters. It’s where I do my most precise work, away from the chaos of the main line. The lighting is better here—softer but more focused. A single preparation station stands in the center, surrounded by specialized equipment. This is my domain within my domain.

“This is where the magic happens,” I whisper as we enter the space. The sounds of the main kitchen faded to a distant hum. Here, we can hear each other breathe. “This is where you’ll be transformed.”

J2094 looks around the space with curious eyes. “Will it hurt?” she asked simply.

The question catches me off guard. Hucows rarely ask about pain—they’re conditioned not to concern themselves with it. But J2094 continues to surprise me with her awareness.

“No,” I promised her, guiding her to sit on the edge of the preparation table. “You won’t feel anything but peace.”

She smiles at me, trusting completely. “I want to be a good meal.”

“You will be,” I assure her, reaching for my specialized tools arranged precisely on a tray beside the table. “You’ll be extraordinary.”


Chapter Five

I watch Chef Renault arrange his tools on the shining metal tray. His eyebrows pull together even when his hands move with perfect control. It makes him look angry, and that makes me sad.

“Are you angry, Chef?” I ask, surprised at my boldness. Hucows aren’t supposed to ask questions unless they’re about our immediate tasks.

His hands paused over the tray, and looked up at me with those intense eyes that seem to see more than just my meat value.

“What makes you think that?” His voice is soft but tight, like a string pulled almost to breaking.

“Your face is... different from before,” I explained, trying to find the right words. “When you were massaging me, you looked calm. Now you look like the handlers do when we don’t produce enough milk.”

A small sound escapes him—half laugh, half sigh. “Perceptive, for a hucow, aren’t you?” He selects another tool from the tray—something with a long, thin tip. “It’s not you I’m angry with.”

“The people who are going to eat me?” I guess.

His eyes sharpen. “Yes. Pretentious bastards who think they can call me in on my day off for their last-minute indulgence.” He tests the tool’s tip with his thumb, muttering words I barely catch: “I give them a special seasoning they won’t forget...”

I lean forward slightly on the table. “I want to help you,” I offered. “Before I become food, I want to make you happy.”

“Make me happy?” He looks genuinely surprised.

I nod eagerly. “The handlers say that good cows make people happy. I’m a good cow.” I sit straighter, proud of this. “If I can help you be less angry before you cook me, I want to.”

Something changes in Chef’s eyes—a spark of interest that wasn’t there before. He set down the tool he was holding and stepped closer to me.

“You want to help?” he asks, his voice different now. Softer. Considering.

“Yes. I want to be the best cow I can be,” I tell him earnestly. “If that means helping you feel better before I become dinner, then I want to do that.”

Chef studies my face for a long moment. The kitchen around us is quiet except for the distant sounds from the main area. Finally, his lips curve into a small smile.

“Yes,” he says slowly. “You are a sweet cow, and I think you can, and it will be quite pleasurable for you.”

I don’t understand what he means exactly, but his approval makes me happy. “What should I do?”

“Lie back on the table,” he instructed, his hand on my shoulder guiding me gently. “Just like that.”

I settle onto my back, the surface cold against my skin. Chef moves around me, checking that I’m positioned correctly.

“Such a good girl,” he murmurs, and warmth floods through me at his praise. “So willing. So perfect.”

His fingers traced a line from my neck to my stomach, his expression thoughtful and professional. “You know, it’s a shame they didn’t give me more time with you,” he says. “A specimen like you deserves proper aging, careful preparation. It’s an injustice for meat this good.”

“I’m sorry,” I say, not fully understanding but wanting to please him.

“It's not your fault,” he assured me. “And don’t worry—you’re going to taste delicious despite the rush. I’ll make sure of it.”

His hand moves to my braid, lifting it carefully. The protective paste has hardened completely now, encasing my hair in a solid shell.

“This will stay beautiful,” he tells me. “Even when the rest of you is crisp and juicy, your hair will remain perfect for presentation.”

I smile at this, picturing myself as a beautiful dish on an elegant table. “They‘ll think I’m pretty when they eat me?”

“They’ll be stunned,” Chef confirms, a strange edge to his voice that I don’t quite understand. “They won’t be able to look away.”

His hands continue their assessment, pressing gently at different parts of my body. Each touch feels meaningful. This isn’t the impersonal handling I’m used to from the facility. The chef touches me as if I’m already a precious ingredient.

“Will it take long?” I ask.

“The cooking?” Chef’s eyebrows lifted slightly. “Longer than they’d like, but less time than I’d prefer. Properly speaking, I should roast you slowly—very slowly—to preserve the tenderness of your muscles, but I’ll just be more diligent in the basting process.”

I nod, absorbing this information. “I hope I taste as good as you say.”

“You will.” His voice dropped lower. “In more ways than one.”

Again, I don’t fully understand his meaning, but the intensity in his eyes makes my skin feel warm despite the cool table beneath me.

“Your heart is beating faster,” Chef observes, his fingers pressed lightly against the pulse in my neck. “Are you afraid?”

I consider the question. “No,” I answered honestly. “I’m... excited. This is my purpose. I was made to feed humans.”

Something flickers across Chef’s face—too quick for me to identify. “Yes, you were,” he agrees. “But perhaps we can find an additional purpose for you first.” His hand strokes down my side, leaving a trail of tingling sensations. “Something that will make us both very happy.”

“I’d like that,” I tell him, eager to be useful in any way he desires.

Chef’s expression softens just slightly. “You really are a good cow,” he says, and though I’ve heard those words many times from handlers, they’ve never made me feel quite this special before.

He reaches for a small container on the tray. “We’ll start with a special marinade,” he explains. “One I reserve for only the finest ingredients. It will enhance your natural sweetness while adding complexity to your flavor.”

I watch as he opens the container, revealing a thick, amber liquid inside. The scent that rises from it is rich and complex—sweet yet sharp, with hints of spices I can’t name.

“Will this make me taste better?” I ask.

“Much better,” Chef confirms with that same small smile. “And it will make what comes next feel much better for you too.”

I don’t know what “comes next” means, but I trust Chef completely. He has promised to transform me into something extraordinary, and I believe him. I lie back, ready to become his masterpiece.

Chef dips his fingers into the thick liquid. It glistens on his skin as he moves to the end of the table where my feet are. “We’ll start here,” he says, lifting my right foot with careful hands. “Every part of you needs to be properly prepared.” His fingers touch my sole, spreading the marinade in slow circles, and a strange sensation bubbles up from my chest—a sound I’ve never made before.

I’m... giggling. The feeling of his fingers between my toes sends unexpected jolts through my body. I try to hold still like a good cow should, but my foot twitches in his grasp.

“Ticklish?” Chef asks, a smile warming his voice.

“I’m sorry,” I gasped between involuntary giggles. “I’ll be still.”

“No need,” he assures me, continuing his methodical application of the marinade. “Your reactions are perfectly natural. They show you’re responsive. That’s good.”

His fingers worked between each toe, coating every crevice. The marinade feels cool at first, then begins to warm against my skin. The ticklish feeling remains, but I manage to control my squirming better as he moves to my left foot.

“The marinade contains compounds that will enhance nerve sensitivity,” Chef explains as he works. “It makes the flesh more receptive to heat during cooking, resulting in even caramelization.”

I don’t understand all his words, but I nod anyway. The warmth from the marinade is spreading up my calves now, a pleasant tingling sensation.

Chef’s hands move higher, working the marinade into my ankles, then up to my calves. His touch is firm but gentle, massaging the liquid into my muscles with practiced efficiency. Where the oil from earlier made my skin slick, this marinade seems to sink in, leaving behind only a subtle sheen and that spreading warmth.

“You have excellent muscle definition,” he comments, his fingers kneading my right calf. “Not too lean, not too fatty. Perfect.”

Pride swells in my chest at his approval. “Thank you, Chef.”

His hands worked higher, reaching my knees. He applies more marinade from the container before continuing. The substance smells rich and complex—sweet yet sharp with spices. Chef’s fingers slide behind my knees, and another involuntary sound escapes me—not quite a giggle this time, but something deeper.

“Sensitive here too,” he observes, his voice taking on a lower quality. “Good to know.”

His hands moved to my thighs, working in slow, deliberate circles. I notice he keeps his touch to the outsides and tops of my thighs, carefully avoiding the area between my legs where an unfamiliar heat is building. The warmth from the marinade intensifies as he works it into my flesh, making my skin tingle pleasantly.

“Most chefs rush this part,” he tells me, his voice almost conversational despite the intimacy of his touch. “They focus only on the prime cuts—the back, the flanks. But every part deserves attention.”

He moves around the table, now working on my stomach and sides. His fingers trace the curve of my ribs, spreading the marinade across my abdomen. My breathing changes as he works—becoming deeper, slower.

“Arms next,” he says, lifting my right arm and beginning the process again. He works from my fingers inward, coating each digit, then my palm, my wrist, moving up to my elbow and beyond.

“Almost done with this stage,” Chef murmurs as he finishes my left arm and moves to stand at the head of the table. His fingers slide into my hair at the roots, careful not to disturb the protective coating on my braid. The feeling of his fingertips against my scalp sent shivers down my spine.

Then his hands move lower, to my neck, my collarbones, and finally to my udders. Here, his touch changes subtly—becoming more attentive, almost reverent.

“These are lovely,” he says softly, cupping their weight in his palms. “Full but not overstretched like dairy cows.”

I beam at the praise. My udders have always been a source of pride—they produced well during my training at the facility but not enough to earn commercial grade.

Chef’s fingers spread the marinade across the soft skin, working it in with gentle circular motions. When he reaches my teats, he rolls them between his fingers, and a now-familiar warmth shoots through me. Milk begins to dribble out in response to his stimulation.

“Perfect,” he says, watching the white liquid leak from my teats. Rather than being bothered by this, he simply incorporates the milk into the marinade on my skin, spreading the mixture across my chest. “Your milk will add another layer of flavor to the preparation.”

His touch on my udders continued longer than it did anywhere else on my body. The sensation builds, creating an ache I don’t understand but somehow welcome. More milk flows as he gently squeezes and rolls my teats.

“But too much will make your udder mushy, so we’ll need to empty these properly,” Chef decides, stepping back. “Wait here.”

As if I would go anywhere.

He returns, wheeling a small cart with what looks like a miniature version of the milking machines at the facility.

“This will be much gentler than the industrial pumps you’re used to.”

He attaches the suction cups to my teats with practiced hands. The cups are soft, their grip firm but not painful. When he activates the machine, the rhythmic pumping sound fills the quiet kitchen.

“Your milk will make an exquisite sauce,” the Chef tells me, watching as the empty containers begin to fill with warm white liquid. “I’ll reduce it with herbs and a touch of wine. It will be served alongside you—a perfect complement.”

While the machine works, Chef‘s hands don’t remain idle. He begins to apply more marinade to the areas he skipped before—the insides of my thighs. His fingers move higher, closer to the place between my legs that now feels swollen and sensitive.

“We need to ensure every part of you is properly prepared,” he murmurs, his fingers finally brushing against my pussy lips. The touch sends a jolt through me, different from the tickling at my feet but somehow related. My hips lift slightly of their own accord.

His fingers continue their idle play, spreading the marinade along my outer lips while the milking machine maintains its steady rhythm on my udders. The combination of sensations makes me dizzy with unfamiliar pleasure.

I notice changes in Chef as he works. His breathing has deepened. A flush has crept up his neck. He shifts his stance occasionally, as if uncomfortable in his clothes. When he speaks, his voice has a rougher quality than before.

“Am I helping you feel better now?” I asked innocently, remembering my offer from earlier. I want so badly to be useful to him before I fulfill my final purpose.

Chef’s eyes meet mine, and I see something darkening in their depths. A small smile plays at the corner of his mouth as he slides a finger between my pussy lips, finding a spot that makes me gasp.

“Yes,” he answers simply, the pressure of his finger increasing. “And even more so soon.”

The milk continues to flow into the containers as Chef’s fingers work their magic between my legs. I am helping him. I am being a good cow. And somehow, in ways I never expected, I am experiencing pleasure before becoming pleasure for others—just as Chef promised.


Chapter Six

Chef removes the milking machine from my udders when they are almost empty. Milk still drips from my teats, but he wipes them clean with a soft cloth. His fingers lingered, giving one last appreciative squeeze that sent a pleasant jolt through my body.

He steps back, eyes scanning my oiled body with approval. Something changes in his expression—a shift from the gentle attention of moments before to a more focused determination. “Time for the next part,” he announces, turning away toward the door.

I watch him leave, my body tingling from the marinade and his touch. The warm afterglow of pleasure still hums through me, especially between my legs where his fingers worked their magic. I’m glad I could help make him happy before becoming his masterpiece.

When Chef returns, he’s pushing a trolley with something large and black on it—a massive cast-iron pot with handles on either side and a lower lip on one end. It looks heavy, but Chef maneuvers it with ease. The pot gleams under the kitchen lights, its interior dark and deep.

“This is where you’ll meet your end,” he says, positioning the trolley beside the table where I lie. His voice has regained that professional edge, though warmth still lingers in his eyes when they meet mine. “Sit up now. Carefully.”

I obey, swinging my legs over the edge of the table. The marinade has soaked into my skin, leaving me feeling warm and sensitive all over. My head feels light, perhaps from the intensity of what I just experienced, or maybe from the marinade itself.

“The pot,” Chef directs, gesturing toward the cast-iron vessel. “Climb in.”

I slide off the table, my bare feet touching the cool floor. The pot looks intimidating—a black mouth waiting to swallow me. But this is what I’m meant for. This is my purpose. I approach it with reverence.

“Is this where I’ll become food?” I ask.

Chef nods. “This is where you’ll become art.”

I place my hands on the rim of the pot and peer inside. It’s deep enough to hold me, but not so deep that I’ll disappear completely. With Chef’s steadying hand on my back, I lift one leg over the edge and then the other, lowering myself into the cool metal vessel.

The contrast between my warm, oil-soaked skin and the cold iron makes me gasp. Chef guides me into position—my legs hanging over the lower side of the pot, and my head resting against the other. The curve of the vessel cradles my back comfortably.

“Good,” Chef murmurs, adjusting my position slightly. “Now, we need to secure you properly.”

“Oh good. I don’t really like feeling so free. Restraints mean I’m safe.” I tell him. It’s been weird not to have my arms and legs locked.

“I'll fix that right now.” He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a length of white cord. “Butcher’s twine.” He says. “Wrists together,” he instructs, his voice gentle but leaving no room for disobedience.

I extend my arms eagerly, pressing my wrists together in front of me. Chef wraps the twine around them, pulling it tight—much tighter than I expected. The rough fiber bites into my skin, and I wince, but along with it comes the relief that once more I am under his total control.

“It hurts,” I say, surprised at the pain. The handlers at the facility always used padded restraints.

“I know,” Chef acknowledges, continuing to wind the twine around and between my wrists. “But the pain will fade soon. Your hands will go numb.”

He ties off the binding with a quick, practiced knot, then steps back to assess his work. My wrists are tightly bound, the skin around the twine already reddening. I flex my fingers, feeling the circulation being restricted.

“Now for the position,” Chef says, moving behind me to the head of the pot. “Lift your chin.”

I tilt my head back, looking up into his face. His expression is concentrated, focused on his task rather than on me. I am becoming ingredients now, no longer a hucow to be handled gently.

“I need your arms behind your head,” he explains. “It’s the traditional position—elbows up, like wings.”

He takes hold of my bound wrists and begins bending my arms backward, guiding them behind my head. The position is immediately uncomfortable, straining muscles I’ve never used this way before. As my elbows point toward the ceiling, a sharp pain shoots through my shoulders.

“Chef,” I gasped. “It really hurts.”

He pauses, his hands still firm on my arms. For a moment, I see something flicker across his face—hesitation, perhaps even concern. Then his professional mask returns.

“I can help with the pain,” he says, and steps away, returning moments later with a small glass filled with dark liquid. He holds it to my lips.

“Drink this,” he instructs. “It will help with the discomfort.”

The liquid smells fruity, but with a sharp undertone that burns my nostrils. When it touches my tongue, I taste sweetness followed by bitterness that makes me want to spit it out. But I swallow obediently, trusting Chef’s expertise.

“All of it,” he encourages, tipping the glass until I’ve consumed every drop.

He sets the empty glass aside and returns to positioning my arms. This time when he bends them behind my head, I still feel the pain, but it seems less important somehow. My head feels suddenly light, as if it might float away from my body if not attached.

Chef secures my arms in position with more butcher’s twine, binding my arms just below the elbow together behind my head so I can’t extend them. More twine crosses my chest, wrapping around to my wrists to hold everything in place. I should be in agony, but the pain seems distant now, separated from me by a growing fog in my mind.

“Good,” Chef murmurs, checking the tension in the twine. “How does that feel?”

“Strange,” I answer truthfully, my voice sounding different to my own ears. “My fingers are tingling.”

“That’s normal,” he assured me. “The numbness is starting. Soon you won’t feel any discomfort at all.”

He’s right. Already the sharp pain in my shoulders is dulling to a vague pressure. My breathing, initially rapid from distress, slows and deepens. The drink spreads warmth through my body, making my limbs feel heavy and my mind clouds with pleasant confusion.

“What did you give me?” I ask, the words coming out slightly slurred.

“Something to help you relax,” Chef says, his fingers checking the circulation in my hands. “A little brandy. Makes the process more... humane.”

I smiled up at him, touched by his consideration. Even as I’m being prepared for cooking, he cares about my comfort.

“Here. Have some more. You’ve been so good.” He poured another mouthful down my throat. This time the bitterness is less noticeable, and I giggle as the room spins above me.

The numbness spread across my arms. I can’t feel my fingers now. My head lolls back against the edge of the pot, suddenly too heavy to hold up.

“That’s it,” Chef‘s voice comes as if from far away. “Just relax into it.”

I do as he says, surrendering to the spreading warmth and heaviness. The kitchen lights above seem to blur and shine more brightly. Chef’s face, when he leans over me to check my position, looks softer somehow, the harsh lines of concentration melting away.

“Am I going to be a good meal?” I ask, my tongue feeling thick in my mouth.

His hand strokes my cheek, the touch gentle and reassuring. “The best I’ve ever prepared,” he promises. “Now rest while I get ready for the next step.”

I close my eyes, feeling the room spin pleasantly around me. The pain is almost completely gone now, replaced by a floating sensation. This must be what Chef meant—experiencing pleasure before becoming pleasure for others.

I‘m floating on waves of pleasant numbness when Chef’s voice pulls me back to awareness. My eyes flutter open to see him standing over the pot, looking down at me with an expression I can’t quite read. “Now,” he says, hands moving to the buttons of his white coat, “it’s time for an infusion of a special ingredient.”

Through my hazy vision, I watch as Chef shrugs off his white coat. His fingers worked at the buttons of his shirt next, revealing more skin with each movement. I’ve never seen a free human undress before. At the facility, handlers always remained fully clothed, maintaining the boundary between us and them.

“What kind of ingredient?” I ask, my words slurring slightly. The numbness in my arms is complete now, but the position—elbows pointed up behind my head—no longer bothers me.

Chef doesn’t answer. Instead, he pulls his shirt off completely, then moves to his pants. I blink slowly, trying to focus as he removes each article of clothing. A dusting of dark hair on his chest trails down his stomach, and I have the urge to touch him. Thankfully, my arms are bound, or I could get into trouble.

When he pushes his underwear down, I see it—his penis, jutting forward from between his legs. I‘ve seen drawings during my education at the facility—clinical illustrations teaching us about breeding—but never seen a real one up close. It looks larger than the diagrams suggested; the skin flushed dark, a clear drop of liquid beading at the tip.

His hand wraps around his erection, stroking slowly as he steps closer to the pot. “Something extra just for our distinguished guests.” He sneers as he says guests.

He climbs into the pot with me, his movements careful in the confined space. His knees settle on either side of my ribcage, straddling me. The weight of him presses me deeper into the curved metal.

“Your udders are perfect for this,” he murmurs, reaching down to push my breasts together, creating a channel between them.

I feel the hard heat of his penis against my sternum. Chef positions himself, sliding his length into the valley he’s created between my breasts. The residual oil from the marinade makes his skin glide smoothly against mine. Traces of milk still leak from my teats, adding to the slickness.

“Oh,” I breathe, surprised by the intimate contact. “Is this... part of cooking?”

Chef laughs, a low sound that rumbles through his chest. “No. This is just for me.” He rocks his hips forward, his penis sliding between my pressed-together breasts. “And a little surprise for our dinner guests.”

The motion creates new sensations—pressure, friction, warmth. My body remembers the pleasure from before—from the van with the handler, from Chef’s fingers between my legs. A similar heat builds low in my belly as I watch him move above me.

“Does it feel good?” I ask, genuinely curious. I want to be useful to him in this way too.

“Very good,” Chef answers, his voice strained as he increases his pace.

The sounds fill the quiet kitchen—skin sliding against skin, Chef’s quickening breath, the occasional wet sound as more milk leaks from my udders. I feel strangely powerful despite being bound. My body is giving Chef pleasure before it gives sustenance to the dinner guests.

His hands squeezed my breasts together more firmly, creating tighter pressure around his shaft. I can feel his heartbeat through the hard flesh sliding between my udders. My heart speeds to match it, and between my legs, I grow wet with excitement I don’t fully understand.

“You like this,” Chef observes, not a question but a statement. His eyes meet mine, dark with desire.

“Yes,” I admit, surprised to find it true. “It makes me feel... special.”

His hips move faster, thrusting more urgently. “You are special,” he grunts, his rhythm becoming less controlled. “Too good for those... entitled assholes.”

I don’t understand his words, but the emotion behind them is clear. His movements grow more forceful, jostling me in the pot. The brandy makes everything dreamlike—Chef above me, his face contorted with pleasure, his penis sliding slickly between my udders, the strange fluttering in my belly.

“I’m close,” he warns, though I don‘t know what he means. His thrusts became erratic, his breathing harsh and quick. “God, yes...”

Suddenly he pulls back, rising up on his knees. His hand wraps around his penis, stroking rapidly. His entire body tenses, and then with a deep groan, something spurts from the tip—white, thick liquid landing on my chest and neck, some even reaching my face.

I blink in surprise as more pulses out, coating my skin. Chef’s face is transformed by pleasure, his eyes squeezed shut, mouth open in a silent cry. His hand continues to move until the spurts subside to dribbles.

When he opens his eyes, he looks down at me—at his seed spread across my body—with unmistakable satisfaction.

“Perfect,” he murmurs, climbing carefully out of the pot.

I expect him to dress, but he remains naked, moving around the pot to examine me from different angles. His semen cools quickly on my skin, creating an unfamiliar sensation.

“What is it?” I ask, though I know from my breeding education it’s his seed.

“My special seasoning,” Chef answers with a smirk, reaching into the pot. His fingers began spreading the white substance across my skin, rubbing it in methodically. “The fancy twats will never know what they’re really tasting.”

His fingers worked the semen into my skin like another marinade. He seems pleased with himself, almost vibrating with satisfied energy.

“They’ll rave about the depth of flavor,” he continues, working the fluid into my neck and face. “The sophisticated aftertaste. The richness.” He laughs, a sound with edges. “If only they knew they were eating my cum along with their precious meal.”

I watch his expression change as he works—the anger softening, replaced by satisfaction. This matters to him, I realize. This secret act of rebellion against the people who interrupted his day off, who demanded his art without proper time to create it.

“Are you happy now?” I ask, my voice still slurred but hopeful.

Chef’s lips curl into a genuine smile as he meets my eyes. “I’m getting there,” he answers, continuing to rub his seed into my skin.

A warm glow spreads through me that has nothing to do with the drink. I’ve helped make Chef happy. Even though I know what comes next—the cooking, the eating, the end of my existence—I feel satisfied. This is more than I ever expected when I received my B-grade designation.


Chapter Seven

Chef’s fingers finish spreading his seed across my skin, working it in like another ingredient. It dries quickly, becoming invisible but leaving a lingering scent that mixes with the herbs and oils already coating my body. Over the lip of the pot, I see his naked form disappearing from view. My head still swims from the brandy he gave me earlier, making the kitchen lights blur and dance above me.

He returns moments later, holding a small bowl filled with something dark and grainy. The sharp scent hits my nostrils—spicy, earthy, with hints of sweetness. Chef dips his fingers into the mixture and holds them above me so I can see the reddish-brown paste.

“This is a special rub,” he explains. “It will form a beautiful crust on your skin while keeping the inside juicy and tender.”

I smile up at him, pleased to be receiving such careful treatment. “Sounds tasty.”

“You will be,” Chef confirms. His fingers touch my stomach, pressing the gritty mixture into my skin with firm, circular motions. “The spices will caramelize as you cook, creating complex flavors that complement your natural sweetness.”

The rub feels cool against my skin at first, then begins to warm—a slow, spreading heat that tingles and prickles. I watch Chef’s face as he works, his expression one of complete concentration. This is his art, and I am his canvas.

“Good girl,” he murmurs when I stay perfectly still during his ministrations. “You’re taking this so well.”

His hands move up to my chest, applying the spice mixture around and between my udders but carefully avoiding my teats. The sensation makes them harden, and a small dribble of milk leaks out despite my udders being nearly empty.

“Your body responds so beautifully,” Chef observes, his voice lower now. His fingers press the rub into the soft underside of my breasts, then up along my collarbones and shoulders. Every touch feels more intense than it should, the drug magnifying each sensation until even the slight scratch of the spices feels almost pleasurable.

When he’s satisfied with my upper body, Chef moves to stand at the end of the pot where my legs dangle over the lower edge. He sets the bowl of rub aside and reaches for another coil of butcher’s twine.

“Now we need to position your legs properly for cooking,” he explains, unwinding a length of twine. “This is a traditional presentation—legs bound to expose the most delicate parts while ensuring even heat distribution.”

I watch curiously as he lifts my right leg and bends my knee toward my chest.

“This might be uncomfortable at first,” Chef warns, beginning to wind the twine around my thigh and calf, binding them together. The cord bites into my flesh as he pulls it tight, securing my leg in its bent position.

Pain shoots through my muscles as they’re forced to hold an unfamiliar position. I wince but make no sound.

Chef works quickly, his fingers deft and certain as he wraps the twine around and between my bent leg, creating an intricate pattern that holds my flesh firmly in place. When he finishes with my right leg, he ties off the twine with a knot.

“One down,” he says, reaching for my left leg. “Now the other.”

The process repeats—my left leg bent toward my chest, twine wound tightly around thigh and calf, securing them together. The pain is worse now. When both legs are bound, Chef attaches another length of twine between them, pulling my knees slightly apart and securing each ankle to its corresponding thigh.

The position forces my back flat against the bottom of the curved pot, my bound legs splayed open, and my most intimate parts exposed at the lower rim.

“Perfect,” Chef says, stepping back to examine his work. “This position serves two purposes. First, it ensures even cooking—heat can circulate freely around your body. Second, it leaves your holes accessible for basting.”

“Basting?” I ask, the word unfamiliar.

Chef’s lips curve into a small smile. “It’s a cooking technique. Applying liquid to meat during cooking to keep it moist and flavorful.” His eyes linger on the exposed parts between my legs. “Your pussy and ass are positioned perfectly at the edge of the pot for... basting access.”

As he speaks, I notice the sharp pain radiating from my legs, where the twine cuts into my skin. Unlike the pain in my arms, which I can no longer feel, this is more intense. I glance at my arms, still bound behind my head, and notice they’ve turned an unusual purplish color.

“My arms look strange,” I observe, my words slurring slightly.

Chef glances at them. “That’s normal—don’t worry about it.” He reaches for the small glass bottle from before. “Let’s have a bit more of this to help with the discomfort.”

He poured another generous amount of the dark liquid into my mouth. I swallow obediently, and almost immediately, the pain begins to recede, replaced by a pleasant floating sensation that makes the kitchen seem to tilt and sway around me.

“There you go,” Chef murmurs, setting the bottle aside. “Better now?”

I nod, my head lolling slightly. “Yes... everything feels... nice.”

Chef’s gaze moves down my body to where my legs are bound open. “Well, well,” he says, his voice taking on that lower quality again. “Look how wet you are.”

I follow his gaze as best I can, though my position makes it difficult to see. Between my spread legs, my pussy lips glisten with moisture that wasn’t there before. Chef reaches down, his fingers gently pulling my lips apart to examine me more closely.

“Has anything ever been in this hole before?” he asks, one finger tracing lightly around my entrance.

The touch sends a jolt through my drugged body. “Yes,” I answer, memories surfacing hazily. “Two guards came to my stall one night. They pushed me into the straw and put something inside that hurt at first, but then wasn’t so bad when they moved it in and out.”

Chef chuckles, his finger continuing its light exploration. “That’s called sex, little cow. They fucked you.” His erection begins to grow again as he watches his finger playing with my wetness. “Did you enjoy it?”

“I think so,” I admit, trying to remember through the fog of the drug. “After the pain went away, it felt nice.”

“Well then,” Chef says, withdrawing his hand and wiping it on a towel. “I’ll show you how to make it feel wonderful for you. I’m sure the handlers didn’t care if you enjoyed it or not. You deserve that final pleasure before you die.”

Something warm and eager builds in my lower belly as I watch Chef’s erection grow fully hard again. He stands at the end of the pot, his eyes fixed on the glistening wetness between my bound legs. His erection jutted forward, hard and ready.

“Time to baste this hole,” he announces, his voice husky with desire. “Can’t let such a perfectly presented pussy go to waste, can we?” He positions himself at the edge of the pot, the metal rim at the perfect height for his hips.

I feel his fingers first, spreading my lips apart. The cool air of the kitchen touches places that have always been hidden, sending a shiver through my bound body. Then comes the blunt pressure of his cock, pressing against my entrance. Despite my wetness, there’s resistance—I haven’t had anything inside me since those guards, which was a while ago.

“Tight little cow,” Chef mutters, pressing forward more firmly.

The pressure builds until something gives way, and he slides into me with a grunt of satisfaction. The fullness is immediate and intense. Chef is bigger, stretching me further, and the angle is new with my legs bound and spread in this position.

“God, that’s good,” he says, pausing once he’s fully seated inside me. “So hot and tight.”

His hands grip the edge of the pot on either side of my bound legs, using it for leverage as he begins to thrust. Each movement rocks me slightly in the pot.

“Fucking rich assholes,” Chef mutters, his pace increasing. “Telling me I have to cancel my weekend away... for their special dinner party...” His words punctuate his thrusts, each one driving deeper than the last. “Think they can just... demand my time... my art...”

I don’t understand his anger, but I understand the pleasure growing in my body. Each thrust sends waves of sensation through me, amplified by the brandy Chef gave me. The kitchen lights above seem to pulse in time with his movements, expanding and contracting like living things.

“Not supposed to fuck the food, but I'm not going to... pass up a free hole,” Chef continues, his voice strained now. “Especially one this sweet.”

My udders bounce with each thrust, and the feeling of fullness between my legs spreads outward, warming my entire lower body. I moan, the sound surprising even me.

“That’s it,” he encourages, reaching down to rub a spot above where his cock filled me. “Let me hear you, cow. Show me how much you like this.”

His finger finds a small nub that sends a shock of pleasure through my entire body when he touches it. I gasp, then moan louder as he begins to circle it while continuing to thrust.

“You like that, don’t you?” Chef says, a smile in his voice. “Good cows deserve to feel good before they’re eaten.”

“Yes,” I manage to whisper, my voice shaky with the new sensations. “It feels... so good.”

Pleasure is building inside me—a pressure, a tension, a gathering force that feels both wonderful and frightening. My bound legs strain against the twine, wanting to move.

“They’ll never know,” Chef says, his voice dropping lower. “Those rich bastards... eating my cum... licking my juices from your meat...” The words seem to excite him further, his thrusts becoming more forceful. “A little... secret ingredient... just for them.”

The pressure inside me builds higher and tighter. Chef’s fingers continue their clever circles, and his cock hits something deep inside that makes me see stars despite my closed eyes. My breathing comes in loud gasps now.

“Come for me, cow,” Chef commands, his finger moving faster. “Let’s make your meat extra tender.”

The pressure breaks. Pleasure crashes through me in waves, radiating outward from where we’re joined. I cry out—a long, animal sound that echoes off the kitchen walls. My inner muscles clench and release around Chef’s cock as he continues thrusting through my orgasm, prolonging it, making it swell and crest again just as it begins to fade.

“Good girl,” Chef praises, his own breathing ragged now. “So perfect.”

His thrusts become erratic, and his face tightens, eyes squeezing shut. With a final, deep thrust, he groans and holds himself against me. I feel the pulsing of his cock inside me, the warmth of his seed spreading deep. This time he doesn’t pull out to mark me—he empties himself completely inside.

For a moment, we’re both still, connected and panting. The kitchen is quiet except for our panting and the distant sounds of the main kitchen beyond the door. Chef opens his eyes and looks down at me, something almost tender in his gaze.

His cock slides out wet and softening, trailing a mixture of our fluids.

He moves around the pot to stand near my head. “Open your mouth,” he commands, his voice gentle but firm. “Clean me off. And don’t bite,” he adds, his tone hardening slightly. “Or I’ll make your death painful instead of peaceful.”

I obey immediately, parting my lips as he guides his cock into my mouth. The taste is strange—musky and salty. My tongue moves, lapping at the shaft as it slides between my lips.

“Good cow,” Chef murmurs, one hand stroking my hair. “Use your tongue. Get every drop.”

I focus on my task as instructed. My mind floats dreamily, still high from the orgasm.

When Chef is satisfied, he withdraws from my mouth, and steps back. “Perfect,” he says, reaching for his discarded clothes. As he begins to dress, he looks down at me with a satisfied smile. “Now to finish preparing you for those entitled assholes, and time is running out.”

Chef moves with new urgency now. “We need to hurry,” he mutters, glancing at a clock on the wall. “Only four hours until service, and you need proper cooking time.” He dips his fingers into the bowl of rub again and begins applying it to my bound legs, working it into the skin with firm, circular motions. The spices feel rough against my tender inner thighs, a pleasant contrast to the lingering sensitivity from our coupling.

His fingers return to my pussy, still wet and sensitive from his cock. He rubs the spice mixture around my outer lips, careful not to push any inside. The contact makes me gasp—the spices create a warming sensation that borders between pleasure and pain.

When he is done with the rub, he retrieves a large cutting board and places it on a counter within my view. Sharp knives flash as he selects one from his collection. The vegetables come next—carrots, onions, garlic, and bright green apples arrayed on the counter.

He chops an onion with incredible speed; the knife a blur in his hands. His knife work is hypnotic. The onions become perfect, identical pieces. Carrots transform into precise coins. Garlic cloves are crushed with the flat of the blade, then minced into tiny fragments. Every movement is beautiful in its precision.

He sets the prepared vegetables aside and moves to a large container. When he returns to the pot, he holds a steaming pitcher. “Stock,” he explains.

The warm liquid pours into the bottom of the pot, lapping around the curve of my back. The heat rises in tendrils of steam, warming my skin from below.

“That feels good,” I murmur, the warmth seeping into my muscles.

Chef chuckles. “Just wait until the real heat begins.” He returns to the counter and brings back the chopped vegetables. His hands moved quickly, scattering carrots and onions into the stock below me. They float momentarily, then settle against the metal bottom.

Picking up several garlic cloves, he places them on my body—two on my teats, and three in a line down my belly, one in my navel. The pungent smell rises to my nostrils, making me growl with hunger.

“Garlic infuses the meat with flavor from the outside in,” he explains. “It will penetrate your skin during cooking, creating pockets of intense taste.”

Next, Chef turns his attention to the apples. He cuts one into small wedges, the knife gliding through the fruit easily. The pieces are roughly the size and shape of his fingers—tapered at one end, wider at the other.

“These,” he says, holding up a wedge so I can see it, “go inside you. They’ll make your meat taste sweeter from the inside out.” His smile takes on a wicked quality. “Plus, they’ll absorb all the special sauce I left in there. A little extra surprise for our distinguished diners.”

He moves to stand between my bound legs again. I feel his fingers spreading my pussy lips once more. “Still nice and wet,” he observes. “My cum will make these slide in easily.”

The first apple wedge presses against my entrance. It slips inside with little resistance, the wider end stretching me slightly before disappearing completely. The sensation is strange but not unpleasant.

“One,” Chef counts, already pressing a second wedge against me. “Two.” It slides in to join the first. “Three.” The third wedge goes deeper, pushed by the ones that follow. “Four. Five.”

By the sixth wedge, I feel pleasantly full, stuffed with fruit in a way I never would have imagined. The last piece—the seventh—barely fits, my body gripping it tightly once it’s inside.

“Perfect,” Chef says, admiring his work. “Your pussy is properly stuffed.” His fingers pressed lightly on my lower abdomen. “Can you feel them inside you?”

“Yes,” I answer, the word coming out as a soft moan. The fullness is overwhelming, pressing against sensitive spots inside me that make my breath catch.

“Now for the other hole,” Chef announces, selecting a large carrot from those still on the counter. This one hasn’t been cut—it’s whole, thick at one end, tapering to a point at the other. Chef holds it up for me to see. “This will go in your ass. The sugars in the carrot will caramelize during cooking, adding complexity to your flavor.”

He returns to the counter and coats the carrot with a generous layer of butter, his hands working it until the orange surface glistens. The sight makes my heart beat faster, though I’m not sure why.

When Chef returns to the pot, I feel his finger first—slick with butter, pressing against my tight ring of muscle. The intrusion is harder than the enema tube and much thicker.

“Relax,” he instructs, working his finger in gentle circles.

His finger pushes inside, twisting slightly to spread the butter. The sensation is strange—a fullness in a place I never considered could feel pleasure. He withdraws, then returns with two fingers, stretching me further.

“Good cow,” he praises when I don’t resist. “Taking it so well.”

When he’s satisfied with the preparation, I feel the cool, blunt end of the carrot pressing against my entrance. It’s much thicker than his fingers, and for a moment, I fear it won’t fit.

“Push out, like you’re going to the bathroom,” Chef instructs. “It makes it easier.”

I do as he says, and the carrot begins to slide inside. The stretching burns at first—a sharp pain that makes me gasp. Chef pauses, allowing my body to adjust, then continues pushing slowly but steadily. The vegetable fills me completely, stretching me wider than I thought possible. Just when I think I can’t take any more, the widest part slips past my sphincter and pops inside me.

“There,” Chef says with satisfaction. “Now you’re properly stuffed.”

The sensation is overwhelming—apple wedges filling my pussy, carrot lodged deep in my ass. Every movement sends waves of pressure through my most sensitive areas. A moan escapes me, my addled mind awash with these new sensations.

“Does it feel good, being filled like this?” Chef asks.

“Yes,” I admit, flushing with renewed desire. “Full... so full...”

Chef smiles, clearly pleased with my response. “It’s almost time,” he announces, moving away from the pot. He approaches a large metal box built into the wall—the oven, I realize. His fingers press buttons, making the machine beep as it comes to life.

“Preheating takes a few minutes,” he says, more to himself than to me. “Just enough time for one final pleasure before you go in.”

I lie in the pot, bound and stuffed, watching Chef through half-lidded eyes. He wheels the pot toward the oven. The warmth of the stock below me has spread along my skin, creating a pleasant sensation. My head lolls back against the rim of the pot. Everything seems distant and dream-like. The lights above slide past as I move, trailing halos in my vision. Just as we reach the oven, Chef stops the cart.

“Not quite yet,” he says, studying my face. His hand reaches out to stroke my cheek, tenderly despite the situation. “I want you to find pleasure one more time before you go into the oven. Plus, I can’t seem to get enough of you.”

His words float through my mind like bubbles, pretty and meaningless. All I understand is that Chef wants to give me more pleasure, and that makes me happy. I’ve never received so much attention, never been treated as something precious rather than just a product.

“I want to be the best meal,” I murmured, my tongue thick in my mouth.

Chef smiles, his hands already working at his pants. “You will be my greatest masterpiece.”

He undresses again, but only his pants. His erection is already hard. This time, he doesn’t position himself between my legs but climbs onto a step stool placed near my head. The position allows him to straddle my face, his knees on either side of my bound arms.

“Open,” he commands, his cock hovering above my lips.

I part my mouth obediently. From this angle, his penis looks enormous, the veined underside visible as it descends toward me. He lowers himself slowly, allowing the head to touch my lips first, then pressing forward until I feel it against the back of my throat.

“Good cow,” he praised as I accepted him fully. “So obedient. So perfect. Now remember. No biting.”

His fingers find my clit even as he begins to thrust gently into my mouth. The pleasure is almost overwhelming—his cock filling my throat while his fingers circle the sensitive bud between my bound legs. With my pussy stuffed with apple wedges and my ass stretched around the carrot, every movement of his fingers sends waves of pressure through my already overstimulated body.

“Can you feel how full you are?” Chef asks, his voice tight with pleasure. “Stuffed in every hole, ready to be cooked and eaten. That’s your purpose, isn’t it? To be consumed.”

I can‘t answer with my mouth full, but I make an affirmative sound around his shaft. Yes, this is my purpose. I was born for this moment—to become food, to nourish others with my body. The thought fills me with peace, even as pleasure builds again in my core.

Chef’s hips move faster, his cock sliding in and out of my mouth in a steady rhythm. His fingers match the pace on my clit, circling and pressing in perfect time with his thrusts. The dual stimulation, combined with the fullness of the vegetables inside me, creates a symphony of sensation that makes me moan around his shaft.

“That’s it,” he encourages. “Let it build. One last orgasm before you cook.”

The apple wedges shift inside me as my muscles clench with growing pleasure. The carrot presses against sensitive spots from within, intensifying every sensation. Chef’s fingers work magic on my clit, bringing me closer and closer to the edge. My bound legs strain against the twine, trying to spread wider to accommodate the growing tension.

My purpose as a hucow has never felt more right, more perfect than in this moment of complete submission.

“I’m close,” Chef warns, his thrusts becoming less controlled. “Come with me, little cow. Let’s finish together.”

His words push me over the edge. Pleasure crashes through me in waves, radiating outward from where his fingers work between my legs. My inner muscles clench around the apple wedges, sending shockwaves of sensation through my core. I cry out around Chef’s cock, the sound muffled but unmistakable.

My orgasm triggers his own. With a final deep thrust, he holds himself in my mouth as his cock pulses, releasing hot spurts down my throat. I swallow instinctively, taking everything he gives me, my climax still washing through me in diminishing waves.

As we both gasp for breath, Chef withdraws from my mouth and quickly steps down from the stool. Still in the throes of pleasure, I barely registered the door of the oven opening with a whoosh of warm air.

“Perfect timing,” Chef says. His face is flushed, his breathing still fast. “The oven’s ready, and so are you.”

I’m still gasping, still riding the aftershocks of my orgasm when Chef pushes the cart forward. The heat grows more intense. The light inside glows orange, promising my death is near.

With a final push, Chef slides the pot from the cart directly into the oven. The heat engulfs me immediately—not painful yet, but intense, pressing against my skin like an invisible weight. The metal of the pot begins to warm beneath me; the stock will soon simmer around the vegetables.

“I’ll be back in an hour to baste you again,” Chef says, his hand on the oven door. “Though you‘ll be already roasting nicely by then and won’t notice. Now close your eyes, pretty cow, and have a nice long rest.”

With a solid thunk, the door closed, sealing me inside. The space is compact; the roof of the oven just inches from the top of the pot. The orange-red light casts everything in a warm glow, and the heat intensifies quickly, making my skin prickle and sweat.

The air grows thick, and it’s difficult to draw into my lungs. Each breath becomes shorter, more labored. My mind, already clouded by pleasure, grows fuzzier with each passing moment.

Strange, how peaceful it feels. The heat wraps around me like an embrace, the metal pot warming beneath me until I can no longer tell where it ends and I begin. The stock begins to bubble gently, the sound like a lullaby.

My vision begins to dim at the edges, and darkness creeps in. The orange glow seems to pulse in time with my slowing heartbeat.

With my final conscious thought, I smiled. There are worse ways to die.

Lets be friends on Facebook under Lucy Moo or follow my INSTAGRAM page: lucymoo2023
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