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CHAPTER ONE

“Don’t wreck this deal for me, April, or there will be hell to pay,” my father tells me for the hundredth time. “We need this to work, or our farm will go under. Your brother’s future is at stake.”

My brother’s future? What about mine? Oh, that’s right; I messed up my chances by being irresponsible. I let out a small disgruntled huff that my father doesn’t hear or he ignores, and continues droning on as we drive over the bumpy dirt road, but I tune him out. It always comes down to my brother Henry. His future has always mattered more than mine. He’s my parents’ favorite child, and I’m just a nuisance—a pain in the ass, as my father likes to say, but it’s not really my fault.

My brother Allen is older, and he’s a spitting image of dad and wants to be a cattle farmer just like him, so our family’s dairy farm will pass down to him. He gets everything when my parents pass away.

Guess what I get?

Nothing because I was adopted and not really their kid. That’s a shocking revelation that I didn’t know until a few years ago. I should have realized something was different since I don’t look like any of my family members. They all have dark hair and eyes while my hair is red and my eyes are the color of emeralds.

I was just a baby when they took me in. My actual mother was my adoptive mom’s best friend who was a single parent after my bio dad knocked her up and then fucked off. She died of complications during delivery and instead of going into the system, her best friend took me and raised me as hers. I still see them as mom and dad, but since they told me, I’ve noticed how they treat me differently than my brother.

My mom has always treated me with love and patience, but dad was always distant. I thought it was just his personality, but it’s because I’m not really his child. I was another mouth to feed and clothe, but he loves mom and would do anything for her, including taking in an orphan.

Since I’m not blood and have no right to inherit, I had to find another way to secure my future. I got a loan from my parents for college, which I was expected to pay back when I got a job.

It’s not fair, but whatever. I slam the door on that thought, refusing to let it poison my mood further than it was. While my brother inherited, I was left to find my career. I blew it!

It wasn’t even a free ride. You’d think they would have at least paid for my college as a gift since my brother gets an entire farm and house and everything else that comes with it, but no, the money was just a loan.

You can probably tell that I’m bitter about it. It’s probably why I went a little wild at the first taste of freedom. Being away from the farm and my parents’ rules, I didn’t manage college life responsibly. The worst part was I was unaware that my parents had given me all their savings for college. I assumed they had some funds set aside, but the farm had been struggling for the past few years, and no one informed me that we were on the brink of losing everything.

They risked their hard earned funds to give me a chance, and I didn’t take it seriously. It’s the guilt that sours my stomach most days. I was so busy partying and enjoying my freedom that I was too tired to attend most classes and missed assignment deadlines. Before I knew it, I was failing and there was no way for me to catch up.

I flunked out halfway through the year, and my dad was livid. The worst part was the disappointment on my mother’s face. Did she regret taking me in now? I felt like crap and I felt even worse when the bank threatened to foreclose on the ranch if my dad doesn’t pay them back taxes in the next six months.

Now I understand why my parents were always stricter with me. I needed guidance and control or I floundered. Leaving me to my own devices was a bad idea. I am irresponsible and blew my chance at a decent future and almost destroyed my family’s livelihood. I owed them for taking me in, and now they could lose the very home I grew up in.

“It’s your fault we’re in this mess, so remember that.” My face heats in embarrassment at the reminder.

I know it’s my fault, and the heavy weight of that knowledge is the only reason I’m agreeing to this. To save the family ranch, I’ll work tirelessly to earn back every dollar my parents spent on me. I am prepared to do anything and everything, and that’s why I took the pills my father gave me, and why I agreed to become a hucow and get milked like a damn farm animal.

“Do you hear me, April?”

“Yes, dad. When will my apologies finally be enough? I told you I’d do this to fix the mess I made.” I growl in frustration. This conversation has grown exhausting; I’m ready for this ride to end. I’ve heard it for days and my head aches with regret and I feel so stupid for messing things up. A cold sweat prickles my skin as I picture the devastating consequences my family will face if I fail again. I lean my head against the window of the truck, watching the fields pass and trying to block out his words.

“You better, or your entire family will be out on the streets. Your mother doesn’t deserve that.”

Way to make me feel worse. “I know.” I mumble, refusing to look his way.

“Good. Now, did you take those pills like I told you?”

“Yes, dad. Can’t you tell?” I ask as I shift in my seat. My cheeks turn warm in embarrassment as my swollen tits bounce. They ache and I’d love to massage them, but I would never do that in front of my father.

He seems just as uncomfortable as me. Dad glances at my bulging breast, hidden under my tight shirt, but quickly shifts his gaze back to the road.

My tits are heavily engorged with milk, but it still seems hard to believe that I’m actually going to be milked like a real cow.

When my dad suggested I work at the neighboring ranch, to help fix the financial mess I caused, I quickly agreed even though I didn’t know how shoveling cow shit, and milking cows at someone else’s ranch would earn me enough money to pay my parents back.

I was completely wrong in assuming that’s what I’d be doing on Joe’s farm, and my father was quick to explain what my job would entail. I didn’t believe him at first and I thought my father was crazy when he told me that I’ll be the one being milked.

Farmer Joe, owner of the farm next to ours has transformed his ranch into a human cow farm or hucow farm which is the correct term, and my father is currently converting our farm as well, but needs Joe’s support to get it up and running.

That’s where I come in. Joe gets me in exchange for his support. He’s already an established hucow farmer, and his support will help our ranch get up and running. I don’t know all the details. My father just explained my part.

I still didn’t know what a hucow was until I did some research and I was horrified at first that my father wanted me to do this, but as I read more and looked at all the pictures, I became intrigued by the lifestyle and incredibly aroused by the submissive poses of the big-breasted women in the pictures.

A blush of nerves and excitement still warm my cheeks when I remember the images on the screen of big muscled, drop dead gorgeous men mounting hucows and the looks of pure bliss on their faces as they are ridden hard while being restrained on all fours.

I may have partied a lot in college, but I never took things far with guys. I’m still a virgin. The furthest I’ve gone is oral or finger play, and I was just beginning to experience what I like. If the way my body responds to the pictures of the naked hucows being dominated and used by their farmer’s then I definitely have a submissive kink.

Just thinking about our older, but handsome neighbors’ hands on my aching tits have my panties wet and my cheeks turning pink.

It’s good that I’m not disgusted by the thought of becoming farmer Joe’s hucow because it turns out I had no choice. This was happening regardless. My dad told me it was the only way I could make amends. He had signed the contract on my behalf and handed me a bottle of pills to take twice daily, which I did because I couldn’t bear hearing my mother sobbing at night knowing I was the cause or how my brother refused to talk to me anymore.

It’s been a few days, and my chest has blown up. My skin is hot and sensitive. I hated having to get dressed. The material just irritates my skin. There is also another change I noticed. I’m constantly horny. My pussy is wet and there is a deep ache inside that wasn’t there before. An itch that needs scratching. I try to ignore it, but it’s been hard.

This morning, a strange man came to our house. Dad said he was from the Department of Hucow Agriculture and snapped at me to behave before introducing us. I was already on thin ice with my parents and feeling terrible about the entire situation that I quickly obeyed.

The man barely acknowledged me except glancing a few seconds too long on my chest. He chatted with my brother and father out of earshot while I stood there quietly. I watched them though. My father nodded every few minutes, eagerness and hope filling his expression, and I could feel the oppressive weight lifting off his shoulders.

My brother’s too, and a couple times he’d glance my way with a strange smirk on his face that I didn’t understand, but it made me nervous. My brother Rob and I were never really close, but he was a good brother who helped me when I had problems at school or around the farm. Now, he’s so angry at me, he’s been more distant. Hardly speaking to me except to snap at me that I’m useless and only a burden.

Dad motioned me closer. The man placed a recorder on the table and turned it on. I was instructed to read out loud from the paper dad handed to me.

I want to bulk and refuse. I found the wording strange and a little worrying, but after receiving a harsh glare from my father, I quickly uttered the words, feeling pressured into obedience.

“I want to be farmer Joe’s hucow and I give him permission to own my body and use it for what purposes he deems fit.” I uttered clear enough to satisfy the man recording me.

I’m still not sure what I agreed to, but my dad smiled at me for the first time in so long. I forgot about any concerns after seeing him pleased with me for once. “Good, girl.” He said, and I was so relieved.

The man then put the recording away and told me to sit still while he took out a syringe filled with something and jabbed it into my arm without explaining what it was.

“Farmer Joe will see to the rest, but I’ve got what we need to cover any legal issues going forward.” The man said and shook my father’s and brother’s hands while I frowned in confusion. “We look forward to working with you in the future, Dennis. This proves to us how much you’re willing to make hucow farming a success. This show of commitment is what’s needed to be as prosperous as Alphabet Farms.”

He left quickly after that.

I turned to my father, “what did he mean by that, and what was the injection for?” I ask.

“Nothing you need to worry about.” He turns his back on me, dismissing my concerns, and focuses on my brother. “Rob, get to work in the barn. We have to be ready to have two stalls ready by tomorrow.”

Rob rushes out with a nod and doesn’t even look my way. Dad turns his attention back to me. “Say goodbye to your mom now. It’s time to take you to Alphabet Farms. Farmer Joe will be waiting for his new hucow.”


CHAPTER TWO

I can still feel my mother’s embrace as we approach the long driveway to Alphabet Farms. Her hug was tight, and her eyes were filled with tears. “Thank you, sweetheart. I know you made a mistake, but you’re fixing it now. Even if you never witness the results, know that you’re helping to secure our future, and I will always be grateful for your contribution to the farm. We will never forget it.” I’m puzzled by the way she said goodbye, as if I wouldn’t return home after my stint at Joe’s farm. It felt like she thought I’d be gone forever. Even her hug seemed so final. She acted like I’d never see her again, but I must have misunderstood because she gave me one last squeeze and said, “I’ll visit you soon once you’re settled. I want to make sure Joe is taking good care of you.”

The arched sign we drive under lets us know we’ve arrived. My dad glances over at me from the driver’s seat. He can probably see my pointy nipples poking hard against the shirt, but he keeps his gaze on my face. There was no way any of my old bras would fit.

“Remember your place.” He says as he pulls up outside the barn. Joe is standing at the open door with his arms crossed, waiting for us.

My body tenses as I see Joe’s piercing blue eyes lock onto mine through the windshield, sending a jolt of nervous energy through my body.

Dad doesn’t even shut off the truck, but hops out and comes around to open my door. “Hurry. Don’t make Joe wait.”

I slide out of the truck and give Joe a timid smile. “Hello.”

The scent of fresh hay, mixing with the faint aroma of exhaust from the truck, fills the air.

Joe walks up to us, his eyes zeroing in on my chest, and he smiles. My mouth goes dry just imagining this man’s hands on my body. My heart beats faster, pumping blood and lust through my veins. I can hear the sound of my breath, quick and shallow, feeling a sense of eager anticipation. “Welcome to Alphabet Farms, April. I’m sure Dennis told you what is needed of you.”

I glance at dad for a second. His hard gaze is telling me not to fuck this up, so I nod my head. “Yes, sir. You’re going to… um… milk me.” My face turns scarlet as I say the words. The tight fabric of my shirt rubs against my hardened nipples, adding a layer of sensation to the already electric feeling coursing through my body.

“Yes, well, that’s the most important part of your job,” Joe says, and dad clears his throat, catching Joe’s attention.

“I didn’t go into detail with her regarding the entire process, but she understands what’s expected. She’ll follow your instructions and won’t give you trouble,” Dad says, phrasing it like a personal guarantee. “She gets that her future and ours depend on her doing everything you ask.” His tone is flat, businesslike, making it uncomfortably clear that this is a transaction and I’m the merchandise. Joe’s gaze never leaves my chest, which only makes my skin tingle more fiercely beneath the thin cotton of my shirt.

My mind races with what’s about to happen—being turned over like livestock, not just for the farm’s benefit, but for my family’s survival. I try to stand tall but my body betrays me; my knees threaten to buckle and I feel impossibly fragile, like one wrong word could shatter me on the spot. I follow the conversation in a daze, fighting the urge to run back to the truck or beg my father to take me home. But it’s too late for that.

Joe unfolds his arms across his chest as if to signal this moment marks an official handoff. “Obedience counts for a lot more than smarts here,” he says, voice low and teasing. “I’ll make sure she learns everything she needs to know.” He shoots my father a knowing look—almost conspiratorial—and runs his tongue along his teeth.

My breath catches at the realization: there’s no hiding from what comes next. The air feels heavy with promise and threat, every sound in the barnyard sharp and amplified—the flutter of sparrows overhead, the distant creak of a windmill, the faint moan of another hucow from elsewhere on the property.

Dad claps his hands together once as though closing a deal at auction. “She took her meds like you said,” he adds softly, so only Joe can hear him. “Even doubled up this morning.”

Joe finally lets himself look at my face. For a second, his eyes seem kinder—almost gentle—but then flick away. A tractor rumbles somewhere behind us; this is happening whether I’m ready or not.

They stare at one another for several seconds before Joe breaks into a lopsided smile. “Then let’s get started.”

Nervousness comes rushing in like a tidal wave. This is really happening. I can’t believe I agreed to do this, but then the guilt creeps in. If I don’t do this, there will be no home to return to, so no matter what happens now, I need to follow through.

It’s time I own my mistakes.

It’s time to be temporarily owned.

Dad turns to me, and an unfamiliar expression clouds his face, one that I’ve never seen before. His eyes are intense, and he swallows hard, as if trying to push down a lump of emotion. For a fleeting moment, something akin to regret flickers in his eyes, casting a shadow over his usual stern demeanor, before he blinks it away. His features harden once more into his usual expression when dealing with me. “Be good, girl,” he says, his voice a mix of urgency and sternness. “Think of your mother and what will happen if you mess this up too. For once, just do something for your family.”

My chest pinches with pain. He’s being so cold, but I’m not surprised. It’s not like he’s been exactly warm to me my entire life. I’ve been more of a nuisance to him than a daughter. Maybe if I put everything into this and be the best damn hucow I can, then he’ll finally see me as more than a burden.

When I go home, he’ll welcome me with open arms. My brother will thank me and my mother will cry happy tears and bake me my favorite pie for saving the farm.

Whatever it takes to turn that dream into reality, I’ll do it. “I will, dad.”

He nods, face set in stone. There is no hug, not even a pat on the back or a kind word-just the finality of his back turning to me as he stalks toward the truck. His dismissal stings.

“She’s all yours, Joe.” Dad calls over his shoulder just before slamming the driver’s door. Gravel spits beneath the tires as he guns it down the drive without another glance my way. I stand planted where he left me, feeling my insides twist up into an ugly knot. Maybe I shouldn’t be sad to see him go. This could be a chance to start over. If I try hard, I can become something more than the sum of my worst mistakes.


CHAPTER THREE

Joe lets me watch the truck disappear before stepping closer. He doesn’t reach for me or offer comfort-he only grins wide, like someone who’s been handed a fistful of cash and is eager to spend it. “Let’s get you settled in,” he says, motioning for me to follow.

I followed Joe through the massive sliding barn doors. It’s a lot bigger than ours and has a row of windows high near the roof to let in plenty of sunlight. The air is clean from the pleasant breeze that blows through from the open doorway. I catch an occasional hint of sweetness and a faint musky scent as we walk past the empty stalls.

Overhead, the dim lighting cast everything in a golden yellow haze. The only sound in the barn is Joe’s heavy footfalls and my shuffling steps behind him.

“Um… where are all the… hucows?” I ask.

“There in the pasture enjoying the sunshine, but you’ll meet them later when we fetch them for supper and the evening milking. Your dad was a bit late delivering you, so you missed lunch. You’ll have to wait till supper to eat, but I can give you an early milking.” He eyes up my chest. “Those udders of yours look about to burst.”

“Udders? I’m not a real cow.”

“That’s where you’re mistaken. You are a milking cow, just not the furry kind, and here, you’ll be treated as such. It’s crucial for the farm’s efficiency that you understand your role. You’ll get accustomed to it.”

The urge to protest and disagree are on the tip of my tongue, but my father’s warning flashes in my mind. I can’t fuck this up, so I swallow down whatever I was going to say and keep my mouth shut.

“We treat our hucows well, and none of them have complaints. They love my farm and don’t fuss about silly things like labels. Don’t take it as an insult. It’s just how things are done around here.”

His assurance offers a sliver of comfort, and he’s right. It’s not as if I’ll be trapped here forever. Once my debt is paid, I can escape back to my life.

“How long do I have to have to stay here?” I ask, realizing my father left that detail out.

“Oh, don’t worry about that. Just relax and settle in for now. The next few days will be the toughest as you adjust, so focus your mind on that.” His tone is gentle, meant to ease the uncertainty of my new environment.

He stops at a closed door and turns to face me. “I want you to be happy here, sweetheart. You’re here to give milk, and I’m here to make sure you produce as much as possible, and that means keeping you happy and satisfied in every way.”

A shiver runs up and down my body at the intensity of his gaze. The innuendo in his words is unmistakable, and my body responds instinctively. My pussy clenches in desire. “A happy cow makes more milk.” He adds with a knowing smile, pushing open the door to usher me inside.

Overhead lights cast a dim glow on the mostly bare walls of the room. The sturdy table in the center stands out, its surface shining in the light. The shelves are filled with various items, from medical supplies to farming tools, all neatly organized. Leather leads hang from hooks on the walls, and shovels and other farm items are placed neatly next to the door.

The air in the room is heavy with a combination of cleaning chemicals and the musty scent of leather. The faint smell of hay wafts in from outside, reminding me of my new role as livestock.

“Get undressed and hop onto the table.” He orders, making me jump. I was too busy looking around to notice he’s been watching me.

“What?” I freeze, just looking at him with wide eyes.

“I said, take your clothes off. You won’t be needing them while you’re here.”

I know from the research I’ve done that hucows are naked, but the thought of being naked in front of this man or any man makes me shy.

“Don’t worry, girl. You’ll be more comfortable without those restricting clothes.” They do feel terrible against my skin and every day since taking the pills, the feeling has gotten worse.

“It’s okay if you’re shy.” He walks slowly towards me, like he knows I’m seconds away from running. “Have you been naked in front of a man before?”

My cheeks are on fire now as I shake my head. “Not… not fully.” I say. “I never went that far.”

“Oh!!! Well, your father didn’t mention I’d be getting a virgin hucow, but that’s fine. I’ll ease you in slower than the others.” He reaches out and runs his calloused hand through my hair, petting me softly.

Goosebumps break out across my skin, and my nipples harden at his tender touch. This is more affection than my father has ever given me and I lean into his hand, seeking more.

He smiles at me, his expression knowing. “There’s a good girl. Calm down.” His praise settles me quickly. My body responds to his command without thinking.

I don’t know Joe well, but I know I can trust him to guide me. He knows what he’s doing. “Good girl. Don’t think it’ll only stress you out. Trust me to know what you need.”

His soothing words wash away a good portion of my lingering fear, and I nod my head. “Okay, Joe. I’ll trust you.”

His smile is devastating—a wolfish glimmer in his eye that sets my insides fluttering and burning. I can’t help but stare at him; he’s so much broader and taller than my father, the kind of man who makes you feel small just by existing. The lines at the corners of his eyes deepen as he grins, and I think he must know exactly how handsome he is, how much that ruthless confidence alone could make lesser girls swoon.

Butterflies riot in my belly, but not with the sick dread I expected. Instead, it’s a feverish anticipation, an aching want that pulses through every inch of me. I forget to breathe until a tremor quakes through my chest and I gasp, nearly dizzy. Joe must notice, because his voice goes soft and rough at once: “Here,” he says, stepping closer until there isn’t even air between us. “Let me help you get undressed.”

I freeze as his hands land on my hips—solid, warm—and then slide up my sides to find the hem of my shirt. For a split second I consider fighting, running, biting his hand if I have to, but all those plans melt away in the heat of his touch. He moves slowly on purpose, neither rough nor gentle—just absolute—peeling my shirt up inch by inch. My arms instinctively try to block him, but he easily pins them over my head with one hand while the other lifts the fabric away.

My breasts spill out into the open air, tingling and cold at first before they warm up under his steady gaze. He doesn’t look away; doesn’t even try to fake embarrassment or decency like some men do when they’re caught staring. Instead, he drinks me in unabashedly, eyes moving from nipple to nipple and down along my ribs where goosebumps rise under his scrutiny. The flush crawling up my neck makes me want to curl into myself and disappear—or maybe stand taller so he can see all of me.

He lets go of my arms finally and steps back half a pace, shirt still dangling from one hand like a trophy. He smiles again, but this time it’s softer somehow—almost proud—and then his eyes flick down to the rest of what I’m wearing.

My thighs are pressed together so tight it hurts, but it does nothing to hide how wet I am. Every part of me feels swollen: lips, breasts, clit pounding under layers of denim like it wants to break free and beg for attention. Maybe he can smell it; maybe men like him have some sixth sense for lust.

The urge to cover myself is overwhelming—I fold both hands across my chest without thinking—but instantly regret it when his face goes cold.

“Stop,” Joe says flatly.

It’s not a threat or a plea. It’s an order.

All those years snapping back at teachers or mouthing off at my dad evaporate in an instant; I lower my arms obediently and let them hang limp at my sides.

“That’s better,” Joe murmurs approvingly. “Don’t hide your body from me or anyone else on this farm again.” He leans forward just enough for his breath to tease over my collarbone as he talks—each word laced with something more than authority, something almost tender underneath all that steel. “You’re beautiful,” he tells me.

“I think you might just rival Annabelle.”

A hundred questions swirl in my mind but only one bubbles up: “Who’s Annabelle?” My voice comes out trembly and so small I barely hear it myself.

He grins wide enough to show his teeth this time. “Annabelle was my first hucow on this property—you’ll meet her tonight when she comes in for evening milking.” He pauses deliberately, letting the idea take root inside me before continuing: “She’s gentle and sweet now, but she wasn’t pure like you when she arrived.” His gaze sharpens as though he’s appraising livestock at market rather than talking about a person.

“There’s just something about an innocent virgin cow,” Joe continues dreamily, “that makes a man want…” He trails off only long enough for silence to grow uncomfortable before finishing: “…to bend her right over that table and slam himself inside that untouched pussy until she learns who owns her.”

My mouth drops open—I gasp at the picture those words paint—but instead of fear or disgust there’s only searing want winding tighter in my belly. The shamelessness of it makes me ache worse: I want him to ruin me right here on this table in broad daylight; want him to take whatever twisted pleasure there is in breaking things that are new and precious just because he can.

But then Joe shakes his head solemnly as if scolding himself: “But rules are rules,” he sighs with exaggerated disappointment. “Your first time has to be with a bull.” His fingers graze over the waistband of my shorts as if testing their strength before adding: “I’ll just have to settle for watching while someone else claims your tight hucow pussy. He’ll be one lucky bull.”

“Bull?” Something about that makes me whimper—really whimper—and Joe seems immensely satisfied by the sound.

He slides one thick finger along the crease between thigh and shorts leg before pressing against denim right above where I’m throbbing most impatiently. It’s almost casual—the way someone might test bread dough or check fruit ripeness—but it sends sparks shooting up every nerve ending straight into my skull.

“You’re already soaking through,” he observes matter-of-factly.

I shudder as waves of shame crash over arousal; an entirely new sensation for me—to be wanted so blatantly by someone who doesn’t even pretend otherwise.

Joe tilts his head sideways while keeping pressure steady on that sensitive bundle through cloth alone: “I think you’re exactly where you are meant to be,” he murmurs reverently, as if speaking prophecy rather than fact. “We like them eager and dripping.”

My body rocks forward completely out of control—hips grinding helplessly against nothing—until suddenly Joe withdraws his hand altogether and deftly unbuckles both button and zipper on my shorts with expert speed.

One hard yank has them puddled around my ankles; another deft flick with his boot toe sends them skidding across the wood floor toward the corner where they land beside an empty feed bag labeled ‘Calf Starter.’ Only now do I realize how absurdly naked I am. A tall pale girl standing bare-assed in front of a man who looks twice her age but gazes at her like he’s ready to take a bite out of her.

He takes possession of one wrist again—not tight enough to bruise but firm enough there’s no mistaking intent—he spins me around and leads me right up against the metal edge of that table dominating center room space. My knees bang awkwardly into its legs; cold steel bites at bare skin beneath my kneecap so hard I almost yelp aloud.

Joe steadies me with one palm pressed flat between my shoulder blades, pressing me downward. He leans close so lips brush ear lobe as he whispers instructions: “Stay perfectly still while we prep you for milking.”

I nod dumbly—too dazed by humiliation and excitement tangled together—and try not to tremble when Joe bends down slightly behind me to inspect what’s below waist level, now fully exposed for scrutiny.

Just then, the door opens and a younger man walks in. One that looks familiar.

“Hey, Tucker,” Joe greets, and suddenly, recognition strikes me like a bolt of lightning. I remember Tucker from school. He was in the class above me, about to graduate when I was only a junior. He was incredibly handsome, but I was just an awkward teenager he never noticed.

“Is this the new hucow?” Tucker asks, barely sparring me a glance.

“Yup.” Joe says. Oh god! I’m naked in front of Tucker Morris! “Stay right here while I get a few things ready.” I have no choice but to stand there naked while I keep my gaze on Tucker. He’s watching me as well now with an odd look on his face.

“How are the other hucows?” Joe asks as he moves around the room. “Good. Annabelle and Buttercup are showing the other two new hucows around the pasture. Buttercup wanted a little extra attention, like usual.”

Joe chuckles. “Did you give it to her?”

This time Tucker smirks. “Of course. I couldn’t leave her unsatisfied, but I think she might be hornier than Annabelle now that she’s with calf.”

I’m so confused. They talk like I’m not even here, but also I don’t really understand what they’re talking about. It’s like they are discussing animals instead of women.

“Is this the chick from the college?” He’s referring to me now.

“No, this is my neighbor’s daughter. The one I told you about,” Joe says as he moves towards me with a box full of stuff. They talked about me?
 “April?” Tucker’s eyes widened in recognition. “Shit-I remember you from school!”

He remembers me? He remembers me! Holy crap. I can’t believe the hottest guy in school would notice someone like me back in the day. I was forgettable. Just an awkward teenage girl with a flat chest and no ass. Many times in the hallway, he’d walked by-his eyes had barely flicked my way: I was a ghost in his periphery at best, but now those same eyes are glued to me with appreciation and hunger.

I flinch, my arms rising to cover myself on reflex, but the warning in Joe’s voice lingers in my head: don’t hide from me or anyone else on this farm again. I clench my hands and stand there awkward and exposed, hoping the floorboard might open up and swallow me whole.

“Heh.” My voice comes out so small even I barely hear it. A strangled little “Hi” that makes both men snort.

Tuck grins and whistles low. “Wow!” He breathes, letting his gaze travel down my body. “You look-uh-different from what I remember.” His eyes flick to Joe for confirmation, but land right back on me like magnets.

I flush harder; heat blooms across my cheeks, trailing down to collarbones and nipples until every bit of skin is as red as a barn door. It should disgust me—being stared at with such blatant appraisal—but all I feel is a sick thrill winding tighter each second his attention lingers. My whole body tingles under his scrutiny; legs threatening collapse; thighs slicker than ever.

“Damn!” Tucker says finally, drawing out the syllable.

He loops his thumbs into his own worn jeans’ belt loops and rocks forward on boot heels so slow it looks casual but isn’t—he knows exactly what effect this has on girls like me. “I’m gonna like looking after you.” The way he says it makes ‘looking after’ sound less like caretaking and more like owning.

Behind me Joe gave a snort, setting the box of supplies down with a heavy thump onto the table beside me. He roots through the items while keeping one eye trained on me to see if I’ll bolt. When I don’t budge, he nods in approval.

Tucker circles around so he can see me from every angle; he keeps his distance for now, but each pass brings him just a touch nearer than before—closing in by degrees until his presence is suffocating even from across the room. He never breaks eye contact except when scanning a section of my flesh: collarbones first; then breasts (nipples hard and impossibly stiff); then lower stomach and hips where hollows dip inwards above bare pubic bone; then down long pale legs that refuse to stop shaking no matter how hard I clench them together.

“So you’re the neighbor girl Joe was always talking about,” Tucker muses aloud—half statement, half question tossed at Joe while still watching my reaction out of the corner of his eye. “I bet you didn’t expect to end up here.”

I want so badly to ask what ‘here’ even means, but all that comes out is another weird little noise—a hybrid between whimper and laugh that only draws more attention to how helpless I am right now.

Joe answers for me: “She’s got the potential to be one of my best hucows with a body like that,” he says bluntly as if discussing livestock lineage rather than an actual person standing two feet away listening in horror. “And she’s untouched—which is rare as hen’s teeth these days.”

There it is again: that other flavor in their voices when they talk about me, not as April but as something else entirely—a resource or investment or project rather than a scared girl with goosebumps prickling her skin raw under fluorescent lights.

Tucker whistles low again—not mocking now but genuinely impressed—and shakes his head slowly, like he can’t believe his luck. “Fuckin’ jackpot,” he murmurs under his breath before clearing his throat.

Something shifts behind Tucker’s eyes then—some unspoken calculation—and suddenly he steps right up next to where Joe has positioned me against the cold steel table edge. He leans forward so close our noses almost brush together if I swayed even half an inch forward. He smells faintly like cheap aftershave and hay dusted off barn jackets—a scent equal parts revolting and addictive.

He reaches out without asking permission—not that permission matters here—and tucks one finger beneath my chin, lifting until blue meets green in a direct stare-down contest neither of us expected nor wanted.

“I bet you’re scared shitless right now,” Tucker says quietly, so only we can hear—not cruelly but factually, almost kindly in its honesty. There’s no point lying: anyone could see how brittle my composure is just waiting for someone bold enough to snap it.

I nod once because there aren’t words for yes when your tongue feels replaced by cotton wadding soaked in panic sweat.

He lets go after a beat too long; the warmth vanishes instantly replaced by chill air that leaves my skin craving touch again even though their touch is not something I should want.

Joe interrupts before either of us can say more: “Tuck,” he warns gently—but firmly—the way dads do when reminding sons not to wreck family property before payments are finished on it, “she’s shy, and has never been broken in so treat her gently.” Joe warns him, but then smirks. “But not too gently.”

“Damn lucky bull.” Tucker mumbles low, but I still hear him.

Again I ask. “What are you talking about? What bull?”

Tucker’s gaze snaps between mine and then Joe’s with confusion. “She doesn’t know?”

“Know what?” I ask, getting exasperated now. I don’t like being ignored.

“No, but it doesn’t matter, does it?” Joe says simply.

“I guess not.” Tucker answers.

“We can talk about it more later during dinner. Right now, she needs to be milked and settled in first. Help me get her up on the table?” Joe says and Tucker grins. “Sure thing, boss.”

I want to protest and demand answers, but Joe tenderly cups my face. “Farm issues are not for someone like you to worry about. Trust me to look after you. Okay? Don’t worry about anything, my little Clover.”

I turn to mush at the cute nickname. My red hair is a dead giveaway to my Irish roots, so it’s fitting.

“Clover. That’s a good name for her.” Tucker says, looking at my red hair and then lowering his gaze to the tiny patch of matching hair between my legs.

I liked it when Joe said it, but the way Tucker says it makes it sound like he’s naming a pet or animal.

“Come on, girl, up on the table.” Joe says and they each grab an arm and my head spins as they quickly flip my body and place me onto the table on all fours.

“Stay.” Joe says and again I get the sense that they are talking to me like you would a dumb animal.

I look behind me to see Tucker’s hooded gaze transfixed between my legs. I feel so exposed and move to shift my knees closed to hide myself, but Tucker is quick and grabs my thighs, holding them still. “Easy, girl. No need to be shy. This is the prettiest pink pussy I’ve ever seen.”

His words make me blush, but instead of making me more embarrassed, I suddenly feel eager for him to see all of me. The right thing to do would be to push his hands off me, but his warm hands feel good on my skin, and when the tip of his tongue swipes across his lips, almost like he’s dying for a taste of me, I spread my legs wider, giving him a better view of my wet center.

“Good girl,” Joe breathes into my ear, his voice low and smooth as he watches the scene unfold. My attention is so consumed by Tucker, whose touch ignites a fire within me that I momentarily forget Joe is there. With a gentle yet firm motion, he tilts my head up, locking our gazes. “Stay still while I fit you with a collar.”

“What?” The word slips from my lips in a soft murmur, confusion lacing my tone. In Joe’s hands rests a thick black collar, two inches wide and heavy, with steel rings glinting ominously at the sides and back. At the front dangles a small cowbell that jingles softly, like an unsettling promise of what’s coming. Just as I prepare to voice my protest against this degrading accessory meant for livestock rather than a person, Tucker’s fingers glide over my clit, pulling me back into the haze of pleasure.

My eyelids flutter shut involuntarily as I let out a low groan when he applies pressure with expert precision. Each delightful spike of sensation sends waves coursing through me, urging me to grind against his hand in desperate search for more friction. As the collar encircles my neck, its weight settles heavily but not uncomfortably against my skin; the tiny bell jingles softly in response to my movements.

In that moment of humiliation and surrender, something shifts inside me—a strange mix of fear and thrill intertwines within my chest. Being collared like some mere animal isn’t as horrific as I had imagined; instead, it wraps around me like an unexpected embrace filled with belonging. For so long, I had felt like an outsider in every space I occupied; now this leather binding offers an odd sense of safety.

I have always loved my family deeply yet carried the burden of feeling inadequate—now here I am, marked by these men in ways I never expected.

School was the same. I was never in any sports or clubs. College was better. I met a few friends and had fun, but there was no sense of belonging.

Joe slides his finger along the collar. “There. Now doesn’t that make you feel nice and safe?”

It wasn’t really a question, but I still nod. Tucker fingers are lazily circling my clit and moisture is pouring down my slit, easing the glide of his fingers and driving me crazy with want.

I feel a sudden brush against my ear, followed by a sharp snap that sends a jolt through me. “Ouch! What the hell was that?” I cry out, my fingers instinctively reaching to investigate, but before I can touch it, Joe’s grip tightens around my wrist, his gaze icy, with no hint of his earlier warmth. “No touching. It’s just your tag.”

“Tag? Like the ones for actual cows?” The realization crashes over me like ice water, shock flooding my veins at his casual admission. “Yes,” he replies with chilling indifference. “I tag and brand all my property.”

“But…” My voice falters as indignation surges within me—I’m not his property! Yet before I can voice any protest, Tucker thrusts two fingers deep inside me, pulling a guttural moan from my lips. My head drops in surrender as pleasure floods through me, drowning out any remnants of defiance I had clung to.

“What is happening?” I gasp, confusion laced with an undeniable thrill coursing through my body. “Why… are… you treating me like a farm animal?” The words spill from my lips in a breathy whisper, barely audible as desire coils tightly within me.

“Because you are one, my beautiful hucow,” Joe murmurs with a wicked smirk dancing on his lips. “A young and innocent cow who will learn her place soon enough.”

Tucker’s fingers curl expertly inside me, each stroke igniting sensations that blur the line between ecstasy and degradation.

“I run this hucow farm just like any other farm,” he continues, his tone dripping with authority and contempt. “Instead of regular cows, I milk and breed hucows like you. You may wear human skin and have thoughts on your mind, but here on this farm? You are nothing more than livestock—my livestock.”

The weight of his words sinks into me like chains binding my very soul to this new existence where submission is not just expected but required; every thrust of his fingers serves as a reminder that I exist solely for their pleasure and profit.

“This might be scary right now, but you have nothing to worry about. I promised your father you would be taken care of and you will be. All my hucows are happy and well satisfied.”

I cry out as my pussy flutters and then clenches down on Tucker’s fingers.

Joe’s hand slides over my trembling shoulder, the calluses on his palms scrap lightly against my softer skin. He steadies me with a possessive grip as his other hand slips beneath me to cup my heavy breast, weighing it in his broad hand as if he were evaluating a prized animal at auction.

The intimacy of it is jarring. Joe’s squeeze carried the authority of someone who’d spent years inspecting and taking what he needed from his livestock.

“That’s a good girl. Are you going to cum?” His words are low and taunting. The command in his tone leaves my insides fluttering in desire. He leans closer, his breath hot against my neck. “Being a hucow isn’t so bad. You’ll like it. All you have to do is stop thinking like a person.” His hand tightened on my tit until milk welled up from the tip and dripped down his wrist. “Stop worrying, because all your needs will be met. You don’t have to think, just feel.”

The statement landed deep inside me,and dared me to surrender everything I’d ever learned about boundaries and dignity, to shed all pretense of autonomy and become what they truly believed I was: property with a pulse.

Before I could even process that command, Tucker’s hands slid up along my thighs and pulled them wider apart so that my knees threatened to slip off either side of the metal table. My face flushed bright red, but neither man seemed concerned with modesty anymore—they were intent only on exploring their new acquisition. Tucker’s thumb circled lazily at the crest of my clit while his other hand probed deeper between my folds, his fingers slicked by the constant stream of wetness pooling out of me.

I tried desperately to maintain some composure—to keep myself from moaning aloud or pushing back against their hands—but every touch seemed engineered to strip away another layer of resistance. When Joe pinched one nipple between thumb and forefinger, sending shivers down to my toes, Tucker added pressure inside me in perfect sync. It was orchestrated; coordinated; like they’d practiced this routine before on countless other girls who had passed through their barn doors.

“Your udders are begging to be milked.”

I wanted to scream-partly in disgust at how easily he had reduced me to livestock, but mostly in shame at how easily my body responded to their touch.

Joe bends down until his head is level with mine. “Already the milk is leaking from these pink teats and dripping on the table.” He murmurs in approval. His tongue darts out to taste the drop beading on my nipple, lapping it clean slowly while keeping eye contact with me.

My mind rebelled at the degradation but my body betrayed me; I felt myself arching into Joe’s mouth despite every order from higher brain function telling me not to give them this satisfaction. Tucker’s hand never stopped moving between my legs—every time I gasped or whimpered under Joe’s tongue, Tucker rewarded me by curling his fingers up inside until they found an impossibly sensitive spot that made lightning shoot through my belly.

The pressure that’s been building in my chest for days intensifies until I feel like my chest is about to burst. “Please.” I beg mindlessly as Tucker continues to finger me and Joe fondles my… udders. God. Just the word makes me feel like I really am nothing more than an animal.

Alarm bells should be ringing in my head, but the pleasure is too much. I can’t think, so I do what Joe suggests and just feel. I sink into the sensations bombarding me and that’s when I fall over the edge.

An orgasm stronger than I’ve ever experienced before builds and then explodes. I cry out and buck my hips as the pleasure leaves me shaking on all fours. I’m gasping and shaking as Tucker’s fingers slip from me.

My pussy clenches, already mourning the loss.

“See?” said Joe, running thumbs along both sides of my collar where it pressed into flesh gone hot and desperate under his touch. “You’re happiest when you stop pretending you’re anything more than what you are.” He yanked gently at the steel ring so that the bell attached jangled softly in time with each ragged breath.

“Look at her,” Tucker said quietly, as if cataloging data for an experiment rather than describing a human being. “She’s dripping everywhere already.” He ran a finger over the leaking line beneath one breast, then brought it up to show Joe before licking it clean himself. “Perfect.”

The fog of pleasure begins to lift as a sharp sting pierces my thigh, the needle sinking in with a swift precision. Joe withdraws the empty syringe and tosses it into a nearby bin, its clatter echoing against the metal table. The slight pain brings a fleeting moment of clarity, but I’m too drained to care what he’s just injected me with. A heavy weariness settles over me, dulling any curiosity or concern that might have lingered.

I had come here with the naïve belief that I would simply produce milk for a week or two before returning home, but now, as I feel the weight of the collar around my neck, a sinking dread takes root in my stomach. If Joe is marking me as his property, then surely this is more than just a temporary arrangement.

“How long will I be your hucow?” My voice trembles slightly as I manage to ask. It feels like my previous life is slipping further away from my grasp with every passing moment.

“It’s hard to say, but that’s not for you to worry about. All you need to do is focus on producing lots of milk.” I frown at the evasive answer, but Tucker comes forward and places weird mittens on my hands and pads on my knees.

He winks at me and then brushes a few strands of hair from my face. “Just behave and obey the boss.”

I nod. “Okay.” I say softly and I’m surprised when Tucker leans forward and kisses me on the mouth. It’s quick and when he draws back. I watch as he heads out the door, mumbling about finding a warm hole to relieve himself.

Joe chuckles, but I’m not paying any attention. He picks me up and places me on the ground. I’m still reeling from the kiss. Tucker kissed me! Holy shit!


CHAPTER FOUR

I barely register the click of the lead being clipped onto my collar or the tug as I’m gently guided out the door. It hits me only when my hands and knees brush against the ground that I’m crawling behind Joe, my movements mirroring the role I’ve slipped into so effortlessly.

My nerves had been a jumbled mess when I first arrived, and a flutter of anxiety still lingers, but as I gaze up at Joe, the farmer who holds my lead with a steady hand, a wave of safety wraps around me. All I need to do is trust him to lead the way. The relief washes over me like a warm tide; relinquishing control means there’s no room for error on my part. I won’t be able to fail my family if I just let him take complete control.

“In you go, girl. Let’s get you milked,” Joe says, his voice calm and steady.

The stall is small but clean, the thick black padding underfoot promising comfort and easy maintenance. The space is sparse, with only a simple cot and a bucket tucked away in one corner, but it feels just right, a sanctuary where everything has its place and purpose.

“Is this where you milk the hucows?”

“Yes, and where you’ll be living while on my farm.” He says. It’s another reminder of my new hucow status. I’m actually going to live in a barn like an animal.

He unhooks the lead and smacks me on the ass. “You have a nice rump, but could be bigger.” He comments and it takes a few seconds for me to understand he’s talking about my ass.

“Why do you talk like that?” I ask.

“It keeps things professional. I treat my hucows like I would any livestock. It’s a way of establishing order. I’m you master and you’re my hucow. I’ll use terms like udders, teats, and even cunts,” I blush at the crude term. “To refer to parts of your anatomy.”

I guess it makes sense.

“It’s simple and helps you adjust to your role on the farm.”

“Don’t worry, we’ll make sure you get used to this treatment quickly.” He runs a rough hand down my flushed cheek, sending shivers down my spine.

“Now, stay there.” He seems to be done talking, so I do as he says. I have just a moment of doubt as I stare at the open stall door. I could stand up and run right now, but I think of my family.

No. I won’t mess this up.

Joe is back in a minute with a machine I’ve seen many times while growing up on the farm. It’s a portable milker.

His large frame leans over me as he flicks on the machine. The whooshing sound fills the stall. It sounds loud in my ears. The suction must be powerful and I’m about to find out. Joe slides one suction cup under me and guides my udder into it.

My breath comes in short, ragged gasps as he connects the milking machine to swollen nipples. The cold cups constrict around my aching flesh, sending a jolt of pleasure-pain coursing through me. I groan from the surprising force of the tiny machine, drawing my nipples downward.

“Oh god!” I groan when he turns the machine to max and I feel the full effect of the powerful suction. I moan, dropping my head down, letting the sensation of being milked for the first time wash over me. The suction is relentless, pulling at my sensitive buds with an intensity I never thought possible. My back arches instinctively, offering myself up for more of this twisted attention. White-hot sparks of pleasure shoot through me with every rhythmic pull of the machine, and I can feel myself getting wetter between my legs in response.

“That’s it, Clover,” Joe coos into my ear, his hot breath sending shivers down my spine. “Let it all out for me.” I moan as the first droplets of milk escape my swollen breasts and into the waiting receptacles below. The sensation is indescribable — equal parts painful and pleasurable, but all I know is that I never want it to stop.

“This machine is only temporary,” Joe explains conversationally over the hum of the milking equipment. “I’ve got new equipment coming in a few months that will milk all you cows at once.” His words should have alarmed me–should have reminded me that I was just one more piece of livestock in his eyes, but all I could focus on was the delicious agony coursing through me as he continued to milk me dry.

“Easy now,” he soothes me, running a comforting hand up and down my trembling body. “It’ll get easier after a few days. Just relax. Your body knows what to do.”

He shuffles behind me and cups my dripping center. “There we go. Let me help you.” His voice is soft and when he slips a finger into me I cry out as the pressure in my chest releases. “Good, girl. Let the machine drain you dry.”

He fingers me slowly until my muscles begin to relax and then adds another finger. His digits are thick and force me to stretch around them. “Damn, your little cunt is tight. We’ll have to work on that.”

I don’t know what he means, but I don’t care as long as he doesn’t stop.

I can hear the milk pouring out of me, but I can’t focus on anything but his hand between my legs. “Good, girl.” He repeats, and my pleasure grows at the continued praise. “I bet you're so horny. All the cows get needy when they’re milked and you’re no different. Such a slutty little virgin cow.”

I moan with no shame, rutting against his thick fingers as though my own hips have betrayed me. The rhythm is primal and embarrassing and so perfect.

“Please.” I beg him, voice broken by gasps. My teats begin to burn and the pressure in my chest has eased, but now there is a deeper ache in my belly. The desire to cum.

He doesn’t hesitate, only laughs quietly in approval and fucks me harder with his hand. The strength of his grip and the certainty in his touch makes me feel like I’ve never been handled before—not properly—and some feral part of me thrills at being finally used to my limits. My udders swing beneath me and the cups of the machine clamp down even harder, as if they’re hungry for every last drop I can give.

“You want to cum, cow?” He says.

All I can do is moan some more and nod.

“Then let go.” He commands and I do. My body takes over, muscles locking down so violently that I nearly collapse. Heat detonates inside me—white-hot stars that burn away everything but pleasure. I wail, loud and animalistic, not caring what he thinks or who might hear. It’s not a climax like any I knew as a human; it’s deeper, a release so powerful that it almost hurts. I arch up on shaking arms as tears blind me. The pleasure consumes every atom of my beginning.

With each convulsion, more milk surges out through the tubes, spattering audibly into glass jars below with gross splashes that are so loud it’s like they’re amplified in my skull.

When the last shudders die away, I collapse facedown onto the padded floor, breathing hard.

Joe is quiet for a moment, giving me space to finish coming apart. Then he slips his hand free from between my legs and wipes his fingers clean on his coveralls like nothing unusual has just happened between us. He kneels beside me to turn off the milker; the sound fades out with an abruptness that leaves my ears ringing.

Joe gently unhooks each suction cup one at a time and sets them aside with surprising care. My udders are so sore they could scream if they had voices, but they just hang there heavy and empty, flushed bright pink where the suction cups bit into them. Each nipple is red and angry-looking but somehow already leaking again; tiny beads well up from both tips even now.

I expect him to scold me for making such a mess or humiliate me by saying something crude, but he only moves around so he can look at me directly—my face still pressed against the black matting—then reaches for a jar of thick white ointment he must have set out ahead of time.

“This’ll sting at first,” he says quietly, “but you’ll get used to it.”

His callused hands are gentle as he massages cream into each bruised nipple: first one, then the other, rolling them between thumb and finger until the pain melts into something softer and less alarming than before. My whole chest tingles with rawness but also radiates relief; I’m grateful for the tender care.

The moment is intimate in a way I never expected—almost comforting, despite everything else about this place being so dehumanizing.

Joe smooths down stray hair from my eyes with one big palm before speaking again: “These will toughen up,” he promises softly. “After your first week, you won’t get any soreness at all—it’ll feel good every single time.”

I nod weakly because right now it honestly sounds believable; pleasure riots through me every time I replay the last five minutes in my head.

He sits back on his heels and regards me not as an asset, but as something he’s responsible for keeping healthy and happy. It’s the opposite of what I’d feared about being livestock here.

“I know this isn’t what you imagined,” he says quietly, “but you’re going to thrive here and be happy.” There isn’t even a trace of mockery in his voice—just certainty.

There is no longer any confusion about expectations or purpose or status here—I’m supposed to produce milk and enjoy doing it. Maybe that’s dehumanizing or maybe it’s freedom from anxiety for people like me who never felt truly competent at being regular women, anyway.

Joe stands up suddenly. All traces of the softness he just showed me disappear, and he’s all business now. He pauses by the door to look down at me. “Good job, Clover. You rest now. Give it a few more days and you won’t even miss your old life. The only thing you need to think about is getting milked.”

He closes the door and walks away.

I curl up sideways on the matting because sitting upright seems impossible right now—the crash after such intense stimulation leaves every muscle trembling with fatigue.

My mind drifts back over what happened since stepping on this farm. How easily my body betrayed me and how quickly pleasure became its own form of logic; how little shame mattered once submission took over and turned out to be exactly what I wanted all along.

Was Joe right when he said hucow life was better? There is nothing for me to worry about in this tiny stall. The outside stressors can’t penetrate these walls. A smile graces my lips. This new reality is strange, but so simple. My happiness and wellbeing have been stripped down to the basics. It all comes down to the physical needs which will be met or denied by someone stronger than myself.

Maybe that’s what scares me the most: how much sense this life suddenly makes.

I’ll try to enjoy it while I’m here and not worry about what comes after I leave this farm.

Joe talks like I’m going to be a hucow forever, but this is only temporary.

Right?


CHAPTER FIVE

The arrival of the other hucows from the pasture stirs me from my sleep. The cot I’m on is unexpectedly comfortable, and after my first milking, I was so tired that I quickly dozed off. I get up from the cot and sit near the closed door of my stall. The boards are spaced widely enough for me to see the four hucows as they enter their stalls. Like me, two of them are on all fours, but their chests are enormous. They have long, dangling teats that drip with milk as they pass me by.

What surprises me most is that both of them are pregnant. The hucow with blonde hair has an enormous belly, looking as if she’s ready to give birth any day now. I notice her slow crawl, her belly and sizable udders swaying as she waddles into the first stall near the entrance.

The second hucow, with dark brown hair, has a smaller stomach. Her bump is visible, but not as pronounced, suggesting she’s only a few months along. Despite this, her chest is just as large as the first hucow’s. As she crawls into her stall, I catch a glimpse of her glistening private area and puckered hole. There’s a tattoo on her left buttock, but she’s too far away for me to discern its details.

The final two are walking on two feet and are directed to the stall across from me. They sit on the edges of their cots, which are higher off the ground than mine, and chat quietly to themselves.

One of them glances over at me and catches me watching them. She gives me a smile and wave in acknowledgement and then turns her attention to Tucker and Joe, who are busy hanging buckets with hoses on the bottom over the sides of the stalls.

I watch in fascination as the two pregnant hucows place their mouths over the hoses and suck. A light brown substance comes down the tube and into their mouths. They moan at the taste and I watch Joe smile and pat one of them on the head before moving on.

Tucker approaches my stall and hangs a bucket. “Here’s your supper, beautiful.” He says with a wink and then he’s gone. I notice he hands the two women large glasses of the same brown liquid. Their hands are free and drink like a normal person. I look down at my covered hands and then at the bucket. Why are they treated differently?

“Not hungry, Clover?”

I jump at the sound of Joe’s voice.

“I’m sure you’re starving. Producing all that delicious milk builds up an appetite. Go ahead and try it.”

“Why don’t they have mittens and get to walk up right?” I ask instead.

“Oh, those two hucows are only here for a short time. I sold their contract to a new farm.” Joe explains.

“You can do that?”
 “I can. I can sell any of my cows, but Annabelle and Buttercup are too sweet and docile to part with.”

My chest tightens in fear of being sent to another farm. “Will you sell me?” My voice squeaks in fear.

He opens the stall and comes in. “Oh, Clover. You don’t have to worry about that.” He leans down and cups my udder, pinching the nipple and spraying a small stream of milk across the floor. I’m so sensitive, and that brief touch has me horny in seconds. He smirks at me, knowing exactly what his touch is doing. “Why would I sell a pretty little cow like you?” His other hand comes up to cup my face.

I leaned into the touch and sighed in relief. His thumb slides along my mouth and dips in to rub against my tongue. “If you’re not hungry for food, I can fill your stomach with something else.”

His voice is thick with lust and I look at the bulge in his pants growing hard right in front of my face. He lets go of my face and unzips his pants. His cock is huge. The tip shines with pre-cum as he strokes his shaft.

My mind barely has a second to fire warning flares before his command snaps into me like a cattle prod. “Open your mouth, cow.” He’s already pushing the head of his cock against my lips, broad hand buried in my hair and clenching tight. There isn’t even time for hesitation. I feel the soft, hot crown of him spread my lips as if this is just another part of the routine.

I let my tongue flick out automatically, sampling that thick pearl beading on his tip. The taste hits every nerve—salty, musky, male—and I shudder with need, my body responding faster than my brain can process what’s happening. Even as my cheeks flame with humiliation at being so quick to obey, a deeper hunger gnaws at me to please him, to feed on whatever he offers.

He presses forward until the blunt tip is wedged firmly between my teeth and gums. His other hand cups my chin and holds it steady while the first gently rocks my head forward and back, acclimating me to the width of him before taking it further. My jaw aches but I don’t dare protest; instead I widen my lips as far as they’ll go, tongue cradling that stiff shaft as though desperate for more.

“There we go,” he murmurs with quiet satisfaction. “That’s a good cow—always wants something in her mouth.” The degrading praise sends an electric surge down my spine and I groan involuntarily around his cockhead. My arousal dribbles like a leaky tap onto the stall mat beneath me.

The sound must encourage him because he pushes deeper, filling the whole cavity of my mouth and stretching toward the back of my throat. Instinctively, I try to pull back, but his hand is unyielding, holding me in place as he explores every part of me with his cock. Each time he bumps up against my palate, I whimper pathetically, surprised by how much it hurts yet craving each punishing thrust.

My eyes blur with tears from the effort, but I force myself not to gag or shy away—if this is what he expects from me, I’ll take it all. A strand of drool hangs from my lower lip, winding down over my chin and dripping onto the cot below. My nipples prickle painfully at the display; even as one humiliation blooms, it instantly gives way to obsession.

“That’s right, take all of it,” Joe says approvingly. He begins to move in a slow rhythm now, withdrawing just far enough that cool air rushes over my spit-slicked lips before plunging back in with more intent each time. The wet noises are obscene—slurping and sucking echo off the barn walls—but instead of recoiling in shame I catch myself rocking forward hungrily on my knees whenever he slows.

He studies me for a moment, looking down with clear satisfaction at the way I kneel between his legs and gulp at his cock like a starving animal. “You’re a natural,” he tells me softly. “I know you’re new to this but you’re just as good or maybe better than the rest of my herd when they first arrived.”

I flush at the comparison but secretly swell with pride. Maybe if I’m good enough, better than Annabelle or Buttercup, it won’t take long for my parents to pay off their debt.

His grip tightens again and this time he fucks into my mouth harder, using short sharp thrusts that batter the back of my throat until I choke on him and tears stream freely down both cheeks. My hands are useless in their mitts, so all I can do is brace myself against the padded floor while he ravages me at whatever pace he likes.

With each thrust he lets out little grunts of effort or pleasure. I can’t tell which, and occasionally pats the side of my face as if rewarding a docile pet for behaving perfectly.

My nose floods with his scent: hay dust and sweat and something uniquely male that makes my cunt clench around nothing at all.

Then, I don’t know where it comes from, but my body jolts with sudden heat and a strange pride glows within me: If this is what cows are supposed to do, maybe there’s nothing wrong about loving it so much.

He slows for a second, pulls back until only his tip rests inside, and wipes away some of my tears with a calloused thumb. “Good, girl. Good, cow.” He says and then pushes into my mouth. “Have you ever sucked cock?”

I hum and nod as best I can.

“Of course you did. You might have a virgin pussy, but you’re still a slut at heart. Now you’re my little slut to use.” He shoves deeper, right to the back of my throat, making me gag again. “I’m going to fuck this throat raw.”

His words are crude as he pumps into my mouth. His hands sink into my hair, grabbing the strands and controlling my head at the perfect angle to slide deeper on every thrust. Tears fill my eyes, and I continue to gag and gasp, but I’m not scared of his rough treatment. I’m turned on by his dominance.

The way he’s using my mouth like I’m nothing more than a fuck toy is driving me out of my mind with lust. My udders sway with every thrust. The heat in my core grows. My pussy and thighs are soaked.

All I can do is moan as he groans and cums down my throat. His cock twitches and warm, salty seed coats my tongue as he draws out. I swallow and catch my breath as he zips up his pants.

He doesn’t say anything as he grabs my collar and guides me to the bucket of food. The hose is placed in my mouth. The command in his gaze is enough to make me start sucking. He watches as the thick brown liquid comes down the tube and into my mouth.

Oh wow! It tastes really good and my stomach rumbles in hunger. Suddenly I’m ravines. The flavor is addicting and I moan and suckle hard to get as much as I can into my mouth.

He nods in approval and then walks out of my stall, whistling as he heads to his house to get his own dinner. Whatever he is eating can’t be better than this.

The other cows moan as they enjoy their meals just as much. My belly begins to bloat, but I keep eating until there is nothing left and my body is flushed with warmth and my head is fussy. I lick my lips and stare at the others in a daze.

They all have blissed out expressions and lie back on their cots, closing their eyes. The other two hucows are finished as well and are settling down on their cots. There must be something in the food that is making me feel different, like I’m detached from reality. I should be concerned that they are drugging us, but it doesn’t matter right now. I’m sure whatever it is, it’s not meant to harm me.

I crawl to my cot and lie down on my side, letting the pleasant feelings lull me to sleep. My parents wouldn’t allow anything bad to happen to me. Everything is going to be fine.


CHAPTER SIX

“Fuck! You’re a natural at this,” Tucker growls, thrusting his cock deeper into my mouth, the pressure forcing the air from my lungs. “Just a little fuck toy, aren’t you?” All I can do is moan around him, surrendering to the pleasure of being used for his gratification. The relentless hum of the milking machine drones in the background, its rhythmic pulsations syncing with my body’s responses as milk flows freely from my swollen breasts.

Each thrust pushes me closer to that edge, where shame and desire blur together. I feel every inch of him sliding down my throat, choking me just enough to make tears spring to my eyes while I float on a wave of arousal.

My chest has ballooned over the past week; heavy and full, it’s clear why they keep us on all fours—it’s not just about submission; it feels right.

Tucker’s grip tightens in my hair as he takes control, using me like an object designed for one purpose: his release. I rock back against the milking machine’s suction cups, feeling them tug at my sensitive nipples as he plunges deeper.

“Look at you,” he taunts between grunts of effort, “so eager to please.” His words drench me in humiliation that only fuels my desire more. With every thrust that cuts off my breath and sends heat coursing through me, I find myself lost in this twisted intimacy—where being reduced to nothing more than a vessel for his pleasure becomes intoxicatingly addictive. “If I knew how much of a dirty whore you were, I would’ve been all up in your tight pussy in high school.”

With each brutal thrust that makes me gag and choke around him, Tucker’s approval grows louder in his voice. “It’s a shame I won’t get to feel how tight your cunt is on my cock, but you can’t bet this farm that I’ll be the first one inside it after he’s through with you.”

I still don’t know who this bull is, but Tucker and Joe love to taunt me with the knowledge that my virginity is on a time limit. At this point, I’m so eager to be fucked that I don’t really care who fucks me as long as I can finally feel a cock inside me. Jealousy twists my chest every time I see Annabell and Buttercup getting fucked by Tucker and Joe. I want that so badly, but I’m told I need to wait. I’m done waiting.

The sloshing sound of milk mixing with the machine’s steady rhythm drowns out everything, but the unrelenting need inside me to be used. If this is what it means to be an obedient hucow, then I’ll embrace every filthy moment of it.

When they give me attention, I feel like a prized possession—the very essence of livestock made flesh—and somehow that thought sends another wave of heat pooling low in my belly. As he uses me without restraint, all sense of self fades away; I’m simply an object meant to serve.

Tucker’s cock pulses hot and thick on my tongue, and I’m ready when he buries himself to the hilt, holding me still as every muscle in his body locks tight. His climax blasts down my throat in heavy ropes, salty and insistent, and I swallow because there is no other choice. The taste is overwhelming, primal, and I drink it down like a starving animal—like the livestock he wants me to be. He keeps me pinned, grinding slow and deep through the aftershocks until I whimper around him, desperate for air but also for the sensation to never quite end. “That’s it, Clover, swallow it all like a good little cum eater.”

When he finally lets go, I fall back on my hands, gasping, drool and cum dripping from my raw lips. I’m dizzy with lack of oxygen and the rush of humiliation-pleasure that lights my brain up like nothing else.

My breasts are still being tugged by the machine, suction cups drawing out every last drop, as I tremble with my need to cum.

“Good cow,” Tucker says, tucking himself away. He doesn’t even let me catch my breath. He leans down, one big hand snaking under my belly so roughly it lifts me half off the matting. The tips of his fingers find my clit, swollen and needy, and he circles it with a focus that’s almost clinical. I whimper, face smashed to the floor, every nerve ending lighting up as he works my body with the same relentless rhythm as the milker on my nipples.

“Always so fucking wet,” he mutters, almost annoyed, but not quite. His thumb presses down, grinding my clit in slow, merciless loops. There’s no affection in it, just purpose—a technician bringing a machine to its limits. Next to me, the milker pulses. Below me his hand works, and inside I’m already trembling, the aftershocks of his violation still echoing through my throat.

I come so hard my knees give out and the suction cups tug at me like they want to rip me apart. Tucker takes pity on my trembling body and flicks off the machine, removing the cups from my abused teats.

“How’s she doing?” Joe says as he comes to the edge of the stall. My heart flutters in excitement at seeing the handsome farmer. I just came, but when he enters the stall and leans down to cup my udder, I let out a desperate moan, ready to go again.

“She’s doing great!” Tucker says. “She almost has the same output Annabelle had when she was a new hucow..” I blush at the praise.

I’ve met Annabelle and the other hucows in the pasture. It’s been a week since I came to the farm. It’s the only place we get to talk. Well, I talk, they never start a conversation. They have been very nice, but are often spacy. I watch them just staring at nothing with glazed over eyes.

They seem… dumb. I know that’s mean, but every time I ask them an important question, they just shrug their shoulders and tell me it’s not a hucow’s place to ask questions so we spend most of the day out in the pasture when the weather is nice just sleeping and occasionally the two hucows get loving from Tucker or Joe right out in the field in front of anyone who might drop by.

They don’t seem to care and at first I was shocked, but now I’m becoming desensitised to all the sex that is happening around here and extremely jealous because no one will fuck me. Annebelle is Joe’s favorite, and I get so jealous when he visits her in the stall and fucks her. All I can do is watch as she moans in pleasure while my pussy remains empty.

Tucker and Joe refuse to fuck me. I’ve asked why it can’t be them; almost begged Tucker last night because I was so horny and desperate, but he just smirked and told me not to worry about it and then made me suck his cock.

“You’re not ready yet,” Joe always tells me, when I beg, but I know I am. Joe makes me blow him at least once a day too, but only uses his finger inside me. He makes sure I find a little relief by fingering me until I cum all over his hand, but it’s no longer enough. That ache inside me grows daily. I need more.

“Is Tucker taking care of you, Clover?” Joe asks as his other hand slips between my legs to find my soaking center, slipping two fingers into me. The digits slip in much easier now that they’ve been working to stretch me out. Joe said it’s necessary, so I don’t get hurt, but I don’t know what that means.

“You sure are wet, Clover,” Joe growls, his voice thick with anticipation. “I can feel your pussy contracting, desperately trying to pull my fingers deeper. Are you craving to be filled?”

“Yes,” I gasp, as he adds a third finger, my body arching involuntarily. The initial burn fades quickly as he thrusts with a gentle insistence. “I need more. Please, Joe.”

“Are you sure you’re ready to have someone pop this cherry?” he teases, driving me wild with his relentless fingers.

“Yes!” I practically wail, my body trembling with an uncontainable desire.

I catch him exchanging a knowing look with Tucker, a silent nod passing between them. “I think our newest hucow slut is finally ready to be mounted,” Joe declares, his voice filled with satisfaction. Oh god, yes, I am ready—more than ready—to submit fully to my fate.

Joe lets go of my udder and slides his hand over my rump. His thumb brushing along the new tattoo on my ass. I was not pleased when they strapped me down to a frame and had a strange man come in and tattoo me a few days ago. It’s the same mark the other two hucows have. The only difference is mine says Clover in fancy script with Alphabet Farms below it.

When I told Joe I didn’t want it, he ignored my complaints and said it was a necessary step and to not worry about it. I got over my upset quickly though because the man who came to do the tattoo helped me relax by rubbing my clit until I climaxed twice and I was too dazed after to put up much of a protest.

It wasn’t until I was returned to my stall that I realized how easily I accepted a stranger’s touch. It didn’t even concern me that I was naked in front of him and how he touched me without even asking for consent. Joe was there and didn’t even bat an eye as I came on the man’s fingers. He just patted my head and told me I was a good girl.

Joe is so pleased to see his mark on my skin. The pride in his eyes did funny things to my heart, so I kept quiet. The possessive look on his face whenever he stares at it makes me feel wanted, and it now brings me a sense of belonging.

When I leave, it’ll be a reminder of my time here. My heart aches at the thought. I really don’t want to leave.

“This has healed nicely.” Joe murmurs lightly, and I push back against his thrusting digits, moaning.

“Please.” I begged again, as the first flutters of an orgasm began to build in my core.

“Soon, Clover, but we need to get the vet to check you over first. He’ll be here shortly to do a checkup on Annabelle. She’s due next month.”
 Vet? Does he mean doctor? I wonder if they want to make sure I’m on birth control before they fuck me. My parents would be mad if I got pregnant by our neighbor. I look up at Tucker. I wouldn’t mind having his baby, though.

I quickly shake my head. What the hell am I thinking? I’m too young to have kids, and I’d like to date Tucker outside of the farm, not as a hucow he milks and uses to get off.

I’m brought back to the present when Joe removes his fingers from my pussy and spreads my lower lips open. I’m sure he can see me clenching, desperate to be filled. “
 “Tucker, go get the meds.” Joe instructs.

Tucker disappears for a few minutes, coming back with a large needle and a bottle of clear liquid with a label. The words are too small for me to read, but I watch as he hands it to Joe, who draws up a large amount into the syringe.

“Why don’t you distract the cow? This stuff stings a bit,” Joe says and Tucker grins like he’s been waiting all morning for this particular order.

“Sure, boss.”

Before I could process what was happening, Tucker dropped down onto the clean straw at my side and seized my collar. His hands are gentle but insistent, guiding my front half so I’m sprawled across his chest with my udders hanging heavily about his head.

They swing slightly as he positions me right where he wants me.

As soon as his warm lips latch on, my eyes roll back in my head. Fuck! The machine feels good on my teats, but having a real mouth suckling the milk from my udders is pure heaven. He moans as my milk pours into his mouth on every suck. My pussy floods with desire as he grips the soft mound and tugs, milking me by hand right into his mouth.

My moans are loud, attracting the attention of the other hucows. Tucker's deep-throated growls of satisfaction add to the mix. He switches between soft sucks and firm tugs, sometimes kneading my flesh for extra pressure. It was so skilled that I wondered if he’d had experience with real cows before coming here.

Joe swabs an area on my rump, and then I feel the needle sink into my flesh. The area burns a little as the medication goes in and whimpers, but Tucker switches to my other teat and soon I forget about the pain.

My vision goes hazy around the edges and I feel floaty suddenly. My entire body warms like I’m lying in a bath. “What was in that?” My words are a little slurred by the pleasant sensation coursing through me.

“It’s something especially formulated for hucows. Doesn’t it make you feel good?” Joe says and presses his fingers back into my pussy, making me climax before he even begins to move them.

“God, hucows are nothing but filthy little sluts,” Tucker sneers, shoving me away as he straightens up, his lips slick with my milk. He wipes his mouth with the back of his hand, a smug grin spreading across his face. “I fucking love this job.”

Both of them laugh as I collapse onto my side, still twitching from the aftershocks. My mind is sluggish, and all I can do is blink stupidly up at them. I’m sure my expression is similar to the dazed look Annabelle and Buttercup wear most days.

“Damn, that stuff works fast.” Tucker murmurs in awe, as if he’s watching some miracle instead of a young woman dissolving into dumb bliss at his feet.

Joe finished disposing of the syringe and massaged my sore thigh. “It does, but it’s for the best.” Joe replies. “Keeps the cows docile and happy. Less drama this way and easier to control them.”

He patted my rump, then withdrew his hand, and stood up. “Come on. Let’s get Annabelle ready for the vet. We’ll come get Clover when he’s ready for her. I got to make a few calls, too. I want to find the perfect bull for this one.”

Tucker closes the gate behind them and leans in close to Joe to speak low, but I can still hear every whispered word. “Do you think she’s really ready for breeding?”

“Almost. As soon as the vet gives her those fertility shots, she’ll be primed for breeding. You saw how desperate she’s grown and besides, her father is chomping at the bit to get his farm started. I need to complete our deal as soon as possible.” Joe and Tucker’s voices fade as they walk away.

I have no clue what deal the farmer is talking about, but I’m too relaxed to care. My body is sated and my udders are empty. Life is good as a hucow.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Joe leads me out of the stall on unsteady legs. I’m still in a fog, unable to do anything but follow him like an obedient pet. The vet is waiting for me next to the barn entrance, a severe-looking man in a crisp blue shirt and black jeans. His glasses glint in the light as he appraises me from head to toe, his eyes pausing on the tattoo and then on my collar. There’s a cold professionalism in the way he pulls on his latex gloves, ignoring my nakedness as he addresses Joe.

“This the new one?” he says, not bothering to use my name.

Joe grunts. “She’s been putting out better than I expected. Need her checked, and dosed with the breeding enhancers ASAP. We’re on a schedule.”

The vet motions me forward. I crawl on all fours with Joe holding my lead tight, udders swaying. The vet pokes and prods, listening to my heart and lungs, then pinches my nipple between gloved fingers. He nods approvingly as a droplet of milk appears. “No mastitis, good flow. Nice teats.”

The vet’s hands are brisk, methodical, and utterly indifferent to my shame. He spreads my cheeks with professional force. “Hold her steady,” he instructs, and Joe plants a hand between my shoulder blades, pinning me to the mat. Before I can process what’s happening, I feel the cold tip of a thermometer breach my asshole; my body jolts at the violation, but Joe’s grip is absolute. The vet keeps it there for long, silent seconds, watching his watch, then withdraws it, wipes it, and reads aloud: “Normal. No fever.”

He drops the thermometer into his bag and immediately produces a syringe the size of my little finger. I see the needle glint and for a split second, panic ripples up my spine—until the vet pinches a fold of skin just above my hip and plunges it in, quick and deep. There’s a hot, stinging burn as the liquid empties into my stomach.

“I think she’ll take to the breeding fine. I’d bet she'll be with calf within the week.” The vet says, and I’m too stunned by this entire experience to react.

“Excellent, Doc. Just what I wanted to hear. Thank you and I’ll be in contact when Annabelle’s labour begins.” Joe says and shakes the man’s hand before he leaves.

“Get up, Clover. Time to get you bred.”

The words struck me like an electric shock. There is no more talk of waiting. My heart begins to hammer behind my ribs as Joe’s hand closes around my lead, the short leather leash looped through a ring at the front of my collar drawing tight.

He tugs, and I lurch up onto numb knees, legs unsteady beneath me as I try to catch up with what’s happening. I’m still trembling from the vet’s exam. There’s milk crusting on my nipples and sticky residue running down the furrows of my thighs. Instinct tells me to cover myself, but there’s not a square inch left he hasn’t already seen and handled.

Joe gives another jerk and I scramble clumsily after him into the corridor leading away from the stalls. This part of the barn is colder; I feel every draft on my slick skin, the air thick with hay-dust and something primal that smells like rutting livestock.

We reach a heavy gate at the end of the row where—painted above it in stenciled letters are the words: BREEDING PENS.

Joe undoes the latch and shoves me through first. The pen inside is low-ceilinged, all fresh straw and rubber matting underfoot, with metal bars forming a narrow alley down its middle—corrals within corrals, fencing in every direction so escape is impossible even if I could stand up straight or run.

There’s nothing else in here except a set of padded shackles hooked over one post. Joe hauls me deeper into the pen until we round a corner where Tucker is waiting idly beside a padded frame. He straightens up when he sees us approach.

“Is she prepped? What did the vet say?” Tucker asks, voice filled with eagerness.

“Freshly dosed,” Joe replies without letting go of my leash. “The vet says she’ll take.”

Tucker leans forward to peer at me, reaches out to touch my cheek almost kindly, then glances down between my thighs as if confirming for himself that I’m really wet enough for this.

“She looks ready,” he says finally, with a massive grin. “Let’s get it done. Clover, you are going to love this.”

The empty breeding frame lined with foam rollers and curved metal arms is waiting for me. My pulse pounds in my veins, but the throbbing between my legs pounds harder. I’m terrified, but so aroused by the prospect of being restrained and fucked.

My legs refuse to move any farther, but Joe just scoops his hands under my armpits and lifts me bodily into position, ignoring my whimpering protests as he slots me face-down onto the padded bench.

The pressure of straps on my hips pins me in place; more straps close over my calves and wrists so tight they dig into my skin.

I hear them moving behind me—the men talking low about “stud fees” and “conception rates” as if it isn’t even about me at all—but it’s Tucker who comes around to face me again, holding another syringe between his fingers.

He doesn’t bother explaining this shot; he just finds an exposed vein in my arm and pushes it home like he’s done it a thousand times before.

My muscles slacken instantly; every nerve ending seems to open up at once like water pouring through new cracks in a dam. The world tilts sideways and time goes syrupy-thick around each heartbeat. It’s a feeling I remember from this morning when Joe injected me in the thigh, but this was a straight shot into my bloodstream and the hit of euphoria is mind-numbing.

Tucker’s handsome face is nothing but a blur, and I’m sure there is drool hanging from my lips as I moan like a dumb cow.

“Finally, you’ll realize your true purpose,” Joe says softly, right above my ear. “This is what you were made for.”

Heavy footfalls pounded closer, vibrating through the frame. A whiff of aftershave and sweat reached me before my muddled brain caught up: someone else was coming.

My head swims as I try to twist around, but the frame holds me fast and the drugs have deadened any hope of struggle. Cool vinyl presses against my face; drool pools beneath my cheek. My arms and legs flop uselessly in their restraints, the straps digging into my skin, making every inch of me feel like property, like livestock. My cunt pulses, slick and gaping, as Joe’s hand gently strokes my hair out of my face.

“Easy, girl. Just breathe. You want to be good for him, don’t you?”

I try to nod, but it’s a clumsy, broken movement. My mouth works in empty syllables.

Then the stranger’s shadow darkened the straw at the edge of the pen.

“Here’s the bull, Angus.” Joe said, his tone light and proud, as if he were unveiling a prize at a county fair. “He’s one of the best in the business.”

The bull was a man, technically, but even through the haze, it was obvious he was built on an entirely different scale than Tucker or Joe. He was taller by a good head, with slabs of muscle bulging beneath a plain gray T-shirt and heavy work jeans. His hair was cropped close and dark, his jaw square and unshaven, and his eyes—a feral animal brown—swept over my body with hunger.

“She’s ready for you.” Joe says and steps back. “I hope you don’t mind, but we’d like to stay and watch.”

The bull of a man just grunts and begins undressing.

His shirt hits the floor, followed by boots, then jeans, and he steps out of them with lazy confidence. The outline in his briefs is obscene; he palms himself through the fabric, half-hard already, and grins at Tucker with the wordless arrogance of a stud who knows exactly what the job is.

He peels down his underwear and his cock springs out, long and thick and veined with blue. Even drugged and drooling, I see the size of him and whimper: a sound of terror and want tangled together.

Joe and Tucker murmur to each other behind me as the bull circles the frame, inspecting me from every angle. He runs a calloused palm over my flank, slides his fingers along the tattooed script of my name, then grips my hip with bruising force.

I choke out a whimper, the only sound I can make, and it earns a low, approving growl from the bull as he moves into position behind me.

The bull doesn’t hesitate. He lines himself up with clinical precision—like he’s done this a hundred times before—and presses the fat head of his cock right against my slit. I’m constantly slick nowadays, but he’s so thick that my body doesn’t yield at first. The heat of him is shocking; I feel the pulse in the tip as it drags across my clit and catches at the opening, then with slow, relentless pressure he begins to force his way inside.

The pain is immediate. For a second I think my pelvis will split down the middle, the ache so sharp as the tissue gives way around him. My body was technically ready for this (the shots made sure of that), but nothing could have prepared me for how huge and solid he felt ripping into me. Tears pour down my face and get lost in the matting. I can do nothing but shudder and gasp as inch after inch drives into me.

Joe and Tucker are speaking, but they sound so far away. “Go slow.” Joe urges, but there’s no sympathy in it, just caution about damaging valuable stock.

“She’ll be fine,” Tucker says back. “Once she relaxes, she’ll love it.”

Meanwhile, the bull growls low in his chest as he grinds forward. Every new centimeter is a battle; his cock flares at the crown and drags against raw nerves inside me until there’s nothing left to give. My insides are stretched to their limit—I can hear myself making these awful animal sounds—but still he keeps going until finally his hips slam against my ass and I’m filled completely, split open for good.

He pauses there once he bottoms out, both hands gripping tight on either side of my waist like handlebars. Then he starts to pull out—slowly at first—before slamming back in again with such force that the whole frame rocks under us. The initial agony melts into something else: a burning soreness that radiates through every part of me and is impossible to separate from pleasure now that there’s no escape.

Joe bends down so his lips are next to my ear where I’m pressed face-first to the bench: “That’s what you’re for now,” he whispers, almost reverently. “A breeding sow so get fucking pregnant.”

My vision blurs with tears, but I hear every word; some part of me is humiliated by how wet I am despite everything—the obscene slap of flesh on flesh echoing off the walls.

The bull sets up a rhythm: brutal, mechanical thrusts each time grinding up against some secret spot inside that makes fireworks go off behind my eyes even as I sob. Tucker leans over to watch more closely, one hand snaking through the bars to paw at one of my milk-heavy tits while the other pinches cruelly at my clit.

“She’ll loosen up quick,” he comments dryly to Joe, who just nods along like this was ever in question.

Each thrust grinds harder than the last until finally something inside gives way mentally: whatever resistance or sense of dignity I had left dissolves under their combined weight.

I try to bite back a scream as an orgasm crashes through me utterly unbidden—a raw animal spasm that makes every muscle seize at once around the invading cock.

The bull’s roar is deafening. It fills the pen, echoing off the walls and vibrating through my body. I jerk in my restraints as my orgasm continues, but there is nowhere to go. His grip turns to iron, his body rigid and quaking behind me. The next second he drives himself even deeper, making me scream in shock as the tip of his cock presses right to the entrance of my womb and he erupts inside me.

The first pulse of his cock sends heat flooding up my spine and bursting like fireworks behind my eyes. Then comes the second wave—worse than the first—thick and scalding and endless. I can feel every vein on him throbbing against my ravaged insides as jet after jet of cum pours into me, stretching my walls so tight that I swear I can feel it ballooning my belly from within. It’s obscene, the sheer volume of it; my pussy clenches helplessly around the massive girth, impaling me as he empties himself without mercy, filling every inch until there’s no space left to give.

He holds himself there, locked to the hilt with both hands digging cruelly into my hips, riding out each convulsion with mindless rutting thrusts that keep ramming me against the unyielding frame. Somewhere in the haze I realize I’m making noises—mewling like a farm animal as the overflow seeps out around his still-twitching shaft, running in hot rivers down my thighs and puddling on the mats beneath us. The scent is overpowering: sweat, semen, and raw animal need knotted together into one suffocating cloud.

I choke on drool and spit as my face grinds into the vinyl bench; tears run into the pool beneath my cheek while I thrash and buck through another wave of involuntary pleasure. The pain that once threatened to break me now fuses with a deep, molten ecstasy that surges with every frantic shudder of his orgasm. All sense of time breaks down—there’s only sensation, only the liquid fire filling me past capacity, only the relentless piston of his cock as he wrings out every last drop.

Finally, after what might be seconds or hours—the bull gives a guttural gasp and collapses his weight onto my back. There is nothing dignified about what comes next: he slumps over me with a wet slap, breathing hard against my neck while fat globs of cum trickle out from where we’re joined, dripping steadily onto the floor.

Joe lets out a long whistle as he steps up behind us to inspect the joining. “Goddamn,” he mutters with something almost like pride. “That’s a breeding if I’ve ever seen one.” He pats the bull’s shoulder approvingly before turning his attention to Tucker.

Tucker wears an expression of awe as he surveys the mess between my legs. “She kept all that jizz inside her tiny hole?” he asks.

“Not a drop wasted until she overflowed,” Joe confirms. He kneels beside my head so our faces are level; his hand strokes gently through my sweat-soaked hair as if comforting livestock after a difficult birth. “You did good,” he says quietly—not to me exactly but at me, like I’m another piece of property that has done the job it’s built for.

The bull lingers for a moment longer inside me before withdrawing with slow, deliberate force—drawing out another shallow scream as every inch slides free. His cock glistens wetly in the dim light; another splatter of cum falls from its tip onto the straw.

Freed from his weight at last, I slump flat onto the bench, boneless and glassy-eyed but still shaking through aftershocks that don’t seem to end. My cunt gapes open around nothing now but air; more seed spills down in sticky ropes to join what’s already pooling beneath me.

Joe tugs at my restraints just enough to roll me onto one side so he can better examine what’s happened between my legs. Tucker steps in close for a look too. He even prods experimentally at my swollen lips with gloved fingers.

“She’ll need some time to recover before we breed her again,” Tucker observes.

The bull pulls up his pants without ceremony and stalks wordlessly toward the door; Joe gives him another congratulatory pat on his bare back before addressing Tucker:

“I think with a load like that inside her, she won’t need another round of breeding. I’d bet my farm she’s already growing a sweet little calf in her womb.”

My eyelids feel heavy. Every part of me is exhausted. My body can’t take anymore and mercifully I fall unconscious as they continue to talk about me like I’m not even there.


CHAPTER EIGHT

It took me several days to recover from the rough breeding. When the haze of the drugs wore off, every part of me ached. My pussy was swollen and sore. The deep ache inside assured me I was well and truly broken in. My first time was painful, but the pleasure was nothing I’ve ever felt before.

I remember waking up in the pen. Someone must have hosed off most of the blood and semen while I was out, but there were still bits of dried cum on my thighs. My hips wore finger-shaped bruises, purple and yellow. Between my legs was tender and swollen; every movement made me wince. For hours, I lay curled on the matting, drifting in and out of consciousness as waves of cramps rolled through me. Even swallowing water was difficult; my throat ached from screaming.

Now only the bruises on my hips from the bull’s harsh grip remain, and the itch to be filled again has returned with a vengeance. I’ve had a taste and I want more, but Joe and Tucker haven’t touched me between my legs for days, except to hold a cup under me to pee in. Joe said I needed time to heal, but it’s been torturous to go through milking without getting off.

I feel fine now. It’s been a week and this afternoon, Annabelle, Buttercup, and I are in the pasture, waiting to be called into the barn for dinner. The two hucows who are not like us were kept back in the barn today, so it’s just the three of us out here today.

I’m lying next to the edge of the fence, nearest to the drive, when a plume of dust catches my eye. Someone is coming up the driveway. As the vehicle gets closer, I recognise the beat up truck. It’s my dad’s farm truck with a cattle trailer connected to it.

My heart races at the sight of my father’s truck. A flicker of hope ignites within me—could he be here to collect me? Yet, conflicting emotions churn in my gut. The idea of seeing Mom fills me with warmth, but the thought of leaving behind this controlled routine that has become my new normal sends a wave of anxiety crashing over me. What will I do with my life if I go home?

As the truck rolls to a halt in front of the barn, both doors swing open with a creak that echoes through the still air. My brother leaps out of the passenger side. Joe and Tucker emerge from the barn’s shadows, their faces set in serious expressions as they approach him. They stand in a loose circle, gesturing animatedly while casting glances toward me that send shivers down my spine.

I strain to catch snippets of their conversation, but I’m too far away. Joe’s broad shoulders block my view as he leans closer to my brother, his authoritative demeanor radiating power and control. Tucker shifts his weight from one foot to another, his eyes darting between them and me. My pulse quickens as I wonder what they are discussing.

I watch as my brother nods and heads into the barn, but the others turn my way, heading toward the pasture, eyes locked onto me, kneeling in the grass.

I felt myself shrink back from the fence instinctively, some sliver of my old self rearing up at the thought of my father seeing me like this.

They reach the fence and Joe leans one elbow on the top rail, squinting into the sun as he surveys the pasture. My dad stands beside him, hands thrust deep in his pockets, jaw clenched with that same old tension that turns his entire face into something hard and angular. I freeze on the spot, milk-heavy breasts swinging as I kneel in the grass, suddenly desperate to hide—but I’m naked except for the collar and there’s nowhere to go.

Tucker hops over the fence and stands next to me, holding me in place by the collar. “She’s been a good girl for us. Didn’t take long to train her.” He says and even though I’m nervous, pride fills me.

Dad looks me over with cold detachment. The way he examines my udders hanging swollen and pendulous under their own weight, nipples dark red from days of suction pumps and rough play, is not fatherly. I’m not really his daughter by blood and he was always aloof, but now it’s like I’m not even human. “She sure looks different. Bulkier. If I didn’t see her face, I wouldn’t have recognized her. It’s amazing what changes can happen in only a few weeks. She’s nothing more than livestock now.”

I wince internally, my stomach swirling with sadness, but resigned to the fact he never cared for me all these years.

“She’s come a long way. The advancements in hucow treatments evolve every day. With a stricter regime of injections, her output’s already higher than projected, and she bred easy. The vet confirmed it this morning. She’s carrying a calf in her womb, but he’ll do a more thorough exam in a few weeks.” Joe says, and I’m shocked.

I didn’t figure I’d get pregnant the first time. It’s crazy to think, I have life growing inside me. I look up at dad’s face, searching for any flicker of emotion. Horror or regret or pride-anything would right now. But his eyes just swept over me, focusing on my chest, then the curve of my hips, and finally on the healing tattoo on my ass. “Then I’d say our deal is complete.” Dad says flatly. He didn’t look at me again-turned back to Joe, dismissing me and held out his hand.

Joe grinned and took Dad’s hand, shaking it. “Pleasure doing business with you. I’ll take good care of her.”

I kneel there, paralyzed, my mouth hanging open as Dad strides toward his truck, erasing me from his life completely. My brother steps out of the barn, dragging two hucows by their collars and ushering them into the waiting trailer with a firm hand.

A chilling realization washes over me—those cows are bound for my parents’ farm. Joe said he sold their contracts, but I didn’t know to who. My father bought them and he paid for them with me. He traded flesh for flesh, sacrificing me without hesitation. I was nothing but a bargaining chip.

The truth slams into me: I’m merely a pawn in their twisted game. It should wound me deeply, but an unsettling numbness creeps in. This entire arrangement unfolded without my awareness; I had been so stupid this entire time, thinking they were coming back to get me at some point, but I can’t be too angry. My past mistakes spiraled into this nightmare. My poor choices ignited a chain reaction that led to my dehumanization and exploitation.

As dad’s truck pulls down the drive, I know they had no plan to let me go. The tag, the brand, the breeding. It was all planned. I’m never leaving.

Joe meets my gaze. “You were always meant to be a hucow, Clover. My hucow. This is now your home.” He walks away, leaving me with Tucker, who gently pats my head. Tears fill my eyes at the finality in Joe’s voice.

Tucker sees my distress and shushes me. “It’s okay.”

Perhaps for the first time since arriving, I grasped what they meant by breaking in a hucow: it wasn’t about pain, breeding, or constant milking, but about the repetition over days and weeks until it became all you knew. Until your future held only visions of green fields and the weathered wood of stalls, the rhythmic hum of the milking machine became soothing, and you began to look forward to being used by the men controlling you.

“Your family is here now with your herd mates.” Tucker says quietly. His eyes flick to Annabelle and Buttercup, who are sprawled on the grass further in the field. “You know you were never truly accepted in your former life; you always felt like you didn’t fit in. Here you found a place to belong, a purpose.”

My tears fall harder, not because I’m sad at the freedom I just lost, but because what he’s saying is true. Still kneeling in the grass, I realize how little resistance remained in me anymore. It was terrifying, but oddly comforting. I didn’t have to make choices anymore. Someone else had already made them for me and will continue to do so.

My chest hitched with sobs, but Tucker just stroked my hair patiently until they passed.

“Don’t stress yourself over it.” His hand slipped beneath my chin and tilted it up so I had no choice but to look him full in the face. “You’ve got bigger things ahead now.”

He said it with a smirk that bordered on affectionate—a possessiveness so total it made my skin buzz under his touch—but there was also a flicker of genuine pride behind his eyes as he glanced down at my belly.

“Look at you,” Tucker purred, pressing his palm flat against my stomach. “Already carrying your first.” He sounded genuinely impressed.

The surprise that I’m pregnant is still fresh in my mind. I can’t believe I’m going to be a mother. Something alive was growing inside me, and a tidal wave of feelings crashed over me. Dread, awe, but most of all, pride. I’m finally doing something right.

“You’re going to make such healthy calves,” he murmured into my ear, a voice thickened by hunger that was no longer disguised as anything else. The air between us shifted; suddenly every breath out of him felt hot and predatory on my skin.

He let go of my collar long enough to drag one finger down between my breasts, pausing to gently knead each udder where they hung heavy and slick against my ribs from hours without milking. The touch sent sparks through me like usual.

His other hand found its way between my legs, probing gently but insistently at the swollen flesh still tender from last week’s ordeal, and all I could do was whimper softly as he worked two fingers inside without warning.

“See?” Tucker crooned, as if talking to some dumb animal. “Still so tight after being bred by a bull twice your size. It’s honestly impressive.” He sounded delighted beyond words; for once there was nothing clinical or procedural about what happened next.

He let go with both hands, then gripped either side of my face so hard it bordered on painful, but kept our gazes locked together. “I mean it when I say this is your place,” he repeated fiercely; just pure conviction that everything happening right now was exactly how things should be.

The last shred of April, my past self still holding on inside me, finally gave way. I sobbed once more, loud enough for Annabelle across the pasture to glance over from where she lay sunning herself near a trough, and I collapsed into Tucker’s lap, completely hollowed out and spent.

He gathered me close while his hands roamed freely across every part of exposed skin; nothing about his touch was rushed or uncertain anymore. It felt like being mapped and claimed cell by cell—a new geography sketched onto flesh that belonged less to itself than ever before.

“You’re my favorite cow on this farm, and now you're knocked up. Do you know what this means?” His tone drops low with desire. “It means I can finally sink my cock into your tight pussy.”

I blinked up at him, too dumbfounded to process what he was saying, but my cunt clenched hard on his fingers as if it understood before I did. Tucker grinned savagely, then gently but firmly pressed me down so my face against the grass and my ass upturned to the sky, the position so natural now that I no longer even thought to resist it.

He stood behind me, unbuckling himself with one hand while the other pressed at the small of my back to keep me exactly where he wanted. I heard the zipper part, the heavy sound of denim sliding down, and the hard, hot weight of his cock as it dragged against my inner thigh, leaving a sticky trail on my skin. I shivered and widened my knees, desperate for him to claim me, to fill the space where the bull had left me aching and empty.

Tucker didn’t tease. He lined himself up with one hand, the other fisting in my hair. “A little slut like you should be happy to be a hucow. For the rest of your life, you’ll be mounted and bred, fucked until your all you can think about is cumming. It’s the life you were meant to lead.”

He yanks my head back so I can look at Joe, who’s watching us from the barn. Then he rammed himself inside, bottoming out with a single, brutal thrust.

The spark of pain made me scream. I was raw and stretched from the bull, but Tucker’s cock was hotter, sharper, and it found the ruined edges of my insides like a blade. He didn’t wait for me to catch my breath; he just kept pumping, one hand twisted in my hair, the other digging crescents into my hip as he used me in the open, right there in the pasture, where anyone could see.

I howled, the sound half agony, half delight. Every thrust jolted the fullness in my belly, reminding me of the calf growing inside, and each time he bottomed out, I could feel my tender walls clenching tight around him, slick and greedy, so hungry for his cock.

As he ruts into me, the pressure builds, and I let any remnants of my old life go. I’m no longer April, the burden of the family. There is nothing left of me except for a slick tunnel for him to use, to breed, to make cum.

He fucks me like a thing. Like a beast that exists only to be filled. When his grip tightens around my bruised hips and his balls slam up against the mess between my legs, I know he’s close. The anticipation overtakes me, pleasure and humiliation indistinguishable, and I start to come. My pussy locks down, milking him, and he gives one last guttural growl so loud it echoes across the pasture, then explodes inside me.

The force of it sends my orgasm spinning out of control, a white-hot inferno that hollows me out and remakes into something else. I’m now Clover. A hucow owned and used. A farm animal with a job to do and I’m going to do it with a smile on my face.

THE END… of book three.

Keep an eye out for book four in the series: Hucow Farm Life: Dolly

This series is beginning to take a darker turn as seen in this book. The rest of the series continues that route. The hucow’s well-being becomes less important as greed and power corrupt Joe and his farmhands. Joe is willing to do anything to grow his herd.

Happy Hucow Reading!

Join my private facebook Group: Hucow Smut where you can post about your favorite hucow authors and stories.

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

Check out my other books:

The Hucow Black Market Series

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


The Betrayed Milker Series: A BDSM Hucow Series

Sold to the Farm

Sent to the Farm

Tricked on the Farm

Back To The Farm.

Life Under the Dome Series:

Selected For Hucow Service

Hucow In Service

Escaping Hucow Service

Ending Hucow Service (coming 2025)

Alphabet Farm Series:

The First Hucow: Annabelle

The Next Hucow: Buttercup

Joining The Herd: Clover

Hucow Farm Life: Dolly (coming 2025)

The Hucow Herd Series

Grade A: Prime Choice

Commercial Grade Hucow

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

Sanda and the Hucow

Hucow Farm Series

Hucow Farm Book One: Intake

Hucow Farm Book Two: Transformation

Hucow Farm Book Three: The Farm

Hucow Farm Book Four: Hucow Exposed

Other Standalone Shorts Available Now:

Abducted: Hucow Alien Space Station

The Hucow Experiment: The Mad Scientist

Hucow Horror Farm

Shipwrecked On Hucow Island

The Hucow Lottery

Life Sentence: The Hucow Prison

The New Club Hucow: Udder MC

Alien’s Hucow Incubator

Hubull Duty

My Hucow Journey

Unexpected Hucow

Trapped In The Hucow Dimension

HAPPY HUCOW READING!

NON-Hucow Shorts

Press Start To Play: A Step-sibling Romantic Short

The Mating Arena Part One: OGRE
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