

Hello, my name is… well, I don’t have one anymore, but it used to be Cari. I was once a normal young woman, living a mundane life in the city. Now I’m a hucow and I spend my days naked and living life as a farm animal. It’s been four years, and I hardly remember my old life, but I’d like to tell how I came to be a hucow.

Don’t think I was tricked or coerced into becoming a human cow. It was my choice, and I felt it was the best option for me. It was thrilling and a tiny bit scary to give up control to complete strangers that looked at me as if I was an object to use and not a person.

I was unsure of how I would feel being treated like cattle, but it’s not so bad. I never have to worry about food, shelter or even think for myself. It’s freeing and I would never go back.

If I knew what I would have to endure to get to this point, I’m not sure I would have gotten off the bus that day, but I’m glad I did. There are far more wonderful and exciting things that have happened to me along the way than bad and that makes it all worthwhile..

Becoming a hucow is not a straightforward process. You don’t just get naked and crawl around on all fours. This is not some silly roleplay game, but a lifestyle. The rigorous training and conditioning the body and mind have to go through is daunting, but the farm hands are well-trained and very good at their jobs. Farmer Sam and his foreman Pete showed me how to become the perfect submissive milker.

Those early days are long past and I’m one content hucow now! Life is good. If I had to make the choice all over again… I would still choose to become a hucow.

I still think of Farmer Sam and how my journey started on his farm occasionally. That was so long ago now, but I’ll never forget how everything started and how far I’ve come.

This is the beginning of my journey…




Chapter One

Leaving the city was a big deal for me and I was nervous, but the further the bus traveled away from the city, the better I felt about my decision. A sense of calm came over me and I could finally relax.

We left the filthy, car clogged streets hours behind us. Gone are the cold-looking skyscrapers, and the sidewalks filled with strangers bumping shoulders and rudely fighting their way through the over-packed transit systems just to work all day and then return home to do it all again the next day.

The bus stopped at a rest area halfway into the sixteen hour trip to the country and when I climbed down the steps I was greeted with birdsong instead of horns and the din of city noises. Green fields and hills surrounded us, dotted with a few trees, and the air was crisp and clean.

This was the change I needed. There was nothing in the city keeping me there, and I was struggling every day to make ends meet. All I did was live to work and work to live. It was exhausting, and pointless like a dog chasing its tail. I would never get ahead and decided I was done.

I stumbled across hucow farming while I was scrolling through my phone, and an ad popped up. It was just the change I was looking for. When I got home, I immediately googled more about it and with every bit of information I found, I grew more sure that becoming a hucow was what I was meant to do. The articles were vague about how transitioning from woman to hucow works, but I didn’t care about that. What really interested me was how happy the women looked.

It still makes me blush when I recall seeing the hucows completely naked on their hands and knees, sporting massive udders and serene smiles. It was all so scandalous, but I can’t deny how the images caused me to grow flush and make my panties damp with arousal.

I wanted to be one of those women.

With my decision made, the following week I quit my two jobs, one at the library and the other at a nearby diner, gave my landlord notice, and packed the belongings I wanted to take with into my suitcase. The bigger stuff, I left in the apartment for the next tenant.

I searched the internet for the nearest hucow farmer and purchased a bus ticket.

It was a long bus ride and bit of a hike from the bus station to the farm, but I finally made it.

It looked just like a regular farm with lots of rolling green pastures, fenced in corrals and multiple large barns with an older style farmhouse off the side of the driveway. There were no real animals to be seen or hucows, but I assumed they were busy getting milked or out relaxing under the sun. There were quite a few farmhands walking in and out of the barns, but I spotted an older man in overalls and a cowboy hat standing next to a fence.

“Welcome to Hilldale Farms, miss. How can I help you?” He said when I approached.

I know I looked like a mess. I was tired and sweaty and the suitcase was heavy, but I gave the man my brightest smile. He was mildly handsome for his age. I’d guess he was in his fifties by the scruffy, salt and pepper beard and sun-weathered skin. He looked like he’s spent his life working outside under the scorching sun.

“Hello. My name is Cari.” I say, shyly. His sharp gaze scanned me from feet to hair in an assessing way and I felt inadequate. I dropped my eyes to the ground as my nerves got the best of me.

“Nice to meet you, Cari. I’m Samson Hilldale, but most folks call me Sam or Farmer Sam. What brings you to my farm?” So this is the owner of the farm and the man I need to speak to about becoming a hucow.

I steel my spine, looked up at him. He had a knowing glint in his eye, like he knows why I’m here. His gaze accessed me from head to toe again but slower, taking in every curve and dip my simple sundress failed to hide. I was not a big girl, but I was blessed with wide hips and a generous ass. My rounded, perky breasts and narrow waist give me the perfect hourglass figure.

I shake off the remaining nerves and stand up taller. I will not chicken out now. “This is a hucow farm, right?”

“It sure is.” Sam says proudly.

“Well, I want to be a hucow.”

“Is that so?” He says and stands up straighter.

“Yes.”

“Well, I only accept the best stock on my farm.” He’s looking at me more shrewdly now, almost like he was sizing me up. I stood still as he walked slowly around me. “Do you think you have what it takes to be one of my cows?”

I didn’t really know, but I said, “I do.”

When he’s back in front of me, he continues to stare at me. His expression gives nothing away, and I don’t know if he likes what he sees or he finds me lacking and is going to send me away. Oh god! What if he sends me packing? I have no apartment or job. I’ll be homeless.

“Please. Give me a chance to prove it to you. If you’ll give me a chance, I’ll do anything. I’ll be the best hucow on this farm.” I pleaded quickly, hoping to sway him.

He rubs his hand along the scruff on his chin and nods. “Begging is a good start.” He says, but I had no clue what he meant. Regardless, some of the panic fades when he nods his head again, seeming to come to some conclusion. “You’ll need to be a good little submissive cow and follow all orders from me and the farmhands if you want to stay on this farm. We won’t put up with any lip and are quick to punish those who misbehave.”

I swallowed down the lump of unease at the thought of being punished, but nod quickly. “I’ll be a good girl.” It’s looking like he’s going to give me a chance!

“Now hold on a sec.” He holds a hand up, bursting the bubble of excitement building inside me. “Becoming a hucow is not some passing trend or part-time job. It’s a lifestyle, and once I take you on, you’ll become my property. Do you understand what that means?” He asked.

I didn’t want him to think I’m making this decision hastily, so I really thought about it before nodding again. “Yes. It’ll mean my body is yours to milk.” I say, but he shakes his head.

“That’s not all. Sure, I’ll use you for milk, but I will take ownership of you completely. You will no longer be looked upon as a man looks at a woman. You will become livestock, and it’s permanent. There is no reversing the transformation once you take the drugs. You’ll produce milk for the rest of your life.”

“I understand.” I said even if I really didn’t, but I was so desperate at the time that it didn’t matter. So what if it’s permanent? I had nothing to go back to.

“You’ll be milked for sure, but your body will be ours to use for pleasure.”

My body grew warm at the thought of being used by the men on the farm. I’ll be nothing more than property and used as an object for financial gain and men’s pleasure and there will be nothing I can do about it. The thought of losing all control made me flush with desire. It was naughty, and so freaking hot. Giving up my freedom was a small price to pay.

“I might even breed you if I feel like it, but that won’t be for a while.”

I had never thought about having kids. What would that be like?

My thoughts are interrupted by the farmer as he continues to describe what my role will be as a hucow. “I could even sell you to another hucow farm in the future, and you won’t be able to do anything about it.”

The idea of being sold left an unpleasant taste in my mouth, but if I’m nothing more than a hucow, a farm animal and his property, it wouldn’t be up to me. Not deciding about important decisions in my life was the main reason I wanted to become a hucow. As a lowly hucow, and owned property, I won’t have to worry about complicated things like that. It’ll be up to the farmer and others to make all decisions for me.

All I had to do was be a good hucow and if I’m sold, I’m sure it’ll be fine. One hucow farm is the same as all others.

I found out much later that it was stupid to assume something I had no knowledge of.

“If that is what you decide to do with me, then that is your choice.” I say to the man who is about to change my life. His lips tip up into a triumphant smile, but there was a strange glint in his eyes that made me uneasy. I ignored it in my excitement.

I got my wish. I was about to become a hucow.


I’d like to pause at this point in the story and tell you that I knew what I was getting myself into, but I was young and painfully naïve. I was obsessed with securing a place on the farm so badly that I was willing to do anything, but I didn’t quite understand how much of my autonomy I was about to give up.

As soon as I stepped foot on this farm, I realized maybe I was in over my head. Actually, there was no maybe about it, but I trusted Sam and his farmhands to guide me through the journey to becoming a better me. The one I was always meant to be.

This is when my story really heats and it’s best if I tell it to you in the present tense so you can experience it firsthand and really get a feel for what I went through and how I felt in the first few days.

Now, back to the story!




Chapter Two

“Good answer. Cows don’t have a say in what happens to them.” He says. “Now unbutton the top of your dress and let me see what we’re working with.”

My mouth drops open in surprise, wondering if I heard him correctly. When I stand there like an idiot and don’t move, he shakes his head and steps forward, grabbing the top part of my dress in his hands and yanking it hard enough that the top three buttons go flying and my breasts are exposed. I let out a squeak of shock at how easily he assumed control.

“Hey!” I start to protest, but he lands a quick slap on my left tit. I’m stunned and my mouth snaps closed. What is happening right now?

I’m still reeling from this man’s audacity when he cups both my breasts in his hand and squeezes the soft mounds. My instant reaction is to step away from this stranger who is fondling me, but if I want to be a hucow, I’ll have to get used to this, so I remain still and wait and see what happens next.

My shoulders relax as he continues to squeeze my boobs with skill born from years of milking hucows. This is not anything sexual to him, but I’m finding it impossible not to respond. His warm, calloused palms feel good on my flesh and sends pleasant tingles straight to my clit, turning me on. I watch with pink cheeks as my nipples harden, responding to the stimuli. They don’t go unnoticed by the farmer and he gives them some attention, rolling them between his fingers. He pulls on the sensitive numbs and draws a moan from me and has my panties soaked in seconds.

He smirks in satisfaction. “Hum… a good size for the average woman, but small for a hucow.” He says, more to himself than me. “We can fix that.”

I don’t even know when my eyes drifted closed, but when he releases me, they snap open.

“Well, don’t just stand there. Follow me,” Farmer Sam barks, and I’m dumbfounded at the abrupt change in his tone. My aroused state has me confused, and I don’t know how to react. Gone is the friendly farmer who greeted me. He’s all business now and I quickly snap to attention. I try to cover my breasts, but it’s no use. The dress is useless, so I say fuck it and pick up my suitcase to follow him.

“No.”

What did I do wrong already?

“Leave the suitcase. You won’t need it.” He says.

“But…” I start to say, and he cuts me off.

“No buts, missy. Do as I say, or you can turn around and head back down the driveway if you’ve changed your mind.” He looks pointedly at me. “It’s not too late yet to back out, but once you step foot inside the barn, there will be no second guessing. You’ll belong to me.”

A knot of unease sits heavy in my stomach. It’s the fear of the unknown that is bugging me more than his gruff behavior. A delicious shiver works its way across my skin at the thought of being owned by such a dominant man. I must be crazy to want to be owned like some object, but I can’t deny how damp I get between my legs at the thought of giving up control to him.

I don’t say anything, but slowly set the suitcase down on the ground and clasp my hands in front of me while keeping my gaze lowered.

He hums in approval and turns his back on me without a word, heading towards the smaller buildings on the backside of the farmhouse. He doesn’t look back to see if I’m following him. I’m sure he probably doesn’t care either way if I stay or go. This is my choice. My last one possibly and I feel it’s a test. A good hucow listens. He’s expecting me to scurry after him like a good girl, and I do.

I feel like a dog following their master. I guess that’s what he is to me or is going to be soon. He’ll be my owner and I’ll be his… pet? No, I’ll be his hucow. A small smile graces my lips in anticipation.

We pass a few farmhands who look at me curiously, grinning when they see the state of my dress and my tits swing free. My cheeks are on fire as I scurry after Sam and avoid eye contact with all of them. I keep my gaze lowered and clutch the front of my dress closed and follow Farmer Sam into the small building.

Farmer Sam speaks to one farmhand as we pass. “Darrell, go fetch the farm vet.”

I look up at the blond-haired man named Darrell as he nods his head and hurries off to do the farmers biding. Farm vet?

I’m ushered into what looks like a storage shed with shelves filled with bins and stacks of what looks like feed in large bags in one corner. A stack of pails sit next to them.

A couple of wheelbarrows are lined up next to the door, and the wall behind them holds an array of shovels and rakes.

There is a stainless steel fridge along the far wall and my mouth goes dry as I spot all the leather collars and restraints hanging from hooks next to it. I know I’ll be expected to wear one from all the articles I’ve read.

“Strip.” The farmer says as I eye up the strange contraption in the middle of the room. It looks like a cattle chute with steel bars at one end that close, holding the cow’s head in place.

I jump at the command, whirling around to see Sam has closed the door behind us. He’s standing in front of it with his arm crossed, waiting.

“Wha… what?” I heard what he said, but my brain seems slow to understand.

He sighs. “Not too bright, I see.” It’s muttered under his breath, but I hear him clearly and my cheeks warm in embarrassment. I was so distracted and I’m already messing up.

“Put your arms by your sides and keep them there.” He says, and I mutely do as he says. The domineering man takes matters into his own hands and grabs the front of my dress like he did earlier, but this time, rips it right down the middle, exposing my breasts even more, along with my bare stomach and the tiny white panties that are damp with arousal.

The man in front of me oozes authority and I find it so arousing to be under his control. I start to lift my arms to cover myself, but he gives me a stern look and shakes his head. “Stay.”

That one word has me leaking more arousal, and I shift on my feet as he examines my exposed body with a critical gaze. His eyes sweep over my breasts and down my flat stomach, noting my trim waistline, and the fullness of my hips. His not leering at my bare flesh but mentally calculating my value as a hucow. To him, I’m not a person anymore, but simply an object to be evaluated.

It’s a little uncomfortable, and a shock to the system that this is my life now, but I wanted this and being looked at like a commodity is something I’ll have to get used to.

His gaze dips lower and I watch his lip tip up into a smirk when he notices the wet patch staining my panties. He nods in approval.

He pulls the ripped garment off my body. I remain still as he grabs the edges of my panties and slides them down my legs, leaving me completely bare.

The cool air in the room caresses my skin, making my nipples harden. “Place your hands behind your back.”

I obey again and notice how this position pushes my chest forward.

“Good girl. Keep this up and you’ll do fine here.”

“Thanks.” I say, but he places a finger on my lips and hushes me.

“Shh… cows don’t talk.” He says and smirks when he notices my confusion, then my eyes widen as I realize what that means. “I see you’re slowly getting it. You are now a farm animal. You keep quiet and do as you’re told. Cows are used for milk and to reproduce. Nothing more.”

“Remember, you wanted this.” I can only nod in agreement.

He places his large hands on my shoulders and pushes me down until I’m kneeling at his feet. My heart pounds in my chest and my breath comes out in gasps. “The only thing I want to hear out of your mouth is cries of pleasure or pain. Oh, and the usual sounds a cow would make.”

He can’t be serious. “Go on. What sounds do cows make? Prove to me you know how to be a good cow.” He’s doing this on purpose. The submissive position he’s put me in shows me exactly where my place is. At his feet and at his mercy. He’s further lowering my status, but making me moo like a cow, but I can’t deny the effects all this is having on my body.

My thighs are soaked in my arousal. My mind is appalled and knows this is not right, but the moisture that is dripping out of me is a testament of how I enjoy being humiliated.

He leans down until his lips graze my ear, making me shiver in desire. When his hand cups my breast and rolls my nipple between his fingers, I can’t stop the moan from leaving my lips.

“How do cows speak?” He asks again and pinches my tender bud between his fingers hard, causing me to cry out in pain. “I won’t ask again, you dumb little slut. You wanted this, so don’t act shy now.”

I whimper out when his fingers pinch harder and he pulls hard enough that I fear he’s going to rip off my nipple.

My mouth opens on a cry and I give him what he wants. “MOOOOOO!!!” I say. “Moooooo…” The sound turns into a moan of relief when he lets go of my abused nipple and I collapse forward, catching myself with my hands.

“Good girl.” He says and pats my head as I catch my breath. Tears gather in my eyes as my nipple throbs from his harsh treatment. His tone is soothing now and my body relaxes, knowing I pleased him. “Stay right there and look at the ground like a dumb, obedient cow and we’ll take care of the rest.”

This is not how I thought this would go. I thought I’d arrive at a hucow farm, and they’d welcome me with open arms. My days would be spent giving milk and relaxing in the sun. I knew I would become property, but figured I’d be treated with some respect.

None of that has happened, but I can’t back out now and if I’m being honest, I still don’t want to.

They can humiliate me all they want as long as they take care of me. I have to stop thinking like a person and do as Farmer Sam says. I need to act like a dumb cow and follow his orders and everything will be okay.

I’m lost in thought and not paying attention to what he’s been doing. When he comes back to my side, I haven’t moved an inch, and he is very pleased. “Good, cow. Keep this up and you’ll get along fine here. We like our cows to be nice and docile.”

I tip my head up and smile at him softly. “Moo.” I try out my new form of communication and it earns me another pat on the head. His stern frown breaks into a smile that softens his face and makes him look younger. “Your taking to this quickly. Not as dumb as you look,” He says, and I ignore the insult, continuing to smile like a dimwit. He pats my cheek, and I rub my face against his palm.

He slides his hand from my face and down my back until he reaches my hips and pushes me around until my ass is facing him. I guess that’s all the coddling I’m going to get. He gets back to business, gripping my ass and spreading my cheeks. “Nice and wet already.” He murmurs and swipes a finger along my wet lips, which continue to drip.

When he presses two fingers into my tight channel, I smile for real and arch my back and let out a low moo, which causes him to chuckle. He thrusts his finger in and out a few times, but sadly withdraws them before I can get too worked up.

“Stay, still cow.” He says before I feel a cold swab on my ass and then there is a sharp sting of a needle.

“Moo?” I say in question.

“This is just your lactation needle. It gets those udders producing the creamy stuff quickly.”

I feel another injection and look back at the farmer. “Vitamins. Got to keep my herd healthy.”

I’m distracted by a rush of heat that starts in the area he injected me with the lactation serum and spreads quickly over my body.

A whimper leaves my lips as my breasts tingle and grow hot. Warmth pools in my abdomen and I start humping the air like a bitch in heat. What the heck was in that injection?

I look up at Farmer Sam with confusion, and he gives me a knowing smirk. “It’s just the meds affecting your body. It’s all normal.” He says and grabs a thick leather collar from the shelf and slips it around my neck. It’s tight enough for me to feel the soft material against my skin, but I’m still able to breathe comfortably.

My breasts tingle and feel strange. They don’t look bigger, but notice that they are swollen, like the skin has drawn tight. My nipples are throbbing with every heartbeat.

While Sam is placing odd looking, black mitts on my hands, a tall, skinny man wearing jeans and a collared shirt with the logo Hilldale Hucow Farm on it comes into the room.

“Ah… I see why I was summoned. New hucow?” He says, looking over my body with clinical detachment.

“Yup, and I need you to check her over.”

“Okay, but I need to make this fast. Hucow D745, is having a tough labor and I want to get back to help her if needed. I’ve got two farm hands trying to ease her discomfort.” I catch the smirk on his face, but don’t know what he means.

Sam chuckles and shakes his head. “I’m sure she’s doing fine then, but that reminds me. I’m not sure if I want to breed this one yet, so I need you to insert a birth control implant. We can remove it later if she proves to be worth keeping around.”

I hadn’t thought about that aspect. I never wanted kids, and I’m still too young to be thinking about it, but I guess the choice is out of my hands now. If he wants me bred, then I will be. It scares me a little, but thankfully I don’t have to worry about it now.

“Sure thing. Place the cow in the chute and we’ll get started.” The vet says, completely ignoring me other than glancing at me when he first walked in.

The two men talk amongst themselves as Sam guides me with a firm grip on my collar into the cattle chute. It feels weird to be crawling while they are walking around like normal. I realize the need for the mitts and kneepads. It protects me from the hard floor.

I swallow nervously as Sam pulls me by my collar until my head is forced between the two bars that close around my neck. To make sure I really am stuck, he attaches a short chain to the hook on my collar and fastens the end to the steel post. Next I hear a grinding sound and the metal bars running along the side of the chute press in on both sides, squeezing me into the tiny space.

I let out a moo of alarm, but it’s ignored by both of them. Just when I think I’m going to be squashed, the bars stop. The metal bites into the side of my hips and shoulders. It’s uncomfortable, but not painful.

Farmer Sam’s legs move out of my line of sight and a few moments later, I feel another steel bar slide under my hips. I screw my nose up in discomfort as he pulls the bar up before locking it into place so my hips are raised in the air, but my knees are still on the ground.

“Almost ready for me?” The vet asks.

“Give me a minute. Spread your legs, cow,” Sam says as he nudges a boot between my legs and forces my knees apart until they touch the edges of the chute. He grabs each thigh and fastens them to the bars of the chute. I’m completely restrained and spread open.

I’m a little freaked out at how vulnerable I am now. They could do anything and I wouldn’t be able to stop them. My pussy floods with moisture, knowing they could take advantage of me in this state. God! I’m such a slut.

“Now be a good girl for the vet, cow, and I won’t have to punish you.” Sam says and I hear the vet’s footsteps as he nears my back end.

There is no warning or warm up. The vet places something at my opening and presses it inside me. I yelp in surprise, but again my complaints are ignored as he pushes the speculum deeper. Thankfully, I’m so wet, or this would have hurt.

“Did you administer the lactation drugs already?” The vet asks.

“Yup, and the vitamin shot. She’s too skinny for my liking, so I figured it would give her a boost.” Sam says.

“Yeah. This one is on the lean side.” The vet says as he forces me open. I grunt in pain when it’s opened as wide as it can go. “Moooo…” I moan as my pussy burns at the stretch.

“Hush hucow.” The vet says and continues his exam. I feel something scraping along my cervix and then the speculum is removed. He’s not done though because he slips two latex covered fingers into me and prods my insides for a few moments before removing them.

“The cow’s vagina seems healthy, but a little tight. That will change soon enough.” He says and I wonder what he means.

My eyes almost bulge out of my head when my asshole is breached by the same two fingers. “Ouch.” I cry, forgetting that I’m not supposed to talk.

Punishment comes instantly. The faint whistle reaches my ears before the sound of leather hitting flesh. The sting brings tears to my eyes, and on the next whack, they leave salty tracks down my cheeks as I cry out again.

“No talking.” Farmer Sam shouts. “I’ll give you five lashes next time you utter a word. You are a cow, so remember your place.”

I whimper and drop my gaze to the floor in submission. I don’t want to be punished again.

As I recover from my punishment, I realize the vet kept his fingers still inside my back hole during the lashing.

“Maybe you should gag her until she learns to behave.” The vet suggests, and my eyes bulge in fear and my heart rate picks up.

“Moo! Mooooo!” I plead, not wanting to be gagged. It would just make the humiliation worse.

“Naw. She’s a smart one and will catch on quickly. Plus, the farmhands will just take it out as soon as she’s in her stall. They won’t want any of her holes blocked.” Farmer Sam chuckles and my heart rate increases for a different reason, but this time not in fear.

The vet chuckles. “Good point.” He presses his fingers deeper into my backside and thrusts them in and out, spreading them as he goes. “Her ass is just as tight as her cunt.” He says and I sigh when he finally pulls his fingers out. “She should do well as a hucow. If her milk yield is high, then she’ll make an excellent addition to your farm.”

I can’t help the smile that breaks out on my face. I know I would be good at this job. His next words don’t even worry me since I know I’m going to do everything I can to produce as much milk as possible and make sure Famer Joe keeps me.

“And if you decide to send her to the auction house, then I’m thinking you’ll earn a good profit from the sale. I know you prefer to only use a select few of the hucows for breeding, but her hips are nice and wide and she’d do well as a breeder. She’s young and in her prime.”

“I’m not sure what I’m going to do with her yet. First, we need to get her milk in.” Sam says.

“True, but keep it in mind that there are a lot of breeding farms that would love to purchase her. It would be a waste of a good breeding cow to not use it to its full potential.” The vet adds, and I blush at how blunt they are when discussing my body and future without caring what I think.

I really am nothing more than a commodity to them.

“We’ll see,” Sam mumbles.

“Anyhow, let me get this done. I need to get back to the labouring cow,” he says, changing the subject.

“Keep me updated, but I’m sure she’ll do fine.” Sam says. “Her last delivery was long too, but she did good. That’s why she’s one of my select breeding stock.”

The vet makes a sound of agreement. “Okay. I’ll just do the birth control implant and then be on my way.”

This time, I only give a small yelp when he pinches an area on my left thigh. There is a sharp pain in the area as he jabs me with a thick needle. “All done. It’ll last for six months. If you want it removed before that time, then I’ll have to freeze the area to remove it before suturing the wound.” The vet says and then he’s gone, leaving me alone with my new owner.

Sam doesn’t speak for a moment, and I wait patiently for him to release me. “You did good, new cow.”

“Mooooo.” I keep my voice low in thanks.

“Time to get you to the barn. The boys will take care of you from here on out, and I’ll drop by your stall in a day or two when your milk starts flowing to see how you’re doing, but before I unlock you, I think you deserve a treat for being so good and taking your punishment earlier.”

I hear him drop to his knees behind me and then the jangle of his belt being undone. “I like to break in the new cows before the farmhands have your holes all stretched out and filled with cum. They don’t mind sticking their dicks in a sloppy, cum-filled pussy or ass, but I do.” He says and then sinks his cock into me in one thrust.

I moan as his thick cock stretches me open, forcing me to accept his entire length. He’s big and doesn’t give me a second to adjust before he’s pumping away inside me. “This pussy is now mine. You’re now mine and don’t you forget it.”

“Do you understand?” He snaps his hips forward, bottoming out inside me painfully and I moo in acknowledgement. He grunts and digs his fingers in the flesh of my hips hard enough that there will be marks left after he’s done. This fucking is not tender, but dirty and rough and I love it. His movements are purposeful and full of ownership.

My pussy flutters around his cock as he drives into me, hard and deep. My entire body is on fire with lust and my heavy breasts sway with every thrust. They’re feeling heavier by the second, and as my arousal grows, a strange heat grows in my chest.

My breasts feel tight and the cool air in the room hardens my nipples and makes them ache to be touched.

“Moo.” I cry as sweat breaks out along my skin and desire pools in my belly. I’m climbing that ledge faster than ever before.

“Good girl. Good cow. Now, release all over my cock like the horny little slut your are. It’ll help your milk come in.” He says. “Lots of orgasms are the key to milk production and help the drugs work faster.”

He picks up speed and my walls ripple around his shaft as he spears me over and over. “When you get to the barn, the boys are going to fuck you until your holes are loose and dripping with seed. They won’t stop until your udders are bursting, and you're begging to be milked.”

His dirty words only heighten pleasure, driving me closer to the edge. I want that so badly.

“They’ll fuck every hole to until you're a compliant, mindless cow whose only purpose is to be milked and fucked. Did you know that was what was going to happen when you stepped foot on my farm?”

I’m so lost, chasing my climax that his words barely penetrate my pleasure fogged brain. Thankfully, he doesn’t expect a reply and is nearing his release. His rhythm becomes erratic, and he’s groaning in between words.

“I’m going to be the first of many to fill this hole with jizz in the next coming days, so get used to being a cumdump. Now climax on my cock, you dumb, slutty bitch!” He shouts and fucks me hard and fast before slamming his cock into me as far as it will go and shouts as he orgasms.

Lust is running through my veins like lava, and I can’t hold back any longer. All the sensations and dirty slurs built until I was dangling from the edge of bliss. When the first hot spray of his cum coats my insides, my eyes roll back in my head and I shake as I let go and cum with a wail.

My body locks up as a wave of pleasure washes over me and I’m grateful the chute keeps me from falling into a heap on the floor. Nothing else matters around me at the moment as I give into the sensations coursing through me, but all too soon, reality intrudes, and Sam is pulling his spent cock from my dripping folds.

He doesn’t say anything while he stands up and tucks himself away or as he unhooks me from the chute. I just kneel there mutely as exhaustion sweeps over me. I’m so ready for a nap, but I have a feeling my ordeal has just begun.

Only when he’s attaching a lead does he speak again. “Come on cow. Time to see your new accommodations and to meet the guys who will be taking care of you.”

He tugs on my lead and I follow slowly behind him, out of the door and into the yard. The farmhands ogle my body. I’m naked and on all fours being led by a leash. I can feel the farmer’s cum spilling out of my pussy. It’s making my thighs sticky and I know they can all see that I’ve been freshly fucked, but I feel less embarrassed now than when I first arrived on the farm and followed Sam into the shed fully clothed.

What I’m feeling now is a sense of pride. I feel more confident that I’ve been accepted on the farm, and if what farmer Sam says is true, these men are going to get up close and personal shortly.


Chapter Three

The barn is not far, but it seems to take forever to reach the door. Inside there are rows of stalls and each one is filled with hucows. Women on their hands and knees with massive hanging udders. Even their nipples are huge and are finger long.

When they notice Farmer Sam, they all get excited and the mooing starts. “Shut up!” Sam snaps and they instantly cower, which makes me frown, and if it wasn’t for the adoration clearly seen on their faces, then I would be concerned.

“You’d think I never come into the barn to see my herd.” He mumbles under his breath. He isn’t talking to me, just making a statement. “Behave!” He stops in front of a beautiful dark-skinned hucow with pouty lips and bedroom eyes. “T835, your juicy cunt is probably still dripping with my seed from this morning, so don’t act like I don’t treat you cows well and make sure you’re all satisfied.”

She blushes and moos softly, making the farmer snort. “Hucows are always so horny.”

My stall is just like the others, filled with sweet smelling straw and not much else. It’s another reminder of my new existence as a farm animal. I will have to sleep on the ground like an animal.

“Get on in there.” Sam says as he unhooks my lead and gives me a smack on my rump to get me moving.

He shuts the gate behind me while I kneel on the ground, wondering what I should do next.

“Get some rest. The boys will be in soon to begin your training.” He says without explaining what that means and then he’s gone, leaving me alone to stare at the walls and wonder if I made the right choice.

My lips curve up into a smile when I think about how the farmer fucked me like he owned me, moments ago. It was amazing and if my training involves more fucking, then I know I made the right decision to become a hucow.

It’s just the part where I have to crawl around on all fours and sleep in a stall is going to take some getting used to.

I crawl to the corner and lie down on the soft straw. My breasts are aching and tender to the touch. They also feel really warm. It must be the lactation medication causing all the changes. What will it feel like to be milked?

A yawn sneaks out, and my eyelids grow heavy, so I close them and relax. There’s nothing else to do at the moment and it’s freeing, knowing I’ll never have to worry about decisions again. My life and future are completely out of my control and the relief I feel is heady, like a weight has been lifted off my shoulders.

I drift off with a smile on my face, knowing someone will come get me when they're ready. I don’t even notice I’ve fallen asleep until the deep timber of a man’s voice startles me.

“Well, boys. Looks like we have a new cow to break in.” A tall, sandy-blond man is leaning over the stall door staring down at me. He is drop dead gorgeous. He smiles, showing off to sexy dimples slightly hidden under a few days of scruff.

The muscular adonis in denim and tight black shirt is not alone. Several other men or farmhands are with him and all their attention is on little old me. I count eight or nine men surrounding my pen. All of them are leering down at me with lust in their eyes. Their hungry gazes send my pulse skyrocketing and my pussy throbs in anticipation. There is no mistaking what these men are here for, and my greedy girly parts are up to the challenge, even if I’m feeling nervous.

The other men are not as attractive as the one who spoke. Some are older, some taller or shorter, with pudgy faces. Most of them are not my type and wouldn’t give them the time of day in the real world, but as I scan over their faces, I realize that I no longer have a choice.

I’m just a farm animal now. A lowly hucow and these men hold more power than I ever will. They can do whatever they want to me and I will have no say.

That thought sends a jolt of arousal through me.

The sexy man speaks again, and I shiver as the deep tones of his voice wash over me. “You're tiny for a hucow. Once your udders grow big, and you fatten up on the feed, you’ll be nothing but a set of tits and ass, but that’s all that matters on a hucow, anyway.”

I blush and shift as the men leer down at me with lusty grins.

“I’m Pete. The farm foreman and I help Sam run this farm.” He says and tips his head to the surrounding men. “These guys work under me as well as the other farmhands on the farm. You are a hucow and now property of Hilldale Farms.”

The way he says property enforces my place here. He’s making sure I know I’m beneath them all. “They do what I or Farmer Sam says, and that means every command out of their mouths is the same as a command from me or Sam. Do you understand?”

He’s looking right at me. His eyes stare into mine with authority and I instantly lower my gaze and nod my head.

“I didn’t hear you, cow!” He barks, making me jump and a few of the other men snicker.

I know what he’s expecting. He wants me to moo in front of everyone. It was one thing to do it in front of the vet and Sam earlier, but now I’m in public, surrounded by men and all on all fours, like an animal. My cheeks heat from the humiliation of it all. It’s degrading and further cements my status.

I don’t know why I do it, but I keep my mouth closed, which is a terrible choice. I no longer have the option to choose and I forgot for a second.

Pete opens the door to my pen and nods towards two farmhands. “Looks like our new cow could use some help, remembering who runs this place and when a command is given, she has to obey immediately, without thought.”

The two farm hands rush forward eagerly. One grips me by the collar, holding me still, while the other grabs a handful of my hair and yanks my head up roughly. The sharp sting on my scalp has me yelping. I angle my head higher to relieve the pull on my hair as much as possible.

“So you have a voice,” Pete says, and I realize he’s inside my pen too. With three large men in here, the small space seems even tinier. He frowns at me, his stern face making me cower and drop my gaze.

“Now I asked you a question, and you didn’t answer like a good hucow should, so here is your first lesson.” My throat goes dry when I see the long leather crop he’s holding. Where did he get that?

“Three swats for your first punishment, I think.” He says and then he steps behind me.

I try to turn my head to watch him, but my hair is yanked again, making me whimper in pain. “Stay, you dumb slut.” The man holding my hair growls and I freeze.

I can’t see Pete anymore, but sense him standing behind me. Goosebumps break out across my skin, and my heart pounds as I wait for the swats that are sure to come any minute.

I fear the pain of the crop, but oddly enough, my pussy grows wetter as the seconds pass. I’m confused by my body’s responses, but I know it must be the drugs I was given. My arousal has been at a low simmer since Sam made me cum earlier, and my breasts have been tingling non stop. I’m feeling some discomfort as my arms brush the sides of them when I move.

Pete chuckles before two fingers are pushed into my core. I let out a squeak of surprise, not expecting him to touch me like this, but it’s better than the crop. He thrust them slowly, working me up more until I’m shaking with desire and moaning loudly. The wet sounds of my arousal can be heard by the other men who snicker and rub their stiffening dicks as they watch me hump Pete’s digits like a bitch in heat.

I thought I was getting punished? If this is his form of punishment, I’ll be one bad hucow.

“So wet already. Typical cow. Already begging to be mounted and fucked raw.” Pete grunts. “Boys, we have ourselves a ripe one. All juicy and still dripping with Sam’s seed.”

I close my eyes as another moan slips out as my cheeks bloom with heat, knowing he can see the evidence of my previous fucking.

“Sam always likes to get his dick wet in fresh hucow pussy, but it’s his farm, so he should get first dibs.” Pete continues. “The drugs keep all your cow’s wet and ready, but you seem extra slick. Maybe you’re just a slut at heart or your body was made for this life. A born hucow.”

“How are her udders coming along?” He asks and the man holding my collar leans down and gropes my tender mounds, making me whimper as he kneads my breast. “Swollen and hot like expected. Her teats are hard and begging to be suckled.” His hot breath caresses the side of my face and I shiver in arousal and then disgust as he licks the side of my face like he has every right to.

The others standing around laugh as they watch me being fingered and fondled, but my embarrassment from earlier is fading fast as pleasure takes its place. When the man rolls my hard nipple or teat as he called it between his fingers, I cry out in pleasure, gushing all over Pete’s hand as an orgasm takes me by surprise. My nipples have never been so sensitive and I’m shocked I came like that.

“Fuck yes.” I hear someone say, but I’m too absorbed in the sensations running through my body to pay much attention.

I don’t even notice that Pete has stopped playing with me until the sound of leather hitting skin jolts me, quickly followed by a burning sensation on my ass. My brain is confused, still muddled by the orgasm, to realize my punishment is underway. I don’t react until the crop lands on my other cheek and the pain finally registers.

I jump forward with a yelp, but the men hold me in place as Pete lands another smack down on my burning bum. “Ouch.” I say before I can stop myself, but it’s too late and I pay the price as Pete quickly corrects me.

“Cows.” Smack!

“Don’t.” Smack!

“Talk.” Smack!

“They moo!” Smack, Smack!

I’m crying now. Tears are pouring down my face. My ass is on fire and throbbing, but still my body is humming with arousal. The pain and pleasure are a confusing mixture, and on the last smack, instead of pulling away, I lean into the hit, arching my back and presenting my ass for more.

What the hell? Why did I do that?

I’m gasping for breath and my face is drenched in tears when Pete kneels in front of me. He reaches up and wipes tears from my face. I can smell myself on his fingers and it only makes me more horny.

He’s gentle now and has a soft smile on his face as he caresses my cheek. I lean into his hand and his smile grows. “That’s a good girl. You took that better than most.”

“Now that you’ve been punished, hopefully you’ll understand your place here. You have no control and we are in charge. We don’t like to punish our girls, but will if they misbehave. Listen to the farm hands and be a good girl from now on. They are here to keep you healthy and satisfied. Do you understand?”

I tip my head to nod, but freeze when he grabs my chin in warning. He wants me hear my acknowledgement.

Everyone is quiet around me, waiting, but I’ve learned my place. This time I don’t let embarrassment get in the way. I just climaxed in front of them all, like a horny slut so this is nothing.

I open my mouth. “Moo.” I say just above a whisper, but Pete is not satisfied.

“I didn’t hear you, cow. Speak up.”

I scowl at him, but he just smirks. His eyes are filled with triumph. He knows I’m going to submit.

“Moo!” I say louder and the men holding me let go. The one who grabbed my hair is nice enough to rub his fingers across my scalp, which soothes the ache. I look up at him and give him a smile of thanks.

I turn my attention back to Pete and notice his gaze has softened more. He’s looking at me almost tenderly and I don’t know what to think.

“I think you might just become the perfect hucow. Already so submissive.” He says.

He drops his hand from my face and reaches under me to massage my sore udders. I remain still and let him grope and squeeze. They feel much heavier already. I look down and see that they have grown already. Almost two cups sizes if I had to guess.

“Hucow drugs are a modern day miracle. They work quickly on their own, but every time you climax, these udders will grow bigger faster until they are bursting with milk.” Pete says.

He pinches my teats and teases the overly sensitive nubs. It feels devine and send bolts of pleasure south to my core. I’m panting, my mouth hanging open as I whine and moan for more.

The man grins as he continues to tease me. “The faster we get these little udders swelling with cream and ready to produce, the better.”

He leans in and whispers into my ear. “If you want to stay on this farm and not be sold as soon as you're useful as a milker then you need to trust me.”

I barely know this man. He’s acting nice now and seems to want to help me, but my throbbing ass is a reminder that he can be mean when provoked. My mind is screaming at me to be leery of him, but my gut tells me I can trust him.

When his gaze meets mine, I stare deeply, looking for any deceit, but not finding any. My heart flips and my chest warms the longer I look at this handsome man, but I quickly push down those feelings. I can’t be crushing on him even if he’s handsome as sin.

He’s here to help me and I desperately need it, but I’m no fool. This is not my choice, even if it seems like he’s asking me to decide. They’re going to whatever they need to do to get me producing, but Pete is asking me to submit willingly to the process. That makes me trust him more than any of his actions so far.

“Moo.” I say, hoping he understands I’ll do whatever he wants without a fuss. How the hell am I supposed to communicate like this?

He nods and pats my head so I have to assume he understood, or he just doesn’t care either way. “Good girl.” He says as he stands up and the praise loosens some of the tension in my body.

I smile up at him. “Now it’s time to get your milk in.” His grin turns downright devious as adjusts the large bulge in his pants. My face flushes with desire and I lick my lips unconsciously. I’m horny again at just the sight of his manhood pressing against his jeans. I really have turned into a slut. “Take her to the milking shed. It’s time this cow learns what it’s like to be owned and used.”

The men all shout in excitement, making me startle. I was too busy staring at his junk and forgot about the other men. A lead is attached to my collar and I’m quickly guided out of my stall. I lose sight of Pete with all the men surrounding me as we head towards the back of the barn. What are they going to do to help my milk come? I think I know and my ever-growing libido is eager to get started.


Chapter Four

The milking room is a large room in the back of the barn. We have to pass multiple stalls to get there. A few hucows watched as we passed. Some with expressions full of jealousy, like they wished they were in my place, but most were busy try to catch the men’s attention with coy smiles and soft moos. The men would stop and pat the hucows on the heads, and cooing dirty words that had them squirming in delight.

It eased any lingering worries regarding the farmhands and how the hucows were treated. They all seemed content and enjoyed their life here. I’m now positive that I made the right decision and I can’t wait to be exactly like them, but first I had to produce milk.

The sweet scent of hucow milk wafts out of the open doorway of the milk room as we enter. I’m left tied to a post in the center of the room and the men ignore me for a few minutes as they talk amongst themselves, busy doing something in one section of the milking room, so I get a few minutes to look around.

The milking equipment is way more sophisticated than I thought for a farm. While most of the hucow farm is rustic with old-fashioned cow stalls, and barn walls made of weathered wood, the milking room equipment shines under the harsh lighting. All the stainless steel containers look brand new. The machine that controls the entire milking system takes up one wall and looks oiled and well-maintained.

Long, thick hoses run from the machine along the rafters above, branching out into smaller ones that hang down into each milking platform. The ends of them are attached to clear milking cups that will attach to a hucow’s udders and collect their milk. My nipples tingle at the thought of those cups suckling the milk from my bursting udders. I wonder if it will hurt or feel good.

My udders sway as I shift my weight and, looking down at them, I notice they are even bigger. It seems impossible that they are growing so quickly. Whatever the vet gave me works fast. Almost too fast to be real. My skin is stretched tight from the sudden transformation, leaving small red lines. They are growing bigger by the hour and my poor skin is angry and sore. I’m feeling a strange pressure deep inside my chest. My teats are darker than usual and throbbing. The hard nubs even look a little longer than usual.

I shake my head at how suddenly my body is transforming from woman to hucow, and focus back on the machine that I’ll be strapped to soon enough.

The platforms where the cows get milked are elevated and I’m not sure how the hucows get on the platform. Maybe we are allowed to stand up to get into position.

The thick bars where the hucows head goes in look a little intimidating, but I’m sure it’s just to keep the hucow in place while they are milked. There are a few other restraints hanging from the steel frames that separate the platforms and another strange piece of equipment that is raised above the back end of the platform that looks like it’s on a pulley system and must lower but I’m not sure what it’s for, but it must be important for the milking process, because every platform has one.

“Come, cow.”

A yank on the lead has me turning my attention back to the farmhands. They seem to be done with whatever they were doing, and I’m guided away from the milking equipment and to the opposite side of the room.

I counted at least eight farmhands and notice Pete is not among them. My stomach drops in disappointment. Once I’m kneeling in the center of the group, two of them step forward with ropes and begin to wrap them around my body.

“Moo?” I say in confusion, but they ignore me and continue to bind my limbs in the thick rope. They move quickly and I can tell they are experts with the rope. A rush of adrenaline floods my system and I begin to tremble.

The ropes are tightly wrapped around my limbs and torso, restricting my movements and making me feel more vulnerable. Yet I feel a sense of freedom the more they bind me, as if all my worries are gone. I’m under their control and I don’t need to think about what to do next.

The intricate knots pressure against my flesh, and my mind drifts away into a state of bliss. The ropes feel like a caress against my skin as they bind my arms behind my back. More ropes wrap around my aching udders, not to squeeze painfully, but to increase the already building pressure.

They feed the rope between my thighs on either side of my pussy and connect to my arms. Two calloused hands support my upper body and in my hazy state, I feel the rope pressure further into my skin as I’m lifted into the air.

They’ve strung me so my face is waist high to the growing bulges I see in their pants. Saliva pools in my mouth at the thought of tasting their manliness. More ropes pull my legs apart so my pussy and ass are exposed.

I’m completely at their mercy and it only makes me hotter knowing they could do whatever they want to me and I can’t stop them. My pussy must be soaked from how turned on I am. I wouldn’t be surprised if I was dripping onto the floor.

The last two ropes tie my swinging body to two bolts on the floor. Hand presses my side to test out how much I move and I barely sway.

“She’s ready.” I hear him say.

“Then let’s begin.” The familiar timber of Pete’s reaches my ears and I whine in excitement. He must have come in while I was being tied up. I lift my head, almost hurting my neck so I can see his face when he steps in front of me.

He cups my chin, supporting my head. He takes in my bound form before meeting my gaze.

His eyes are filled with lust, and he smirks at me. “My, my little cow. Your pupils are blown with desire. You like being tied up and at our mercy. Don’t you?”

I let out a soft moo of acknowledgement while my pussy gushes more slick, clenching on nothing. I ache to be filled, and whine again.

“Good girl.”

“She’s leaking like a faucet.” I hear someone say behind me and everyone laughs, but I don’t care. I’m too desperate for cock. Any cock at this point. The desire has been building by the second, and the pressure in my chest is distracting. I need something to help ease the ache.

Pete lets go of my head, and I drop my gaze to the floor. “Well, don’t keep the horny cow waiting. Someone fuck her sloppy pussy and make her cum. These udders need help, and she’s not done here until we have her gushing from both ends.”

Oh god!

The men cheer loudly, but I can barely hear them pass the pounding of my heart in my ears. I feel light headed, knowing I’m going to be fucked repeatedly until my milk comes in.

It could take hours! That should scare me, but I only grow more aroused at the thought of being fucked for hours without rest.

I’m brought out of my thoughts when a hard cock is thrust into my pussy without warning. I’m so wet there is little resistance, but I still cry out in surprise.

All the men cheer him on as he thrusts in and out of me quickly. I clench around him, my pussy rippling in pleasure and my eyes roll back in my head.

A slap to my face has my eyes snapping open. It didn’t hurt, but it’s enough to get my attention. Another farmhand is in front of me with his cock out and pointing in my face. He grips a handful of hair and holds my face where he wants me. “Open up, cow.”

I slant my eyes to the left and see Pete watching everything with his arms crossed and his eyes gleaming with lust, but filled with approval that I looked to him for guidance. He nods his head in my direction and my mouth drops open, eager to keep him looking at me like he is now.

The farmhand wastes no time and slides his stiff cock into my waiting mouth. There is no easing me into giving him head. He shoves his shaft right to the back of my throat, causing me to gag immediately. I’m strung up tight, so it’s impossible to move off his cock. I’m left to choke and panic as he holds himself there for a few seconds.

The man grunting like an animal and pounding away behind me pushes me forward on every thrust, forcing the cock deeper into my throat and choking me more. I can't breathe and I almost bite down, but think better of it. I’d surely be punished if I did that or worse, they’d sell me or kick me to the curb.

Too many sensations are coursing through my body at once. Panic and pleasure collide. I’m being used like a fuck puppet. Hanging by strings, suspended and filled from both ends. It’s scary, and overwhelming, and so dirty. I’m almost ready to combust just thinking about what I look like right now.

Just as black spots appear in my vision, the man pulls back enough for me to breathe. I cough and inhale a lungful of air as tears pour down my face while the man behind me ruts into me harder than before. Fuck! That feels good. My head is swimming from the lack of air, but it only heightens my arousal. I’m going to cum soon.

I cry out, and my body trembles in desire. “Pathetic blowjob, so just lick along the head of my dick, cow, and I’ll take it easy on you this time.” The man mouth-fucking me says, and shame fills me. I want to please him, so I eagerly do as he commands. He thrusts slowly into my mouth at a pace that I can handle.

“She’s close.” The man behind me grunts and then he reaches under me and finds my clit, rubbing it and dragging a moan from me. His thrusts grow choppy, signalling his pending release. He pinches my clit and I clamp down on his cock, making him grunt. “That’s it, slut. Milk my cock like a good little whore.”

I’m so close and I can’t focus on anything but my pleasure.

My muscles lock up as hands latch on to my teats and give them a tug. The sharp pain has my climax rushing forward. It’s all I need to reach my peak and I cry out in pleasure. My pussy contracts around the cock lodged deep inside me, making him curse and empty his load in my pussy.

Salty cum fills my mouth as the man in front of me cums as well. I mindlessly swallow his load as I savor the ripples of pleasure rolling over me.

He pulls his cock out and slaps it against my face, leaving a trail of saliva and jizz across my skin. He laughs and rubs the crown across my lips before backing away. “You’ll have to learn to take a cock down your throat if you want to stay here.”

When I have the strength to lift my head, look over at Pete for approval, but my stomach sinks when I notice he’s frowning.

What did I do wrong?


Chapter Five

I hate the disappointment on Pete’s face and knowing I put it there. I want to please this man so badly. Not even the thought of Farmer Sam being disappointed in me worries me more than seeing Pete frowning at me.

I want him to look at me with pride. I want to satisfy him and make him happy.

“MOO!” I say and plead with my eyes to tell me what I can do to make things right, even though I don’t know what made him frown.

He sees my panic and his expression softens. He steps forward as the others step back until his crotch is in my face. I watch as he takes off his belt. I don’t even blink, afraid to miss a second of him opening his pants and pulling the most beautiful cock I’ve ever seen.

It’s thick and long, with veins and ridges running along the side that would feel like heaven inside me. The head of his cock is already leaking with pre-cum, and I want to lick it off so badly. I even stick my tongue out, which makes him chuckle, but he just palms his cock, slowly stroking it out of my reach.

Everyone has stopped touching me, and I don’t like it. When I can’t take it anymore, I whine and beg. “Moo. Moooo.”

Still, no one moves until Pete speaks. “Beck, hand me a spacer gag. This cow is gonna learn to swallow cock properly.”

That was what made him frown earlier? A piece of metal touches my lips and I open them. I’m not sure I can give a better blowjob, but if it’ll make Pete happy, I’ll gag on his cock all day long.

The spacer gag does exactly what it’s called. Once it’s in my mouth, my lips are forced open, stretching my jaw wide. Drool immediately begins to pour down my chin as my tongue flails around wildly. I must look like an idiot. When Pete grabs the sides of my face and slides his cock home, nothing else matters.

His long cock hits the back of my throat, and my muscles rebel against the intrusion. I gag and retch, but still he doesn’t let up. “Breathe through you nose, little cow.” He instructs and presses a little deeper. My eyes water and I fight against the urge to gag and focus on inhaling through my nose instead of panicking.

It makes it easier, and the panic fades once I realize I can still get air. I relax my throat muscles, swallowing around him. “Hmmm… good girl,” he rumbles in that sexy voice of his. The praise makes my heart flutter and I lick the underside of his shaft in response, causing him to hum in approval.

“What are you guys waiting for? She won’t produce milk at this rate.” He says to the others. “I’m just going to hold her mouth on me. She makes a nice cock warmer.” He slides another inch into my mouth and gag for a second before relaxing again. He’s part way in my throat now and it’s not the best feeling.

The men have the green light to continue, and soon another cock slips into me from behind. Warm hands reach under me and massage my steadily growing udders. Each udder is grabbed in a firm grip and then two hot, wet mouths engulf my teats. I squeal in delight as they latch on and suck hard.

I don’t have milk yet, but the sensation feels incredible and sends shock waves of pleasure straight to my core, triggering another orgasm before the guy does more than a few thrusts.

I scream and moan, obviously that Pete has pressed more of his cock deeper into my mouth. When I come down from my high, the man behind me is filling me with his seed and Pete is rocking his hips gently without triggering my gag reflex. I’m taking almost all of his length now.

The mouths detach from my udders, and I whine in complaint. “Boss, her udders are engorged and primed for milking. Shouldn’t be long now.”

“That’s what I like to hear. Attach the cups and see how she takes the machine.” They’re going to milk me already?

“Who’s next? That cunt won’t fill itself.” Pete laughs as he holds my head on his hard shaft. My nose is an inch from his pubic area and his manly-scent fills my nostrils, making me hornier.

The next cock sliding into me is bigger than the first two, and I grunt as he plows into my tender hole without care. I’m going to be so sore after this, but I don’t care. All I want is more.

A hum of machinery coming to life fills the room, followed by a sucking sound. Two cool plastic cups are placed on my chest. The suction is so strong my teats are immediately drawn downward into the plastic. The sides of the cups bite into my skin a bit, creating a perfect seal. It puts even more pressure on my straining chest. This pressure feels kind of good, though.

What doesn’t feel very good is the strength of the suction on my poor teats, and they are burning after a few pulls. I groan and shake as the pressure builds in my chest. All the men laugh at my struggle to accept the machine.

“Shh… little one. I know it doesn’t feel good when you have no milk, but it’s necessary. It might seem like torture right now, but you’ll get used to it,” Pete murmurs as he continues to fuck my mouth, pulling almost all the way out and then sliding back down my throat. He goes slow, but presses a little deeper every time.

I’m distracted by a finger rubbing along the crack of my ass and then breaching my back hole without warning. The finger sinks in up to the knuckle and thrusts in time with the cock in my pussy.

“You can play and stretch her out, but that hole is mine. No fucking it until I get a piece first.” Pete says, and my eyes widen in surprise and a little trepidation. He’s huge and I’ve never had anal before.

“Sure thing, boss.” The man says as he grunts before adding his cum to the load already inside me.

The milking machine is relentless. The rhythmic pull is harsh and every tug hurts, but there is also a pleasant sensation that builds in my core. I didn’t think being milked would be arousing, but the stimulation almost has me climaxing on its own. Add that to the feeling of another cock plunging into me and I’m seeing stars.

The men take turns fucking my pussy and dump load after load of jizz inside me until it’s pouring like a river out of me. My poor vagina has grown numb and must be swollen from all the use. Some men are gentle, others use me roughly for their own pleasure, but no matter how they fuck me, I always find my release.

I’m so blissed out that every orgasm feels like a continuation, and I don’t know what’s happening around me. All I can do is feel. The entire time Pete fucks my throat in slow, steady thrusts, only drawing back when I cry out in climax.

Time passes in a blur of cum and cocks as the ache in my chest grows worse. It’s been hours and farmhands have come and gone, only to be replaced by more.

“Every worker is going to fuck your pussy before the night is over. You’ll be so filled with cum you’ll be leaking it for days.” Pete said at some point, and it should have disgusted me, but I was too far gone to care that I was being used like a cumdump. It’s what I wanted more than anything at the moment.

The air is thick with the scent of sex. My udders grew heavier and heavier with every orgasm. My body was dripping with sweat and cum, and every muscle was sore. I was exhausted, but still craving more. More cock. More pleasure.

The fucking continued, and the machine worked me over until I’m mindless with lust.

I’m not sure at what point I notice Pete could slide his entire length down my throat. My throat opening to him without resistance. My gag reflex is completely gone at this point. His cock disappears down my throat with every thrust until my nose is smashed into his groin.

The coarse hairs tickle my nose, but allow me to inhale more of his musky scent and driving me wild with lust. I’ve lost count of how many orgasms I’ve had. It’s more than I thought possible.

Pete’s cock is hard as stone and he’s panting slightly, clearly on the edge of climax himself, but he’s holding off, just slowly fucking my throat raw.

The farmhand presently fucking my pussy has three fingers plunging into my ass. It hurt at first, but now all I feel is pleasure as I’m filled in all my holes.

The only problem is my chest feels like it’s about to burst. Something needs to happen soon because I’m not sure how much more discomfort I can take. My teats feel like they are raw and bleeding, but the machine shows no mercy and continues to pull on them, demanding they give it what it wants.

Suddenly something shifts in my chest and a little of the pressure leaves. My teats tingle and then pulse and I cry out at the small amount of relief.

Someone hollers in excitement. “We’ve got milk!”

Pete steps back, letting his cock slip out of my mouth. I groan and drool around the gag, grateful when it’s quickly removed and I can finally relax my sore jaw.

“It’s not much. Only a trickle, but this is good news.” Pete says. “Let’s see if I can get you to gush.” He leans down and cups my udders, squeezing, and I hear the next spay of milk come out.

I hang my head and watch with tired eyes as a small stream of milk goes down the tubes. That’s my milk. I’ve done it! I’d shout with excitement if I wasn’t so exhausted.

“There’s milk in them, but I want a better flow.” He looks at me. “This is it, cow. Your’ll almost done. One more climax should do the trick. It’s time to let go of your past and embrace your future. You’re no longer a person, but a milk producing heifer. Forget about everything else. Your life as a hucow has begun.”

His words and the seeing the milk coming from my body breaks through the last barriers my mind had built to keep the old Cari alive. I was subconsciously protecting a part of my former self just in case this didn’t work out and I was forced back into my old life. There is no need to do that now. I’ll never be Cari again.

He stands up and moves behind me as I let all traces of my former self burn to ash in my mind and my new identity surges forward. I’m a horny, milk producing hucow who desperately wants to be fucked and used.

I’ve been mounted for hours, but this time will be different. When I finally feel his cock enter me, it’ll be my first time as I embrace the slutty hucow I’ve become. I’ve been wanting to feel Pete’s cock inside me, but I’m glad he waited so long. It feels right for him to be the one to take me now.

He grabs my ass, spreading me wider. “Look at this cow pussy. Gaping beautifully and dripping with seed.”

I whine in desperation. I want him to fuck me so badly. “Moo. Moooo!” I beg and cry.

He smacks me on the ass with the palm of his hand when I don’t calm down. “Quiet, cow. I know you're desperate for cock even after you’ve already been fucked so much you practically swimming in cum.”

The others chuckle, but I pay them no mind.

I hear him clear his throat and then spit lands between my cheeks. Oh god! I forgot he wanted to take me there. His hard length rubs down my crevice, coating himself in saliva and probably old cum before the crown of his cock finds my virgin hole. I tense automatically and it earns me another smack. “Relax.” He barks, and I force my limbs to comply.

A little more of the pressure releases in my chest and I sigh. Pete feels my surrender and thrusts into my ass in one stroke. My eyes widen in shock and I scream at the sharp pain of being impaled so suddenly. It burns and I feel like he’s splitting me in two.

“MOOOOO!” I cry as he pounds into my virgin ass without remorse. Not even giving me time to adjust, and I’m grateful the others have played with me beforehand or I would be in a world of pain right now.

Slowly, the pinch of pain fades and new sensations awaken inside me. I’ve never felt this before and my arousal is climbing faster the harder he thrusts into me. I’m going to cum soon.

The pressure in my chest changes again as I teeter on the edge of what I can tell is going to be a massive orgasm. The biggest one so far, and I wail and thrash in my bindings, bucking against Pete’s thrusts as best I can.

The men surround me, and I feel hands all along my flesh, massaging and groping my body. My eyes slip closed as I open my mouth to moan and a cock slips inside. I immediately take it down my throat without issue.

Pete has trained me well, and the man groans as I swallow around him, taking him to the root.

I’m on the verge of cumming, and Pete doesn’t slow down. The man has stamina and every powerful thrust sends ecstasy swirling through my body. My mind is hazy with pleasure, but practically melts when two fingers sink into my pussy and another finds my clit.

I’m too far gone already and I shatter at the smallest touch. I wail around the cock that’s pulsing thick ropes of cum down my throat. My muscles seize, my asshole contracting around Pete and he shouts his release, filling my ass with hot cum. It pushes me into another orgasm before the first has fully crested.

This double climax rocks me to the very core, rewriting my soul and changing me from the inside out. My udders give a massive shudder and milk explodes from me like a tsunami, pouring down the tubes faster than the machine can keep up.

I hear murmurs of approval, but I pay them no mind. Nothing else matters but the feeling of pleasure and the euphoria of release.

I’ll never be the same after this. I let go and just feel the waves of pleasure that consume every atom of my being. My eyes roll back in my head, and I black out just as the last of my milk drains down the tubes.


Chapter Six

I woke up back in my stall, sore all over and exhausted, but clean. Someone must have rinsed me off while I was unconscious.

I notice a pan of leafy greens and some type of lumpy oatmeal in a bowl beside a bucket of water. It doesn’t look very appetizing, but my stomach growls in hunger. I climb to my hands and knees, and notice the size of my udders. Holy hucow! They are massive and engorged with milk again. My poor teats are tender and red from my ordeal, but I’m not surprised at how abnormally long they are. The machine really stretched them out. They hang like real cow teats. Fitting.

I wonder how long I was unconscious, but realize it doesn’t matter. I don’t need to worry about silly things like that anymore. The farmhands obviously weren’t worried or they would have woken me up.

All I need to concern myself about is my aching tummy. I crawl to my food, noticing how my heavy melons sway beneath me as I move and begin to eat.

I’m face down in my food when Pete and Farmer Sam show up. I turn around to face them as they step inside the stall. “Good morning, girl. I told Sam how well you did yesterday. You produced three litres of milk on your first go. That’s fantastic for a beginner.”

“Moo.” I say with a smile and push my chest out in pride.

“As you can see, she is already so well-behaved. Only took a few minor corrections and now she’s the perfect hucow.” Pete says. “She’ll make an excellent addition to the herd.”

Sam hums and leans down and squeezes an udder. A stream of milk shoots out and hits the ground. His face remains expressionless, and he doesn’t speak as he continues to look down at me. His unresponsiveness is making me worried, and I grow nervous the longer he stares at me.

“So, are you going to keep her?” Pete asks again.

I hold my breath as I wait for Sam’s verdict. Please don’t sell me. I like it here.

Sam walks out of the stall and closes the door, causing my heart to sink. Then he turns around and smiles. “Welcome to the herd, new hucow. Keep up the good work and you’ll have a home here for the rest of your life.” He says and then walks away.

Tears of happiness fill my eyes as I look up at Pete, who’s smiling widely. “Moo!” I say and rub against his legs.

“I knew he’d keep you. You’re such a good girl.” He coos. “I plan to start my hucow farm as soon as I can. When I do, I might have to buy you from Sam. You're turning into one of my favorite cows.“

I nod my head quickly in agreement. Where Pete is, I want to be.

He nudges me with his boot until my ass is facing him. I look back at him in confusion. “It’s almost time for the morning milking, but first I think we should celebrate.” He says and lowers his zipper.

“Moooo!” I say and eagerly spread my legs. I’m always wet and ready and he wastes no time sinking inside me. We both groan as we take pleasure from each other. Becoming a hucow was the best decision I ever made.

I’d like to say I lived happily ever after on Hilldale Farms. Sadly, it’s not where my journey ends, but that is a story for another day. It’s almost time for the evening milking and I hear my farmer coming to collect me so bye-bye for now!

Cari’s story ended with a HFN (happy for now) but will continue in a future story.

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

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 (coming soon)

Other Standalone Shorts Available Now:

Abducted: Hucow Alien Space Station

The Hucow Experiment: The Mad Scientist

Hucow Horror Farm

The Hucow Lottery

Life Sentence: The Hucow Prison

The New Club Hucow: Udder MC

Alien’s Hucow Incubator

Hubull Duty

My Hucow Journey

Unexpected Hucow

HAPPY HUCOW READING!
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