

Chapter One

The sound of glass shattering on the floor is the first disruption that has the patrons of the small diner looking my way. My cheeks turn scarlet from embarrassment. It’s followed by my boss shouting, and that means I fucked up again.

It’s not really my fault, though. Who put a tray of mugs next to the coffee pot where they can be knocked over? So what if they are there for easy access and make fetching coffee for the customers easier? It’s a stupid place to put them, especially if you have workers like me who are a bit of a klutz.

I look down at the shattered mugs on the floor and then at my boss, Chuck, who owns the diner. I’ve been working here for the past month, and this is not my first accident. His face is red as a tomato, and I can see a vein pulsing on his forehead.

“Theresa, my office now!” He snaps, then stomps past the kitchen towards the staff room and his office. The asshole can’t even remember my name, but he has no problem ogling my tits or ass when I bend over.

Another waitress, Janie, grabs a broom and gives me a sympathetic smile. “Go, Tessa. It’s best not to keep him waiting if you want to keep your job.” She says. “I’ll clean this up.”

I nod and give her a small smile in thanks. Fuck. I need this job or my ass is going to be out on the street by the end of the month.

I hurry towards Chuck’s office, and my stomach is sinking with every step. How am I going to get out of this one? This isn’t my first fuck up since starting this job a month ago. This isn’t even my second or third accident or mistake. I’ve lost track of the orders I’ve gotten wrong or the amount of dishes I’ve dropped, but I can’t help it. I get distracted easily and my mind likes to wonder. It’s not something I can help.

Even in school, I had a hard time paying attention and barely graduated. My dismal grades ensured I’d never get into a good college, so I had to take a community college course instead, but I’m about to flunk out of that too. My teacher pretty much told me not to bother attending anymore classes, so I’m stuck in menial jobs like this, waiting tables or maid services.

I snort, thinking about my last job, which only lasted a week. When you accidentally smash a fancy vase at some rich asshole’s house, you get canned before you can even blink. The dick even threatened to sue me for the cost of the vase.

Jokes on him. I’m broke and he would have gotten jack shit out of me. Thankfully, he dropped that idea when my boss, Dorothy of Dorothy’s Maid Service, fired me right on the spot. The smug bastard smirked as he watched.

I’m pretty sure I’m about to be fired again.

The door to Chuck’s office is open, so I walk in and he gestures to the chair in front of his desk. “Sit down, Theresa.”

“It’s Tessa.”

“What?” He looks at me with a confused frown.

“My name. It’s Tessa not Theresa.”
 I bite my tongue in anger when he shrugs, like it doesn’t matter.

“Well, Tessa. That was the last straw. I can’t keep a waitress that can’t do her job correctly.”
Oh, no! “Please, sir. This job is important to me and I promise I can do better.” I plead with him.

“I don’t see how that’s possible. This is your sixth screwup this week, and you’ve only had three shifts.”

I wince. “That can’t be right. I only dropped one plate yesterday and I wouldn’t have knocked the tray of mugs down if they weren’t placed there. Someone put them in the wrong spot and I didn’t notice them.”

He looks at me like I’m an idiot. “The coffee mugs are always next to the coffee pot.”

Shit. He caught me in that little lie.

“Well, I forgot.” I say in defense because it’s true.

He sighs. “Look, it’s not just the mugs. Customers are complaining, and you messed up so many orders it’s costing me. I think this job might be too much for someone like you.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I’m irritated and on the defensive now.

His eyes skim over my face, then slip down to my chest. I know what he sees. I’m not vain, but I know I’m pretty and have a nice body. Men are always looking at me.

“You’re a pretty girl, Tessa, but not too bright, and I mean that in the best possible way. You need a job that is better suited to you and your uh… attributes.” His gaze remains on the cleavage that’s showing over the top of my uniform. “I’m sure a girl like you would rather find a man to take care of you so you wouldn’t have to work.”

“Girl like me?” I’m pretty sure I know where he’s going with this, but have to ask.

His sleazy smirk makes me shudder in disgust. “You know. Hot as fuck arm candy, with big tits and rocking body.” He points at his head. “But little going on upstairs. All you’d have to do is put out and shut up and all your needs would be met.”

My mouth drops open and I’m about to bitch him out, but stop and think about it.

The way he worded it is disgusting, but that lifestyle sounds perfect. To have someone take care of my every need and I wouldn’t have to think about anything. I’d be pampered and I wouldn’t have to lift a finger. All I would have to do is spread my legs.

Sex is sex, and I’ve had my fair share. Sometimes good, but mostly bad. Men don’t know how to treat women these days. They should always make sure the women cums first.

“I see you’re considering it.” He gets up and moves around his desk until he’s standing behind me. His beefy hands land on my shoulders and I stiffen.

He leans down until his warm, stale coffee smelling breath caresses my ear. Another shudder of revulsion rolls through me, but he mistakes it as something else and chuckles. “I could take care of you, Tessa. Wouldn’t that be nice? I have a house and a good business. All I need is a sexy woman like you to keep me happy and…” I freeze in shock as his hands move down my chest and cups my tits, squeezing them hard. “Satisfying my every desire. Damn, your tits are perfect. I can’t wait to fuck them.”

When he pinches my nipple, it jolts me out of my shocked state, and I shoot out of the chair. My head smacks into his chin and he yelps in pain, immediately letting me go. “What the fuck?” He grunts, holding his face.

I feel sick to my stomach from his touch, but not surprised that he’d propositioned me. The fucker has been salivating over me since I started, but I find him unattractive and sleazy. I would never be with someone like him, even if he offered me a million dollars.

“Don’t you ever touch me again, you slimeball. Fuck this job and fuck you, too!” I shout loud enough that Dale the cook pops his head into the office to see what’s going on.

“Everything okay in here?” He asks.

“No, it’s not.” I say and look at Chuck. “I quit.”

He laughs. “Quit? I already fired your ass. Now get out of my office and my restaurant, you stupid cunt.”

“Whoa, boss.” Dale says. An expression of shock on his face at Chuck’s attitude.

I ball my hands into fists to prevent myself from smacking the asshole in the face and possibly facing charges of assault. I wouldn’t put it past him to call the police on me.

Ignoring the giant dick, I stalk past him and out of the office. “Bye, Dale.” I say to the cook as I slip past him. He was always nice to me.

“Are you alright, Tessa?” He asks, but I don’t respond. Tears are already filling my eyes. I just want to get home and have a pity party for one. What am I going to do now without a job? I’m going to lose my apartment.


Chapter Two

After an hour of feeling sorry for myself, I took a shower and sat on the couch, deciding to go over my options, which were few. I could wait it out until the landlord evicted me and become homeless or I could find another job.

Both are not something I would do if I had another option. I’ve realized I’m a terrible employee. Chuck’s suggestion floats through my brain for a second before I dismiss it. It’s a nice thought, but it would be impossible to find a man who would look twice at a woman who is broke and in debt up to her eyeballs and think, now that’s a good catch.

I’d just be a burden.

I grab a magazine from the coffee table. A stack of magazines I didn’t pay for cover the surface. The mailman has my apartment confused with Mr. Durkee’s one floor above and keeps delivering his subscription to Farming Weekly to me.

I should be the friendly neighbor and bring them to him, but he’s a cranky bastard and vulgar, so fuck him.

I’m a city girl and have never been to the country, but every time I flick through these pages and see the sprawling fields loaded with flowers in summer or the white expanse of snow covering a beautiful farm yard, it makes me feel peaceful.

It looks beautiful, and I’d love to live there.

The picturesque scenes don’t relax me as usual. What am I going to do for a job? The last page of the book catches my attention. It’s the job postings. I’ve looked through them before, but don’t qualify for any of them. Most of these are want ads for heavy farm equipment operators or farm managers or farmhands with experience. I have zero experience on a farm, so it’s usually a waste of time to look, but today an ad catches my eye.

Hucows Wanted.

Young female women age 18+.

No farm experience necessary. Will train on the job.

Low stress job with little responsibilities and lots of time to relax and enjoy the countryside.

If you want a job where thinking is not involved. This might be for you.

All your needs are met on-site, including lodging and food. Benefits include free healthcare, also a full-body transformation treatment to help you become the best version of yourself and you won’t have to lift a finger.

*Must be able to obey orders without complaint to ensure your health and safety and to make farm production run smoothly.

This seems too good to be true, but it has me intrigued. Especially the part where food and board are included. I also like that it comes with free healthcare. The body rejuvenation sounds nice too and I wonder if they have a spa nearby.

I look at the title in confusion. What is a hucow? I don’t know what that is, but that doesn’t matter to me. I’ll find out if I get the job. This is too good to pass up.

I grab my laptop and send an inquiry to the email listed; alphabetfarms@agri.com. Within minutes, I got a response from the owner, Joe. He thanked me for my interest and attached an application to the email along with information about hucow farming.

My eyes widen when I quickly gloss over the article and see the pictures of naked, big busted women on all fours being milked. Some by hand, others by machines. Holy shit! So that’s what hucows are!

In every picture, the woman’s expressions are serene, with dazed smiles on their faces like they are enjoying being milked.

My body warms and my nipples harden the more I read. Can I really submit myself to this? Heat pools in my belly at the thought of warm, calloused hands squeezing my tits, milking my breasts while I kneel submissively at their feet like some animal. Arousal drenches my panties, making me fidget.

I’m completely turned on by the thought, and curious about the workings of a hucow farm, but a part of me is cautious. Could I really become a hucow and let someone milk me? I guess I’d have to try it to find out if it’s for me. Farmer Joe said the job is completely voluntary, but if I decide to do this, then I must commit to a minimum of one month since he will be investing resources and time to train me.

That seems fair. Thirty days is not a long time and it’ll appease my curiosity. Another bonus is getting to leave the city and visit the countryside.

He’s also willing to pay the rent on my apartment for the month I’m gone, which is one less stress to deal with. Already the ad is proving to be true. No worries for the next month. The only thing left is to fill out the application.

I quickly fill out the first page. It’s a basic info form. The next page is more personal, but the top of it states that I fill it out honestly so the farm is better able to take care of my needs.

I get even hornier as I fill out the page. They want to know if I’m sexually active and how often. If I’ve had anal and oral sex. I blush as I check off yes to the oral and no to anal. Another section asks if I’m comfortable with the use of toys. Definitely yes!

The last three pages are mostly legal jargon, saying I’ll become property of the farm for a minimum of thirty days. My body will be used to produce milk, but no harm will come to me during the process.

If I break the contract and leave early, then I will owe all expenses back to the farm. That is not something I can afford to do, so I’ll have to tough it out even if I hate it.

I skip over lots of the details, like the boarding part and about the transformation process. It’s only thirty days, so I don’t bother reading half of it. I’ll find out on the farm.

At the bottom of the last page is a spot for my signature and to attach a picture of myself. My cheeks heat when I read it has to be a topless photo from the waist up.

Fuck it. He’s going to see my tits anyway if I get the job. I stand up and strip off my shirt and bra. The cool air only hardens my nipples more and when I snap a picture of myself, I can see how much they stick out.

I send the photo to my laptop and attach it to the application with my heart beating in nervous excitement. I can’t believe I’m doing this. My finger hovers over the send button for only a moment and then presses down.

The email says sent. The farmer said in his email, he’d go over the application and get back to me within twenty-four hours.

Now all I have to do is wait.


Chapter Three

The acceptance email was in my inbox by the morning, but then I was having second thoughts. Could I really become a hucow and let someone milk me? I wasn’t so sure until I looked over the pay out I would be getting at the end of the month. Even if I put out small quantities of milk, it would be enough to pay my rent and live comfortably for at least four months if I was careful with it, but if I managed to produce more milk, then the amount would go up.

My eyes bulged in my head when I did the math of what a top quality milker could make in a month. Jesus, maybe I should have agreed to longer.

There was a list of instructions attached to the email that made me a little nervous, but I pushed past the feeling. The money was too good.

Farmer Joe explained there would be a parcel arriving today by courier with medication. I was to take it twice a day. It would jump start the lactation process.

In two days’ time, a vehicle will pick me up to take me to the Hucow Processing Facility, whatever that is. Once I’m registered with the department and pass a physical, Joe will come fetch me.

I’m instructed not to pack any belongings or personal items since everything will be provided for me while under Joe’s care. The only other instruction was to relax and not to worry about a thing.

He signed the document after stating I was in expert hands and most women find being a hucow enjoyable.

Well, I guess I’ll find out soon enough.

Like Joe said, the courier arrived just after lunch. I opened it to find a packet of large white pills. They were difficult to swallow, but I got the first two down, and then before bed, I took another two.

I did nothing all day, and it was nice to just relax. My bills will be paid by the farm and I had nothing to worry about.

The next morning, I woke up and the first thing I did was check out my boobs in the mirror, only to be disappointed they looked the same. The only difference was my nipples were a little tender to the touch and maybe a shade darker.

I was starving, which is odd. I usually skip breakfast, but this morning I fixed myself a large breakfast of bacon and eggs big enough to feed two people and ate every bit.

I took two more pills on a full stomach, and my eyes drooped from all the food my body was digesting. It made me lazy enough to take a mid morning nap.

I only woke up around supper and polished off another enormous meal, wondering why I’m so hungry. At this rate, I won’t fit into my clothes if I keep eating like this.

Two more pills, a quick shower, and I was off the bed.

The morning sun shone across my bed, waking me up. When I rolled over, my eyes shot open at the heaviness sitting on my chest. I jumped out of bed and rushed to the bathroom, stripping off the sleep shirt I had on.

This time, I could see a difference in my tits. They were at least a cup larger. I was usually a good c-cup, but now I was more like a D and they felt heavier. My nipples were pebbled, and I hissed at how sensitive they were when I gave one bud a pinch. A pulse of arousal shot right to my core and I was instantly wet.

I was never a woman who could get off from tit play, and usually need vaginal stimulation, but as I played with my nipples, my thighs grew slicker. My clit demanded attention, begging to be touched. My other hand dipped between my legs, but then my eyes found the clock.

“Shit!”

I slept in longer than usual. The car that was supposed to pick me up would be here in thirty minutes, and I needed to be ready. I guess an orgasm is out of the question.

Ignoring the lust coursing through my body, I had a quick shower without giving into the need to touch myself and hopped out, grabbing a towel to dry myself off.

A groan leaves my lips when the soft material grazes my stiff nips and only makes matters worse. I can’t find anything to wear that feels comfortable against my skin. A bra is out of the question, but I grit my teeth and force myself into the softest tee I own and a pair of jogging pants that are loose. I forgo the underwear too, since I’m leaking so much between my legs that they’d just be ruined in seconds.

I have enough time to stuff my face with breakfast and take the last two pills farmer Joe gave me before there is a knock on my door. My ride’s here.

I look around my apartment and realize I’m not going to miss it. This place is not really a home, but has only been another financial burden. I’ve struggled to keep paying the rent and never really enjoyed the space or had money to decorate. It was a necessity, one I won’t be needing for the next month.

Something relaxes inside me at the thought. I won’t have to worry about food, a place to lay my head, or anything else for a while.

It feels great and right then; I know I made the right choice.

Another knock gets me moving. It’s time to go.


Chapter Four

The vehicle I was expecting to pick me up is not what arrives. Instead of a car, a white, windowless van is parked next to my curb. Two men escort me from my apartment. Both are wearing casual clothes, jeans and long-sleeved shirts that fit snug against their chests, showcasing a wall of muscle and making me drool.

My raging hormones almost combusted when I opened the door to the handsome men. The side door of the vehicle is open and I’m too consumed with staring at them to worry that I’m climbing into a van with strangers. It’s too late to worry once the doors are closed, and the van pulls away.

The driver is quiet and hasn’t spoken a word to me, but the other is the complete opposite, with a soft smile that only makes him sexier when dimples appear on his face. “Sit back and relax, miss. It’s about an hour’s ride to the facility. Processing is quick and then all you have to do is wait for your farmer to pick you up.”

I nod. “My name is Tessa, and thank you for telling me. This is all so new.”

“No problem, miss.” He says, avoiding using my name, but I leave it be. He’s being polite, or I thought so, until I notice his eyes dip down to my chest.

The visible heat in his gaze gives me a thrill. My nipples are poking through the fabric and giving him something to stare at, and I’m not embarrassed about it. The discomfort building between my legs increases, and I wonder if he would be willing to ease it.

His voice brings me out of my fantasies of him crawling into the back of the van with me and sliding between my spread legs. The thought has me dripping in desire, and I shift on the small bench, knowing I’ll have a wet patch on my joggers when I stand up.

“I can tell this is your first time, but don’t worry about anything. Hucows are treated well, and you are providing a valuable service. Too bad more women don’t do it.”

I don’t really know what to say to him, but his words help ease the uncertainty that’s been plaguing me. “I only signed up for a month.”

His smile turns into a sexy smirk, but there is a strange glint in his eyes that I don’t understand. “For now, but most hucows decide they like the job and decide to stay longer.”

“How much longer?” I wonder what most women do in this situation.

“Usually three to six months, but a majority of them fall in love with the simplicity the hucow life offers and choose to live permanently as a hucow.”

Be a hucow for life? Yeah, I don’t think I could do that, but it would be nice to live a simple life with no worries or stress.

He continues. “I see the look on your face. You think it’s crazy, but all the women are taken care of in every aspect, and never worry about any responsibilities except giving milk. It’s addicting, they say.”

“Can you imagine living a simple life where you don’t have to think?” It’s like he plucked the thoughts right out of my head. “Where all your needs are met, including every sexual desire?”

Every sexual desire? Right now, that would be amazing.

A fire burns in my gut and my puss responds by releasing more slickness. I clench my thighs to help ease the ache that’s growing by the minute. It’s not just my pussy responding, though. My respiration increases and I’m panting softly while my already hard nipples stiffen even more until they feel like they’re going to cut through the thin fabric of my shirt.

His sharp gaze catches everything and has him smirking knowingly. He knows I’m turned on and wanting. “Sounds wonderful, doesn’t it? To be pleasured day and night.”

I can only nod. My throat is too dry to speak.

“Your only going to experience a taste of it when you become a hucow. It’ll be enough to ease that ache between your legs, but not fully and not for long. It’s usually then, the hucow asks to stay permanently and finally experiences the real pleasures that hucow life brings.”

“Greed is inside every human and hucows experience the same emotion when it comes to pleasure. They only want more and will do anything to get it.”

I don’t think that will happen to me, but the way my body is craving release right now has me doubting myself.

“Don’t fear it when the time comes, and it will. Embrace it and take everything this life offers.”

“Just think about it, okay?”

“Yeah, sure.” I say, just to be polite.

His little speech is well spoken, and he’s probably told every woman in my place the same thing, but I can’t wrap my head around being a hucow for life.

Christ, I still don’t really know what it entails other than my tits are going to produce milk and the farmer is going to take it. I’ll get paid and they get the goods. This is a business transaction, nothing more, but I can’t help thinking about the pleasure aspect he mentioned. If he’s right, then I’m going to enjoy being milk.

Time will tell.

“Oh. I didn’t catch your names?” I ask, hoping to change the subject.

Sexy dimple man smiles again. “I’m Adam and this quiet stud…” He puts a real emphasis on the word “stud,” it seems, and the man glares at Adam. “This is Brody.”

“Nice to meet you both. Have you worked for the company for long and is this all you do?”

“This is one of our jobs, but not our main one.” Adam says and I grow curious, but Brody cuts me off before I can ask what their primary job is.

“Adam.” He says with a shake of his head. Adam doesn’t seem fazed and just shrugs his shoulders. I wonder why he doesn’t want to talk about it. It’s none of my business and I just met them, so I let it go.

Adam turns around after that and we travel in silence. It gives me time to settle my thoughts and raging hormones. One is easier than the other, and I’m almost relieved when we get to the facility. I need something to distract me from the lust coursing through my body.


Chapter Five

I didn’t know what to expect, but the facility was a discrete building that looked similar to a large airport hangar located down a cracked paved road that had seen better days. I said as much and Adam explained that the land used to be an old airport that went out of business years ago and was sold to the Hucow Agricultural Society.

Since Hucow Farming is fairly new, they started off small, but in the past two years, the business has boomed and they began buying up properties all over the country to recruit women.

Not all women are recruited by the farmers themselves like I was, but by the Hucow Agricultural Society, or the HAS. The women would come here, live in dorm rooms, and undergo treatment. They attend basic hucow training seminars to prepare them for the job.

The HAS was a legal industry approved by the government and controlled all the working contracts for the women, and they would hold monthly auctions where farmers could bid on the new hucows and purchase their contract for a fee. The new hucow would then be sent to the winning bidder until their contract was completed. All travel expenses are paid by the farm and not the responsibility of the hucow, which was really nice.

“Where going to skip the usual tour since you won’t be staying here more than a night and head straight for medical. The doc will do a quick exam to make sure you’re suitable for the position and approve your contract if you are.”

“Oh? I thought everything was good, and I already got the job. I’ve already taken the medication.”

“It’ll be fine. It’s just part of the process. Something about liability and making sure your body can handle living life as a hucow if you decide you want to stay on a farm for life.” He winks like it’s possible, but I can’t see it.

It would have to be pretty damn amazing for me to even consider the absurdity of becoming a hucow for life, and I still don’t know what that entails.

“Right this way.” Adam says, but looks at Brody. “Don’t you need to get going? Dixon Farms is expecting you. They have two hucows that need your expertise.” He says with a chuckle like they share some inside joke I don’t know about.

Brody checks his watch. “Shit. Yeah, I have to be there before evening milking and it’s a three-hour drive.” He tips his head towards me. “You got her?”

“Yeah man, no worries. This won’t take long and I don’t have to be out there until tomorrow. They know how well we work together to get the job done.” Adams says with a grin while I grow more curious.

“Okay. See you tomorrow.” Brody nods and then walks away without even saying goodbye. How rude.

“Come on. The doc is waiting and then you can get some rest and some food until your farmer shows up tomorrow morning to collect you.”

No one seems to be around when we enter through a door. I figured other women would be here, but the place is quiet. “We have no other women on the premises right now,” Adam says.

We walk through a large open space where the planes are usually stored, but it’s empty except for rows of chairs surrounding a raised platform at the center. We quickly bypass it and move through another set of doors leading to a hallway lined with closed doors.

Adam leads me to the right and through a set of doors, which I know immediately is the doctor’s office. A middle-aged man with tan hair and glasses is sitting at a desk typing away on a laptop.

He looks up and smiles at us both. Only a spattering of grey along his temples gives his age away. His dark trousers are held up by suspenders that stretch over his distended gut. I notice a dark stain on his tan shirt that is probably a coffee stain. His white lab jacket finished the rather unflattering ensemble. My eyes stray from he’s plainly ordinary face to take in the room.

It looks like any other doctor’s office. There are cabinets filled with bottles of medication and other medical supplies. Setting on the counter are various instruments. Some are familiar and others are not, but right in the center is an exam table sporting two stirrups. I eye the table nervously.

“Good day, Adam, and…” He trails off, waiting for my name.

“Tessa. Tessa Samms.” I say, and his face lights up with recognition.

“Ah, yes. I was expecting you. I’m Dr. Sherwin.” He reaches for a file and flips it open. “This is your contract right here. You’re headed to Alphabet Farms, and the owner is Joe. It’s a new hucow farm. Only one hucow so far, but you’ll be the next to join his farm for…” He pauses and then frowns. “A month? Hmmm… that can’t be right.”

“Why? Is there something wrong with my application?” I ask. Worry thick in my voice. I need this job.

“Usually, our minimum contract is three months. One month is not… sufficient to give your body and mind time to adjust to being a hucow. Plus, you won’t make much income in the first month. Maximum production without breeding happens after two months.”

Breeding? My mind reels at the word, but my lower belly warms in response. What the hell is wrong with me? Why would I get turned on by him mentioning that?

My heart rate picks up, and I have to ask because that was not in the contract. “What do you mean, breeding?” My voice comes out high-pitched and the doctors immediately senses my panic.

“Calm down, Ms. Samms. That is not an issue you need to consider. Only permanent hucows get bred.”

I’m so confused until he continues on. “Think of it like a surrogacy program. Hucows not only provide milk, some, the ones who choose to live the life permanently, are bred to provide loving families who are childless. The offspring only go to families who can provide all the love and financial support the children need.”

That seems like a good cause, but could I really give up a child that grew from my body?

“They make many people happy and their lives more fulfilled, but the farm benefits as well. A pregnant hucow’s milk supply doubles, creating more income for the farms. It’s a win-win and all completely legal. The hucows need to give verbal consent to become permanent livestock, of course.” He adds. “You will always have the final decision.”

It weirdly makes sense, but I don’t like how he called us livestock. Like we are nothing more than animals.

“That aspect of hucow life doesn’t involve you, unless you decide to join a farm permanently.” He gives me a look and I quickly shake my head no. “I think I’ll stick with the month.” That makes him frown.

“Unfortunately, that is not an option. Farmer Joe is still new at this, so he didn’t know a minimum of three months is needed to fulfill a contract. I apologise on his behalf that he wasted your time and will speak with him personally, so it doesn’t happen again.” The doc sets my file down like he’s dismissing me.

Adam shifts towards the door, likely to escort me back home, and I panic. I’ve got nothing lined up and was looking forward to the payout at the end of this.

My fucking tits ache and I’m all kinds of horny thanks to the medication I already took. This can’t be for nothing or I’ll be screwed and not in the way I’m craving right now. There’s only one option. What’s two extra months? It’ll mean more money in the end and I’ll have a place to stay and someone who will take care of my every need.

“It’s fine. I’ll agree to three months.” I say and the doctor’s smiles wide. “Excellent choice. You made the right decision. Hucow life is very relaxing and most women are loath to leave. Farmer Joe is a nice fella who will take fantastic care of you.”

“Maybe too good and you’ll never want to leave.” Adam adds with a chuckle and a gleam in his eye. The doc joins in and his smile changes to one of triumph like he won something, but I’m too relieved to wonder why he’s now regarding me differently.

“I’ll change that in your contract and notify farmer Joe so he’s prepared to have you stay longer. I’m sure he’ll be thrilled. Now the only thing standing in your way of becoming an official hucow is an exam. So shall we begin?” He gestures to the chair when I nod.

“If you would remove your clothing and climb onto the table, we can begin.” He says.

I look over at Adam with wide eyes to see him leaning against the wall with a blank expression on his face. He’s staying here?
“Just ignore Adam. He’s in charge of looking after you while you are here and that means overseeing your exam and anything else you might need.” The doctor says and Adam smirks, giving me a wink. I take in his toned body leaning casually against the wall and my lusty mind immediately fills with all kinds of naughty things he can help me with.

Getting naked in front of him might entice him to have a little fun before I leave for the farm and probably never see him again. That has me stripping off what little clothing I have on. With no bra and only a thin shirt, pants and lacking underwear, I’m naked in seconds.

Adam’s eyes heat as they rake down my body. That and the large bulge in his pants are the only sign that he’s affected by my body, but it’s all the response I need to make nipples pebble and my core gush with want. My hands go to my breasts and massage the sore mounds. I groan at the feeling of my own hands, knowing it would feel so much better if someone else was touching me.

The doc clears his throat and my cheeks heat in embarrassment at how I’m behaving. My hands drop quickly to my sides. “Sorry.” The doctor has adjusted the table to incline like a chair so I quickly get on the table laying back and stare at the ceiling.

“It’s alright. The medication increases arousal response along with triggering lactation in a female. It’s natural for hucows to respond to touch and often crave it. There is no need to be embarrassed. There is no judgement here. In fact, it’s encouraged to listen to your body and give in to your needs and the sensations coursing through you body. Happy, satisfied hucows make more milk, and that means more money.”

A breath escapes me as I listen to his advice and relax, letting my body go limp on the table. “Good girl.” The doctor says and pats my shoulder. “Now don’t worry about how you respond to the exam. Just do what feels natural. Okay?”

I nod and turn my head to look at him. He has a calm expression as he runs his fingers back and forth along my arm that I find very soothing. The simple touch has me relaxing even more.

When his hand covers one of my breasts, I let out a moan as he kneads the tender flesh. They have grown even larger since this morning, and my nipples have deepened in color and have grown as well. “Good mammary development so far.”

“Are you noticing any discomfort?” He asks as his other hand joins the first.

“Some.” I groan out as he pinches my nipples and pulls on them. My hips buck on the table and I begin to squirm.

“Adam, can you help?” He asks.

“Sure doc,” Adam says and quickly approaches the table. He gently but firmly grabs one ankle and places it in a stirrup before strapping my limb down with the padded restraints hanging from the table. He does the same to my other leg. .A thick band lock across my abdomen keeps my hips. The feeling of being bound is foreign, but a thrill of pleasure runs through me at the thought of being under their control. I whimper and squirm, but I’m quickly hushed by the doctor.

“Shh… the restraints are keeping you safe and prevent you from falling off the table if you get too excited. Calm down, please.”

Adam backs off some but stays near enough that he can reach out and touch me if he wants to and I’m sure he has a wonderful view of my wet slit with my legs spread like this. The doctor continues to massage my breasts and ache for someone to touch me lower. To soothe the growing desire between my legs.

I almost cry out when the doc lets go of my breasts, but manage to swallow my plea for him to keep going. The man is far from attractive, but his touch makes me burn with desire.

“How much money were you looking to make during your contract?” The doc asks me suddenly.

“As much as I can.” I say immediately. If I’m going to lower myself to the likes of a farm animal, then I want it to be worth it.

“Well, you’re coming along with the oral medications fine, but if you want a boost in your production sooner, there is an injectable medication that increases lactation faster.” He says and I decide to go for it. I’m already committed, so I might as well go all in and get as much as possible.

“I’ll take it.” I say.

“There are some side effects like higher arousal, larger breast size and…” He says, but I cut him off. “It’s fine. I don’t need to hear about it. Just give it to me.”

He nods and swabs my arm before sticking me with a needle. The burn from the injection sight fades into a warmth that spreads down by body. My head swims as a wave of dizziness hits me. My eyes drop to half mast and my vision goes hazy.

It’s like everything around me slows down as my mind and body become lethargic. The doctor and Adam stare down at me, watching the injection take effect. A pleasant heat fills my belly and grows hotter as the minutes pass. My tits tingle, and I watch as my nipples turn into hard nubs. Arousal pulse in waves and my pussy gushes, dripping down the crack of my ass and wetting the table.

I can’t find an ounce of embarrassment. All I feel is euphoria. My earlier horniness has nothing compared to the way I feel now. There’s a deep ache inside. An ache to be filled and right now, I’d do anything to ease it.

I can’t stop the wanton moan that comes out of my mouth and watch as the doctor and Adam share a knowing smile. My brain is too foggy and confused by the lust coursing through me to look deeper at the way they are smirking, and their eyes seem colder than when I first arrived.

Their friendly expressions are gone and all I see is smugness. Their expressions make me feel inferior or like an object or possession and not a human being.

Another wave of heat has my stomach clenching and I forget about the men. The need to cum pushes everything else away.

The pressure in my breasts increases, making me uncomfortable and I can’t take the sensations that are bombarding me. “What… is happening to me?”

“It’s just the injection doing its job and most of these effects will fade as soon as you get some relief, but first I have to do an internal exam, then Adam will help you with that after. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” The doctor says, and I nod without thinking about it.

“Yes. Please.” I moan as my pussy flutters in anticipation.

“Good girl.” The doc says. He’s said that before, but this time the tone is different, like he’s talking to a dumb animal.

The doc pushes a stool between my legs and sits down. His warm hands grip my thighs and pushes them wider, giving him and Adam a better view of my soaked center.

“She’s extremely wet.” The doc observes. “It’s a great sign.”

I vaguely note that the doctor is not wearing gloves when he slides two fingers into my weeping vagina. I cry out in relief at the small penetration, but it’s not enough. Even when he rotates his fingers, feeling deeper inside me, it barely scratches the itch. “She’s tight too. Hmm… and squeezing my fingers. You’re doing so good.” He murmurs in approval when I clench down on his digits.

“I bet you’d love it if Adam pulled his cock out and mounted this fresh hucow cunt.” I nod mutely, too lost in the image of Adam doing just that. More fluid gushes from me at the thought.

The doctor chuckles. “Tell me you want to be mounted like a good little hucow slut. Say it.”

There is a command in his voice, and I obey without thought. “Yes…” I moan as the beginnings of an orgasm bloom. Usually I’m not so easily swayed, but right now, it seems like I’d agree to whatever he says.

“Adam could fill this fertile pussy with a load of cum and take all the pain away. The ache you feel to be filled will ease once you’re bred.” He says, and the ache he mentions intensifies, but some part of my mind is still functioning properly and not clouded with lust.

Bred? I couldn’t allow that. It would be wrong. Wouldn’t it?

The need to agree hits again and overrides any sensible thoughts. Deep down, I know I shouldn’t want it, but my body is telling me I do. My pussy spasms again and my body wins, throwing all caution to the wind.

“Please, I need it. I want his cum inside me.” I pant out as my breathing grows erratic and sweat coats my skin. My chest grows tight, my nipples hard like diamonds. Every part of my body aches to be touched, used.

“That’s a good girl, expressing your desires, but only hucows who live on a farm permanently get to be mounted and bred.” He pulls his fingers out and I cry out in disappointment. I was so close.

“What are you doing? Why did you stop?” I ask, staring up at the two men with desperation.

“I’ve finished the exam. You appear to be the perfect candidate to become a hucow, and I was also testing how your body was responding to the injection, which I can tell it’s responding as expected.”

I don’t care about any of that. The urge to cum is too great. “I’m so horny and…” I reach up and cup my sore tits. They seem to have gotten bigger while I was lying here. This skin is hot to the touch. “My breasts ache.”

The doc looks down at me with a bored expression laced with impatience, and I’m confused. Did I do something wrong?

“Your milk is almost in. You’ll have to put up with the discomfort until your farmer comes to collect you. By then, you’ll be ready for milking.”

I frown and stare at my heaving chest. What about the ache between my legs, which are still spread open by the stirrups? The doc must read my mind. “Adam can see to your other needs before he feeds you and puts you in a room to rest for the night, but only if you’re a good girl and behave. You’re a good cow, aren’t you?”

Again I nod my head without thought. Ignoring the way he just referred me to a farm animal. Why am I being so compliant?
“Good.” He nods to Adam. “Take the edge off, but don’t mount her like I know you want to. Even if she begs.”
“I’ll take care of it, doc,” Adam says as he grins down at me and steps between my legs. The ache returns with vengeance upon seeing this muscular, virile man between my legs. I almost tell him to fuck the rules and fuck me, but now is not the time to blurt out something I can’t take back.

“I’ll make sure she knows how good being a hucow is.” He slides two fingers into me with little resistance. I’m so wet that his digits slip right in and my eyes roll back in my head at the pleasure.

“Good, and make sure you send doses of the injection with farmer Joe. He’ll have to keep injecting her every few days to get what he wants out of her.”

I don’t pay attention to the doctor anymore, and whatever else he says before he leaves doesn’t penetrate my brain. All I can do is feel. Thinking is overrated.


Chapter Six

“You’re so fucking sexy like this. Spread open and at my mercy.” Adam murmurs as he plunges his fingers in and out of my dripping pussy. “Being bound suits you.”

I moan as his calloused pads rub along the sensitive spot inside me, making my limbs shake with pleasure. Blood rushes to my head, and all I can hear is my heartbeat pounding in my ears.

“Let go and enjoy the sensations coursing through your body.”

I do as he says, still compelled by some unknown reason to listen. Ever since the injection, I’ve become compliant. Heat coils like a snake in my belly as he brings me closer to the edge.

My eyes, which have fallen to half mast, shoot open when he leans over me and sucks one of my nipples into his mouth. An animalistic moan leaves him as he sucks on my aching flesh.

It hurts when he suckles hard, but the feel of his mouth on me only increases the orgasmic intensity washing over me. I can’t sit still anymore and buck against him. He pulls back with a sexy smirk on his face. His free hand rubs the wet tip, making me gasp at how sensitive they’ve become. “Soon these will be dripping with milk and it’ll feel so good to be drained. You’ll look forward to it, and crave to be hooked up to a milking machine.”

My chest shudders in anticipation. Suddenly I can’t wait.

He slips a third finger into me and I cry out at the stretch. It feels so good to be filled, but it’s not the same as a hot, hard cock. I wish it was his cock inside me instead of his fingers, and I tell him so.

It has him smirking at me, and I watch as he reaches down and adjusts the bulge in his pants. My mouth waters at the size, knowing he’s got a monster cock hidden behind those jeans. “All you hucows are the same. So horny and ready for cock.”

His dirty words only make me hotter. “Desperate for cock to fill you up, but rules are rules. Unless you want to become a permanent hucow, then you’ll have to settle for fingers or whatever the farmer has for toys. It won’t be as good, but I’m sure you’ll enjoy it either way.”

Fuck, will I ever.

“But until the farmer comes, you are all mine and I’m going to make you scream as you cum around my fingers. It’ll help your milk come in too.”

His thrusts grow faster as I watch the muscles in his forearm flex with each push. My walls flutter around him, and I know I’m going to cum soon. The warmth spreads outward from my abdomen to all my limbs. I grow tense as the edge grows closer. I can’t think anymore. All I can do is let go and embrace the pleasure he is drawing from my body.

It’s blissful, and feels right. This is exactly where I want to be. If being a hucow feels this good already, maybe I’ll never want to leave, but I can’t make that decision now. It’s too soon. I’ll need the full experience of what being a hucow is like, but so far, it’s fucking fantastic.

Adam lets go of my nipple and massages my puffy clit. It’s the last trigger that sends me over the edge. With a small pinch of his fingers, I detonate, cumming so hard I black out.

I’m not sure how long I’m out, but it must have been only seconds because when I come to, Adam is removing his fingers from between my legs. He smiles sinfully down at me as I stare up at him in a daze. That might be the best orgasm I’ve ever had in my life.

“Good girl.” He says and pats my legs. It’s then that I realize he still hasn’t used my name.

I lie on the table, my body lax from the pleasure it just received, and I’m feeling exhausted.

Adam goes to the sink and grabs a cloth, running it under the water before returning to me and whipping away the mess between my legs. The tender care he uses surprises me, and I mumble out a thank you when he’s done.

“No worries. It’s the perk of this job. When you become a hucow, you don’t have to worry about a thing, even getting clean. All you have to do is relax and focus on making delicious milk. All your needs will be met.” He winks and adds, “In every way.”

He unhooks my legs from the stirrup and helps me sit up. My chest feels heavier and I sway a little until I gain my balance. My head feels clearer now that my body is satisfied. “Your farmer’s goal is to make sure you are happy. Happy cows make more milk.”

I wrinkle my nose up at the word cow and he chuckles. “You better get used to being referred to as a milk cow. I hear your farmer likes to keep things traditional.”

I don’t really know what that means, but the thought of being cared for and not having to worry about anything makes this easier. I let it go. It’s a job. They can call me what they want.

“Do me a favor?” He asks, and I stare at him until he continues. “Do over think about it when you’re on the farm. Just obey Joe and do what comes naturally. Give this life a shot. Like I said earlier, most of the women really love the lifestyle and choose to stay.”

I give him a nod. The need to give into his every suggestion is still there, but not as strong. “I will.”
“Good because Tessa,” it’s the first time he’s used my name, and it shocks me for a moment. “I think you’d be perfect as a hucow, a real hucow, and you’d look sexy as fuck with your belly swollen with pregnancy.” He places a hand on my flat stomach and it flutters under his touch.

“Those tits would grow huge too, bursting with so much milk. Any farmer would be proud to have you as his.”

I blush and get a rush of pride at his words. Just the thought of someone wanting me makes my heart warm. “Really?”

Adam nods his head. “For sure!” He grabs me gently by the arm and helps me to my feet. “Come on. Let’s get you to your room where you can lie down and rest. I’ll give you something to eat and then you can sleep. The transformation can take a lot out of you and you’ll need your rest.”

He leads me out of the room and down the hall in silence. All I can think about is what he said, and I place a hand over my belly at the thought of growing a child inside me.

I shake my head. That’s not something to think about right now. A yawn catches me by surprise as Adam opens a door to a room with a single bed and a small bathroom with a toilet and a sink in the corner. It’s barren, but the bed calls to me and I drop heavily onto it. I close my eyes, not even thinking about the clothes I left behind in the exam room. They were uncomfortable anyway.

I don’t even hear Adam leave or the sound of the door locking behind him.


Chapter Seven

I feel the trailer rumble over gravel for a few minutes before it comes to a stop. I sit up and my heavy tits sway, making me wince in pain. They are really starting to hurt.

I wait for him to open the trailer and let me out, but he doesn’t come right away. So I wait and I wait some more until I begin to get worried. Just when I’m about to pound on the door, it swings open and I blink against the blinding light.

“Sorry. I just wanted to grab a few things first,” Joe says to me and I notice his hands are full of strange items. “I understand this is new and becoming a hucow can be overwhelming at first, but I promise to do my best to make you comfortable.”

“My first hucow, Annabelle, loves it on my farm. You’ll get to me her shortly, but first I need to get you prepared for your time here and those udders of yours look about to burst. You need to be milked.”

“Udders?”

“Yep.” He says, eyeing up my tits and kneels down, reaching in to guide me by the back of the neck out of the trailer. When I go to stand, he puts pressure on the back of my neck. I look up at him and he shakes his head.

“We keep it simple around here. I was a dairy cow farmer before getting into hucow farming. I enjoy spoiling Annabelle and now you with the pleasures of being a hucow, but this is still a farm and you are my property for the next three months, so I will treat you like it.”

I can’t argue. It’s his farm and I’m already here. Plus, my tits, or should I say udders, since that’s what he wants to call them, need attention immediately.

“I will use common cow terms to refer to parts of your body, and will often do things you might think are odd since you haven’t been to a farm, but I assure you are normal here.” He says and picks up two thick mitts.

“Hold out your hands.” I do as he says and watch with curiosity as he fits the thick gloves over my hands, rendering them useless. “These are so you don’t hurt your hands walking on all fours.”

“What?” I say in surprise and then my eyes widen even more when he places a thick collar around my neck. A bell dings when I move.

“Cows don’t walk up right now, do they?” He asks, and I can see he’s trying not to smirk.

“No, but I’m not really a cow.” I defend.

“Maybe not, but you are my human cow and the only difference is you can think like a person and carry a conversation, but that’s not what you’re here for. You’re here to give milk like a cow, laze around all day eating, and sleeping like real cows do.”

My frown deepens, and Joe runs a soothing hand down my back like he’s petting an animal. “Don’t worry about the small things. In fact, don’t worry about anything. All you need to do is relax. Treat this like a vacation out in the country. Before you know it, you’ll be a happy little hucow and forget about everything but getting milked.” He cups my engorged udders, testing their wait.

He pinches my nipple and my mouth open on a moan. “Feels good, doesn’t it?” I can only nod like some dumb animal as he kneads and pulls on my nipple.

The pressure in my chest intensifies as my nipple distends from his ministrations. He pulls downward, forcing more pressure to build at the tip until it has nowhere to go but out. That’s when it happens. The first spurt of milk hits the ground below me and I stare at the damp spot with amazement. I really have milk!

“Let’s get to the barn and get you drained. You’ll feel better after your first milking.”

I am still in awe at what is happening and cannot acknowledge the fact that he hooks a lead to my collar and I crawl behind him towards the large barn next to a beautiful farmhouse.

I arrived in a trailer and am crawling around like an animal, so I’m not surprised when I see rows of stalls lining the inside of the barn. All are empty except for one, and my eyes widen when I see a pretty blonde kneeling in it.

When she sees farmer Joe, she perks up and comes to the front of the stall, all smiles and love in her eyes. I can tell how much she adores the man leading me to an empty stall. Her chest is more impressive than mine with soccer ball size udders. Her thighs and ass are thick and what really surprises me is the round stomach she’s sporting.

She looks at me with curiosity.

“Good morning Annabelle. I’m sorry I’m late for your morning milking, but I had to pick up a new hucow.” He gestures to me. “Meet your herd, mate.”

She whines and rubs her udders along the stall door, while Joe shakes his head at her antics. He’s still smiling at the pretty hucow. “She’s new, so I hope you can show her how a good hucow behaves.”

“I can farmer Joe.” She nods her head quickly and looks at me. “Hi. Welcome to the farm. You’re going to love it here so much you’ll never want to leave like me.”

“You’re pregnant.” Is all I can say.

“Yup. My Annabelle is the best hucow around. Decided to stay with me for good and got knocked up her first breeding. She now produces the finest hucow milk around.” Annabell glows with pride, but whines a little.

“Can you milk me now, and I’m very horny.” She tells him without shame, and he gives her an indulgent smile and it does something funny to me. I want a man to look at me like that. Like he cares.

“You’re horny all the time now that you’re with calf.” Joe chuckles and shakes his head. “Tucker should be here soon, sweetheart. He always treats you well, doesn’t he?” Her smile dims a little more, but she nods her head. I don’t know who this Tucker is. “Yes, but I like you best.”

“How about this? Give me time to get this one settled and then I’ll come see you after. Okay?” He says, and she pouts but nods her head.

Annabelle seems nice and I think we could be friends while I’m here.

Joe leads me to a stall almost directly across from Annabelle’s and I can see her mitt covered hand rubbing her baby bump and murmuring with a smile on her face. She obviously loves the baby growing inside her. I wonder how she will feel when they take it away?

Joe unhooks the lead and positions me in the center of the stall. I notice the floor is cushioned, and a cot is placed in one corner and a waste bucket in the opposite. That I was not expecting and grimacing. This will take some getting used to.

“Who’s Tucker?” I ask.

“I hired him a few weeks ago to help around the farm. Annabelle was always a horny little thing, but being pregnant, she has gotten very demanding for cock.” Joe smirks when he says that. “I can handle her most of the time, but Tucker tags in when I’m busy and Annabelle no longer cares who fucks her as long as she gets fucked. My neighbor even drops by to visit her occasionally.”

“But I thought having sex with hucows was not allowed?” I say.

“It’s not allowed with contracted hucows like you, but I own Annabelle. She’s my property, and as long as she’s bred and impregnated by the bulls first, she can be mounted by anyone. It’s a perk of hucow farming.” He says and just then a younger man enters the barn.

He’s cute, and a few years older than me. I just turned twenty-one four months ago and can see his youthful face is just on the cusp of manhood, so I’d guess he’s in his mid to late twenties.

Tucker glances in my direction, his gaze curious, but Annebelle squeals in happiness, drawing his attention towards her. His lips tip up into a smile, his gaze softening as he looks down at the beautiful hucow and I’m instantly jealous and don’t know why. I don’t even know him, but wish someone would look at me that way.

Farmer Joe looks old enough to be my father, but is still very handsome for his age. I watch him step out of my stall for a moment and returns with a small machine on wheels. “This is a portable milker. I’m shopping around for industrial size equipment that will milk multiple cows at a time, but until I have a farm full of beautiful cows like you and Annabelle, these will do.”

I’m both insulted and pleased by his comments. I really dislike being called a cow, but the contract stated I’m his for the next three months, so I’m not going to worry about the petty stuff.

My breasts ache as I take a deep breath and relax my body, and I’m actually looking forward to the relief of being milked. “Are you going to milk me now?”

“I am. You just need to stay still and let it happen. It may be uncomfortable at first, but it’ll get easier once you get used to the feeling.”

He flicks a switch and the machine hums to life. I hear a sucking sound like a vacuum coming out of the ends of the two cup-like hoses. Joe kneels down next to me and rests a hand on my head, patting me. “Such a good girl.” He coos and then his warm hand is on one of my udders, angling the cup under my breast. I let out a gasp when my nipple and half my boob are sucked into the cup. He attaches the other cup and turns up the suction. I yelp at the power of the machine.

“Ouch.” I cry as both nipples are pulled downward. The cups seal around my flesh and then the rhythmic pull begins.

“Easy, cow. Your teats will stretch and toughen up with regular milking, but until then, myself or Tucker will apply a salve to keep them from chafing.” Joe says, but I’m hardly paying attention to him. The pressure in my chest has reached its limit and I’m shaking all over, waiting for the explosion of milk that I know is coming.

I can feel it. My teats tingle and burn from the machine’s relentless suckling. The pressure moves downward until it releases. The first dibble of milk brings tears to my eyes, and I sob in relief as the flow increases until a steady stream is coming out of each udder.

“That’s a good girl! Look at you go,” Joe exclaims, stroking his hand down my back. He’s really pleased, and that makes me feel good. “So much milk already. I think you were made for this,” He adds and I’d have to agree. I’m finally doing something right.

After all the fuckups I’ve had doing jobs I hated, it’s nice to be good at something.

As the machine works, the tugging on my teats sends shocks of pleasure to my core. Every tug is like a caress on my clit, and I feel my arousal building. I didn’t realize it was this stimulating to be milked.

A moan from the other stall has me and Joe turning our heads, looking over to see Annabelle hooked up to a milker. But Tucker is not kneeling beside the woman, but behind her. I can’t see him well from this angle, but I can tell what he’s doing.

His hands are on Annabelle’s wide hips and his are moving back and forth as he fucks her from behind. Annabelle lets out a long, low moan and throws her head back, shaking as an orgasm washes through her.

Joe chuckles and leans over me to check the milk cups. He brushes against my side and I can feel his hardness through his pants.

My body reacts to the erotic sight of the other hucow being mounted, and from the male so close to me. My desire builds higher and I whimper as Tucker continues to pound his cock deep inside her.

A ball of jealousy forms in my stomach and I wish it was me in her place.

I shift, trying to rub my thighs together, but it doesn’t ease the ache of being so empty. “Farmer Joe?”

My udders are almost drained, and I know he’s going to leave soon to visit Annabelle’s stall and I’ll have to watch him pleasure her while I’m over here suffering.

“Yes, my dear cow.”

“Um… do you think you could… um, fuck me?” I ask.

Joe’s gaze is one of understanding as he eyes my flushed body and the way my hips buck wantonly. My inner thighs are soaked in the evidence of my arousal.

“Let me see that pretty hucow pussy.” He shifts my body until my ass is angled towards him and slides his finger along my folds and right to my puffy clit.

“You’re so wet and warm. All cows turn into horny little sluts while getting milked.” He slides two fingers into my wet heat and I cry out from the dual sensations of being milked and penetrated. My heart rate picks up thinking he’s going to fuck me, but his next words cut through that hope like a knife. “I’d love nothing more than to sink my cock into your pussy, but I can’t. Only owned cows get dicked.”

I’m so desperate, I almost consider saying fuck it and tell him he could own me for life if he would just give me some relief, but I’m not too far gone to make a decision like that.

“Unless you’re willing to become my cow full time, this will have to be enough. I can use my fingers and get you some toys to make your stay more enjoyable.”

“Yes please. Make me cum.” I plead just as my milk stops flowing. The suction begins to hurt, but Joe doesn’t remove the cups. Instead, he’s roughly fucks me on his digits. I’m so worked up it doesn’t take Joe long to have me crying out my pleasure.

Tucker’s voice rings out at the same time as we both climax in unison. Joe removes his fingers as the last shudder of pleasure rolls over me.

He unhooks the cups from my sore udders and wipes me down quickly with a rage. A wave of fatigue hits me and I close my eyes.

I feel so relaxed. That is until I feel the sharp pinch of a needle in my ass. “What was that?”

“A vitamin shot. Need to keep you healthy.” He says and then stands up. “Get some sleep. Tucker will be around to feed you soon and then you and Annabelle will spend the afternoon out in the pasture.”

Joe leaves, shutting the stall door, and I crawl over to the cot and lie down. My udders feel so much better. If I have to be honest, this life doesn’t seem too bad.

Across the way, I hear a deep moan. Joe kneels in front of Annabelle, holding her head as he feeds his thick cock into her willing mouth. I vow next time Joe comes to my stall that will be me sucking on his cock.


Chapter Nine

I’ve been on the farm for a month and can’t find a thing wrong with this place. It’s wonderful. I’ve got used to being treated like an animal. They don’t call me a cow to be rude. It’s just the way things are here.

Joe has been so nice and patient with me. Annabelle is sweet and showed me the best places in the pasture to relax. We don’t talk much, but when we do, it’s never about life outside the farm. It’s usually about all the cock Annabelle is enjoying and makes me hella jealous.

My body has changed so much, I hardly recognize myself. I’ve grown plump from the high calorie smoothies they feed us, and my breasts are almost as big as Annabelle’s. Farmer Joe is so happy with the progress I’ve made, and he says it’s the shots I get every few days that are making the difference.

I was worried after the third shot because my mind gets hazier by the day. I feel like they are making me dumb, but it’s hard to tell because there is nothing to stimulate my mind around her. There is a lot of physical stimulation though and that is the most important.

All I know is after those few shots, my urge to stay here permanently grows stronger.

It’s evening now and we’re in our stalls waiting to be milked before lights out. I slurp the last of my smoothie from the tube dangling from the bag hooked on the wall and look over at Annabelle, who’s lying on her side. Her stomach has grown even larger and I look at my flat stomach with a pang of disappointment.

I wonder what it would feel like to have a life growing inside me. If I stayed here, I could find out.

Tucker and Joe enter the barn, laughing and joking. They had their supper in the house. It used to tick me off that we’re stuck in the barn while they eat and sleep in the house on nice soft beds, but I like my stall now, and the thought of leaving it in two months makes me feel ill.

“Good evening, pretty cow,” Tucker says as he enters my stall with the milking machine. My teats tingle and milk forms on the tips in anticipation.

“Hi Tucker.” Joe is busy hooking up Annabelle, and then I see him pull his pants down and tenderly move some hair out of her face before guiding her mouth to his hard shaft.

My mouth salivates. I’ve had his cock down my throat a few times since coming to the farm. His cock is slightly thicker than Tucker’s and it’s a struggle to fit in my mouth, but I try my best.

Tucker attaches the cups and begins to milk me. My pussy floods with arousal as soon as my milk begins to pour out. It always happens, but thankfully the men know how to take care of a horny hucow.

Tucker moves to my rump and grabs my ass, spreading my cheeks and exposing my holes to his view. “Such a slutty cow. Always so wet. I wish you were with calf so I could fuck this wet pussy.”

I wish that too, but I keep silent.

He glides the tip of one finger upward, collecting my arousal and massaging my back hole, making me shiver and groan. I know where this is going. Tucker really likes pussy, but he’s an ass man and has been working on stretching my ass so I can take him. I’ve watched him ass-fuck Annabelle, and she seems to love it so it can’t be that bad.

“I think it’s time, cow. This ass is mine.” He grunts out as he sinks a finger into my ass. It used to burn, but now I only feel pleasure as he thrusts gently a few times before pulling out and forcing me to take two fingers.

I moan as he stretches me more. I trust Tucker completely and he’s been good to me. A shudder works its way up my spine as he adds a third finger, spreading them with each thrust until I’m moaning and quivering in desire.

I’m dripping all over the floor and can’t take much more. “Please Tucker. I need you.” I beg.

He chuckles. “So impatient.” He pulls his fingers out and then I hear his zipper lowering. Hard, hot flesh brushes against my pussy and I push backward automatically. The tip of his cock dips inside and I think for a second he is going to break the rules, but he grabs my hips and pulls me off his cock.

He smacks my ass hard, and I yelp. “Bad cow! If you want to get fucked so badly, you know what to say. Tell us you want to stay forever. Be Joe’s cow for life and I promise you’ll have more cock than you can handle.”

“I don’t know.” I whine as he rubs the tip against my crack. “It’s a big decision.”

“Don’t think so hard, little heifer. You’ll only hurt yourself. Cow’s don’t think, they just feel.” He says and then I feel him pressing into my ass. It burns, but he doesn’t let up and my ass yields to his hard shaft. I cry out in pain and pleasure as he sinks deep.

“Fuck.” Tucker gasps and then he begins to move, thrusting in and out, using my ass for his pleasure.

I ignore the discomfort and push back against him, taking everything he gives me and moaning loudly. My milk continues to drain in large spurts as Tucker rails me with his hard cock.

He leans over me and whispers. “If you stayed here, you could have this every day. Farmer Joe and I would use you daily until all you can think about is how good your life is as a slutty cow. We’d take care of your every need. You’ll never find a better life out there in the harsh world. All you’ll have is responsibilities and worries.”

He makes a good argument and I’m finding it hard to disagree. My brain is so foggy, I can’t think straight. “The bulls would go crazy for this gorgeous pussy.” His hand slips between my legs, flicking my clit.

I cry out as my pleasure mounts. My body is on fire. Tucker goes deep, flexing his hips and driving me crazy. Out of the corner of my eye I see farmer Joe standing outside my stall, with a recorder in his hand.

“How’s that ass feeling, Tuck?” He says as I moan beneath the man.

“Tight and squeezing my cock like a vise.” Tucker grunts and picks up the pace.

“Imagine how her pussy would feel? Would you like to get fucked, little cow, bred and milked daily? Imagine all the pleasure you’d feel.” Joe comments, and my pussy and ass convulse at the thought.

“Damn, she likes the sound of that, don’t you?” Tucker says.

They are bombarding me with questions, and all I can do is nod because I want everything they’re saying.

“Good girl. All you have to do is say you want to stay and be a hucow forever and I can make sure you have a cock filling that pussy by tomorrow. Tell me you want to stay,” Joe commands.

I know I should be making a decision like that with a clearer head and not on the verge of cumming, but when Tucker pinches my clit, I explode and the words tumble from my mouth. “Yes! Please, I want to stay. I want to be bred and be your milk cow forever.”

I wail as another orgasm breaks, and my mind goes blank as white hot pleasure blocks out everything around me.

While I recover from the earth shattering orgasm, Tucker stiffens behind me as he empties his seed deep into my ass with a grunt. Joe shuts off the recorder and places it in his pocket before entering my stall and removing the pumps.

Tucker pulls out and I groan as his seed trickles out of my tender pucker.

“Good, girl. Good cow. You made the right choice staying on the farm. You won’t regret it.” He says and pats me on the rump, guiding me toward my cot. I flop down in exhaustion.

All I can do is smile weakly up at him. I didn’t plan on staying at the end of my contract. I’m not even sure why I said yes, but when he slips a hand between my legs, I open up immediately.

He rubs my clit and drags another orgasm from my spent body. That’s when I realized why I said yes. I want to be his cow. The pleasure is too great.

“Get some rest. You’ll need it for tomorrow.” He says and they both leave.

Tomorrow? Oh yeah. I smile to myself. I’m finally going to get fucked like I’ve been craving.


Chapter Ten

“Now hold still for the vet,” Joe says as he leads me into a large stall I’ve never seen before. They don’t let us wander free. The only places I’ve been is the pasture, washing station and my stall.

A strange steel frame with restraints sits in the center of the stall, making me a little nervous. It’s best to ignore stuff I don’t understand. Makes life easier, so I turn my gaze away from it.

I woke up this morning with second thoughts, but Joe was already standing above with a lead in his hand. Everything is moving quickly and I’m struggling to keep up. I trust Joe, so that’s why I’m kneeling at his feet in front of two strangers and not panicking.

I don’t have anything waiting for me on the outside, and it’s been nice being taken care of. This is probably for the best. Here I’m appreciated and I’m good at being a hucow.

The “vet” and another man are both carrying toolkits. The vet sets his box down and approaches us with a smile. He addresses Joe and only acknowledges me with a quick glance. “Good morning. I see you have another hucow ready to stay permanently. This is exactly what we want to see. Good job.”

He finally looks down at me, but with a more clinical expression. “What’s her name?”

I go to tell him, but Joe cuts me off. “Buttercup.”

“What?” I say.

“You’re my cow now, Buttercup, and on this farm we have a tradition of naming our animals in alphabetical order. You are hucow number two, so I’m naming you Buttercup. It’s the perfect name for a beautiful cow like you.”
I blush but don’t argue. It’s his farm, and he is about to own me completely. It’s a cute name even if it makes me sound more like an animal than a person.

“Okay, Buttercup it is.” The vet says. “I’ll give you a few shots and then you’re good to go.”

“What kind of shots?”

“Hush, Buttercup. A dumb cow like you doesn’t need to know about things like that. You just focus on being good.” Joe says, and I look at him in a different light.

He’s never really spoken to me like that before and I don’t really like it, but he pats my rump soothingly and I let it go. Maybe he’s just showing that he’s in charge in front of these men.

I watch as the vet swabs my arm and injects me. Two other needles go into my thigh and stomach. I winced at the one in my stomach, but didn’t complain.

The vet stands up and looks at the other man. “You’re up, Peter.”

He nods towards the frame, and Joe leads me over. I eye the contraption nervously, but don’t fight when he picks me up and places me on the frame. I’m strapped down until all I can move is my head. Tucker comes into the stall with a milking machine and I instantly perk up.

“That can wait until I’m done tattooing her brand.” Peter says and I yelp in surprise when I hear a buzzing sound and then my left ass cheek begins to sting.

“Shh… Buttercup. It’s just your brand. It’ll tell everyone who you belong to.” He watches Peter while I stare forward in stunned silence. This is it. I’m officially an owned cow.

“Hold her head.” I hear next and then there’s a loud pop, followed by a sharp sting in my ear.

“Ow!!” When Joes lets go, I shake my head and something swings from my ear.

“Tagged and branded. Congratulations Joe.” Peter says and shakes the farmer’s hand before leaving.

Tucker gets busy attaching the milking cups to my engorged udders and my eyes fall closed in delight at the feeling of relief. All the pain of the brand and tag forgotten.

“Buttercup.” Joe calls my name and I look up. The name is going to take some getting used to.

“I got one more surprise for you.” He says. That’s when I hear two sets of feet move into the stall.

I turn my head, and my eyes widen in surprise. “Adam, Brody?” Both men are standing in the doorway. Adam with a sexy grin and Brody with his usual brooding hotness.

My body’s response to the two sexy men in instantaneous and my pussy gushes. Both men zero in on my weeping slit and smirk.

“These bulls are going to breed you and hopefully put a calf inside your womb,” Joe says. He looks at the bulls. “Pump her full. I want her pregnant as soon as possible.” My heart beats wildly in my chest. I’m both terrified and thrilled. At least I know these two men or bulls.

“Come on Tucker, let’s go have some fun with Annabelle.” Joe says and they both leave.

Adam is the first to approach. “Look at you, all milky and dripping from both ends. I knew it! I knew you’d be the perfect hucow, and it didn’t take long at all to convince you. One month and you’re branded and tagged.”

“All the slutty ones choose to stay,” Broady comments, and my cheeks turn red.

Adam gives Brody a look. “Ignore him. He’s a grump until he blows his load into a fertile hucow snatch, but I’ve been dying to sink my dick into you since you climbed into our van, so I’m first.”

He cups one of my udders and gives it a squeeze, causing more milk to flow out of me. I groan at his large hands on my flesh. He trails his hand down my back, moving to my rear, where he whistles. “I forgot how pretty this pussy was.”

I watch in fascination as they both remove their clothing and my mouth drops at how large they both are.

“That’s why we’re hired as bulls.” Adam smirks when he sees the look on my face. He has a hand around his hard rod and strokes it, sliding his hand up and down until a shiny bead of pre-cum bubbles at the tip. “Our giant cocks can satisfy any horny cow and,” he cups his equally massive sack between his legs. “With a little hormone therapy, our sperm is super potent.”

“Let’s get this done.” Brody says, sounding bored. His cock is even bigger than Adams and I’m a little intimidated, but eager to feel it inside me.

He leans against the wall, palming the massive appendage while Adam settles behind me.

The sound of the milking machine can’t mask the sound of my groan when Adam sinks into me in a single thrust. I was expecting a little attention to help me get prepared, but Adam is here to do a job which is getting me pregnant, so he gets down to business. Thankfully, I was already soaked and helped ease his way because he doesn’t let me adjust. He grabs my hips and sets a punishing pace that has me seeing stars.

In and out, he thrusts harder on every stroke, forcing my body to accept his dominance. I cry out as my walls are sketched around his shaft repeatedly. His hard cock opens me up like never before and I finally get to experience the fullness I’ve been craving.

I scream and cry in ecstasy as he drives deeper with every thrust. My hips begin to buck against him as I succumb to the pleasures of being mounted by such a virile man.

As my desires grow into a blazing inferno of heat, my udders seem to swell, producing more milk. It’s pouring out like a river and the machine is struggling to keep up. “Look at all that milk. This is one fine heifer.” Brody comments. His deep voice sends a shiver down my spine.

Adam reaches around me and grabs my aching chest above the cups, and squeezes hard. His fingers dent the soft flesh and I cry out as the pain of his grip only heightens everything. My pussy clings to his shaft like a glove, producing more lubricant and easing his way.

His massive balls hit my clit on every thrust and stimulating me even more. I cry and beg for more. “Please.” I wail and buck against the restraints.

I need to cum so badly that tears are pouring down my face. Brody steps in front of me and leans down so he can look me in the eye. “That’s a good cow begging to be bred like the dirty little slut you are.” His eyes are cool when he looks at me, but I can tell he’s hungry for his turn. His cock is engorged, the purple head angry and ready to explode. “You want to be bred, don’t you?”

I can only nod as I dangle over the edge of euphoria. I want to be bred more than I have ever wanted something before.

“Then beg him for it.” He says. “Tell him you want him to coat your womb and breed your hucow pussy.”

Adam groans as my pussy flutters around him. He lets go of my udders and grabs my hips again.

“Say it.” Broady snaps in impatience. The need to comply along with my own desires has me shouting out, “Please breed me. I want it! I need your seed inside me!”

Brody finally smiles, but it’s smug. He stands up, pointing his cock towards my mouth. “Open, cow.”

I comply with the brooding bull without thought and he forces his cock into my mouth, sliding it across my tongue and straight down my throat. I gag on as tears pour from my eyes, but he only laughs, fucking my throat with little care that I’m struggling to breathe.

A part of me likes the depravity of being used so roughly.

“That’s a good cockwhore.” Adam grunts. “Now cum so I can fill you up with my seed and put a calf in this belly.” Adam grunts and slams into me harder. His cock reaches deeper, hitting my cervix, and preparing my womb to accept his seed.

Being fucked from both ends is too much for my body to handle and my body locks down, wailing as I fall over the edge. My pussy convulses and Adam’s roar of completion shakes the walls. His cock twitches and then he erupts, emptying load upon load of semen against my cervix.

His cock keeps twitching and continues to unload his sperm until my abdomen feels bloated. Brody has slowed down his thrusting and I’m able to inhale deep breaths of air as I try to recover. I take a few moments to catch my breath as I lay there limp and spent.

Adam only pulls out when his rod goes soft and I hear the splat of fluids that pour out of me and hit the floor.

Broady begins to groan and his cock twitches in my mouth like he’s about to cum, but before he can, he quickly slips out of my mouth and moves behind me, mounting my cum-filled hole in a single thrust.

He’s big and I gasp as I’m stretched open even more, but I’m too exhausted to protest. Thankfully, he only flexes his hips twice and then he’s shooting off inside me with a grunt.

“Damn Brody. You didn’t even bother to get the poor cow excited. You just humped and dumped.” Adam chuckles and I can hear him getting dressed.

“We’re only hired to breed them, not to get them off. She doesn’t need to cum, to get knocked up.”

“Cold, dude. The only thing they have to look forward to in this life is orgasms. Don’t be an ass.”

My womb cramps from being so full, and I sigh in relief when Brody pulls out and wipes his cock on my ass. I hear him sigh. “Fine. I’ll breed her first tonight and make sure she cums so hard she passes out.”

I can’t help but smile at the asshole’s words. That sounds good to me.

They both get dressed while I remain quiet on the frame. My udders are still draining, so I close my eyes and relax.

“All done.” I hear Joe talking to the bulls outside the stall.

“Yup. She’s probably pregnant already with the loads we just dumped in her, but definitely by the time we’re done with her.” Adam responds.

“Excellent.” Joe says happily.

“So the doctor wanted to know how the test injections went.” Brody says and that catches my attention.

“Good, but they could be stronger. We had to influence her a lot more than I hoped to want to stay.”

Are they talking about the lactation injections?

“Yeah, we’ve seen that on the other farms too, but the lead hucow scientist is working on a drug that dulls their minds permanently with one shot and it’s showing promise on the test subjects. Should be ready in a few more months. You can try it on your next hucow.” Adam says.

“I doubt I’ll need it for my next cow. She’s a college student who needs extra credits to pass a class. I’ve already spoken with the professor. He’s a friend of mine and knows about this place. He says she’ll be perfect.”

I have no clue what they’re talking about, but it doesn’t involve me. I’m now a hucow, and nothing beyond this farm is important.

I close my eyes and wait for my owner to release me. That’s what a good hucow does.

The End… For now.

Annabelle is expecting her first calf, and Buttercup has just been bred. Strange and possibly devious things are happening with the Hucow Industry. It’s becoming a booming business and they need more than contracted hucows. They need permanent livestock to fill the demand.

Alphabet Farms is growing, and farmer Joe is in search of more cows to fill his barn and he’ll do whatever it takes to keep them forever. If he has his way, they will all be branded and bred before they know what’s happening. All women want to be owned and used. They just don’t know it yet.

Keep an eye out for the next installment in the Alphabet Farm series: Joining the Herd: Clover

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

Check out my other books:

The Hucow Black Market Series

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


The Betrayed Milker Series: A BDSM Hucow Series

Sold to the Farm

Sent to the Farm

Tricked on the Farm

Back To The Farm.

Life Under the Dome Series:

Selected For Hucow Service

Hucow In Service

Escaping Hucow Service

Ending Hucow Service (coming 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 (Coming 2025)

My Hucow Journey (coming soon)

Unexpected Hucow (coming soon)

HAPPY HUCOW READING!
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