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When Riley's vandalism lands her at Easton's Hucow Sanctuary Ranch instead of jail, she discovers the farm's shocking secret: women transformed into milk-producing "hucows." After breaking the rules, she’s given a choice: will she become a hucow herself for the remainder of her sentence?

By the time her thirty days are up, Riley must decide if she should return to her troubled life or remain as the farm's most productive hucow?

-

HUCOW SANCTUARY RANCH - Somewhere in the southwest, there is a beautiful farm full of fertile women. Farmer Easton is the third in his family to own the ranch where hucows can roam free and live life bathing in the sun and rolling on the grass. This picturesque farm is where the country's best hucows produce the world's most delicious milk, and the farmhands are more than willing to do whatever it takes to keep their busty hucows happy.

Punished on the Ranch is a 10,000-word erotic short story meant for readers 18+. Contains explicit scenes of transformation, lactation, multiple partners, and willing submission.
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ONE

I stared at the sprawling ranch in front of me, the gravel crunching under the sheriff deputy's boots as he led me toward the main house. My hands were still raw from the metal handcuffs he'd only removed moments ago.

"Wait here," Deputy Morris ordered, leaving me on the porch while he knocked on the weathered wooden door.

I shifted my weight from one foot to the other, tugging at the hem of my crop top. My stomach was in knots. Thirty days on this godforsaken farm or another year locked up. Some choice.

The door swung open, and there he stood – Farmer Easton. Just looking at him made my blood boil. He was the reason I was here, after all. His testimony had sent my best friend to jail for six months. The truck vandalism had been sweet, sweet revenge – until I got caught.

"Mr. Easton," Deputy Morris said, "here's Riley Jensen, as arranged with Judge Peterson."

Farmer Easton looked me up and down, his face unreadable. He was older than I remembered from court – maybe late fifties – but still strong and sturdy like an oak tree. His salt-and-pepper hair was cropped short, and his tanned skin was weathered from years of outdoor work.

"Come in," he said finally, stepping aside.

The deputy tipped his hat. "She's all yours now. Call if there's any trouble." The threat in his voice was clear. I was on thin ice, and we all knew it.

I followed Farmer Easton into the house, taking in the rustic furniture and the smell of fresh-baked bread. It was homey in a way that made me uncomfortable.

"Sit," he commanded, pointing to a kitchen chair.

I sat, crossing my arms over my chest defiantly. "Let's get this over with."

Farmer Easton leaned against the counter, his eyes hard. "You did five thousand dollars' worth of damage to my truck, Miss. There are consequences." He pushed away from the counter. "Speaking of consequences, here are yours. You'll work here for thirty days. You'll follow my rules, do as you're told, and maybe learn something about respect."

"Whatever," I muttered.

His eyes narrowed. "Rule one: You will address me as 'Mr. Easton' or 'sir.' Rule two: You will complete all assigned tasks without complaint. Rule three: The north barn is off-limits. Rule four: No leaving the property. Break any of these rules, and I call Deputy Morris to take you back to jail."

The kitchen door swung open, and a younger man walked in. He was tall with broad shoulders, wearing a tight t-shirt that showed off impressive muscles. His jawline was sharp, and his eyes were the same steely blue as Farmer Easton's.

"This is my son, Beau," Farmer Easton said. "He'll be keeping an eye on you when I'm busy."

Beau's eyes traveled slowly from my face down to my chest, then lower to my exposed midriff. I felt my cheeks flush despite myself.

"So this is the truck vandal," he said, voice deep and smooth. "Not what I expected."

"What did you expect?" I shot back.

The corner of his mouth twitched. "Someone less pretty, for starters."

Before I could respond, another man appeared in the doorway – younger than Farmer Easton but older than Beau, with sun-bleached hair.

"Henry," Farmer Easton addressed him, "this is Riley. She'll be staying with us for a month to work off her debt."

Henry nodded at me. "I'll show her around if you want, boss."

"Good idea." Farmer Easton turned to me. "Henry will show you where you'll be staying and explain your duties. Remember the rules, Riley."

I followed Henry out, feeling Beau's eyes on my back as I left.

"Don't mind them," Henry said as we crossed the yard. "They're tough but fair."

"I'm sure," I replied, rolling my eyes.

Henry led me to a small cabin behind the main house. Inside was a simple bed, dresser, and bathroom. "It's not much, but it's clean," he said.

"It's better than jail," I admitted, tossing my small backpack onto the bed.

Henry smiled. "That's the spirit. Come on, I'll show you around."

The tour was brief. Henry pointed out the chicken coops, the vegetable garden, and the various barns. He hesitated when we reached a large red structure on the north side of the property.

"That's the north barn," he said. "Like Mr. Easton said, it's off-limits."

"Why? What's in there?" I asked.

Henry shrugged, not meeting my eyes. "Just special livestock. Nothing for you to worry about."

I didn't believe him for a second.

That night, after a quiet dinner with Farmer Easton and Beau, I lay on my bed staring at the ceiling. The mattress was surprisingly comfortable, but sleep wouldn't come.

Around midnight, I heard strange sounds from the direction of the north barn. It wasn't like any animal I'd ever heard – more like... moaning? Human moaning?

My curiosity got the better of me. I slipped on my shoes and crept out of the cabin, staying in the shadows as I made my way toward the forbidden barn.

The moon was full, giving me enough light to navigate around puddles and equipment. As I got closer, the sounds grew louder – definitely women's voices, punctuated by what sounded like mechanical humming.

I reached the barn and found a small window at the back. Standing on tiptoe, I peered inside.

What I saw made my jaw drop. Women – completely naked – were arranged in stalls like animals. Their breasts were enormous, unnaturally so, and hanging beneath them like udders. Henry was moving between them, attaching some kind of suction device to their nipples.

One woman moaned loudly as the machine began to pump, extracting milk from her swollen breasts. Her face was contorted not in pain, but unmistakable pleasure.

My heart raced, and I felt a strange heat building between my legs. What the hell kind of farm was this?

A twig snapped behind me. I whirled around to find Beau standing there, arms crossed, moonlight highlighting his muscular frame.

"Curious little thing, aren't you?" he said, voice low and dangerous.

I bolted, running as fast as I could back toward the house. I could hear Beau's footsteps pounding behind me. Just as I reached for my door, his hand closed around my wrist.

"Let me go!" I yelled, struggling against his grip.

"Not a chance," he growled, pulling me against his chest. "You broke rule three before your first day was even over."

I fought harder, scratching at his arms and kicking.

"Dad!" he called out. "We've got a problem!"

Moments later, Farmer Easton appeared, taking in the scene with narrowed eyes.

"She was spying on the north barn," Beau explained.

Farmer Easton's expression darkened. "I see. Well, Riley, it seems regular farm work isn't going to be punishment enough for you."

"What are you going to do? Send me back to jail?" I spat, still struggling against Beau's iron grip.

Farmer Easton smiled, but there was no warmth in it. "Oh no. I have something much more fitting in mind. Something that will teach you the lesson you so desperately need to learn."

A shiver ran down my spine, but underneath my fear was something else – a strange, unwelcome flicker of excitement.

"Take her to the barn," Farmer Easton ordered his son. "Let's show her exactly what happens to girls who don't follow the rules on my ranch."


TWO

Beau dragged me through the darkness toward the north barn, his grip painfully tight around my upper arm. I stumbled over the uneven ground, my heart hammering against my ribs.

"Let me go!" I hissed, trying to wrench myself free. I scratched at his arm and face. "I'll leave! I'll tell the judge I couldn't handle it!"

"Too late for that," Beau replied, voice hard as flint. "You should've thought about consequences before breaking the rules."

The barn door swung open, and light spilled out into the night. Henry stood in the doorway, concern etched on his face.

"What's going on?" he asked, eyes widening when he saw my struggling form.

"Caught her spying," Beau explained, shoving me forward.

Inside, the barn was warm and smelled of hay and something sweet I couldn't identify. My eyes darted around nervously, taking in the row of stalls where naked women lay or knelt. Some looked up at our entrance, their enormous breasts swaying beneath them. Up close, they looked even more unreal – impossibly full and round, with large, dark nipples that leaked creamy white liquid.

Farmer Easton was already inside, standing next to a steel table covered with medical equipment.

"Bring her here," he ordered.

Beau pushed me forward. I stumbled, falling to my knees in front of Farmer Easton. The concrete floor was cold and rough against my bare skin.

"I caught her peeking through the window," Beau reported, touching the scratch on his cheek. "She put up quite a fight."

Farmer Easton crouched down to my level, his eyes boring into mine. "Do you know what you saw tonight, Riley?"

I swallowed hard. "Women... being milked like cows."

"Hucows," he corrected. "Human cows. They provide something very special – premium human milk that sells for top dollar."

"That's sick," I said, but my voice lacked conviction.

Farmer Easton noticed my hesitation and smiled. "Is it? Look at them." He gestured around the barn. "Do they look like they're suffering?"

I glanced at the women again. They did look... content. Some were even smiling dreamily as they were milked by the machines.

"I don't understand," I admitted.

"The process creates intense pleasure," Farmer Easton explained, standing back up. "The transformation enhances sensitivity and triggers constant arousal. Being milked feels better than any orgasm you've ever had."

Despite myself, I felt a twinge of curiosity. Heat spread through my body.

"So what now?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady. "You're going to call the cops? Send me back to jail?"

Farmer Easton exchanged a look with Beau. "No. I think a different approach is needed for you. Regular farm work clearly isn't going to teach you respect or discipline."

My mouth went dry. "What do you mean?"

"I'm offering you a choice," he said. "Go back to jail for violating our agreement, or become one of my hucows for the next thirty days."

I stared at him in disbelief. "You can't be serious."

"Very serious," he replied. "As a hucow, you'll learn obedience, service, and most importantly, your place. When your sentence is complete, you'll be free to go – assuming you want to." He glanced meaningfully at the other women in the barn.

"And if I refuse?"

"Deputy Morris takes you back to county tonight. I will not make you stay here if you don’t want to. I’m a good farmer who only wants milk from willing cows. This is entirely your choice."

I looked around the barn again. The women did seem happy, their faces blissful as the machines worked their swollen breasts. One caught my eye and smiled lazily.

"I..." My voice faltered. "I don't know."

"Let me show you something," Henry said suddenly, stepping forward. He led me to one of the stalls where a redhead was being milked. "This is Suzie. She came here just like you, to work off a debt."

Suzie looked up at me, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure. "Best decision I ever made," she moaned as the machine pulsed. "God, it feels so good."

I watched, mesmerized, as milk flowed from her enormous breasts through clear tubes into a collection tank. My own nipples hardened in response, and I crossed my arms over my chest to hide my body's betrayal.

"Does it hurt?" I asked quietly.

"Only at first," Suzie replied. "Then it's... heaven."

I turned back to Farmer Easton, my mind racing. Jail meant a year of my life wasted. This was only thirty days, and if these women were to be believed, it might not be as terrible as it seemed.

"If I do this... become a hucow... what exactly happens to me?" I asked cautiously.

Farmer Easton's expression softened slightly. "We'll inject you with a special serum that triggers lactation and breast growth. You'll be milked regularly and kept in a stall like the others. You'll be well-fed and cared for."

"And... bred?" I asked, remembering the term I'd overheard.

Beau smirked. "That's part of it. Regular sexual stimulation increases milk production."

My cheeks burned, but I couldn't deny the flutter of excitement deep in my core.

"Thirty days," I said finally. "And then I'm free to go?"

"That's the deal," Farmer Easton confirmed. “I’ll even put it in writing if you want.”

I took a deep breath. "Fine. I'll do it. I accept the deal."

Henry looked surprised, but Beau's grin widened. Farmer Easton simply nodded.

"Strip," he ordered.

My heart skipped a beat. "What, now? Can't I have some privacy or—"

"Privacy is a privilege, not for cows," Farmer Easton interrupted.

Hands trembling, I pulled my crop top over my head, revealing my modest breasts. Next came my shorts, then finally my underwear. I stood naked before the three men, fighting the urge to cover myself.

"On the table," Farmer Easton directed.

I climbed onto the cold steel table, lying back as instructed. Henry moved to my side, securing soft restraints around my wrists and ankles. I tugged experimentally – they weren't tight enough to hurt, but escape was impossible.

"This will sting," Farmer Easton warned, filling a syringe with translucent pink liquid.

I turned my head away as the needle pierced the skin of my upper arm. It burned going in, like fire spreading through my veins. I gasped, arching my back off the table.

"The first dose is always the most intense," Henry explained, wiping my forehead with a cool cloth. "Try to breathe through it."

The burning sensation spread throughout my body, pooling in my breasts and between my legs. My nipples became painfully hard, and I could feel my pussy growing wet.

"What's happening to me?" I whimpered as waves of heat washed over me.

"The serum is working," Beau said, watching with obvious interest as my breasts began to tingle and swell slightly. "Your body is changing."

I moaned as the sensations intensified. My skin felt hypersensitive, every brush of air against my naked body sending shivers down my spine. Between my legs, I was soaking wet, my clit throbbing with need.

"Please," I gasped, not even sure what I was asking for.

Farmer Easton checked my vital signs, then nodded to Henry. "She's responding well. Get her settled in a stall for the night. The major changes will happen overnight."

Henry unstrapped me and helped me off the table. My legs were wobbly, and I had to lean on him for support. He guided me to an empty stall lined with fresh hay and gently lowered me onto it.

"Try to rest," he advised. "Tomorrow will be... intense."

As he turned to leave, I grabbed his hand. "Will it hurt? The changes?"

His expression softened. "Not exactly. It's more overwhelming than painful. And afterwards..." He glanced at the other women. "Well, you heard Suzie."

After he left, I curled up on the hay, my body still burning with unnatural heat. I could already feel my breasts growing heavier, more sensitive. When I touched them experimentally, I gasped at the jolt of pleasure that shot through me.

What had I gotten myself into?

***

In the stall next to mine, a blonde woman was being "bred" by Beau. She was magnificent in her transformation—her body fully embracing the hucow changes that were only beginning in mine. Her breasts were enormous, at least triple the size of what mine currently were, hanging heavily beneath her as she positioned herself on all fours. Her tits swayed with Beau's thrusts, droplets of milk spattering the hay beneath her like rain. Her nipples were dark and distended, as thick as my thumb and leaking constantly.

Every inch of her body seemed designed for her purpose. Her hips had widened to create the perfect breeding stance, her waist narrowing to accentuate her fertility. Her blonde hair was longer than seemed natural, cascading down her back in waves that Beau now gripped tightly in his fist, using it to arch her back at an impossible angle.

Her face was a portrait of ecstasy—eyes half-lidded and unfocused, lips parted and swollen from biting them. Each thrust from Beau drew a different sound from her throat—sometimes a low, animal moan, sometimes a high-pitched whimper, occasionally a full-throated scream when he hit something particularly sensitive inside her.

"Please, please, please," she begged between gasps, though it wasn't clear if she was pleading for him to stop or continue. Her entire body quivered with each impact, her generous ass rippling as his hips slammed against her.

Beau wasn't gentle. He gripped her hips hard enough to leave fingerprints, occasionally delivering sharp slaps to her rear that left bright red handprints on her pale skin. Yet her response was always the same—more desperate moans, more pushing back against him, seeking deeper penetration.

"Good cow," he growled as he pounded into her relentlessly. "Give me every drop of that sweet milk while I fill you up."

On cue, her breasts seemed to release more milk, the flow increasing from droplets to streams that puddled on the hay. Her face contorted in an expression so intense it looked almost like pain, but the sounds she made were unmistakably those of pleasure.

When she came, her entire body went rigid before convulsing in waves. Her arms gave out, face pressing into the hay as her ass remained elevated, still receiving Beau's relentless attention. He didn't slow or show mercy during her orgasm—if anything, he increased his pace, prolonging her pleasure until she was sobbing from the intensity.

Only when he reached his own climax did he slow, grinding against her as he emptied himself inside her. He remained there for long moments, both of them panting heavily, before slowly withdrawing. A mixture of his seed and her pussy juices glistened on her inner thighs, marking her as thoroughly claimed.

The sight should have disgusted me, but instead, I felt a rush of arousal so intense it was almost painful. I squeezed my thighs together to soothe my aching clit, desperate for relief, imagining what it would feel like when my transformation was complete and I could experience what she just had.

As the night wore on, the changes accelerated. My breasts grew visibly larger, the skin stretching tight and sensitive. My nipples darkened and expanded, becoming thick and prominent. By dawn, tiny droplets of milk had begun to bead at their tips.

I drifted in and out of sleep, caught between fear and excitement. Whatever I was becoming, there was no turning back now.


THREE

I woke to the sound of moaning.

The first thing I noticed was the weight on my chest. Looking down, I gasped. My breasts had swollen to at least triple their original size overnight. They were firm and round, the skin stretched taut and shiny. My nipples had darkened to a deep brown and grown to the size of silver dollars, protruding prominently. When I touched one experimentally, a jolt of pleasure shot through me so intense that I cried out.

A small stream of milk leaked from the tip, trickling down the curve of my breast.

"Holy shit," I whispered, staring at the white droplet on my finger.

"Impressive transformation," a voice said.

I looked up to see Henry standing at the entrance to my stall, holding a tray of food. His eyes were fixed on my newly enhanced chest.

"What did you do to me?" I asked, trying to sound angry but failing. My voice came out breathy and weak.

"The serum works differently on each woman," Henry explained, setting the tray down beside me. "You're a particularly good responder. Those might get even bigger."

I crossed my arms over my chest, only to find I couldn't fully cover my new endowments. The pressure of my arms against my breasts sent another wave of pleasure through me, and I bit my lip to stifle a moan.

"Eat," Henry instructed. "You'll need your strength for your first milking."

The food was a thick, sweet porridge that tasted better than it looked. I devoured it, suddenly ravenous. As I ate, I watched the other hucows being led from their stalls. Their massive breasts swayed heavily beneath them, leaking milk onto the concrete floor. Some walked upright, but others moved on all fours like actual cows.

"Will I have to do that?" I asked, nodding toward a brunette crawling behind Beau.

"Eventually," Henry replied. "Most find it more comfortable with their new... proportions."

When I finished eating, Henry helped me to my feet. My center of gravity had shifted drastically, and I wobbled, unused to the weight on my chest. He steadied me with a hand on my waist, the touch sending sparks across my skin.

"You'll get used to it," he assured me, leading me to the milking station.

The equipment looked intimidating – a cushioned bench to lean over, with a stainless steel contraption hanging from the ceiling. Transparent tubes dangled from it, ending in cup-shaped suction devices.

"This is..." My voice trailed off as Henry positioned me over the bench.

"Your new routine," he finished for me. "Lean forward and rest on your elbows."

I complied, feeling exposed as my breasts hung down heavily.

"This will feel intense the first time," Henry warned, adjusting the height of the milking apparatus. "But most women find it extremely pleasurable."

"I'm not 'most women,'" I shot back, determined to maintain some defiance despite my compromising position.

Henry just smiled. "We'll see."

He coated my nipples with a slick lubricant that tingled on contact. I gasped, my back arching involuntarily. Then he positioned the suction cups under each breast, allowing my nipples to center in the openings.

"Ready?" he asked.

Before I could answer, he flipped a switch. The machine hummed to life, and the cups sealed around my areolas. The suction was gentle at first, a rhythmic pull that made me gasp. Then it intensified, creating a pulsing pressure that sent waves of pleasure radiating through my entire body.

"Oh god," I moaned, my knees threatening to buckle.

"Hold still," Henry instructed, his voice low. "Let it happen."

The machine pulled at my nipples, drawing them deeper into the suction cups. I watched in fascination as the first streams of milk began to flow through the tubes, white and creamy.

"That's it," Henry encouraged. "You're doing well."

Each pull of the machine sent a corresponding throb between my legs. My pussy was dripping wet, clenching emptily as the pleasure built. I couldn't believe how good it felt, like a thousand tiny orgasms cascading through my nerves.

"I can't—" I gasped, my hips rocking unconsciously. "It's too much."

"Just breathe through it," Henry said, his hand resting lightly on my lower back. "Your body was made for this now."

I whimpered as the intensity grew. My milk flowed faster, spurting rhythmically with each pull of the machine. The sight of my own milk flowing through the tubes was strangely erotic, and I couldn't tear my eyes away.

"Look how much you're producing already," Henry marveled. "You're a natural."

I wanted to object, to maintain that this was punishment, not pleasure – but a particularly strong pull made me cry out as a mini orgasm rippled through me. My thighs trembled, and I felt a gush of wetness between them.

"Did you just...?" Henry asked, eyebrows raised.

I nodded, too overcome to speak. Shame and arousal battled within me. I wasn't supposed to enjoy this. It was meant to be humiliating, degrading – a punishment for breaking the rules. Instead, my traitorous body was reveling in it.

"Some hucows can orgasm just from milking," Henry explained, his voice husky. "It's rare for it to happen the first time, though. You really are special."

I should have hated the note of pride in his voice, but instead, it sent another thrill through me. I wanted to be good at this. I wanted to produce more milk than any of them had seen before.

The realization shocked me, and I tried to cling to my resistance. "I'm not your cow," I said between gasps. "This is just... temporary."

Henry's hand moved lower, resting just above the curve of my ass. "Then why are you pushing back against the machine, trying to get more suction?"

I hadn't even realized I was doing it, but he was right. My body was working against my words, seeking more of the exquisite sensation.

"It's just a physical response," I insisted weakly.

"Maybe," Henry conceded. "Or maybe you're discovering what you really want."

The milking continued for what felt like hours but was probably only twenty minutes. By the end, my breasts felt lighter but still full, and the collection container held an impressive amount of milk.

The Farmer came over to assess the progress, his hand grabbing my ass as he circled me.

"Very good yield for a first timer," Farmer Easton commented, appearing beside us to inspect the results. "Quality looks excellent too."

Pride bloomed in my chest. I'd done well. I'd produced good milk.

"Thank you, sir," I found myself saying, the words slipping out unbidden.

Farmer Easton looked pleased. "Already learning. Good girl."

As Henry disconnected me from the machine, I became acutely aware of the wetness between my thighs. The milking had been intensely arousing, but it hadn't provided the final release my body now craved desperately.

"What happens now?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

"Now that you've been milked, it's time for the second part of your training," Farmer Easton said, nodding to Beau who had just entered the barn.

Beau grinned, his eyes roaming hungrily over my naked body. "My turn," he said.

I remembered what they'd said about "breeding" increasing milk production. My pussy clenched at the thought, and I hated myself for the surge of anticipation.

"I don't want—" I began, but the protest died on my lips as Beau stepped closer, his masculine scent enveloping me.

"Your body says otherwise," he observed, reaching between my legs to find me soaking wet. "Milking always leaves them desperate to be filled."

I should have slapped his hand away, should have fought, but the touch of his fingers against my swollen pussy lips made me whimper with need.

"Take her to the breeding stall," Farmer Easton instructed. "Show her what happens to horny hucows."

Beau led me to a different area, a stall with a padded bench that positioned my ass in the air and my face down. As he secured my wrists to the front legs of the bench, I made one last attempt at defiance.

"This is punishment, not pleasure," I said firmly, more to convince myself than him.

Beau chuckled, positioning himself behind me. "It can be both," he replied, running his hands over the scratch marks on his cheek. "And I owe you for this."

Without warning, he slapped my ass hard. I yelped, the sting radiating across my skin. Before I could recover, he delivered another slap to the other cheek.

"That's for trying to escape," he said, rubbing the reddened flesh. Despite the pain, I felt my arousal intensify, my pussy clenching emptily.

"And this," he continued, positioning his cock at my entrance, "is for scratching my face."

He thrust into me in one smooth motion, filling me completely. I cried out at the sudden intrusion, my body stretching to accommodate his size. It had been months since I'd had sex, and never with someone so well-endowed.

"Fuck, you're tight," Beau groaned, gripping my hips.

He began to move, setting a punishing pace that had me gasping. Each thrust sent my new breasts swinging beneath me, the sensation adding to the overwhelming pleasure.

"You like this, don't you?" Beau taunted, reaching around to pinch one of my nipples. Milk squirted from the tip, spattering the floor beneath us. "Being fucked like the cow you are."

"No," I gasped, but my body betrayed me again as an orgasm built rapidly. "I don't—"

"Liar," he growled, slapping my ass again. "Your pussy is squeezing my cock like it never wants to let go."

He was right. Despite my protests, I was pushing back against him, meeting each thrust with growing enthusiasm. My mind might be resistant, but my body had fully surrendered.

"Please," I whimpered, not even sure what I was begging for.

"Please what?" Beau demanded, slowing his pace teasingly. "Say it. Tell me what you want."

I bit my lip, fighting the words, but the need was too great. "Please fuck me harder," I finally whispered.

"What are you?" he pressed, his hand tangling in my hair.

I hesitated, the last shred of my resistance crumbling. "A hucow," I admitted. "I'm your hucow."

"Good girl," Beau praised, immediately rewarding me with deeper, harder thrusts.

The orgasm hit me like a freight train, making me scream and convulse around his cock. My pussy clamped down on him rhythmically, milking his shaft as thoroughly as the machine had milked my breasts. My vision blurred, and for a moment, I thought I might pass out from the intensity.

Beau followed shortly after, groaning as he emptied himself inside me. The warm rush of his cum triggered another smaller orgasm, and I moaned weakly, utterly spent.

As he pulled out, I felt the mixture of our fluids trickling down my thighs.

"Not bad for your first breeding," Beau commented, releasing my restraints. "You'll get another milking this evening, and your production should be even better after this."

I nodded weakly, too exhausted to form words.

Collapsing onto the fresh hay, I curled up on my side, my new breasts pillowing beneath me. My body ached pleasantly, and my mind was a confusing swirl of conflicting emotions. I'd been milked and bred like an animal, and the worst part was, I'd loved every second of it.

Tears slipped silently down my cheeks – not from pain or humiliation, but from the terrifying realization that after just one day, my punishment was already becoming my pleasure.


FOUR

Two weeks had passed since my transformation began, and my body had changed in ways I never thought possible.

My breasts had grown to an almost absurd size, heavy and full on my chest. Walking upright had become a challenge, so I'd adapted to moving on all fours like the other hucows. My nipples had darkened further and remained constantly erect, leaking milk even between milkings.

I knelt in my stall, watching the morning light filter through the barn windows. My routine had become predictable: morning milking, feeding, afternoon breeding, evening milking, sleep. Repeat. The days blurred together in a haze of milk and sex and overwhelming sensation.

"Good morning, Riley," Henry said, appearing at my stall with breakfast.

Unlike Beau's rough handling, Henry had remained gentle with me, almost tender. He set down the tray of nutrient-rich porridge that kept us hucows healthy and productive.

"Morning," I replied, leaning forward to eat without using my hands. It had felt degrading at first, eating from a trough like an animal, but now it seemed natural.

Henry watched me eat, his eyes lingering on my swollen breasts. "Farmer Easton wants to see you after your morning milking," he said. "He's been monitoring your production. You're outputting more than any new hucow he's ever had."

A flutter of pride rose in my chest. "Really?"

"Really." Henry smiled. "It's quite impressive."

I tried not to show how pleased I was by the praise, but I couldn't help the warmth spreading through me. Two weeks ago, I would have been disgusted by the very idea of being proud of my milk production. Now, it felt like an achievement.

"Time for milking," Henry announced, attaching a lead to the collar I now wore permanently around my neck.

I followed him to the milking station on all fours, my breasts swaying heavily beneath me. The concrete floor was cold against my hands and knees, but I'd grown accustomed to it. The other hucows were already in position, moaning as Beau and Farmer Easton attached them to the machines.

Henry guided me to my usual spot and helped me into position. My breasts hung down, full and aching for release. They'd become so sensitive that even the brush of air against my nipples made me shiver with pleasure.

"Ready?" Henry asked, positioning the suction cups.

I nodded eagerly, no longer bothering to hide my enthusiasm. The machine hummed to life, cups sealing around my nipples with familiar pressure. The first pull made me gasp, my back arching.

"Oh god," I moaned as my milk began to flow. The sensation was indescribable – a mixture of relief and intense pleasure that radiated through my entire body.

Henry adjusted the suction, watching as my milk sprayed into the collection tubes. "Beautiful," he murmured, more to himself than to me.

I lost myself in the rhythm of the machine, each pull sending waves of pleasure from my nipples to my core. My pussy grew slick and ready as the milking progressed, a Pavlovian response that now seemed perfectly natural.

Unlike my first milking, I no longer fought the sensations. I surrendered to them completely, moaning and pushing my breasts deeper into the cups to maximize the suction.

"Such a good girl," Henry praised, his hand stroking my back. The touch sent sparks across my skin.

When the flow of milk finally slowed, Henry switched off the machine. My breasts felt lighter but still full enough for a second milking later. I'd learned that the farm never completely drained us – it kept our bodies producing more.

"Impressive yield," Farmer Easton commented, examining the collection tank. "Nearly two gallons. You've taken to this remarkably well, Riley."

"Thank you, sir," I replied automatically, the respectful address now coming naturally.

"Follow me," he instructed, leading me to his office at the far end of the barn.

Inside, Farmer Easton gestured for me to kneel on a cushioned pad while he sat at his desk. Charts and records covered the walls – milk production statistics for each hucow on the farm.

"I've been monitoring your progress," he said, turning a computer screen so I could see it. A graph showed my daily milk output, the line climbing steadily upward. "You're our top producer, despite being so new."

"I am?" I couldn't hide my surprise – or my pleasure at the news.

"Indeed." He studied me thoughtfully. "Your body has adapted perfectly to the serum. But more importantly, your attitude has changed significantly."

I lowered my eyes, knowing he was right. The defiant girl who'd arrived at the farm was gone, replaced by someone – something – else entirely.

"Tell me, Riley," Farmer Easton continued, "how do you feel about your transformation now?"

I hesitated, struggling to articulate the complex emotions I'd experienced over the past two weeks. "I... It's not what I expected," I admitted. "It feels good. Too good."

"And that bothers you?" he pressed.

"It should, shouldn't it?" I looked up at him, genuinely confused. "This was supposed to be punishment."

Farmer Easton smiled. "The best punishments reveal truths we've been hiding from ourselves. Perhaps this lifestyle suits you in ways you never imagined."

Before I could respond, the door opened and Beau entered.

"You wanted to see me, Dad?"

"Yes," Farmer Easton replied. "I think Riley here is ready for the next phase of her training. Her milk production is exceptional, but I believe we can push it even higher with the right... motivation."

Beau grinned, his eyes raking over my naked form. "I've been waiting for this."


FIVE

My stomach twisted with anticipation. I'd become accustomed to daily breeding, but there was something in Beau's expression that suggested this would be different.

"Back to the barn," Farmer Easton instructed, rising from his chair.

I followed them back to the main area, where I saw Henry talking with another farmhand – Peter, a muscular man with dark hair who usually worked with the more experienced hucows. The two of them watched with obvious interest as I crawled past, their eyes lingering on my swaying udders.

"Today," Farmer Easton announced, "I want you three to handle Riley's intensive breeding program. Maximum stimulation for maximum output."

My heart raced as I realized what he meant. Until now, I'd been bred primarily by Beau, with Henry occasionally taking his turn. The addition of Peter and the knowing looks between the three men suggested something more intense than my usual breeding sessions.

They led me to the breeding station, a more elaborate setup than the simple bench I was used to. This one had multiple restraints and could be adjusted to various positions.

"On your back first," Beau instructed, helping me onto the padded surface. "We want to watch those udders bounce while we fuck you."

The three men secured my wrists and ankles with padded cuffs, leaving me spread-eagled and completely exposed. I felt a moment of panic, a flash of my old resistance, but it was quickly overwhelmed by the hot arousal pooling between my legs.

"The program is simple," Beau explained, running his hands roughly over my breasts. "We're going to take turns filling every hole you've got. Dad thinks it'll double your production."

"Look how wet she is already," Peter observed, his fingers probing between my legs without ceremony. "This cow's just a fuck-hungry milk machine now."

I should have been horrified by his degrading words. Instead, I felt a perverse excitement. My pussy was already soaking wet, clenching emptily in anticipation.

"Who's first?" Henry asked, his usual gentleness replaced by something darker, hungrier.

"I'll start," Beau said, unbuckling his belt. "I've been wanting to fuck these tits since they grew in."

He wasted no time, straddling my chest and positioning his thick cock between my swollen breasts. He pressed them together around his shaft, creating a tight channel that he immediately began to thrust into.

"Fucking perfect milk jugs," he grunted, pinching my nipples hard enough to make me cry out. Milk sprayed from the tips, coating his cock as he slid between my breasts. "You were made for this, weren't you, cow?"

"Yes," I gasped, the word falling from my lips before I could stop it.

Peter laughed, positioning himself between my spread thighs. "Listen to that. She knows what she is." Without warning, he thrust into my pussy, filling me completely in one brutal stroke.

I screamed, my back arching off the bench. He was bigger than Beau, stretching me almost painfully. But the pain quickly gave way to pleasure as he began to move, establishing a rough, steady rhythm that matched Beau's thrusts between my breasts.

"Tight little fuck-hole for a milker who's been bred daily," Peter grunted, gripping my thighs hard enough to bruise. "I'm going to pump you full, see if we can make these udders even bigger."

My breasts bounced with each thrust, leaking milk that ran down my sides and pooled on the bench beneath me. Beau's cock grew slick with it as he continued to fuck my cleavage.

"Look at that," Henry said, stroking himself as he watched. "She's leaking everywhere. This cow was born to be milked and fucked."

As if on cue, Henry approached with a hand-operated milking device. He attached the cups to my nipples while Peter continued pounding into my pussy and Beau thrust between my breasts.

"Let's see how much we can get out of these tits while you're being filled from both ends," Henry said, his voice huskier than I'd ever heard it.

The triple stimulation was overwhelming. I thrashed against my restraints, incoherent sounds escaping my throat as pleasure built to impossible heights. The milking cups pulled rhythmically at my nipples while Peter's cock drove relentlessly into my soaking pussy and Beau continued fucking my breasts.

"Oh god," I moaned, my eyes rolling back. "I can't... it's too much..."

"Too much?" Peter laughed, slapping my thigh hard. "This is what you're for, cow. Taking cock and giving milk. That's your only purpose now."

"That's right," Beau growled, his pace increasing. "Just a set of holes and a pair of udders. Nothing more."

The degrading words should have angered me, should have awakened that rebellious girl who'd arrived at the farm weeks ago. Instead, they pushed me closer to the edge, my pussy clenching around Peter's invading cock as my orgasm built.

"She loves it," Henry observed, adjusting the suction on the milking device. "Look at her face. She's about to come just from being told what she is."

"Are you gonna come, cow?" Peter demanded, driving deeper. "Are you gonna milk my cock with that tight little pussy?"

"Yes!" I cried out, unable to hold back any longer. "Yes, please!"

"Fuck, she's squeezing me," Peter groaned, his rhythm faltering. "This greedy cunt is trying to drain me dry."

The orgasm hit me without warning, making me scream as my body convulsed. My pussy clamped down on Peter's cock as waves of pleasure crashed through me. My milk flowed faster, spraying into the collection cups with new force.

"That's it," Henry encouraged, increasing the suction. "Give us all that milk while you come."

Peter groaned, his hips slamming forward as he reached his own climax. I felt his hot cum flooding me, triggering another smaller orgasm that left me gasping for breath.

Beau followed moments later, pulling away from my breasts to shoot his load across my face and neck. "Marked like the breeding animal you are," he said with satisfaction.

Before I could recover, they repositioned me. Peter stepped away, and Henry took his place between my legs while Beau moved to my mouth.

"Suck it clean," Beau commanded, pressing his milk-covered cock against my lips. "Taste yourself on me."

I opened obediently, taking him into my mouth while Henry thrust into my cum-filled pussy. The taste of my own milk mingled with Beau's masculine flavor, creating an intoxicating combination that made me moan around his shaft.

"Listen to her," Henry said, his usual gentleness completely gone as he established a brutal pace. "Moaning like a bitch in heat while she takes cock in both holes."

"Best conversion I've ever seen," Peter commented, watching as he recovered. "From stuck-up little criminal to eager breeding cow in just two weeks."

They took turns using me throughout the day in an endless cycle of pleasure and submission. The three men worked seamlessly together, as if they'd choreographed this breeding session countless times before. No sooner would one finish than another would take his place, giving me no time to recover between orgasms.

Beau was the roughest, treating me like property to be used. He'd grab my hair roughly, forcing my head back as he thrust into my mouth. "That's it, cow. Take it deeper," he'd growl, pushing until I gagged around his thickness. When he took me from behind, his hands would leave red marks on my ass, marking me as he claimed my body with punishing thrusts.

Peter was methodical, almost clinical in his approach. He'd position my body exactly how he wanted it, adjusting my limbs like I was a doll. "Perfect," he'd murmur, before driving into me with mechanical precision, hitting spots inside me that made my vision blur. He seemed to take pride in extracting the most intense reactions, studying my face as I came apart beneath him.

Henry surprised me most. His usual gentleness was gone, replaced by a dominant intensity I hadn't witnessed before. He'd whisper filthy degradations in my ear while maintaining eye contact, making sure I understood my place. "Look at you," he'd say, "dripping milk while you take cock. This is all you're good for now."

The combinations changed throughout the day, each one bringing new sensations. Sometimes they'd place me on my back, my head hanging off the edge of the breeding bench while one of them fed me his cock. At the same time, another would be between my legs, thrusting deeply into my soaking pussy. My breasts would bounce wildly with each thrust, spraying milk across my chest and face.

Other times, they'd have me straddle one of them as he lay on his back, riding his cock while another stood in front of me, his shaft pushing between my lips. They'd establish a rhythm, moving me between them like a puppet, using my body for their pleasure while the milking device continued its relentless suction on my nipples.

"Look how much she's producing," Peter commented during one rotation, noting the milk filling the collection container. He was seated on a stool while I knelt between his legs, my mouth working his length as Henry pounded into me from behind.

"It's the breeding," Henry replied, his fingers digging into my hips. "The more cock she takes, the more milk she gives. Basic hucow physiology."

Beau laughed, stroking himself as he waited his turn. "Who would have thought the angry little criminal would turn into such a perfect milk factory?"

They'd occasionally stop to hydrate me, letting me drink from a special nutrient-rich formula designed to keep my milk production high. During these brief respites, they'd massage my breasts, squeezing and kneading the sensitive flesh until I was moaning and begging for more.

"Please," I whimpered during one such break, my body aching with need despite the multiple orgasms I'd already experienced. "I need more."

"Listen to that," Beau chuckled. "Begging to be used like a proper cow."

The milking never ceased for long. When the portable device was removed to empty the collection container, one of the men would often suckle directly at my nipples, drawing the sweet liquid into their mouths. The sensation of a warm mouth replacing the mechanical suction would send shudders through my body, triggering mini-orgasms that left me gasping.

By mid-afternoon, they introduced new positions I hadn't experienced before. They arranged two breeding benches in an L-shape, laying me across both with my head on one and hips on the other. This positioning left my breasts hanging down in the space between, perfect for continued milking while providing easy access to both ends of my body.

Peter took advantage first, sliding beneath me to catch my dangling breasts in his hands. He guided one nipple to his mouth while Beau positioned himself at my other end, spreading my legs wide. Henry stood by my head, his cock level with my lips.

"Ready for all of us at once, cow?" Henry asked, his voice husky with arousal.

I nodded eagerly, opening my mouth to receive him just as Beau thrust into my pussy. The simultaneous penetration, combined with Peter's mouth on my sensitive nipple, overwhelmed my senses. I moaned around Henry's length, my body caught in a perfect storm of stimulation.

They maintained a steady rhythm, using me in concert. When Beau would thrust forward, Henry would pull back, keeping me constantly filled. Peter alternated between my breasts, his tongue flicking across my nipples in a way that made milk spray uncontrollably.

"She's absolutely gushing," Peter remarked, his face wet with my milk. "Best conversion I've ever seen."

The position changed again and again throughout the day. Sometimes I was on my side, one leg lifted high to allow deep penetration while another man used my mouth. Other times I was upright, straddling one man while facing another, my body sandwiched between them as they thrust in alternating patterns.

The most intense moment came when they positioned me on all fours on the breeding bench. Henry lay beneath me, his cock deep in my pussy, while Beau knelt before me, feeding his length into my eager mouth. Peter stood to the side, operating the milking device, which was now attached to a more powerful suction setting.

"Let's see if we can make her come some more," Peter suggested, adjusting the controls.

The suction increased dramatically, pulling at my nipples with almost painful intensity. Combined with Henry's perfect angle hitting my g-spot and Beau's cock filling my mouth, it created a perfect storm of sensation. The orgasm built rapidly, more powerful than any before it.

When it hit, I screamed around Beau's cock, my whole body convulsing. Henry groaned beneath me as my pussy clamped down on him rhythmically. My milk sprayed with new force into the collection tubes, triggering another wave of pleasure that seemed to go on forever.

"Fuck," Henry grunted, unable to hold back as my spasming channel milked his cock. He thrust upward, emptying himself inside me with a long groan.

Through it all, the milking never stopped. When one collection container filled, they would swap it for an empty one, ensuring that every drop of my milk was harvested. The constant stimulation of breeding seemed to make my production surge, my breasts somehow refilling faster than they could be emptied.

"Remarkable," Farmer Easton said, examining the collection tanks when he came to check on the results. "The intensive breeding program is even more effective than I hoped."

"This hucow's a fucking miracle," Peter said to his boss, slapping my ass as Henry pounded into me from behind. "Most hucows dry up after this much milking, but she just keeps producing."

"She was made for this," Beau replied, guiding his cock back into my mouth. "Weren't you, cow? Made to be bred and milked until there's nothing left?"

I moaned around his shaft, unable to form words but communicating my agreement through my enthusiasm. The truth was, I had never felt more fulfilled, more purposeful than I did in this moment—being used for exactly what my body had been transformed to do.

By evening, I was utterly spent, my body limp with exhaustion. My pussy and ass were raw and dripping with cum, my jaw ached from sucking, and my breasts had been milked so thoroughly that they felt like hollow shells.

Yet when they measured my final output for the day, it had nearly doubled.

"Remarkable," Farmer Easton said, examining the collection tanks. "The intensive breeding program is even more effective than I hoped."

I lay in my stall that night, my body aching pleasantly, replaying the day's events in my mind. I should have felt used, degraded, violated by the crude words and rough handling. Instead, I felt a strange sense of accomplishment. I'd pleased them. I'd produced more milk than ever before. I'd been a good hucow.

And strangest of all, I was happier than I'd ever been.


FIVE

A full month had passed. Thirty days of transformation. Thirty days of milking and breeding and discovery.

I knelt in my stall, watching the early morning light filter through the barn windows. My body had settled into its new form – breasts permanently enlarged, nipples perpetually erect and leaking. I'd become the farm's prized hucow, producing more milk than any of the others.

The door to the barn opened, and Farmer Easton entered, followed by Henry. They approached my stall, and something in their expressions made my heart skip.

"Good morning, Riley," Farmer Easton said. "How are you feeling today?"

"Good, sir," I replied, the respectful address now completely natural.

"Do you know what day it is?" he asked.

I thought for a moment. The days had blurred together in a pleasant haze of routine and sensation. Then it hit me – thirty days. My sentence was complete.

"It's... time," I said softly.

Farmer Easton nodded. "That's right. Your thirty days are up. You've served your sentence in full."

He opened the stall door and held out a hand. "Come with me."

I hesitated, looking at his outstretched hand. For weeks now, I'd moved on all fours, my heavy breasts making it uncomfortable to stand upright. But I took his hand and allowed him to help me to my feet.

Walking felt strange, almost unnatural. My breasts bounced painfully with each step, milk leaking from my nipples and running down my stomach. Henry draped a robe over my shoulders – the first clothing I'd worn in a month.

They led me to Farmer Easton's office. On the desk lay a stack of clothes – my clothes, the ones I'd arrived in. Next to them was an envelope.

"Sit," Farmer Easton said, gesturing to a chair.

I sat awkwardly, unused to the position. The robe fell open, revealing my naked body underneath, but I made no move to close it. Modesty seemed like a distant concept now.

"As agreed, you've served your thirty days as punishment for vandalism and attempted escape," Farmer Easton said formally. "Your debt is considered paid in full."

He pushed the envelope toward me. "This is payment for the milk you've produced. It's quite substantial – you've been exceptionally productive."

I stared at the envelope, then at the clothes.

"You're free to go, Riley," he continued. "You can get dressed, take your payment, and leave the farm today. Deputy Morris will pick you up later this afternoon if that's your choice."

"My choice?" I repeated, the words feeling strange in my mouth.

"Yes," Farmer Easton confirmed. "You have options now."

Henry stepped forward. "Riley, you've become our best producer. Your body has adapted perfectly to the hucow lifestyle." His eyes were focused on my leaking breasts. "The farm would benefit greatly if you stayed."

"Staying?" My heart raced. "As a hucow?"

"Yes," Farmer Easton said. "We would continue to administer the serum to maintain your current state. You would remain in the program permanently, with all the... activities that entails."

I looked down at my transformed body, at the milk still leaking from my swollen nipples. A month ago, I would have run from this place without a second thought, grateful to escape what I'd considered a humiliating punishment.

But now...

"Can I have some time to think?" I asked.

"Of course," Farmer Easton replied. "Take the day. Let us know your decision by sunset."

Henry escorted me outside, where the other hucows were grazing in the pasture. They looked peaceful, content in their simple existence of eating, milking, and breeding.

I sat on a bench, watching them. The sun felt good on my skin after so many days primarily indoors. I thought about what awaited me outside the farm – my crappy apartment, dead-end job prospects, struggling to make ends meet. I'd been on a path to nowhere before I came here.

"What's your life like outside the farm?" Henry asked, keeping a professional distance.

"Not great," I admitted. "No money, no real prospects. I was always getting into trouble." I gestured to my leaking breasts. "This should feel wrong. Degrading. But it doesn't anymore."

He nodded. "For some women, becoming a hucow isn't a punishment at all. It's freedom."

"Freedom," I repeated, testing the word. "How is this freedom? I'm literally kept in a stall, milked like an animal, fucked by multiple men..."

"And when was the last time you worried about bills?" Henry countered. "Or your future? Or what people think of you? Here, your purpose is simple – produce milk, receive pleasure, eat, sleep. All your needs are met."

He was right. In the midst of what should have been humiliation, I'd found a strange peace. Each day was structured and predictable. My body was valued for what it could produce. The constant physical pleasure had quieted the anxious thoughts that had plagued me for years.

"I need to think," I said, standing up.

Henry nodded. "Take all the time you need."

I walked around the property, seeing it with new eyes. The barns, the pastures, the farmhouse – all familiar now.

By late afternoon, I found myself back at the barn. The hucows were being brought in for their evening milking, and I felt a pang of longing. My breasts were painfully full, aching for the relief of the milking machine.

I slipped into the barn, watching as each woman was hooked up to the apparatus. Their faces reflected pure bliss as their milk flowed into the collection tanks. The sounds of their moans filled the air, a chorus of satisfaction that stirred something deep within me.

"Riley," Farmer Easton said, spotting me by the door. "Have you made your decision?"

All eyes turned to me – the farmhands, the hucows, Henry. I clutched the robe tighter around me, suddenly aware that this moment would define the rest of my life.

"I have," I said, my voice steadier than I expected.

I walked to the center of the barn, feeling the weight of everyone's gaze. Then, with deliberate slowness, I removed the robe, letting it fall to the floor around my feet. My naked body, transformed by the serum, stood revealed – massive breasts leaking milk, skin flushed with arousal.

"I want to stay," I declared. "I want to remain a hucow."

A murmur ran through the barn. The farmhands exchanged approving looks.

"You understand what this means?" Farmer Easton asked seriously. "This won't be temporary anymore. The changes to your body, the lifestyle – it will be permanent."

"I understand," I replied firmly. "This is what I want."

Farmer Easton nodded, satisfaction in his eyes. "Then kneel."

I dropped to all fours, the position now feeling more natural than standing upright. My breasts hung heavily beneath me, dripping milk onto the concrete floor.

"Welcome to the herd, Riley," Farmer Easton said. "Permanently."

Henry approached with the milking apparatus. "Let's get you milked," he said. "You must be uncomfortable."

The familiar sensation of the suction cups on my nipples sent waves of pleasure through me. As my milk began to flow, I closed my eyes in bliss, surrendering completely to the life I had chosen.

***

Later that evening, after the milking and feeding were complete, Henry came to my stall. Unlike the open pens where most hucows slept, I now had a private enclosure with a comfortable bed of fresh hay.

"They've assigned you your own stall," he explained. "Farmer Easton's orders – special treatment for our top producer." He looked down at me with a hungry expression I'd rarely seen from him before. "And since you've officially joined us permanently, I think it's time I showed you something new."

I looked up at him questioningly.

"You've been bred plenty of times," Henry said, his voice dropping lower, "but there's one hole we haven't properly trained yet."

My pulse quickened as I realized what he meant. In all my time at the farm, no one had taken my ass. It was the final frontier, the last part of me that hadn't been completely used.

"Turn around," Henry ordered, his usual professional demeanor replaced by something more commanding. "Ass up, face down."

I obeyed automatically, presenting myself to him. My breasts hung heavily beneath me, still occasionally dripping milk despite the thorough evening milking.

Henry knelt behind me, running his hands over the curves of my ass. "A good hucow needs to be useful in every way," he explained, spreading my cheeks to expose my tight, unused hole. "Every part of you belongs to the farm now."

I heard him spit, then felt the warm wetness as he rubbed his saliva around my puckered entrance. One finger pressed against the tight ring of muscle, gradually working its way inside. The intrusion burned at first, a sharp discomfort that made me whimper.

"Relax," Henry instructed, working his finger deeper. "Your body was made to be used. This is just another way to serve."

A second finger joined the first, stretching me further. The burning sensation gradually transformed into something else – not quite pleasure yet, but a fullness that sent confusing signals to my brain. My pussy grew wet in response, creating a stark contrast between the two sensations.

"Look at that," Henry commented, his free hand reaching between my legs to feel my arousal. "Your cunt is dripping just from having your ass played with. You really are a perfect breeding animal."

I moaned as his fingers found my clit, circling it with practiced precision while his other hand continued stretching my ass. It created an intense pressure that had me pushing back against his hand, silently begging for more.

"I think you're ready," Henry decided, withdrawing his fingers. I heard the sound of his zipper, then felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against my newly prepared hole.

"This might hurt," he warned, "but good hucows take whatever they're given."

He pushed forward, the head of his cock breaching the tight ring of muscle. I cried out, the stretching burn far more intense than his fingers had been. Henry paused, allowing me to adjust to the intrusion, before continuing his steady invasion.

"So fucking tight," he groaned, gripping my hips to hold me in place. "Your ass is gripping me like it never wants to let go."

Inch by inch, he worked his entire length into me, until I felt his hips pressed against my ass cheeks. The fullness was overwhelming, a strange mixture of discomfort and forbidden pleasure that had me trembling beneath him.

"Now you're truly complete," Henry said, beginning to move. "Bred in every hole, milk flowing from your tits, serving your purpose completely."

His thrusts started slow but gradually increased in force and speed. The initial pain gave way to an unfamiliar pleasure that built from deep inside. My pussy clenched emptily as he fucked my ass, my body confused by the new sensations.

Henry reached beneath me, squeezing my breasts roughly. Milk sprayed from my nipples, spattering the hay beneath us. "Even your tits know what you are," he grunted, his pace becoming more erratic. "A milking cow, a breeding animal, property of the farm."

The degrading words combined with the intense physical sensations pushed me toward an unexpected climax. My entire body tensed as the orgasm crashed through me – different from any I'd experienced before, deeper and more all-encompassing.

"That's it," Henry encouraged, fucking me through my orgasm. "Take it like the good cow you are."

With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself completely inside me and came, filling my ass with his hot seed. My tight puckered hole leaked cum, splashing onto the hay that was already damp with milk.

The feeling of being claimed in this final, forbidden way sealed my transformation. I was truly owned now, every part of me used and marked.

"Now you belong to the farm completely," Henry said, slowly withdrawing. His cum leaked from my tender hole, evidence of my final surrender.

I collapsed onto the hay, my body humming with satisfaction. My decision to stay suddenly felt more right than ever. This was where I belonged – producing milk, serving the farmhands, fulfilling my perfect purpose.

As Henry left my stall, I curled up in the fresh hay, my mind drifting toward sleep. A month ago, I'd arrived here kicking and screaming, viewing my sentence as cruel and unusual punishment. Now, I couldn't imagine being anywhere else. What had begun as the worst month of my life had transformed into the beginning of something new – a purpose, a place, an identity that fit me better than my old life ever had.

I was no longer Riley Jay, troublemaker and vandal. I was simply "Riley" – prized hucow and top producer.

As I drifted off to sleep, my last conscious thought was one of perfect contentment. My punishment had become my salvation, my prison had become my home, and in surrender, I had found true freedom.

Tomorrow would bring another day of milking and breeding, of purpose and pleasure. And for the first time in my life, I was exactly where I wanted to be.

THE END
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Milk for the Boss

Milk for the CEO

Milk for the Office

Milk for the Intern

Milk for the Client

HUCOW INVASION

Hucow Invasion

Hucow Invaders

Hucow Raiders

THE MILKY WAY HUCOW FARM

Bessie

Daisy

Rosie

Maisy

Ellie

HUCOW BED AND BREAKFAST

Dominating the Hucow Maid

Punishing the Hucow Maid

Coming Soon!

HUCOW MAIL ORDER BRIDES

Mail Order Hucow

Hucow Bride

Hucow Engagement

Hucow Honeymoon

Coming Soon!

THE COLLEGE CREAMERY EXCHANGE PROGRAM

Gloria

More coming soon!

HUCOW HOLIDAY SPECIALS

Cookies & Milk

Holly Jolly Hucow

Milk Chocolate

Alien Eggs for the Hucow
Were-Bunny Eggs for the Hucow

Coming Soon!

-

Smashwords Exclusives

Looking for something a little (or a lot) more… taboo? 
Check out X. Callisto on Smashwords!

(link redacted due to content - Google me instead)

-

Chosen for the Alien Experiment

Buy Here

Trapped in the Alien Nest

Buy Here

Bearing the Alien’s Spawn

Buy Here


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

X. Callisto

X. Callisto writes alien-abduction and sci-fi/horror themed erotica. They are an avid monster fucking enthusiast and have spent their life savings on the strangest silicon toys money can buy.

JOIN THE MAILING LIST HERE AND NEVER MISS A NEW RELEASE!

https://tinyurl.com/xcallisto

X. Callisto’s newsletters features promotions, NSFW exclusive cover art, and sneak peaks at the stuff that’s too spicy for Amazon :)
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