

Chapter One

Little innocent Skylar. That’s what the snotty girls in school used to call me. I’ve never been the life of the party, definitely not the outgoing one of our friend group. All my life, I was the shy kid in class and I admit I was sheltered by my parents. I would rather stay home and study than hang out with friends until I met Brianna and Chelsea. We bonded instantly, and we were more like sisters than friends and got along great, even though our personalities are so different.

I always preferred to hang out in the background and let my best friends make the decisions. Chelsea was the plan maker, and reckless most times, but Brianna was always around to calm her down some. I still don’t know what I contributed to our friendship since I let them lead, but they never once made me feel left out and didn’t pressure me about boys or how I should be more like the other girls our age, hooking up and partying. That easy acceptance made me love them even more.

Some of Chelsea's ideas bothered me, but I still followed along with their plans and we’ve always had a great time in the end. Until now. Maybe if I would have grown a pair of lady balls and spoken up this one time, we wouldn’t be in this mess, but I never did and when I finally blew up at Chelsea, I lashed out in anger, making her feel like shit. Now it’s too late to apologize for yelling at her.

My gaze meets Chelsea's as the guards drag her out of the auction room by her arms and wish we had more time together to make things right. The guilt and apology in her eyes makes me regret not making things right between us while we were held captive this past week. I was too angry and felt sorry for myself. I don’t even get to say goodbye, and I have a sinking feeling this is the last time I’ll see her.

Something inside me breaks as my last friend is led away and any will I have left to fight slowly crumbles. We’re at the mercy of hucow traffickers and being sold off to the highest bidder. Brianna was taken on the first day and now Chelsea has been sold. Out of the three of us, I’m the last of our group.

How could something like this be happening in real life? It’s not right. We’re human beings and they’re selling us off like property.

One by one, the women are led off the stage until I’m the only one left. I stare numbly out at the crowd of monsters who eye my naked body like I’m a piece of livestock. When they first took our clothes, I was embarrassed and horrified. I cowered in the corner the first day, but as the week passed in those tiny cells they kept us in, I got accustomed to being naked. Men, guards would come into the room and feed us and I slowly stopped caring if they saw the most private parts of me. Parts that no man has seen until now. Maybe I should have had sex with that hot college guy that was hitting on me at a party a few months ago. What was I saving myself for? Surely not this.

“Ladies and Gentleman, we are down to the last auction item of the night.” The auctioneer says to the crowd. “This beautiful creature on stage has been the most well behaved of the lot. Submissive and very quiet, which are excellent traits for a hucow.”

Murmurs of approval break out amongst the crown.

“But that’s not all.” He continues. “Due to her submissive behavior we believe it’s quite possible she’s a virgin which will be confirmed upon her sale should the buyer request it.” Those murmurs turn into excited chatter at the thought of me being a virgin and I slip farther into despair. I want to throw up as the bidding begins.

This is it for me. Once I’m sold, my life will be in someone else’s hands, and I won’t have any say in what they do to me.

The sound of the gavel hitting startles me. “Sold to Mr. Stanright.” The auctioneer announces. I was so lost in my head, I didn’t even pay attention to who just bought me. “You will have access to your property once fees are paid. Thank you all for coming this evening. The next auction will be held here in one month.”

Strong arms untie me from the stage and I’m led through a set of doors. I should be panicking right now, but all I feel is numbness, like I’m having an out-of-body experience and I am watching this happening to someone else.

It’s almost a relief that I don’t feel anything. They keep telling us we won’t remember our old lives soon and maybe it’s a blessing. I won’t long for what I can’t remember.

I can only hope whoever bought me is kind. If I have to live out the rest of my days as a hucow, I’d want them to be as nice as possible. If they are rich enough to buy a person, then hopefully they take care of their property.

I guess I’ll find out soon enough.


Chapter Two

“Bring her in here.” Duke, the bar keep of The Thirty Cow, the bar where we were tricked into going to. They prey on unsuspecting women, drug them and hold them captive in the basement until they are sold. He motions to the two guards holding my arms. Duke is handsome for a psycho and Brianna had the hots for him before she knew what a sick bastard he was.

I’m not sure how high up the trafficking chain he is, but the guards rush to do his bidding, so he must be pretty important.

I’m led into a small room that looks like a makeshift doctor’s office, and my throat pinch in anxiety when I see a man with glasses and a white coat standing in the corner, fiddling with some items on a table. Duke stands off to the side of an examination table, murmuring to two men in suits. The man in a tan suit looks to be in his early fifties with grey along his temple and is unfamiliar to me, but the other one I recognize immediately.

Mr. Wallace, the owner of the hucow black market and the one who took Brianna to his farm.

“Where is Brianna?” The words are out of my mouth before I can stop them and they all turn to look at me.

“Who is she talking about?” Mr. Wallace’s brows dip down in confusion.

“She’s referring to her friend, the one you added to your herd. The blond jersey cow.” Duke explains. “We captured the three of them together. They were best-friends or something.” Duke’s callousness about our friendships cuts deep. We were more than friends. They were my family.

“The red-headed cow was purchased this evening by Mrs. Dalton. The transport just left and the cow is already on her way to the farm as we speak.”

“Oh yes! I remember now. The feisty one with big tits. She’ll do well on the Dalton farm with udders like that.” Mr. Wallace says. They talk so crudely and my cheeks heat at hearing such vulgar words.

He addresses me next. “Don’t worry. Your friend is happy and healthy living on my farm. My newest cow is settling in nicely and has forgotten her old life. She’s the perfect hucow. I’ve already had her bred and am expecting confirmation of pregnancy any day now.” He doesn’t even say her name. Does he even know it? My heart breaks even further at the thought of her being impregnated, and I know deep in my bones that my friend is truly gone.

“Let’s not waste any more time on useless talk. There is no point.” Mr. Wallace says and turns his attention back to the other stranger in the room. “Thank you for your purchase this evening. This is your first hucow, correct?”

“Yes, but she’s not for me. She’s a gift for my oldest son. I’m not planning to start a farm, I just bought her for a pet. My son just graduated from college and is about to start at my firm. She’s his reward for all his hard work.” Mr. Stanright says.

So this is the man who bought me. I’m not meant for a farm, but to be someone’s pet? Just a plaything for his son. My brain is having a hard time processing this craziness.

“I only bought her on the condition that she’s still intact and I’d like confirmation before we leave.” He says, and my heart hammers in my chest as I freeze up.

“The doctor will do an internal exam now.” Mr. Wallace nods to Duke. “Place her on the table.”

“Please, no!” I say, shaking my head, but my pleas are ignored as I’m placed on the exam table on my back. My arms are pulled above my head and restrained by metal cuffs. The doctor stands at the foot of the table and stares down at me with a blank expression, no signs of concern for my welfare. Doctors are supposed to help people, but he looks at me like I’m nothing but an object.

“Don’t do this.” I cry as my legs are forced apart by the guards and my knees are bent. My feet are placed in stirrups and cold metal wraps around my ankles, locking me in place.

“Gag her, while I give her some sedation. I need her to remain still to do the exam. If she’s intact, I don’t want to accidentally tear her hymen if she struggles.” The doctor snaps out orders and then Duke is standing above my head, holding a rubber ball gag in his hand.

A guard grabs my jaw roughly and pries my mouth open as I cry. The rubber is forced between my teeth, keeping my jaw open, and it’s secured with straps around the back of my head.

I feel a sting in my thigh as the doctor injects me, and I instantly settle. Warmth spreads from the injection site and a sense of calm washes over me. My worries and fears begin to fade away as my limbs become heavy. My muscles relax and my knees fall open, exposing my pussy and ass to the entire room. Normally I would be mortified, but through the haze of the drugs, I can’t find the strength to care.

“That’s better.” I hear the doctor say and feel him stoke the inside of my thigh. “The sedation is pretty strong and should last until she arrives at her final destination.”

I blink slowly, staring at the bright lights above me, knowing that they shine down on my naked body. The men gather around the table. Their faces are blurred, but I can feel the heat of their gazes on my flesh.

Warm gloved hands slide up my thighs, pushing them open further as the doctor settle between my spread thighs. Most of my senses are dulled, but I can feel every brief touch or stroke as he spreads my labia apart with his fingers. “Vaginal passage is narrow, which is a good indication of virginity, but a hymen check will confirm.”

His voice sounds far away, like I’m hearing him from down a long hallway, but the words are clear in my ears.

The sound of a tube being opened and then liquid squirting out reaches my ears next, and then two lubed digits are pressed into my vagina. His exploration hurts and I moan from the burning feeling of being stretched. I’ve never been brave enough to play with myself before, so this is the first time anything has been inside me.

Tears fall from the corners of my eyes and thankfully, he stops his advance. He moves his fingers back and forth and the burn fades as he searches for evidence of my innocence. I feel a small bit of pressure and then he hums in approval when he finds the thin layer of tissue that proves I’m untouched.

He removes his fingers. “Hymen is intact and vaginal walls are tight and firm, with no sign of laxity from sexual intercourse.”

“So she’s a virgin?” The man who purchased me asks.

“That is correct.” The doctor says. “Unfortunately, the hymen will be torn when the drip is administered, but she’ll still be a virgin, technically.”

“That is not good. I want her to remain untouched. My son deserves no less.” I would snort over his pompous attitude and also be pissed off at how they are talking about my body if I wasn’t drugged.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Stanright, but the drip must be administered vaginally before the new cow can leave here. It works more efficiently that way and, along with the lactation serum, keeps the cows docile during transport and completes the hucow transformation.” Mr. Wallace says.

I lay on the table with my legs spread open while they continue to argue. The doctor didn’t even have the courtesy of closing them when he was done.

“There must be another way to administer this drip.” Mr. Stanright says.

“No. Unfortunately not.” Mr. Wallace replies, but the doctor speaks up. “Excuse me, Mr. Wallace.”

“There might be another way. The drip will still work if it’s inserted anally, but it will probably take longer to absorb. The only downside is she'll be mentally aware of her surroundings and able to maintain her thought processes longer this way. I’d recommend three doses to correct this. The first drip is fine anally as long as the second and third drips are placed inside her vagina, where it can be absorbed faster. She should complete her transformation properly with no issues.”

“I’m sure your son will break in her hucow pussy as soon as he sees her.” Duke snickers. “Shove the drip up her cunt as soon as he nuts, and she’ll be a dumb, slutty cow in no time.”

I watch through hazy eyes as Mr. Stanright nods at Duke and I wait for the fear to come as Duke coldly talks about what’s in store for me, but it never does. Whatever was in that sedative keeps me detached from my emotions and I’m grateful because I would probably be breaking down in a panic right now..

“Good. Then it’ll only take an extra day or two, but the result should still be the same for the hucow. I’d like to follow up with a home visit at some point to see how it worked for future reference.”

“I’m fine with that. Then it’s settled. When can she be shipped to my estate?” He addresses Mr. Wallace.

“As soon as the injection that induces lactation has been given, and the drip has been placed in her anal cavity, we can crate your new cow for transport. I will have two of my workers deliver her. They should arrive at your residence by morning.”

“Excellent. I’d like to watch the preparations before I leave if that is ok? I’m very curious about the hucow process.” Mr. Stanright says.

“Of course. She’s your property now. The doctor will explain the process and Duke will give you some paperwork on how to take care of your new hucow since this is your first. I strongly recommend reading it.” There’s an emphasis on the last bit. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have somewhere to be. Good evening, gentlemen. I’m confident your son will enjoy his new pet.” Mr. Wallace says and then leaves the room.

The doctor grabs a syringe as the door closes behind Mr. Wallace. “Duke, please untie her arms. She’s not going to give us any trouble now.”

I feel Duke’s beefy hands release my cuffs and my arms are placed along my sides. The doctor applies a cold swab to my upper arm and then I feel a pinch. “This injection will cause the cow’s udders to grow and begin producing milk without going through pregnancy. It’s fast acting and permanent and the more she’s milked, the more her body will produce. Also, if you plan to breed her, then her milk production may triple.”

“I definitely don’t want to breed her. My son will not be knocking up a dumb farm animal. The cow will only be a toy to keep him entertained until he marries. When that time comes, I doubt his wife will want him to keep it, so I’ll probably just sell the cow to a hucow farm when he’s done with it.” Mr. Stanright says.

“Then I would suggest a birth control injection for now which I can administer, and it’ll have to be repeated every three months. We have local hucow vets on staff that do house calls. They can keep giving her the shots and make sure she stays healthy. I would suggest spaying her if you’re keeping her long term to avoid accidents if you forget a shot. It’s an expensive procedure but efficient in preventing accidental breeding.”

This can’t be real? They are talking about me like I’m just some animal and not a human. They won’t really fix me, will they?

“I’ll take it into consideration, but the birth control should be fine.”

Mr. Stanright’s response brings me some relief, and I’m also happy about birth control. I never want to get pregnant in this situation.

“I’ll give her the shot now, then.” The doctor says and then I feel another prick in my arm. “Just the drip and she’s done.”

“What does this drip do?”

I force myself to focus on the doctor’s answer.

“It’s a combination of stimulants that affect sexual response and mind control. Large doses of dopamine and oxytocin keep the hucow in a lust-filled state. They become very aroused and orgasm repeatedly. The brain can’t handle those high levels of endorphins along with the stimulants for long periods and eventually short circuits. Their mind dulls and they lose most of their intelligence. Talking becomes impossible and they have extremely short attention spans. She’ll forget her old life and even her name. The only thing she’ll focus on is sexual arousal and pleasing her owner.”

“Impressive. I wish I could give some to my wife, maybe she’ll put out more.” Mr. Stanright laughs and the others join in.

The bottom of the table lowers and the doctor grabs me by the hips, pulling me down until my ass is hanging off the edge. “This is probably going to hurt at first. I’m sure she’s an anal virgin, too, but she’ll adjust. I’ll lube it well.”

The blunt head of something presses against my back hole and I want to tense up, but my muscles won’t cooperate. Pressure builds as it’s forced against the puckered ring. It feels too big and I’m worried it’ll split me in two. My poor asshole is not going to be the same, but that doesn’t deter the doctor. “Come on.” He grunts as he presses hard. It hurts so badly and tears leak from my eyes.

Duke leans over me. The sinister smile on his face shows he’s enjoying my pain. “I bet it hurts to get that forced up your tight ass. Don’t worry, you’ll crave to be filled in any hole soon enough. Mr. Stanright’s son is lucky to get an innocent cow like you to play with. He’s going to love stretching out that tight cunt of yours and drinking from your massive udders. I’m jealous. Maybe I should buy the next virgin cow.”

The doctor pressed harder and my asshole yielded under the force. The tip of the drip pops in and I let out a whine around the gag. “Take it, you stupid cow. I can see you poor asshole splitting open around the drip. Your pucker is going to be ruined.” Duke’s cruel laughter makes everything worse. My ass burns and it feels like the doctor is ripping me open as he forces it deeper and deeper. How long is this thing?

“There it’s in.” I close my eyes in relief when it’s nestled deep inside my ass. My poor ass is still stinging, but the initial pain is fading. I just feel full now. “Now I will inflate the base so she can’t force it out and start the drip.”

Oh gosh! I thought it was big before, but then the base begins to grow, sealing it inside my ass. “That’s a good lock. Starting the drip now.”

Suddenly, I feel a gush of fluid spilling into my bowels. A warmth begins deep inside me and spreads outward from my abdomen. My breast begin to tingle, my nipple hardening as the warmth spreads upward. What is happening?

Cool liquid is rubbed along my clitoris. “This gel enlarges the clit and makes stimulating the cow easier. Hucows usually need sexual stimulation during milking to help with flow.”

“Is she always going to be horny?” Mr. Stanright asks.

Duke laughs. “Yep, they are all just dump slutty cows. Your son’ll love it.”

“Usually the drip would have her cumming by now, but it might need a boost this time. Her skin is flushed already, so I know it’s working. I’ll stimulate her to orgasm and then she should be good to go.” The doctor’s words sound so clinical and at odds with the way he’s touching me.

He applies more pressure to my clit and increases his speed, rubbing my rapidly swelling nub. It feels fatter and more sensitive than usual. Goosebumps break out across my skin as he stimulates me in front of everyone like this is completely normal.

My heart rate quickens, and I pant, biting down on the gag in my mouth. Fire ignites in my gut and a wave of pleasure washes over me, starting from my clit and spreading through every nerve in my body. An animalistic sound slips out of me and I’m unable to contain it any longer. My very first ever orgasm is pure ecstasy. I’ve felt nothing like this before and everything around me melts away as I become completely lost in the bliss of my climax.

Not even their voices can penetrate the sexual fog I’m in, but I’m vaguely aware of hands picking me up and then I’m placed on a bed of hay. The sound of the door to my crate closing seems far away, and then I feel the gentle swaying of the truck beneath me. Every motion sends more of the drip into me and even though the intense pleasure from earlier has faded, it’s not completely gone. I feel sedate and drift off to sleep as the drip slowly changes me from the inside.

Tomorrow is the beginning of my new life as a hucow, and a part of me, the part that is still high on pleasure, is looking forward to it if I get to feel like this forever. The moment I locked eyes with Chelsea for the last time and saw the resignation in her eyes, I accepted my fate. I’m not as strong as her or Brianna. I won’t fight this, but that doesn’t mean I’m not scared.


Chapter Three

The sound of a door slamming jolts me awake. Gravel crunches under multiple sets of feet and then I’m tossed around as my crate is moved. My hands are tied behind my back. Someone must have restrained me before placing me into the crate. My jaw aches terribly from the gag, and I’m tossed to one side as they roughly handle my crate. A hiss escapes around the gag when my breast bangs into the wall. What the hell?

That’s when I noticed the extra weight in my chest area that wasn’t there before. Another jolt of the crate has me moaning in pain as my breasts press against the side again. I can’t even see in here, but I can tell my body has changed.

I shift onto my back, pinning my arms, but it’s a minor irritation compared to the ache in my chest. The ache is from a pressure that makes the skin feel stretched like a balloon and my nipples are very sensitive. My own breath as I pant caresses them, making them harden.

My stomach cramps and I almost forget about the object still embedded in my ass until I clench down on it. I can feel a relaxing warmth spreading through me as more of the drip pours from the object and into me. My thighs are drenched and I think I might have peed myself, but then I feel wetness dripping from my pussy. I’m not even feeling horny right now, but my pussy remains wet.

“Where do you want it?” I hear someone say.

“Through those doors. I have a pen all set up. Let me get my son and we’ll be right out. Make sure she is secured to the milking bench before you go.” I recognize the sound of Mr. Stanright’s voice.

The crate moves again, and after a few minutes, it’s set down. Bright light hits me as they remove the door, causing me to shut my eyes. I’m pulled out by my legs and then large hands are picking me up under my arms.

I blink a few times to adjust to the light and get my first look at my new home. We seem to be in some type of small building. Well, it’s not too small, but I was expecting a big barn or something. It’s open and airy with a clean rubber floor. The walls are wood like a barn, but look freshly painted. I don’t see any windows, just the door behind us and another towards the back, which I’m curious about where it leads.

My eyes widen when I see what looks to be an actual stall in the right corner, and I take back what I said about this not being a barn. It definitely is, but only for one or two animals. Or in this case, hucow.

The stall door is open so I can see the floor is covered in fresh hay. A water bucket and food trough are in one corner, a hose is attached to the wall above the water bucket to refill it when needed. A chain hangs from a bolt in the stall's wall long enough to allow a hucow to move around the stall, but not escape. What does the chain hook to, though?

The two men holding my arms drag me away from the pen and towards the other side of the room, where a weird metal frame is bolted to a platform a few feet high. There is a small ramp on one end, but I don’t understand why that would be needed since the platform is not that high off the ground. I could just step off.

Stainless steel tanks line the wall beside it. Between the two tanks is a machine with tubes connected to the tanks and then two more hanging from a hook above. At the ends of those hoses are two clear cups and I realize what that machine is. It’s for milking.

They’re actually going to milk me! I look down at my breast and see the size of them. My eyes widen in shock at the drastic change. They must be three cup sizes bigger. My nipples are large and dark, sticking out, hard like points. They sway under me as the men roughly place me on the frame. It’s padded thankfully and the bar supporting my hips is soft.

“I got her upper half, you do her lower.” One of them says and then he presses down between my shoulder blades until my shoulders rests on the upper bar. My arms are released, only to be secured again to the legs of the frame.

“Spread your legs, cow.” The man behind me slaps me hard on the thigh, and I comply with his demand. There is no sense in disobeying. They’ll make me listen, regardless. This way is just easier and probably less painful.

My knees are bound to the frame next, leaving my pussy and plugged ass exposed to the room. I can’t do anything about it, so I try to ignore how the men can probably see how wet I am and I must look funny with something stuck in my ass.

“Damn, she’s wet.” Calloused fingers swipe across my pussy, shocking a yelp out of me. “Lucky bastards.” He mumbles.

“Check the position of her udders and we can get out of here. We need to go before I get fired by sinking my cock into this cow’s pussy, and I doubt the owners would be happy about that.” He says, making my cheeks heat at his vulgar words.

My torso rests on a bar that runs vertically between the hip and shoulder bars and my udders rest on either side, hanging heavily below me now that I’m positioned on all fours. He cups my swollen mounds, giving each nipple a hard pinch, causing me to squeal in pain.

The men laugh. “She’s good. Leave the supply bin sent with her by the door and let’s head back.” I turn my head and watch the men set a black bin next to the door and then they’re gone, leaving me now to wait for my new owner.

My breasts are aching worse than before, the skin along the sides so pale I can see blue veins snaking across the expansive flesh. The size of them looks comical on my slender frame and if they get any bigger, I’m not sure how I’ll walk. My nipples are red from the rough treatment and have grown bigger, along with the rest of me. All I know right now is they hurt and I can actually feel them getting fuller. If someone doesn’t help me soon, I’m afraid they’ll burst. I never would have thought that I’d look forward to being milked, but I am.


Chapter Four

“Surprise, Will!” I hear two sets of footsteps nearing my little barn and I turn to see Mr. Stanright and I’m assuming his son, standing in the doorway. The son, Will, looks to be a few years older than me and is very handsome, with dark hair and wide shoulders. He looks like he’s tall. At least a foot taller than me. His arms are defined and his pants fit snugly, covering muscular legs.

My cheeks grow pink as he stands there staring at me with his mouth slightly open in shock. His eyes start at my face, seeing the gag in my mouth. I’m suddenly embarrassed at how I look. Not about being naked and tied down, but that spit is dripping down my chin from being unable to close my mouth. My hair must be a mess and I haven’t looked in a mirror in weeks. I hope he still finds me attractive.

Where the heck did that thought come from?

He drops his gaze to my enlarged breasts and I see his eyes widen further before they move down my body to my spread legs. My backside is facing the door, so he and his father have an unobstructed view of my wet pussy and the device in my ass.

His eyes darkened with lust, and I noticed the bulge in his pants the longer he stared between my legs. That heated look makes me feel better for some reason. “Holy shit, Dad. Who is that woman and why is she tied up and naked? Not that I’m complaining, but… and the tits on her. Holy cow!” He whistles as he eyes my chest again.

“Cow is right, son.”

“What?” Will asks, his eyes never leaving me.

“It’s a hucow. A human cow, and she’s your gift for graduating college. She is not a woman or a person, but an animal and your new pet.”

I think the son is going to balk at the idea of owning a person because it’s crazy. Who gets a human being for graduating? I watch as a smile grows on his handsome face and he gets a feral glint in his eyes. I should have known better. Of course he’s happy. “You bought me a hucow? And she’s all mine?”

“Yes, son, and this one is special. She’s a virgin cow.”

“Really! I’ve heard about hucows, and seen pictures, but never seen one in real life and a virgin one too. I just thought they were all mindless sluts.” Will looks even more excited now, and I’m getting nervous. I knew it was impossible for me to remain a virgin in this situation, but it’s happening faster than I’m prepared for.

“She hasn’t completed her transformation yet, but you get to do that. After the auction, they gave me a quick rundown on how a hucow is made. Hucows are administered a drug to turn them into dumb milking animals that are highly aroused at all times and, because of this, they make excellent pets who are ready to please their masters. See that object in her ass?” Mr. Stanright and Will have moved closer and are now standing behind me. I blush when he points to the drip still lodged deep inside me. It’s not dosing me at the moment, so I assume it’s empty. There is only a lingering warmth remaining, and I know it has done something to me because I’m embarrassingly horny, which I should not be right now.

“That is called the drip. It completes her transformation into a hucow, but works best if given vaginally. She has not been dosed correctly because I wanted to keep her intact as an extra gift to you, so they administered the first dose anally. She’s still very aware of her surroundings, so make sure she is restrained at all times or she could run away and we can’t have that.”

Will nods his head as he listens intently.

“Usually it only takes two does, but she will need two more, and the next ones have to be inserted into her properly so she can complete the transformation, but only after you’ve had some fun with her, of course.” Mr. Stanright says.

“This is awesome. Thanks, Dad.” Will says, rubbing his hands together in anticipation.

Mr. Stanright gives Will a disgruntled look. “Will we are people of class and pedigree? Please refrain from using words like awesome. What did they teach you at university?”

I roll my eyes at how stuck up he sounds.

“Sorry, father. I’m just very excited that I have my very own hucow. This is the perfect gift.”

His father seems pleased now. “Enjoy, son. That bin came with her, and the instructions on how to care for a hucow are on top as well as the dosing instructions for the drip. I hired a hucow vet who will be here in three days to make sure the process is completed properly. Make sure you read the manual. It’s very important. I’ll be gone for a few days on a business trip. When I return, I expect to see a mindless milk cow. Have fun with your new toy.”

When his father leaves, Will looks at me. “It’s just you and me, pretty girl, and we’re going to have so much fun together.”


Chapter Five

“Why are there so many instructions? It can’t be that hard to look after a hucow. They just needed to be milked, fed, and fucked.” Will has been flipping through the papers his father left for the past few minutes and he’s looking more frustrated with every page turned.

“Drip gets inserted into the hucow’s pussy. Press button on base to inflate… dose is active for twelve hours… blah, blah, blah. Don’t mount the hucow during this time. Blah… Blah.. Too many rules. This is all bullshit. I’ll fuck my hucow whenever I want.” He throws the papers into the trash and wipes his hands. “That’s too much to read. I’m just going to figure it out on my own.”

He roots around in the tote bin next, pulls out a few items. Bringing them over and setting them down on the ground out of my line of sight.

“You’re drooling all over the place. I’m going to take this gag out. I bet your pretty mouth hurts.” He unstraps it and as soon as it’s out, I close my jaw with a groan.

Licking my chapped lips. I look up at him gratefully. “Thank you.”

“No worries, little hucow. It’s my job to take care of you now.” He says. “What’s your name.?”

“Skylar.”

“Pretty name for a human, but that’s not a good cow name. I think I’ll call you… Daisy.” He says. “Are you hungry, Daisy?”
Just like that, another part of me is wiped away. I think about arguing with him about my new name, but then realize it’s not worth it. He’s going to call me whatever he wants. I’m just a hucow to him, and nothing more than a pet. I need to remember this. If I’m good, then hopefully he’ll treat me well… enough.

“A little, but…” I blush pink and can’t get the words out.

“Awe… I have a shy cow. Is something wrong, Daisy? You can tell me and I’ll make it all better.” He gently pats my head, tucking a piece of my tangled hair behind my ear. His touch is soothing after the rough treatment I’ve experienced so far.

I want to tell him the pressure in my tits is getting worse. Sharp, stabbing pain radiates from them every few minutes. I moan as my nipples begin to sting. I shift my torso as much as my restraints allow and look down at my chest to see my nipples are almost purple from all the buildup. They sway and jiggle as I adjust my body on the frame and that slight movement has me whimpering. Tears pool in my eyes and slide down my cheeks. “It hurts.”

“Shit! I know what’s wrong. Your udders are full, and you need to be milked.” He reaches under me and cups them, rolling my tender nipples between his fingers. His touch hurts, but there is also a jolt of pleasure as he fondles and pinches. Every tug has me shivering in pleasure and pain as they grow harder. I want him to stop, but keep touching me at the same time. My mind and body are a jumbled mess as wetness pools between my legs when he begins to release and squeeze them like he’s trying to milk me by hand.

Nothing comes out, and the pressure is now worse as my body prepares to be milked for the first time. “I’d love to milk you by hand, but that won’t happen for a while yet. Your milk needs to be more established and these teats need to toughen up. A few weeks on the milker should do it.”

He moves to my side and then his warm, large hands leave my tender nipples and are now cupping my tits and squeezing them gently. “Your udders are rock hard and filled with new milk.”

I yelp when he pinches my sensitive nipples between his fingers, hard this time. Damn, that hurt, but as he continues to fondle my tits, that pleasant feeling spreads down my body, straight to my clit. It feels like he’s touching my clit with every pinch of my nipples.

The burn in my nipples fade and suddenly I feel a tingling sensation followed by wetness. The tips of his fingers are wet as they work my nipples. “Look at that.” He says in awe. “I got your milk to start. Who needs instructions? I know what I’m doing.” He pinches more, and I dip my head to see milk beading on the ends of my nipples.

This is really happening. The proof is staring me right in the face. I have milk! They really are turning me into a cow. He pinches again and a bolt of pleasure zings straight to my clit. I should be disgusted by what is happening, but all I feel is arousal.

What is wrong with me? I’m not supposed to be enjoying this, but I can’t deny how my body is feeling. It must be the drip.

“You’re dripping, Daisy.” He says, and I push all thoughts away that this is wrong and just embrace how good his touch feels. I moan at the pleasurable sensations coursing through my body and accept I’m now a horny hucow. “Damn, my cock is so hard. I can’t wait to sink into your tight little hucow pussy, but first I need to get you milked.”

He steps back, releasing my tits and I whimper in disappointment, causing him to chuckle. “Easy, girl. Those teats will be sucked deep into the milking cups soon, and you’ll love it.”

Will flicks a switch on the milking machine, and it comes to life. The sounds of sucking fill the air when he grabs the two tubes with the cups on the end. The sound grows louder and as soon as he places them onto my breasts, my nipples are immediately pulled downward as the cups adhere to my flesh.

The hard suction startles me. This machine is not gentle and my poor nipples feel like they are being ripped off. “OH! That hurts.” I cry out as my nipples stretch almost an inch long before the suction lessons. I sigh in relief, only to hiss again when my nipples are yanked down again. The milker sets a rhythmic pace of suckling and releasing. After a few minutes of this torture, my nipples are on fire.

“Please shut it off. It’s not working and my nipples are getting sore.” Only a few drops of milk have come out and my nipples feel raw. They’re now over an inch long from the strong suction.

“Shh… Daisy girl. You’ll get used to it. Those teats of yours will toughen up, but first you have to endure some minor discomfort.”

Minor discomfort? I’d like for him to try it and find out.

“There is hardly any milk coming out of you. At this rate, it’ll take all night to drain you. What I read in the hucow care manual is that some cows need sexual stimulation in the beginning to get their milk flowing. That’s why they puffed you clit up with that get. Makes you more sensitive to stimuli.”

Moving behind me, he deflates the drip and pulls it out of my ass with a wet plop. “Damn, your asshole is gaping. I’ll order you a buttplug with a cow tail and keep it ready for me whenever I want to fuck it, but right now, your other hole needs attention. It’s so wet and inviting.” He swipes a finger through my folds and I shudder in pleasure. More wetness pools in my core as he prods my entrance.

Two fingers sink into me, expertly exploring my most private area. I can tell he’s done this before because he knows exactly where to stroke to bring me the most pleasure. I drop my head and moan as his other hand finds my clit and massages the plump button. As soon as he touches it, something changes in my chest. The tingling feeling spreads and a little more milk comes out of me.

“That’s better, but still not enough.” Will says and adds a third finger. My pussy burns as he stretched me open to accept further.

“Ah!” I’m moaning like an animal now, and my hips buck as he penetrates me deeper.

“Fuck! You’re so tight.”

“Oh god.” My breath becomes shallow as an orgasm builds. Every thrust of his fingers brings me closer and closer to the edge. This one is going to be so much better than my first.

Milk is now trickling out of me in small bursts and the discomfort from being milk adds to the sensations running through my body. Every suck from the machine is a painful relief as the pressure in my chest lessons.

“Almost there, Daisy. Let go, give into the pleasure. This is your life now. You’re my beautiful, big tittie hucow pet. Be a good milk cow and cum all over your master’s fingers.” Every word out of his mouth is degrading and reminds me I’m nothing more than an animal to him, but it only adds to my arousal.

I’ve lost everything since being captured. My body was auctioned off to the highest bidder and Will’s father purchased me as a gift to his son, whose fingers are deep inside my virgin pussy. I should hate him, loathe every touch, but I can’t deny how my body responds. I’ve got nothing left to lose by giving in to him. If my life as a hucow is filled with days of pleasure, then why fight it?

I close my eyes on a moan and drop my head in submission. I surrender completely to this new existence. Will is my master and I’m his hucow. The feeling of finally letting go of the fear and anxiety makes me light headed. Along with the ecstasy that’s been building inside me, my body is overwhelmed.

My mind shuts down as nerves deep inside my pussy spark as a fire builds. My breath comes out in heavy pants as I clamp down on his fingers. “That’s it, cow. Suck my fingers into your tight cunt. You’ll be my slutty bovine in no time, begging on your hands and knees for my cock.”

His crude words only make me wetter and, in a few more thrusts, I’m on the edge of bliss. Milk is now pouring from my breasts.

No. Breasts is not the right word for them anymore.

They’re udders. Hucows have udders. I am a hucow now.

I arch my back, as the last of my will breaks and a wave of ecstasy crashes over me in an intense orgasmic tsunami. My eyes roll back in my head as pleasure consumes every inch of me and I go limp on the milking frame. Fluid gushes from my pussy, soaking his hand and my thighs, evidence of the pleasure my body experienced. It was the most intense orgasm I’ve ever had.

Milk is now pouring from my udders and running down the tubes into the canisters.

My pussy is still fluttering with spasms when he pulls his fingers out. I am floating on a sexual high when I hear his zipper lowering and barely flinch when he sinks his cock into me a few inches. I’m so wet and ready, there is little resistance.

“This will probably hurt, but not for long.” He says as he withdraws until only the head of his cock remains inside me. “Time to break you in.”

This is it. The moment I lose my virginity. I rouse from my orgasmic haze as anticipation builds. My instinct is to tighten up, but I force myself to relax. Will has been gentle with me so far and I know he won’t hurt me on purpose. “I trust you, Will. Take my virginity. Fuck my virgin cow cunt.” I say as I arch my back, presenting my pussy for his penetration.

“That’s my dirty cow. Good girl, Daisy.” He says and pats me on the rump.

His hands grab my hips firmly, and then he’s slamming his cock into me, breaking through my innocence in one thrust. I cry out in pain as my walls give under the force of his claiming. He’s so much bigger than I thought and the head of his cock bumps my cervix as he bottoms out, making me scream.

My face is wet from tears as he pulls out and thrusts back inside. He doesn’t wait for me to adjust, but takes his own pleasure from my body. He grunts above me as he pounds into my tender pussy. “So good.”

All I can do is lay here with my pussy on fire while he uses me. Every skewer of his hard cock inside me hurts and I wonder why people do this. I’m regretting my eagerness from earlier, as I expect the pain to remain until he’s done, but I’m surprised after a few very uncomfortable minutes the pain fades as my body adjusts. His cock is hitting foreign places inside me, sensitive areas that I didn’t know existed and a familiar warmth builds. My muscles pulse around his shaft as his cock brushes against a spot that has me seeing stars. Soon I’m moaning beneath him like the slut he called me.

“Yes!” I shout.

I’m going to cum again. The realization hits me just as my orgasm slams into me. I wail loudly as my body convulses in ecstasy. My pussy clamps down on his cock like a vise and he shouts out his release. “Fuck!” He yells as hot spurts of his cum bathe my insides as I milk his cock like the machine is milking me. He leans his body over mine as his cock gives a final twitch. His hot breath causes goosebumps to break out along my sweaty skin.

He pushes off me and pulls his softening cock out of my tender pussy, making me groan in pain. Now that he’s done, and my mind is clearer, I take stock of how sore I am between my legs. I’m exhausted and covered in cum and sweat. The milk machine turns off, and Will removes the cups. The air stings my raw nipples, but I’m too tired to care right now and my poor vagina has just taken a beating.

We both remain quiet as Will fills up a bucket of soapy water and washes me down. He’s gentle when he wipes down my udders and between my legs.

Once I’m toweled dry, he picks up the items he left on the floor and places them on the platform next to me. There are thick black boxing gloves? That’s what they look like, anyway. Two knee pads and a thick leather collar with a bell on it.

A cow bell.

He unties my wrists from the frame and grabs a glove. “Hold your hand out, Daisy.”

I do as I’m told, and he slides the glove onto my hand. It’s soft, but renders my hands useless. When he secures it around my wrist, I lower my hand and realize they look similar to cow hooves.

I giggle at the absurdity that is now my life. They really want me to resemble a cow.

“You have a pretty laugh, Daisy.” Will says, and when I meet his gaze, he’s smiling fondly at me. I blush at how handsome he is.

I would have loved to marry someone as kind as him. I giggle again at my silly thoughts. There will be no marriage in my future. Cows don’t get a happily ever after. They are only used for milking and fucking.

“What’s so funny?”

I hold out my other hand, and he places the mitt on it. When he’s done, I wiggle it around. “These. They look like hooves.” I don’t tell him about the marriage part. There is no point.

“Well, cows need hooves.” He says. “And you’re a cow now and the prettiest farm animal around.”

I scowl at the farm animal comment, which causes him to raise an eyebrow. “Well?”

He’s asking me to prove him otherwise and I can’t. He’s right, so I nod my head in agreement. Happy with my nod, he places the knee pads under my knees. The relief is immediate and I smile in thanks. “That feels better.”

“Time for your collar, girl.” He holds up the plain leather collar in his hands. “I’ll order you a prettier one later.”

That’s sweet of him.

He moves my hair out of the way and places it around my neck and secures it. It’s snug and I can feel myself swallow, but I’m still able to breathe. When I move my head, the bell jingles, the soft sound fills the room. It’s quite heavy and I’ll be aware of it every time I move.

“Now you really look like a farm animal. The perfect cow.” He says and watches my face closely to see how I’ll react to his words this time. I just smile at him. “Good girl.”

He attaches a lead to my new collar and then unties me from the frame. “Come on, Daisy. Let’s get you settled in your pen and I’ll feed you.”

I go to stand up, but he gives my lead a small yank and shakes his head. “Cows don’t walk on two feet. You’ll be on all fours from now on.”

I lower my gaze to the ramp and crawl forward slowly. My empty udders sway from side to side as I make my way down the ramp and onto the floor.

Will guides me into the stall and grabs the chain I saw earlier hanging on the wall. He attaches it to my collar and walks out of the stall. I lose sight of him but can hear him rustling around. He comes back with a steel bowl and places it down in front of me. “Here’s your supper. Eat up.” The tap is turned on and my water bowl is filled with cold water.

My stomach grumbles as I look down at the food and I realize how hungry I am. I reach my hand up and clumsily knock the bowl. How do I eat?

Will chuckles as he watches me and shakes his head. “Remember, you’re a cow now and cows don’t use their hooves to eat. Just stick your head into the bowl.”

I’m glad he finds this funny. I make a disgruntled sound and stick my tongue out at him. His eyes heat as he adjusts himself. Keep doing that, Daisy and I’ll fill your mouth with more than just food.

I widen my eyes in shock at his meaning and can feel my cheeks heat. Quickly, I duck my face down into the food bowl to hide my reaction to his words. I might be embarrassed, but my body heats at the thought of his cock in my mouth. He chuckles again but doesn’t say anymore as he leaves me to my meal.

It is awkward to eat this way at first, but soon I get the hang of it and when my bowl is empty, I shuffle over to the water bowl and drink until my thirst is quenched.

Will comes back, and in his hand is another dose of the drip. My shoulders drop in disappointment. I was hoping to at least have the night to rest, but it looks like I’ll be withering in ecstasy instead. Then I think to myself, why am I disappointed? I’ll experience pure ecstasy for hours until my mind can’t take the pleasure and I succumb to the drip.

I’ll forget who I am and will forever be a mindless hucow. That makes me a little sad. I’ve accepted this life, but I’m still me inside but that too will disappear forever. I was hoping for a little more time.

“Can you put it in tomorrow?” I ask, hoping he’ll wait, but he shakes his head.

“Sorry, Daisy, it’s time to finish your transformation, but don’t worry, you’ll still be beautiful when that spark of awareness in your eyes disappears as your mind dulls. I’ll miss talking with you, but it’s for the best. Cows don’t talk, and your life as a hucow will be easier when you're stupid and want to be milked and fucked. Now, get on your hands and knees and face the wall.”

I sigh, but do as he says. “Such a good hucow.” He rubs my ass lovingly. “Don’t worry, Sklyar. I’ll take good care of you.” He uses my real name as he pushes the long rubber object that holds the drip into my sore pussy until the tip brushes my cervix.

“I’m glad you're my owner, Will.” I say as he inflates the base and then presses a button on the end.

It’s the last thing I say because the drip spills into me and I fall to my side as the first orgasm washes over me. I wither on the bed of hay as waves of pleasure overwhelm my mind and all I can do is smile as the drip does its job.

“I’ll be back in a few hours.” I think I hear him say, but I’m too busy cumming to pay attention to anything else.


Chapter Six

Warm tingles slide along my bare thigh, moving upward across my ribs and then down to my udders. A shudder of pleasure runs through me and I let out a moan and lean into the sensation, but it drifts away. My entire body is primed for pleasure and I’ve been lost in a haze of orgasmic bliss.

I’ve climaxed so many times since the drip was inserted that I’m exhausted, body and mind. I barely move when I cum again. Just a twitch of my limbs as my internal muscles ripple in pleasure. The drip continues to work its magic inside my pussy and even though I’ve stopped thrashing every time; the wall of my pussy still clamp down on the drip, helping the process along. It’s a delicious cycle that’s both torturous and addicting.

For now, I’m still aware of what’s happening to me, but with every orgasm, my mind dulls more. My brain sends me pictures of faces that look familiar, but I can’t recall where I’ve seen them before. More memories of them flash in my head, but fade quickly before I have a chance to remember. I try to recall my own name, but draw a blank. Every time I succumb to another bout of lust, I lose more awareness, but as my body twitches from another small orgasm, I forget why I should be worried that I’m growing dumber by the second. It’s no longer important, though. The only thing that matters is to make sure this feeling of intense arousal coursing through my body never stops.

The tingles along my flesh return and trace the same path. Whatever it is, it feels nice. My skin is hyper aware and the light touch feels amazing.

Touch?

I crack my eyes open to see a man kneeling over me. He’s stroking my skin softly and when he sees that I’m awake, he smiles. It lights up his entire face and my stomach flutters at how attractive he is.

It takes me a moment to realize I’ve seen him before, but I’m having trouble focusing. When he pinches my teat, I give up thinking and roll over to give him better access to my udders.

“Oh, Daisy. My pretty hucow is too irresistible to stay away from for long. I watched you while you rolled around in your pen, cumming like the horny little cow you are from the drip and it’s got me so hard. I can’t wait any longer to sink my cock into you.”

He called me Daisy. That must be my name, but deep down, that doesn’t seem right.

“But I’ll have to wait a few more minutes because your udders have filled back up and these pretty teats are dark red and angry. It’s time to milk you again.”

I look down at my chest in confusion. My chest is massive and now that he mentioned it, they do feel and achy. I open my mouth to say something, but all that comes out is a moan as the drip floods my insides again.

I shudder in ecstasy as I feel his hands pick me up and carry me out of my stall, and I find myself placed on the miking frame. I remember being on here before and the pleasure that came with being milked.

Excitement fills me as he picks up the cups and flicks on the machine. “Hur… hurrrry. Plea…se milk meeee.” My words are slurred and broken, but he hears me and his eyes widen in surprise.

“I’m surprised you can still manage to talk after cumming for four hours straight.” He pats my head. “Shh… Don’t stress your brain, Daisy. Just keep quiet, my pretty cow. You don’t have to think or worry about a thing. I’ll take care of you.”

I nod my head in agreement. My head hurts when I think too hard.

As soon as the cups make contact with my engorged flesh, milk begins to spray out of me and down the tubes. My eyes widen in shock at how much milk I have.

“Wow. What a good cow you are! Look at all that milk. That’s so sexy. The machine is stretching out your teats, making them so long. I bet they’ll be dragging on the floor soon when you walk.”

My eyes roll back in my head as each tug sends a shock of pleasure right to my clit. It’s like they’re connected and I can feel it swelling with desire, just waiting to be touched.

My pussy clenches down on the device and another dose sprays warmth across my cervix. It feels so good and I never want this feeling to stop.

“I can’t wait the twelve hours, so I’m just going to shut this off and fuck you real quick while you're being milked.” I hear him say before he deflates the device and pulls it out of me.

My pussy clenches down, trying to keep it in, and I whine in disgruntlement. I need that to feel good!

When he sinks his cock into me, I forget all about the drip. Warm, hard cock is so much better.

“Oh fuck. Your pussy is warm, slick, and so tight. Fuck!” He repeats. “My cock has gone rock hard and my balls are tingling.” He grunts as thrusts into my pussy with fast strokes. “Whatever this shit is, it’s changing you from the inside out, Daisy. Your cunt muscles are massaging me.”

I wail as my climax hits me instantly. I’m in a constant state of arousal. Wave after wave of pleasure ripples from my pussy and straight to my udders. Milk sprays out, filling the cups faster than the machine can pump it away.

“I’m cumming.” He shouts, and then my insides are flooded with his seed. He groans as he pulls his still hard cock from my spasming channel. Our combined fluids drip from my freshly fucked snatch as my muscles clench, opening and closing, waiting to be filled again.

I need more!

“Damn, my head is spinning and my balls ache, but I’m still fucking hard.” He grumbles. “How am I still hard? I want to fuck you again, but I need to catch my breath. I suddenly have a headache, maybe I need some sleep, but first I need to insert the drip again. Got one more to go after this one’s finished.”

His moments are slow and his hands shake a little as he unhooks me from the milking machine. My udders sag now that they’re empty, and my teats are bright red and stretch down like fingers.

“Come on, Daisy.” He unhooks me and grabs me by my collar. I walk down the ramp on shaky limbs, still recovering from the last orgasm.

He leads me over to a square grate on the floor. “Use the bathroom, little cow, and I’ll hose you down before putting you away.”

I stare at him in confusion. I have to pee, but here? In front of him?

“Go ahead, cow.” He says encouragingly. If he says it’s okay, then it must be. I trust him.

I spread my legs wider and squat to drain my bladder. It falls through the grate and disappears. He attaches my collar to a lead hanging off the wall and then picks up a hose, quickly cleaning my sweaty body off.

Once I’m back in my stall, he chains me to the wall. “Spread your legs.”

I obey and feel the familiar head of the drip slipping into me and I get so excited I begin to wiggle my hips, which earns me a swat on the ass. “Bad cow. Stay still.”

I freeze as my ass burns from the smack, and look back at him. His eyebrows pinch like he’s in pain and he mumbles under his breath. “Damn, my head hurts, and so does my cock. Damn thing won’t go down. Need to get some fucking sleep.”

I don’t want him to be sick. A sliver of concern fills me, but as he inflates the device and the drip floods me again, all thoughts fade away. I fall to my side in the pile of straw, closing my eyes as I begin to cum. Nothing else matters right now.


Chapter Seven

I fade in and out of consciousness as the drip holds me in a state of mindless ecstasy. The world around me is quiet, but occasionally I hear a man’s voice.

“Can’t wait… got to fuck the hucow. Must… fuck.” The words sound urgent.

I can’t move my tired body as the drip is removed and replaced with a cock. I immediately cum as my pussy is ravaged by the man on top of me. His loud grunts turn savage as he pounds into me, cumming with a roar. His cock is still hard when he rips it out of me and a sound of frustration leaves his lips.

“Last dose and I… can fuck you all day long. I need to fuck.” His words sound slurred.

The new drip is replaced again and I drift off again. My mind slowly dissolves into nothing as my thoughts fade and my head remains blissfully blank.

The drip is removed a few more times and every time the man fucking me gets more aggressive in his fucking. He’s stopped speaking now and only grunts when he pulls out the drip to mount me.

I wake up sometime later as the heat in my stomach finally settles and see a naked male lying beside me. Who is he?

I sniff the air and his musky sex filled scent has my pussy clenching. His cock is massive and hard even as he slumbers. My mouth salivates the longer I stare at it. I shuffle to my hands and knees and brush my nose along his shaft. I stick my tongue out and lick the pre-cum that is leaking from the tip, moaning as his flavor coats my tongue.

His eyes immediately snap open, and I quickly move back as he climbs to his hands and knees. He says one word. “Breed,” and then he’s grabbing me by the hips. The device in my pussy is yanked out, making me scream in pain as the knot keeping it inside stretches my opening more than I can take.

The male is unconcerned about anything but stuffing his cock into my sore pussy. His larger body covers mine and some instinct inside me kicks in and I lower my head to the floor, my udders pillow under me like a cushion. I spread my legs as he settles behind me. I arch my back, presenting my cunt to my… mate. That’s who this male is and I want him to breed me. This is what I’m made for.

He growls in approval as he sniffs and licks my folds, making me gush more arousal as my body prepares to accept him.

This is pure animal instinct.

Hands encircle my waist with his hands, keeping me in place, and I whine in anticipation. He responds with a grunt of his own. My heart beats rapidly as his body covers mine and the head of his cock slides along my folds.

He thrusts his hips, and I’m so wet he misses his target and the head of his cock slides across my clit, making me cry out in desire. I buck under him, try to rub myself against him, but his hands dig into my flesh hard enough to leave bruises and he snarls into my ear.

I freeze in submission at his dominant actions. He’s telling me he’s in control and I must submit to him. I yield, my body going compliant, and he snorts in approval. I don’t know how I understand, but I do. No words are needed between us. Our bodies and desires are all that’s needed to communicate.

I’m his female. To dominate. To fuck and bred.

He shifts his hips and this time the head of his cock finds my entrance and then he’s sinking into me an inch at a time. It feels so good and I begin to cum before he’s all the way in. My voice cracks as I cry out and my walls clench around him, but he’s relentless and forces his way inside.

I’m still lost in the sexual haze of my climax as he begins a punishing rhythm, thrusting in and out, impaling me on his cock as I lay limp under him. Every thrust has me crying out in pleasure and he claims my body.

I’m his mate. His breeding cow.

His roar is deafening as he slams his pelvis against mine, forcing his cock deeper. It twitches inside me, and then the heat of his seed spills into me. It keeps coming until my stomach bloats. I can feel every pulse hitting my cervix and my next climax blindsides me.

I lay twitching on the floor as he pulls out of me. Hot gushes of semen trickle down my legs and onto the hay. He dips his head and takes a deep inhale, breathing in our combined scent, grunting in satisfaction.

He crawls out of the stall, and I hear things falling as he rummages around the barn. All I can do is close my eyes in exhaustion. The only thought in my head is when will he mount me again. I fall to sleep with a satisfied smile on my face.


Chapter Eight

“Hello.” I perk up when I hear a man’s voice.

It seems like a long time since someone has come to take care of me and I’m hungry and my udders are so full and painful.

Hopefully, he is here to milk me.

My mate wakes up next to me and crawls to the opening of the stall as the door to the barn opens and a man walks in.

“Oh, I didn’t know Mr. Stanright purchased a bull as well.” He says as he sees my mate. “Where is Mr. Stanright’s son, and how did you get loose?”

He looks around the place and frowns. “Looks like you got into some trouble while you were free. Good thing you didn’t find your way outside. We don’t need a loose bull running around the neighborhood.”

He looks down at something on his arm and frowns. “I’m sure Mr. Stanright told his son I’d be here today to tag and vaccinate his new hucow.”

I let out a whine, and he looks over at me. I shift on my hands and knees, my udders swaying heavily beneath me.

“Oh, you poor girl. When’s the last time you were milked? Those udders look painfully full.”

I can’t answer with words since my brain can’t focus enough to come up with a response, so I whine again, and pull against the chain holding my collar. My neck hurts from the strain, but I need to get to the milking bench.

“This is unacceptable. Where is your owner? He must be a lazy son of a bitch to leave you like this.”

“Mr. Stanright is due home later today, and I’m going to have some words for him.” He grumbles to himself. I don’t understand everything he’s saying, but he sounds angry. I hope it’s not something I did.

“First, I’ll deal with you.” He says to my mate. I watch as he grabs a steel collar from the shelf on the wall and approaches him.

“They must not have read the manual. Bulls are too strong for leather collars. This will hold you, though.” He says as he places the steel collar around my bull’s neck. He tugs him towards a ring on the wall with some difficulty. The bull bucks and grunts at being manhandled. “Come on, you walking hard on. I know you want to stay with the cow, but I have to tag you both and then you can go back to your stall together and fuck her, tell your heart’s content.” He grunts and drags the bull along the floor. He uses a thick chain to tie him to the ring and then grabs a few things from the bag he brought in.

“Time to tag you and give you a testosterone shot. You’re too small for a bull. It’s obvious you are newly transformed and haven’t been on the shots for long.” He talks away while he works and it’s all gibberish to us, but the tenor of his voice sounds soothing.

I watch as he sticks something into the bull’s ass that has him snarling, but he settles quickly. The man holds up something next to the bull’s head. There is a loud snap, and the man jumps back as the bull roars in pain. Hanging from his ear is a tag with black lines on it.

“Easy fella.” The man says, and the bull calms down after a few minutes. “You’re all done. Tag number 759. You’re now registered in the black market database. I’m sure your owner will make a good amount of money studding you out once you bulk up more.”

He turns to me and I cower in the corner, eyeing the thing in his hand nervously. That thing causes pain.

He notices me staring at it and he sets it down and approaches me with his hands up. “Easy, girl. I won’t hurt a pretty cow like you.” The tone of his voice remains calm as he comes into the stall and kneels down next to me. Slowly, he reaches out with one hand and gently strokes my cheek. His kind touch makes me relax and I lean into his touch.

“Come here, girl, and let the vet get a better look at you.”

Is he the vet? What is that?

I slowly move closer and he smiles, making me feel more comfortable. “Good girl.” He tips up my chin and looks into my eyes. Whatever he sees makes him nod his head. “Looks like your transformation was done correctly. I was curious after Mr. Stanright said your first dose was done anally, but it looks like everything turned out fine.”

He reaches under me and cups my full udders, pinching my teats between his fingers. They're so full, milk squirts out at the smallest touch. “Time to get you milked and then I’ll tag you and clean this place up and feed you two.”

I squeal in excitement. Finally!

He laughs and unhooks my collar. I rush as fast as I can towards the milking frame and climb up onto without his prompting. Once he’s strapped me in place, he flicks on the machine and attaches the cups. I almost faint in relief as I’m finally drained and the pain in my udders ease. I close my eyes and moan softly as I’m being milked.

I must fall asleep because a sharp pain in my ear has my eyes snapping open. The sting faded to a dull warmth and when I move my head, I can feel something brushing the side of my face.

“All tagged. Hucow number 2583. You took that better than the bull.” The man says. He hefts my udder in his hand, testing the weight. “Still pretty full. I’ll leave the milker on while I tidy up and then hopefully Mr. Stanright or his son will show up by the time I’m done.”


Chapter Nine

Dr. Carter

The little cow is milked and now back in her stall with the bull. I chained him to the wall this time. Leaving the female free to wander the enclosed space, but she sticks close to his side. Two bowls of food are placed in front of them and they are eating when someone arrives.

“Ah. Dr. Carter. Good day.” Mr. Stanright says with a smile. One I don’t return. I’m pissed off that I had to clean up this entire barn and his son still hasn’t shown his face.

“Mr. Stanright. Care to tell me why these two were left on their own without care? Not to mention the bull was roaming free. Do you know what would have happened if the bull got loose outside? It could bring down the entire hucow black market enterprise and make you a lot of enemies.”

The older man stands frozen in the doorway, looking confused and a little fearful. “Two? What bull?” He approaches the stall and looks over the edge, his face instantly paling and I’m starting to think something is not right.

“That is not a bull! That’s my son! What did you do to him?” He shouts, and the hucow whimpers and cowers in fear at his raised voice. The bull grunts and stands in front of her protectively. Seems they have created a bond.

His words take a second to register and then everything starts to make sense. “Your son? I didn’t do anything. He was like this when I arrived. Your son was naked and on all fours. The place was a mess and the poor hucow was bursting with milk.”

I rub my face with the palm of my hand, wondering how he’s going to handle what I’m about to say. “If I had to guess. I’m assuming your son fucked the cow while the drip was still active in her cunt, which is not allowed for a reason.” I look down at the bull, or Mr. Stanright’s son. “Probably multiple times if he’s now behaving like a bull.”

“I gave him the paperwork. Told him to read it and follow the instructions before I left.” He’s shouting in anger, clearly upset.

“You mean the paperwork I found in the garbage?” I ask. “Your son was careless, and now he’s paying for his mistakes. The drip not only works on women but men too. If the active drip came into contact with his genitals, it has the same effect. He succumbed to the drugs just like the hucow. He’s transformed himself into a bull.”

Panic flares in the old man’s eyes. “I admit, he can be irresponsible at times, but he’s my only son. Please tell me you can fix him?”

“I’m sorry, but the transformation is irreversible. The son you know is gone. Look at him. He doesn’t even recognize you.”

He looks down at his son, and I watch as resignation, then anger contort his features. “You idiot. You fucked up in college and I had to cover your ass just to get you to graduation and now you couldn’t even look after a stupid cow without turning yourself into one.”

The bull just grunts and nudges his face against the hucows. They make a cute pair.

“I had no choice but to tag him now that he’s a bull. They needed to be registered with the black market. Also, he’s small for a bull, so I gave him the proper hubull shots that are usually given during the transformation. They’ll help him bulk him up.”

Mr. Stanright nods numbly and I can tell he’s still in shock over the fact his son is now a mindless bull who only thinks about breeding.

Breeding! An idea comes to me and I offer the poor man a solution. “Look. I understand this is a shock, but we can’t change what’s happened and now you are without a son. An heir. I’m sure you wanted to pass down everything to your son, but now that isn’t possible, but I have a solution.”

“I’m listening.”

“How about breeding these two and keeping the offspring? It would be a blood relative and your grandson or daughter.” I say.

He frowns, but I can tell he’s thinking about it. When he stands up straighter, I can tell he’s decided. “Let's do it, but I only want a grandson. What if it’s a girl?”

“I’m sure she can be given false documentation and adopted out to a delightful couple and we can breed them until they produce a boy.”

“Fine, but the hucow has a birth control shot. Can we reverse it?” He asks.

“Yes, that’s not a problem. I can give her a shot today that will make her fertile within twenty-four hours.” I tell him.

“Good. And I don’t want to lay eyes on them again. It’s too hard to see my son like this, so I’ll need to hire someone to care for them until she delivers.”

“I know a handler that you can hire to look after them. Once you have a new heir, you can sell them. I’m sure you can get an excellent price for the pair and they should be sold together. It looks like they have bonded and it would be cruel to separate them.” I say as I enter the stall and prick the hucow in the arm with the shot that will reverse the birth control.

“Then that is what I’ll do.” Mr. Stanright says. “The sooner my son is gone, the sooner I can forget about this entire mistake. I’ll pay you to do weekly checks on them and I want to be informed as soon as the cow conceives.”

Regret sits heavily in the man's gut. “I wish I never heard of the hucow black market.”

I step out of the pen and see the look of disgust on his face as his son, now a mindless breeding bull, pushes the cow’s head down. She lets out an excited squeal and spreads her legs, sticking her ass in the air like a slut. The bull wastes no time mounting the tiny cow, who howls in pleasure at being bred. Both uncaring that they have an audience. Animals are such dirty creatures, but it’s nature.

The faster she gets pregnant, the better, and once he has his grandchild in hands, these two can be sold to a new owner who knows what they’re doing.

I’m sure Mr. Stanright won’t make the same mistakes with his grandson.

Lesson learned.

The End.

For updates on my hucow stories follow me on my Amazon Author Page or follow me on instagram under lucymoo2023

Friend me on Facebook under Lucy Moo!

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 2024)

The Hucow Herd Series

Grade A: Prime Choice

Commercial Grade Hucow

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

Hucow Farm Series

Hucow Farm Book One: Intake

Hucow Farm Book Two: Transformation (Coming August 2025

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

HAPPY HUCOW READING!
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