

Santa and the Hucow

A Futuristic Hucow Story

This is a holiday hucow short story

Featuring Clover from Grada A: Prime Choice Hucow


Author’s Note:

This story and others in the series takes place in a futuristic world where cannibalism is normal and animals are no longer bred and killed for human consumption. Instead, human livestock, hucows, and bulls are raised specifically to feed the free humans.

Massive factories house and raise the hucow livestock until they are ready for inspection where they are graded according to the New World Food Corporation (NWFC) Grade Scale:

●     Grade A: Prime Choice Hucow (Red collar)

●     Grade B: Butcher’s Choice Hucow (Green Collar)

●     Grade C: Commercial Grade Hucow (Dairy Quality) (Blue Collar)

●     Grade D: Cannery Hucow (Lowest grade and not fit for anything but canned goods) (Black Collar)

These stories are meant to be unrealistic, far-fetched and dark with bdsm themes and not for the faint of heart. There is forced breeding, lactation, and dehumanization. If that is not your thing, stop right now. If you're willing to forge ahead, I promise you won’t be disappointed in this outlandish, mind-boggling series.

Happy Hucow Reading!


Chapter One

“Come on, Clover girl. It’s time for your evening milking. It’s Christmas Eve and I want to get home to my wife and kids.” The lead farmhand of the breeding ranch says.

He unhooks my collar from the thick chain that tethers me to the wall of my stall. He’s really impatient tonight. More so than usual. He’s never one to be friendly to the hucows. His stern hand and no nonsense attitude keep us from misbehaving, but I’m not scared. I feel safe in his care. A farmhand’s job is to care for us and they know what best to make us as productive as possible.

There are two types of humans in the world. Free ones, which are people like the farmhand standing in my stall waiting impatiently to start my evening milking. Then there are humans like me who are farm raised. Livestock from birth. It’s all I’ve ever known and don’t know any better. I’m just grateful to serve my purpose as a breeding and milking Grade A hucow. I was lucky to find a home on this wonderful farm instead of ending up on someone’s dinner table.

We’re all graded once we reach maturity and most hucows are graded as food stock and end their days in a slaughterhouse waiting to be butchered to feed all the free humans or dairy cows who spend their life in dairy factories. Neither job is something to be ashamed of. It’s what we were raised for, after all.

I was surprised and so very proud when I passed my exam and graded A, prime choice. Only the best make that grade, and that’s why I’m on this breeding farm. My sole purpose is to be milked and bred as often as possible in the hopes of creating more high-quality livestock.

“Hurry up! Those massive udders of yours are making you too slow, and I want to get home in time to say goodnight to my kids before Santa comes.” He grumbles and whacks me on my rump with a crop.

I let out a small yelp and climbed to my hands and knees. I’ve grown accustomed to the sting of the crop, but it still frightens me. Punishment is something I don’t enjoy. It means I’m being a naughty cow and I try not to disappoint my owner or the handlers that look after us.

My giant udders sway beneath me as I crawl toward the metal milking frame in the corner of my stall. We’re allowed to walk on two feet, but most of the farmhands enjoy making us crawl like animals. It’s supposed to humble us and remind me of my place as a lowly hucow, but I don’t mind. It’s much easier to crawl since my udders have grown and being on all fours eases the pain in my back.

Anticipation and eagerness fill me as I near the milking machine. My udders are full and I can’t wait to feel the relief the milking machine gives me as it drains the milk from them.

“What is Christmas and who is Santa?” I ask the farmhand, not understanding what his in such a hurry for and then wince when I realize I spoke without permission. We’re not allowed to talk much unless the handlers or owner asks us a question.

I obediently climb up onto the frame and settle my chubby body so my udders hang off the end and my soft tummy lays between the bars that support my hips and just below my chest, hoping he’ll forget my outburst if I do as I’m told.

To my relief, I don’t feel the lash of the crop against my back, and I’m even more surprised to hear him chuckle. When he leans down to strap my arms and legs to the frame, I catch the smile on his face, which is odd. He only ever has a look of disinterest or scowls at us when we don’t listen.

“It’s a holiday for free humans and a dumb hucow like you won’t understand, but I’m in a good mood tonight since I’m getting the next two days off, so I’ll tell you about it while you're getting milked.” He says as he cups one of my massive udders in his calloused palm and attaches the milking cup to my tender flesh.

They weren’t always this big, but since delivering my first two calves a few weeks ago, my chest ballooned with milk and I’m producing gallons a day. I had twins; the owner said, and he was so proud of me. I’m the first cow on his farm to birth two calves at once and he has hopes that my next breeding will produce another set of twins.

I overheard the owner discussing my next mating, and I’m not sure when it’s going to take place, but he said soon and wanted me to start on extra hormones to increase the chance of a multiple pregnancy. I have received a daily injection every evening since that day.

As he attached the second cup, the machine turns on and the strong suction pulls my teats down into the cups. On the second pull, my milk begins to drain and I sigh in relief as the pressure in my chest eases.

“Christmas is a holiday when families spend time together. Gifts are given to the ones you care about and the children get a special visit from a very important man.” He says and I see a twinkle in his eye as he smirks down at me. “His name is Santa.”

“He comes once a year on Christmas Eve, sneaking into the house at night when everyone is asleep and leaves the children who have been good, treats and candies and toys.”

I don’t know what toys are, but I’m familiar with treats. Sometimes the farmer owner will hand feed us little hard sugar cubes when he comes to check on us as a reward for producing a lot of milk.

“Aren’t the children scared?” I ask. It seems scary to have a stranger enter your house when you’re sleeping.

As the milker works to drain me, the farm hand pinches some skin on my belly, and then I feel the prick of a needle as it sinks deeply into my stomach. The warmth pooling in my lower belly is immediate and my pussy grows wet. Every time I get a shot, my body flushes with heat and I’m instantly horny. Well, hornier than usual. My udders are so sensitive that just getting milked makes me aroused.

I’m always ready to be mounted. While I was pregnant, the farm owner allowed the handlers full access to my body and most of them took advantage of the opportunity to mount me. I was so horny from all the pregnancy hormones and milking that I craved it. They took such good care of my needs that I was hardly left wanting, but since giving birth I haven’t been touched much to my disappointment and now the injections are making me desperate to be bred just so I can have my fill of cock.

My hips start to buck as my pussy clenches with the urge to be mounted. The farmhand smacks me on the ass as a reprimand and I immediately settle. He slips a bucket between my legs. “I need a sample. Pee.” He tells me and I don’t even think about it. I just let my bladder go, filling up the bucket.

“Good girl.” He says while he does whatever he’s doing, he continues explaining this strange holiday called Christmas. “No, the kids are excited. He’s magical and brings them everything they desire the most.”

My chest heaves as my need grows. I wish this Santa would bring me what I desire most, a nice hard cock. I want to cum so badly.

“Your urine sample was positive for ovulation. Looks like you're ready to be bred again, Clover, but I have to check you internally to make sure.” He says behind me and my heart picks up a beat. It’s only been weeks since I delivered, but I’m looking forward to being pregnant again.

Two thick fingers slide inside me and my eyes roll back in my head at the sudden penetration. I’ve had nothing inside me in weeks. They gave me time to heal, and I missed the feeling of being filled.

“Still so tight, even after two calves stretched you out. You're one fine cow.” He says as he thrusts his digits in and out. I can’t hold still and my hips buck against his hand, but he doesn’t correct me this time. He must really be in a good mood. All the other farmhands love it when we get crazy with desire, but he’s never mounted me or bothered to bring me pleasure. All he ever does is milk me and make sure I stay healthy.

When he adds a third finger, I can’t help the moans that slip out at the feeling of being stuffed again, and he’s not done. Four fingers are now inside me, forcing my hole open wider and yielding to his penetration.

It’s almost too much and I mewl as he twists his hand and slips his thumb inside. I’m too full now and there is a slight pain that mixes with the pleasure. “Easy, girl. I have to check your cervix.” He says, and I know this is for my own good, so I force myself to relax.

He feels my body let go of the tension and uses his other hand to rub soothingly along my back. “There’s a good girl.” He pushes with greater force and then his entire hand pops inside, right up to his wrist.

My eyes wide in shock before my entire body locks up as an orgasm slams into me out of nowhere. I cry out as I tighten round his hand. My muscles ripple along his knuckles as wave after wave of pleasure consumes me.

My mind remains in a sexual fog as I succumb to the euphoria, but I distinctly hear the sound of large gushes of milk pouring out of me after my orgasm. Every time I cum while being milked, I produce more.

The handler touches me deep inside and I shiver as another wave of pleasure ripples across my abdomen. I close my eyes and slump in exhaustion, letting the frame hold my weight as he pulls his hand out, followed by a gush of my arousal.

I open my eyes only far enough to watch him stand beside me, wiping his hands on a towel. “Looks like you’ll be getting a Christmas present too.”

I frown in confusion. Hucows don’t get presents.

“Your womb is open and ready to be bred. Tomorrow, you’ll be going to the breeding pen and spending the holidays with two horny bulls. They’ll give you the gift of loads of cum and hopefully another set of twins, if we’re lucky.”

I’m too exhausted to give him much of a response, but excitement has me smiling. No one fills me up like a bull and I can’t wait to be bred again.

“Who knows, maybe with these injections you’ll be a Christmas miracle and have three little hucows growing inside you soon.”

Three? Is that possible?

He doesn’t say anything more as he unhooks me from the milking machine and leads me back to my pile of hay in the corner. I don’t know if I fully understand this weird human holiday, but I’m too tired to ask him what a miracle is or anything more to do with this mysterious present giver called Santa.

He tethers me to the wall again and pats me on the head as I settle down to sleep.

“Get some rest tonight, Clover, because you have a busy few days ahead of you. Whoever is working tomorrow will come get you and take you to the breeding pen.”

He leaves after that and the barn lights are shut off, leaving me in darkness. I expect to have a hard time sleeping from the anticipation of getting bred again, but my lids slip closed almost immediately and I’m out like a light.

Orgasms tend to do that. They make everything better.


Chapter Two

SANTA (or is it?)

Every year, Mr. Thomas dresses up as Santa for the local Christmas Party held in town. He loves the look on their faces when he arrives. The joy and awe makes him feel proud to wear this costume.

He really gets into the act and even when the children leave and the adult party starts, he keeps the costume on. There is just something magical about bringing joy and laughter to others.

Now slightly inebriated, he waves goodbye to his sober driver as he arrives home. The lights are all off in the house downstairs, so he knows the kids are all asleep, excited to see what Santa has brought them in the morning. The only light left on is the one in his bedroom where his wife is probably waiting for him to get home.

She more than likely has her nose stuck in a book and won’t even notice when he gets home, and once he does, she’ll pretend she’s too tired to have some fun. He reaches down and adjusts his hardening cock. Just the thought of getting some action has him horny, but his wife hardly puts out anymore.

His attention shifts from his bedroom window towards the hucow barn in the distance and a smile forms as an idea grows in his lust filled mind. He rarely indulges in the hucows he owns. They are not here to be his sex toys, but serve an important purpose. The only time he makes an exception is when they first arrive and need to be broken in. As the farm owner, he gets to be the first to fuck the new livestock, but he never touches them after. Lately though, he’s feeling sexually neglected, and a man needs release sometimes.

He turns away from his house and heads towards the barn with determination. The bells on his suit jingle softly with every step.

Why is he the only one on this farm not getting his dick wet? That is about to change. He has a barn full of willing holes, and it’s not like it’s cheating. They aren’t free women. They’re just hucows. Livestock. His livestock and tonight, Santa is going to pay them a visit.

One in particular comes to mind and his smile grows as he opens the barn door and gets a whiff of sweet milk mixed with the musky smelling scent of ripe hucow pussy.

It’s time for Santa to get his present.


Chapter Three

A strange noise draws me out of slumber. It’s a tinkling sound like bells, and then I hear the shuffling of feet. The barn is still dark and I wonder if a farm hand forgot something and has returned to fetch it.

Suddenly I see a strange man leaning over my stall door? He looks old, with a white beard and mustache. Upon his head is an odd-looking hat.

“Ho Ho Ho.” He says with a chuckle as I lay still and watch him enter my stall. I don’t feel scared, just curious about who he is. His voice is low, with a deep baritone. “Hello, Clover.”

How does he know my name? “Who are you?”

His outfit is just as odd as his hat. I’ve never seen a free human dressed like this with fur time along the bottom of his pants and shirt sleeves. And are those bells on his suit? It’s still dark, but I can tell the suit is all one color.

“Well, pretty little cow,” he says and for a second I think I recognize his voice, but he drops it lower and I think I’m mistaken. He kind of sounds like my owner. The boss of this farm, Mr. Thomas, but it can’t be him. Mr. Thomas is much younger and handsome. “I’m Santa Claus.”

“Santa?” I say in shock, but then tilt my head in confusion. “I think you might be lost. The children don’t live here. They are in the farmhouse. This is the hucow barn.”

“You’ve heard of me?” This time he sounds surprised and I nod my head and smile.

“Oh yes! This farmhand told me about you while I was getting milked. He said you were magic, whatever that means, and that you give kids presents and treats. I like treats!” I add.

He chuckles and shakes his head. “Aren’t you a sweet cow and so smart.” He praises and warmth fills me.

“Did he tell you I only give presents and treats to good girls and boys?” I think back to the conversation I had earlier and don’t remember hearing that.

“No.” I say, but if I was a little kid, I’d want to be good to receive presents. I’m a good hucow or I try very hard to be. “I’m not a little girl, but I’m a good hucow. The owner always says so when he visits me.” I sit up straighter and watch his eyes dip down to my chest. My body responds, my teats growing hard as he licks his lips. The warmth in my chest spreads lower and I feel myself getting wet.

“Yes. You have been a very good hucow this year.” He murmurs and takes a step closer. “You birthed two healthy calves and you produce the richest quality of milk out of all the hucows on the farm.”

My smile is so big, my cheeks hurt.

He kneels down in front of me, and his scent seems familiar. I’ve smelt this before, but can’t place it. When his hands cup my dangling udders, I let out a low moan. He gives them a firm squeeze and tugs on my teats. His hands are warm and feel amazing on my soft flesh. “I don’t usually visit hucows on Christmas, but since you’ve been so good, I’ve decided you deserve a special treat.”

“Really?” It comes out as a moan when he pinches me hard and a squirt of milk bids on the tip before dribbling down my flesh. The sweet smell of my milk permeates the stall.

“Yes, my good cow. I’m going to give you a very special treat.” He says, and I can’t wait. Will it be sugar cubes or something even better?

“But first I’m going to have a taste of those bursting udders.” Heat floods my core at the thought of him suckling me, but then I grow uneasy. I’ve only ever had the machine draw my milk out. That’s one rule on the farm. No drinking from the hucows. My milk belongs to my owner and not a drop is to be wasted.

“You can’t.” I blurt out. Oh no! I just shouted at a free human. I’m being a bad cow, but I don’t want to get into trouble. My cheeks grow warm in embarrassment. I look down and lower my voice. “My owner would be mad.”

He tilts my chin up with a finger, so I’m forced to look at him. “That’s why you’re such a good girl, Clover. You would say no to me because I don’t own and you are loyal to the one that does.” His face is almost completely covered by the beard, but I see the emotions in his eyes. They are still filled with desire, but pride almost overshadows it. “Your owner is lucky to have such a loyal cow in his herd, but don’t worry, you will not get into trouble for anything that happens here tonight. Let yourself go with me, and just enjoy it. Your master will understand. In fact, he would agree you deserve it.”

I can only nod and hope he’s right.

“Now, lay back and hold those udders up so Santa can drink his fill.” He commands and I instantly fall submissive. I’m bred for compliance and trained to obey any command from a free human. This Santa fellow is no different, so do as he says.

He follows me down, leaning his much larger body over mine. When his warm, wet mouth latches on to my teat, all the tension and worry fade. On the first pull, a sharp gasp escapes me at the sensation. It’s so different from the machines, and so much better!

His teeth graze along my teat, making me shiver. I can’t stop the moans that are coming out of my mouth as he draws large mouthfuls of milk from me. He swallows with a moan of his own and then switches to my other teat. “So rich and tastes better straight from the source. I need more.” He mumbles.

His suckling grows aggressive, almost as hard as the milker, and I love every second of it. Heat pools in my belly. My body responds to the milking like it always does, and I grow slick between my legs.

My breathing escalates until I’m panting and mewling beneath him. My clit throbs, begging to be touched and my core aches to be filled.

“Please.” I beg like the horny cow I am.

He chuckles and the vibrations send shockwaves of pleasure right to my clit. When his hand slides down my stomach, tears of relief fill my eyes, but never have time to fall because as soon as his fingers press down on my nub, my eyes slam shut and I detonate.

My legs fall open as my body goes limp from the pleasure. My udders burst, releasing copious amounts of milk, which he rushes to guzzle. The other teat sprays milk out in an arch, soaking the ground beneath me, but I’m too lost in ecstasy to care that I’ll have to sleep in a mess after this.

He pulls off of my teat when my milk begins to slow, but he continues to rub circles on my sensitive bud, causing me to twitch as jolts of pleasure shoot through me. It’s almost too much after my orgasm, but I’ll never tell him to stop.

“So responsive.” He murmurs. “You really are a prime choice hucow. Submissive and the right amount of horniness with large milk filled udders.” He stands up and unzips his pants, taking out his hard cock and stroking himself.

I’m still in a daze, but the sight makes my mouth water. I reach out to touch him, but he shakes his head. “There’s a sign on your stall door I noticed before coming in, my little Clover. You are ripe for breeding and I’m going to mount your hucow pussy and fill you up with cum. It’s my present to you.” He says. “Santa might just put a calf in your belly before the bulls do. Now get on your hands and knees and get ready to be bred.”

“Santa’s had his milk and now he wants a cookie to go with it.”

I frown in confusion when he says that. I don’t know what a cookie is, but I don’t care enough to ask as I quickly scramble to my hands and knees.

I’m a fertile hucow and ready to be mounted.

I’m about to be bred by Santa!


Chapter Four

A delicate shiver travels across my skin as he settles his large body between my spread legs. He grabs both ass cheeks, massaging the round globes with strong hands, drawing a deep moan from me and making him chuckle.

“So desperate and ready to be bred.” He mutters as he spreads my cheeks, looking at the wet mess my pussy has become.

“I’m glad I’m getting a turn with your pussy before those horny bulls destroy it in their eagerness to put a calf in your fertile womb.”

Another gush of arousal pours out of me as I remember my first time with the bulls. They were a little rough and demanding, but I enjoyed every second. I was exhausted after it was over, but it was worth it, and I was carrying the first set of twins the farm has ever had.

“You want it, don’t you, cow?” He asks and all I can do is nod. I’m so aroused and beyond all thought. This is what I’m made for. My body trained to be bred and milked.

“I can tell by how wet you are. This pussy is begging to be filled up over and over with cum until it takes and you’re with calf.”

It’s true. I want it badly.

“Well, I’m going to warm you up. If my seed takes tonight, you might already be pregnant when the farmhand brings you to the bulls. It would be too early to tell, but wouldn’t it be nice if you got knocked up by Santa? To have a Christmas miracle growing in your belly?”

I know little about this holiday or this magical man about to breed me, but I bet my owner would be happy if I got impregnated by someone so important. Would the calf be special? That thought gets me excited and I suddenly want more than anything to have Santa’s seed take.

“Yes, please breed me, Santa. Give me a calf.” I beg, wiggling my hips to entice him, and brush up against his hard shaft. He groans and smacks my ass, the loud sound echoing in the quiet barn.

I yelp at the burn, but moan as the pain fades, leaving behind a pleasant warmth. “Hold still, cow.” His voice is stern and I immediately still.

“Good girl.” He says and then I feel the head of his cock split my lower lips apart and find my entrance.

I want to push back against the intrusion, impaling myself on his cock, but fight the urge and remain still. He’s in control here, and I have to wait.

“So obedient.” He says, as he remains unmoving with his cock just inside me. “You know your place, on your knees, waiting for cock.”

He’s right. I know my place, and without conscious thought, I submit fully, lowering my head, letting the muscles in my body go lax. I kneel under him, completely submissive.

When he feels me fully surrender, he surges into me to the hilt, making me gasp at the sudden fullness. He’s nowhere near as big as the bulls are, but much larger than most of the farmhands who use me. I haven’t been mounted since delivering and the slight burn of being penetrated cools some of the lust I’ve been feeling.

“So tight.” He grunts as he pulls out, only to thrust back in. “Even after delivering two calves, your pussy is strangling my cock.”

I smile at his praise, feeling good that I’m pleasing him.

He wastes no time setting a pace and rutting into me quickly. The burn fades as my body adjusts to being mounted again and soon I’m withering in pleasure. His shaft slid along my walls, sparking bolts of pleasure as the sensitive nerves are stimulated.

The blissful sensations built as he pounds into me with vigorous thrusts, forcing my arousal higher, and I know I’m going to cum soon. My pussy contracts, squeezing the cock inside me and making him groan in pleasure.

There is no more talking from either of us. We’re too lost to the rut. He’s panting hard, but never slows down, forcing me to accept his cock deep inside me. The tip batters my cervix with every thrust and it’s borderline painful, but not enough to quell the lust that’s threatening to pull me under.

I don’t fight it, but sink further into the sexual haze that surrounds us. His hot breath ghosts the back of my neck as he leans over me and grabs my udders like handlebars, slamming into me harder than before. His rhythm changes, and he growls against my skin, letting me know he’s about to climax.

I’m not far behind him, and when he pulls down on my teats while pushing his cock as far into me as he can, I explode. My back arches and my pussy clamps down on his shaft just as it begins to twitch. I wail in pleasure as my mind goes blank. My other senses are dulled, but I hear his roar of completion and feel the moment his seed coats my insides.

Hot gushes of fluid fill me up as he pumps his hips in shallow thrusts, moaning as he empties his hot load inside me.

My skin is sticky with sweat and milk. My arm cannot hold me up any longer and I collapse into a heap with my ass in the air. Santa grips my hips to keep me in place until the last of his spend is deposited and then he pulls out, falling against the side of my stall in satisfaction. I roll to my side, completely spent, with a silly smile on my face.

After a few moments, he gathers enough energy to tuck his flaccid cock back into his suit and stand up.

I can barely keep my eyes open, but I watch him grab a rag before kneeling back down next to me and spreading my legs. I’m surprised when he wipes the mess dripping from my pussy and then tucks the rag into his pocket.

I can see the relaxed smile on his lips through the beard, and a sense of calm fills me. He’s happy.

He checks the chain attached to my collar to make sure I have enough slack to be comfortable and then pats my head affectionately. “Good girl. Good, Clover.”

He stands up and turns to leave. Panic fills me at the thought of never seeing him again. “Santa!”

He turns back to me with a look of surprise at my outburst, and I blush. “Sorry, but will you visit me again?”

He chuckles. “If you’re a good hucow all year and obey your master, then you might get another visit from me next Christmas and remember, bad cows don’t get orgasms.”

I nod my head quickly. “I promise to be the best hucow ever.”

“Goodnight, Clover and Merry Christmas.” He says and walks out of the stall. I hear his heavy steps fade away.

I think I hear a faint, “HO HO HO.” from somewhere outside the barn before I drift off to sleep.

I now understand why free humans like this holiday so much.
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