

Chapter 1

I use the back of my hand to wipe the sweat off my brow, but nothing can wipe away the feeling of contentment or the smile off my face as I take a break from my hike to catch my breath. Sitting on a large boulder high up the mountain, I gaze out across the forest below me. It feels like I’m the only one left on earth. There are no sounds of horns honking or the incessant chatter of people talking. No phones ringing or deadlines to meet out here. Just me and nature. This view and the soothing sounds of the forest sure beats the hectic city life I was happy to leave behind for a week-long hiking trip.

I swat a mosquito away and take a sip of water from my canteen. The sun can hardly penetrate the thick foliage, but the air is still humid, making me hot and parched. I need to keep hydrated because if I pass out, there is no one around to help me.

The cool water soothes my throat and gives me a burst of energy to keep pushing on. I need to reach the top of this mountain and find a spot to make camp for the night. According to my map, I have about three more miles to go.

I stand up and take another moment to appreciate the view before I move on. It’ll be dark soon and I don’t want to be out here in the pitch black without shelter and a fire.

By the time I get to the top, my legs are shaky with exhaustion and I’m ready for a much needed rest. The trees are thinner here, but the ground is very rocky with dips and ruts. I’m not one to be fussy about where I sleep usually. Give me a sleeping bag and I can sleep on hard flat ground just fine, but even I refuse to sleep on this uneven ground. Waking up to a sore back and little sleep would cut my hiking trip short.

I walk for another mile and notice the trees up ahead seem to open up into a clearing and I hope that it’ll be flat enough to set up camp.

I break through the treeline and stumble to a stop in surprise. In the center of the clearing were large piles of stone. They weren’t just deposited there by nature, but looked like part of ancient ruins.

This part of the mountain was supposed to be untouched by the public. The area is not listed on any of the usual hiking trails, and that’s why I picked it. I wanted to be alone with my thoughts and nature for an entire week.

Have I found the remains of some primitive tribe? Am I the first one to step foot here in a hundred years?

That would be amazing!

Curiosity piqued, I made my way towards the center. As I get closer, I can see that the ruins comprised several crumbling stone walls. Some remain taller than my head, while others have crumbled to dust, weathered by time and nature. I lean closer to one pillar that’s still intact and can see intricate carvings and marks covering the surface.

Who built these ruins and what happened to them?

I might have stumbled upon a forgotten piece of history, hidden away in the depths of the forest. This is a once and a lifetime opportunity, one I plan to experience to the fullest, but I don’t have time to explore now. The sun is going down quickly and it’ll be dark soon. I need to set up camp, but tomorrow, I plan to spend the day discovering everything there is about these ancient stones and the secrets they may hold.


Chapter 2

I woke up rested, and once I had a quick breakfast of coffee heated by a small fire and a bowl of granola and a banana, I was ready to explore. My body was filled with an excited energy and the clearing seemed to hum with a current of magic.

I can’t explain it, but the moment I stepped into this clearing, I felt an energy or source of power coming from this place. There’s something magical and mysterious about these ruins, and I plan to find it.

I pack a small lunch and my water bottle in my pack and leave the rest of my supplies in the tent. The clearing is quite large, with lots of places to explore, and I doubt I’ll make it back here until supper.

The ruins seem more intact towards the north side of the clearing, so I head in that direction first. There are pathways covered in moss and vines run along the walls of the ruins. I stop every so often to look at a carving on the wall. They are all too faded to make out, but parts of them are still visible.

The deeper I get into the ruins, something in the air changes. It gets heavy and I feel a sensation along my skin, raising goosebumps along my arms. There is a pull inside me that leads me forward.

Something odd is going on, and even though my gut is telling me I should be cautious, I can’t stop myself from moving forward out of curiosity. There is a powerful force that’s propelling me forward like a magnet.

A sound reaches my ears. It’s been quiet all morning. Only the scrape of my footsteps on the stones disturbed the stillness of the clearing, but now a sound is coming from further up ahead. It’s like nothing I’ve ever heard before. The low, humming noise gets louder with every step I take closer.

There is a turn up ahead and once I’m clear of the wall, I see a bright light. There is a giant glowing archway in front of me.

What is that?

My body moves on autopilot, and I walk up a set of crumbling steps. My eyes must be playing tricks on me because right in front of me is a shimmering portal, swirling with bright colors. The humming noise is much louder now, almost drowning out my thoughts.

I can’t focus on anything but the portal in front of me and the push to move forward. I must go forward. That thought fills my mind, and without hesitation, I take another step closer. Suddenly there is a burst of light and I’m sucked into the portal.

My body feels weightless and I’m floating in a sea of vibrant colors, so bright I have to close my eyes. My stomach does a somersault. I feel like I’m adrift on the ocean and the urge to vomit is strong. I swallow it back and pray this feeling ends quickly.

Just when I think I can’t hold on any longer, the light recedes and gravity takes hold. I tumble to the ground on my back, staring up at the blue sky above me. I gasp as the wind gets knocked out of me from the fall.

When I recover, I realize the humming sound is gone, and the forest is once again quiet except for the sound of birds chirping. That’s odd. I didn’t hear any birds while I was exploring the ruins.

The ruins! The portal!

I sit up quickly and look around. I lay at the bottom of the stairs, surrounded by the still crumbling stones, but the archway in front of me is empty. There is no light coming from it and I only glimpse the forest behind it.

What the hell happened? I must have sat down for lunch and fallen asleep. I grab my backpack and check inside. My lunch is still there, untouched. Maybe I fell and hit my head? Gingerly, I reach up and touch my head in a few places to check for pain. Nothing.

That’s odd. I chuckle to myself. I must be going crazy. Finding this place has my imagination running wild.

“What do we have here?” A male voice coming from behind me makes me jump to my feet and spin around to face him.

Four men wearing odd clothes stand about ten feet in front of me. They are dressed oddly, like back in the olden days with brown linen tunics and pants. They are stained in areas and look worn. One has a wool cloak and his clothing is nicer than the others. He stands out from the others not only in clothing but in appearance. He looks clean and kept, while the others are scruffy and dirty looking.

“Who are you?” I say.

The three dirty men look out at each other in surprise, but the other man scowls at me. “You dare speak to a man?”

“Excuse me?” I say defensively.

Who does this idiot think he is? I get enough misogynistic bullshit at work from my boss and other male coworkers, thinking men are superior to women because they have a dick swinging between their legs. Most of those assholes probably have tiny dick syndrome and need to act like assholes in order to feel better about their inadequacies.
“She must have stolen clothing from her master.” One man whispers to the others loud enough for me to hear and I frown in confusion.

I’m wearing beige hiking pants and boots, along with a dark tank top. The front dips down enough to reveal my cleavage, but my girls are well supported in a sports bra. My outfit is kind of masculine, but it’s hiking gear, not clubwear.

Another of the men nods in agreement. “You must be right. There is no way she would have wandered free without being noticed if she hadn’t clothed herself.”

Their conversion is getting more confusing by the second and I’m getting a terrible feeling in my gut. I need to leave right now.

“I’m just going to go now. Have a nice day.” I say, trying to be polite as I step backwards away from them.

“Stop right there.” The well-dressed man says. “No matter where you came from, you are in our custody now. Restrain her.”

Hell no. I turn on my heel and bolt down a pathway further into the ruins. I run as fast as I can, not looking back even though I can hear them give chase.

I need to find a way out of here and back down the mountain to safety. Whoever these men are, they have bad intentions and I don’t plan to stick around to find out what those intentions are.

I turn the corner and come face to face with a dead end. “Shit.” My breathing is hard, and I panic as I look around for another way out.

“Whoa. Easy, girl.” The three men have caught up to me. “Boris, go around that way.” The dark-haired man in the center says and I watch warily as the blond-haired man named Boris with a dirty smudge on his forehead edges towards my left.

“Gerard, cage her in that way and I’ll block her path.” He says to the other man.

I watch Gerard move to my right while trying to monitor the movements of the other two. They are creating a semi-circle, pushing me into the wall behind me.

“Samuel, what is taking so long? She’s just one hapless female.” The man with the cloak has caught up to us and his words are filled with impatience.

“She’s a fast little thing, sir,” Samuel says. So I was right. The man with the attitude must be their boss.

Samuel moves towards me with slow, steady steps like I’m some wild animal that’s seconds away from bolting. I failed to notice he’s holding a length of rope in one hand until he’s a few feet away from me.

“Please don’t do this. Let me go and I won’t tell the police about this.” I plead.

They ignore my words and soon I’m pressed against the wall. I can’t flee, so my only option is fighting. It’s four against one, but I can’t give up.

I take the chance and kick out at Samuel, but he jumps back with a smile and shakes his head. “You’re already going to be punished for escaping and stealing clothing. Now you have the courage to harm a male? You should give up now, and we’ll make sure you won’t suffer too much when we hand you over to your new owners.”

My heart beats so loud in my chest I’m sure they can hear it. His words make my stomach flip in fear. I’ve heard of human trafficking, but shit like that usually happens in cities and towns, not out in the fucking forest where the odds of seeing another person is slim. This is not the usual hunting grounds for kidnappers. Serial killers maybe, but if I understand what he’s saying, they don’t plan to kill me. That doesn’t make me feel any better, though.

“Grab her.” Samuel says and before I can react, the other two each rush me and take hold of my arms. They’re not gentle and their fingers dig into my arms, spinning me to face the stone behind me. A hand grabs a handful of my hair and presses my check into the wall.

“NO!” I shout as Samuel quickly binds my wrists with rope behind my back while I continue to struggle uselessly.

My head is yanked backward, causing me to yelp in pain before I’m muffled by a leather strapped that is placed across my mouth and tied behind my head.

“Strip her. It’s unacceptable for a female to be clothed like her betters.” The leader says and my eyes widen in horror as Samuel begins to cut away my clothing. I struggle again, even though Boris grabs me around the neck and pins me in place.

I buck my hips, only to hiss when the knife nicks my side. “Hold still.” Gerard barks in my ear. “Or Samuel will accidentally stab you deep enough that you won’t heal from the wound. Lord Barton won’t waste money on a lowly hucow slave like you.”

I freeze in place. I cannot take the chance of getting injured. I need to be alive and healthy to escape when I get the chance.

“That’s a good hucow.” He murmurs when I stand still while Samuel removes my boots, socks, pants and tank top, leaving me in my bra and panties.

Hucow? What is that? They keep saying it and calling me a hucow.

“What are those strange undergarments?” Boris asks.

“She wears strange clothes.” Samuel comments, but slides his knife under my sports bra and cuts it away, then does the same to my panties.

They spin me around to face forward, leaving me bare to their gazes and the air. My nipples pebble in the breeze and I look down in shame at being so exposed.

The impatient asshole who’s been barking orders at the other men appears in front of me, and I look up at him in anger. I’m assuming this is Lord Barton. He ignores my glare or misses it completely because his gaze is on my tits and, to my shock, he grabs a hold of one breast and squeezes hard, sinking his fingers into my soft flesh, making me squeal in pain.

“Her udders are dry.” He comments.

No fuck. Of course I don’t have milk. I’ve never had a baby.

“She looks too old to still be unfarmed, but there is no collar around her neck. That means she’s not an indentured hucow yet. Check her property brand so we can contact her master and let him know she was found and what farm she was sent to. He’s in a lot of trouble and will be fined for keeping her longer than he was allowed. She should have been sent to a farm years ago.”

What the hell is he talking about?

I’m forced into a bent position and Gerard crouches down behind me with his face inches from my exposed ass and pussy. His fingers graze my left thigh just below my ass cheek. “She has no property brand, sir.” He says and then stands up.

“Hmm… that’s odd. No matter. The nearest farm will take her and pay me handsomely for good livestock like this one. Bring her. Boris, run ahead and ready my horse.” Lord Barton says and then strides away like he didn’t just make my heart drop into my stomach with his words.

He called me livestock and plans to sell me like I’m nothing more than an animal.

I’m frozen in shock and fail to react when a rope fashioned like a noose is slipped over my head and tightened. Samuel holds the end like a leash and tugs on it. “Come along, girly.”

My feet refuse to work and I stumble and almost fall when he gives another harder yank. Nothing good will happen to me if I go with them, so I pull backward, ignoring how the noose tightens around my neck, cutting off my airway.

My ass burns suddenly, like I got stung by a bee, and I jump in shock and look behind me to see Gerard holding a branch from a nearby bush. He stripped the leaves off of it and whipped me quickly on the back of my thighs. The sting is not extremely painful, but it’s not nice either.

“Get going, little hucow.” He says and goes to whip me again, but I jump forward out of his reach and towards Samuel. The two of them herd me out of the ruins like an animal. One pulling on my leash and the other whipping me if I stop moving. It’s degrading, and by the time we make it to the edge of the forest, I have tears pouring down my face.

Lord Barton is waiting on a horse next to a dirt trail that definitely wasn’t there before. I looked around and could have sworn I set up my tent by that pile of ruins, but everything is gone.

I feel like I’m going crazy.

Boris climbs onto his horse, and then Samual hands him my lead, which he ties to his saddle. Once Samual and Gerard are astride their mounts, they head down the dirt path. I have no choice but to walk behind Boris’s horse or risk choking. I guess I don’t get to ride on the horse.

My bare feet are already sore from stepping on stones and twigs. Even though I dread reaching our destination, every step hurts and I hope for the state of my feet, we don’t have far to go.


Chapter 3

We traveled about a mile before the woods thinned and opened up to a wider road. The entire way, I was wondering why we weren’t going down hill. Those ruins were on top of a mountain, so where was it?

The surrounding land was flat and open, with fields and a few log cabins scattered here and there. The houses, like the clothing the men wore, were primitive and there was not a vehicle in sight or power lines. Maybe this place is off grid, like the Amish.

This road seems well worn and easier on the feet. We don’t travel very far when I see a wagon coming along the road, and my heart hammers in my chest with excitement and hope. I’m sure this person will help me. As he nears our group, I make a muffled noise around my gag and hop up and down, trying to catch his attention. He looks my way and for a second I think this nightmare will end, but all he gives me is a dismissive glance, like I’m not even worthy of a look. He waves a greeting to the men before continuing on his way.

Why didn’t he do anything to help? It’s like seeing a naked woman tied up, and being led behind a horse is normal.

The despair I feel is so strong it almost brings me to my knees, and I stumble and almost fall. The rope around my neck draws tight, preventing me from landing in the dirt. I gain my balance, coughing and blinking the tears out of my eyes.

Boris spares me a glance, but doesn’t slow his horse down for me to catch my breath. I either choke or walk. Something tells me he wouldn’t care if I strangled to death.

Another mile down the road, we turn right and I can see a group of barns in the distance. There are five of them built in a circular pattern, some larger than others, all facing an open area in the middle. As we near, I get a better look at the open area and every instinct inside me is screaming to run far away.

There are a handful of men busy with different tasks. It’s what they are doing and who they are doing it to that has me realizing I’m in more trouble than I thought.

There are dozens of steel cages, some with naked women inside them and others are empty. All the women are quiet, heads down, sitting calmly like being in a cage is normal. A sheen of sweat covers their bodies. With no overhead shelter, they must be so hot being exposed to the sun. I’m already hot and tired from the walk here.

Smoke rises from a smithy nestle in the center of the open space, its thatched roof supported by wooden posts, providing the man hammering a piece of red hot steel the shelter that the females in the cage sorely need. The smell of burning coals and molten metal waft through the air.

Hanging along from hooks are an assortment of shackles and chains that send a shiver up my spine.

Again, I get that feeling that I’ve suddenly traveled back in time. It’s all so primitive. I must have found a portal and stumbled across another world.

I watch as another man opens a cage and grabs a naked woman by her arm. I get a glimpse of her face before she lowers her gaze to the ground and can see how young she is. If I had to guess, I’d say she was around eighteen or a little older. She lets the man drag her towards the smithy. From where I’m standing, I can’t get a clear view, and a deep voice startles me and has my head turning away from whatever was about to happen to the woman.

“New hucow?” The deep voice asks. He looks like the other men working with dirty pants and an even grimier shirt. Sweat stains the area around his neck like he’s been working all day in the sun. He is clean shaven with dark hair and very good looking. If it was any other circumstances, I’d probably be attracted to him, but the way he looks over my naked body without an ounce of emotion has me disliking him instantly.

“A runaway. We found her in the forest amongst the remains of the old fortress. Probably hoping to avoid her lot in life.” Barton says. “She’s unbranded too. I think her master was soft on her and she took advantage of him and escaped.”

The man shakes his head like he’s disappointed. “Some females think they are equal to men because their masters are soft and indulge them too much when they are young. Causes a few problems for us once they are brought to the farm.”

Barton nods his head. “You’ll have to watch this one. She even had the nerve to speak to me.”

They talk about me like I’m not even here, listening, and I’m dumbfounded at what I’m hearing.

“Don’t worry, sir. We have ways of making the cows comply. Soon she’ll realize her place. A cow has no rights and the only value they have is in their milk and the offspring it produces.” The man replies.

Cow? I am so confused right now.

“She’ll learn to be grateful for what we can provide for her.” He chuckles. “All the cock she can handle.”

They all laugh while I’m panicking inside.

Boris hands the man my rope, and he roughly tugs me towards him. He ignores me completely and nods at the men who brought me to this place. “I got her from here. Go see the purser for your finder’s fee. Whoever her master is, just lost out on getting paid for housing her all these years.”

They say their goodbyes and turn their horse around without sparing me a glance. They’re off to collect their money from selling me. Bitterness wells up inside me. How can they treat women like this? I’m positive now that I’m no longer in my world.

“Come on, girl. Don’t give me any trouble, or I’ll tie you to the whipping post and leave you there for a week.” The man says as he tugs me along behind him towards an empty cage.

Thoughts of escape fill my mind, but I know now is not the time to try to flee. They have the upper hand, and I have zero doubt that if I fight, he will follow through with his threat.

No. I’ll be good for now. I’ll copy the other girls and let them think I’m a weak little female. Someone will mess up and I’ll have an opening to escape. I just have to be patient and remain on alert for the smallest opportunity.

These men may think women are weak, but they are going to be surprised when I give them all a big fuck you on my way out of this place. That portal better be open when I get free because I need to get the hell out of here and back to the real world where women are not treated like… what was that word they were calling me? A hucow? I still don’t understand that, but I’m sure I’ll find out soon.


Chapter 4

Soon, turned out longer than I thought. Evening came, and then the darkness of night. Along with it came the cool air, which felt good on my hot skin, and I welcomed it with a sigh. What I didn’t welcome was the bugs and with my arms still tied behind my back, I’m unable to swat them away and soon itchiness felt like a form of torture.

Men walked by the cages, not sparing me or the remaining three women a glance. I could hear parts of their conversation as they passed, and my stomach grumbled at the mention of food. I hope they feed us soon since I haven’t eaten since this morning and I’m starving.

To my dismay, there was nothing given to us. I’m not really surprised at this point. I’m getting it now. We are not important to them. Any hope of food disappears when the activity around me stops and the farm quiets down for the night. It was so silent out here and very dark without the glare of electric lights.

All I can hear is the sound of my stomach growling and the shuffling of the other women in the cages near me as they lay curled up on their sides, getting ready to sleep.

None of them are restrained like me and their mouths are free, but they haven’t said a word. I bite down on the leather strap that is still in my mouth. My throat is as dry as a desert, and my lips feel cracked.

It looks like I’ll be stuck in here for the rest of the night, so I shuffle on my butt until I’m laying on my side like the others. The cage is so small I can’t stretch out, so I lay in a fetal position and close my eyes. I need to conserve my energy.

Sleep is almost impossible, but I think I manage a few broken hours. The steel bars dug into the flesh of my shoulders and hip, and it was difficult to ignore the continuous bites of the mosquitos which were the only ones able to eat last night.

By the time the sun started to rise, I was looking forward to someone getting me out of this cage. I don’t even care where they take me at this point. I’m exhausted, thirsty and need to pee.

The farm comes to life just after dawn. Men walk between the buildings chatting and laughing with each other. Their behavior makes my exhaustion disappear, replaced with anger. They don’t give a shit that we were left outside all night, naked and caged.

I stew in my hatred and watch as the smithy stirs up his dying fire, and after another hour, a worker comes to collect the other women one at a time until I’m all that’s left.

When it’s my turn, I eagerly climb out of the cage with help from the man who came to collect me. He’s not the same one from yesterday. This man is much more muscled, with a beard and dark eyes that give me the chills. His eyes are cold and hold cruelty. “Come on, cow.” He grumbles and grips my arm so hard I’m sure I’ll have bruises.

My first instinct is to fight, but then I remember that I’m supposed to pretend to be a docile, scared woman, so I let him pull me across the yard and towards the back of the smithy.

There are several wooden posts jutting out of the ground, and he quickly pushes me chest first against the rough wood. It scraps sharply against my bare skin and I wince at the irritation. Another rope noose slips around my neck, and I fear for a second he’s going to choke me, but he loops the other end around the post, pulling until my cheek is forced against the wood then he knots it so I can’t move. My wrists are freed and I sigh in relief, but it’s short-lived. He binds them around the post, his movements quick and sure, like he’s done this a thousand times. Ropes wrap around my waist and thighs next until my entire body is flush with the post and I can’t move a muscle.

I can see the blacksmith from the corner of my eye. He approaches us and in his hands are a pair of metal cuffs. Dread fills me as soon as he wraps them around my wrists. He places a small nail or pin in the slot connecting them, but it sticks out some.

“Hold still.” He barks and holds my arm just above the cuff. When he raises a hammer in the air, I close my eyes tight and pray he’s got good aim. I feel the vibration of the hammer hitting the side of the cuffs, but thankfully, there is no pain. When I open my eyes, I see that the tiny pin has been pounded into the slot, locking the cuffs around my wrists.

How am I going to get these off?

The worker who tied me up moves behind me and I feel heat near my upper thigh before a hot searing pain assaults my body. The smell of burning flesh fills my nose and I buck against the ropes. I scream around the gag as the pain blocks out everything around me. The intense heat is removed quickly, but the pain that remains is enough to have tears running down my face.

“The doc will have to apply some salve to the brand so it won’t get infected.” The blacksmith says, and I open my eyes to see the worker handing him what looks like a branding iron.

Oh fuck!

That’s what the pain was from. The assholes branded me like cattle!

Both men ignore my tears and whimpers, and I watch the blacksmith walk away. The thought of being branded leaves me traumatized and humiliated. While my mind is still reeling from the branding, the rope around my neck is removed.

A hand sinks into my hair and my head is yanked back so I’m facing the sky. I’m forced to close my eyes against the sun. “Stay.” The man commands.

Something softer and thicker than rope encloses around my throat and buckled behind my neck.

“Good girl.” He says when I comply. “I’m going to untie you now and take off your gag. I’ll only warn you once. Hucows don’t talk. You can keep your mouth shut or we will make you.”

He makes quick work of the rest of my ropes and soon I’m free of the post. I look down at my thigh and see a red, raw patch of skin. The numbers 925 are raised and angry looking.

Seeing those numbers fills me with a sense of dread. Is this my life now? Am I reduced to nothing more than an object? I’m 925. Just a number among many. Collared and shackled like an animal.

He attaches a chain to my new collar and leads me towards one of the barns. I numbly follow behind him and into the darkened space. It takes a few moments for my eyes to adjust to the interior after being outside in the sun.

There is another closed door in front of us. Behind it, I can hear the sounds of men’s voices, along with bursts of moaning and the clinking of metal. I’m both curious and scared to see what is behind that door.

A yank on my neck turns me towards the right, and I notice another door. This one is open and I’m led into a small room. There is an older man sitting on a wooden stool next to a table filled with medical supplies and a wooden chair sits in the middle of the room. It’s raised higher off the ground and the back of it is slanted with a place to rest your head. The lower half has supports that are on swivels. It looks similar to a gynecologist’s table with stirrups, except for the leather straps that hang from sides of it.

My feet refuse to move even when he tries to pull me towards that torture chair. There is no way I’m going to let them strap me to that thing.

“Get your ass in the exam chair, cow!” the worker snarls.

I shake my head no.

“A reluctant hucow, I see.” The older man who remains in his chair speaks for the first time. He’s got gray hair and thick glasses that make his eyes appear bigger than normal. He stares at me with interest.

“This is the runaway. Had no brand, so we fixed that when she got her shackles on. I was warned she might be trouble, but she’s been good until now.”

“Ah… I heard we had an unbranded hucow. That is very rare.” There is something in the doc’s expression that I can’t place. “Where did they find her?”

“By the old ruins in the forest.”

There is an instant change in the old man’s posture and expression. He sits up straighter, and he smiles widely as he looks at me in a new light. I bet everything that he knows about the portal. He knows I’m not from here.

He might be my only chance out of here. “Help me. I’m not supposed to be here.” I plead.

The worker’s hand connects with my face so fast and I have no chance to react before I feel the pain in my cheek and my head whips to the side with the force of the slap.

I cup my face with a palm and stare at the men in front of me with shock. “Cows don’t talk!” The man’s face is red with anger as he yells into my face. Spittle flies from his mouth and onto my skin, making me recoil in disgust.

“Easy, Hank.” The old man says. “She’s just scared and doesn’t know what is expected of a hucow. We don’t harm the livestock if we can avoid it. They all break eventually and accept their fate. Some just take a little more persuasion than others.”

He looks at me. “I’m Dr. Grant, and I process all new hucows and oversee all medical issues on this farm.”

I open my mouth to speak again, but the asshole named Hank steps towards me menacingly, so I keep quiet.

“I understand this is all new for you. Sit in the chair and I’ll explain what is going on.” Dr. Grant says. I look between them and realize I have little choice. Hank will force me into the chair if I struggle and with the pain still lingering on my cheek, I step towards the chair in defeat.

“She should know what is happening. All females are told from birth where they will end up.” Hank grunts as I sit down gingerly on the edge of the chair.

Dr. Grant ignores Hank’s comments and turns his attention to the items on the desk that I never paid much attention to. The chair was my sole focus.

Hank’s strong hands pull on my shoulders, making me lean back so I’m reclined in the chair. Just like I dreaded, my collar gets chained to the head rest. Hank forces my arms against the armrests and uses the leather straps to bind me. Another two straps crossed over my chest, one across my upper chest and the other just below my breasts. The backs of his hand touch my breasts as he secures the strap, and I shudder in revulsion. I feel so humiliated, being naked around all these men.

Another strap tightens on my stomach, and then he pushes the two supports down and under my legs. I try to keep my legs closed when he reaches down to grab one and it earns me a smack to the fresh brand on my leg. I cry out in pain as the burn throbs from the abuse. “Give me your legs.”

I obey as tears feel my eyes. He quickly secures each leg to a stirrup. He raises the supports until my knees are bent, but my legs remain closed.

“Thank you, Hank. You can go now. I heard we were getting a new cartload of hucows this afternoon. Looks like it’ll be a busy day.”

Hank grunts. “Our barns are almost full. We will have a full herd by the end of the week at this rate. I’ll talk to the boss and let him decide if some will be sent to the next town or if it’s time to cull some of the herd. We have a few old heifers that need to be retired soon.”

What does he mean by that?

The doc nods in agreement. “If that is Marshall’s decision, I’ll need a day to prepare everything.”

Hank must nod his head or something because I don’t hear a response and I can’t look behind me to see him. The sound of the door slamming closed lets me know I’m now alone with the doctor.

“You know about the portal?” I say right away.

“I do.”

He places the stool at my feet and then walks back to the table. I watch as he wheels over a stand filled with glass syringes and jars filled with liquid and creams. My palms sweat as I stare at those syringes. They’re not like the plastic ones, but older versions with double finger plungers and large gauge needles that look like they would hurt.

“So you know I don’t belong in this fucked up world.”

“This world is not fucked up like you, so eloquently put it.” He says and sits down on the stool. His hands are calloused from age and they slide up my legs until he reaches my knees. He pushes my legs apart in the stirrups until my sex is exposed to his view.

“What the hell are you doing?” I ask.

He picks up a jar of white cream and dips his fingers into it. I flinch when he rubs it along the outside of my vagina. “I’m going to shave you. Helps prevent parasite outbreaks.”

What the hell? He grabs a straight razor that looks wickedly sharp. I can’t watch it. If he accidentally cuts me, that is going to hurt. I think back to what we were talking about and ask, “Then what would you call a place that enslaves women and chains them up?”

“We do not enslave them. This is their fate from birth, and they serve an important purpose.” He replies.

“What purpose?” I ask as he finishes quickly and wipes the remaining cream off with a cloth.

“To reproduce and provide milk.” He says, and my brow dips in confusion. I eye the thing in his hand and shudder. It’s a speculum. The metal shines under the light of the lantern overhead. He applies gel to it before placing it at my entrance.

I close my eyes, wincing as he inserts it, and try to focus on what he’s saying instead of what he’s doing to me. I need all the information I can get and he seems willing to give it to me.

“The weather here can be very harsh. Every year we go months without rain. Crops dry up and die. Animals head further into the mountains to find food which leaves us without meat. Hundreds of years ago, we were almost wiped out when a drought hit. We saw no rain for over a year. So many people died of sickness and disease, but in one village a nursing mother who just lost her infant to sickness shared her breastmilk with the entire village. She saved everyone.”

“Good for her, but it looks like you receive plenty of rain now. The trees and grass growing outside look healthy.” I state and then grunt when something presses against my cervix. I keep my eyes tightly closed.

“Yes, but we are in our lush season right now. In another two months, the grass will be dead. The season has already begun changing. The temperatures are rising faster than normal. Our elders fear this year may be the start of another super drought, but we are prepared now.”

“I still don’t understand.” The words come out with a sigh as he withdraws the speculum.

“The nursing woman sparked an idea that spread across our world. Many more women volunteered, but the population was so large, the supply of milk wasn’t enough to feed everyone. When the rains finally came, the surviving leaders from all over our world gathered and discussed ways to prevent our extinction should the rain stop falling entirely. There was a vote and a new law was passed that all women of age would serve as saviors of our world. They will provide substance from their breasts and new life from their bellies. That is how the hucows came to be.”

I yelp when a lubed finger penetrates my rectum before backing out. What the hell was that for?

“Hucows?” I ask instead of cursing him. I need to remain calm, so he keeps talking. I’ve heard the word hucow said many times already, but now I think I’m beginning to understand what it means.

“Human cows.” He explains, and my stomach drops. It would explain why the women are being treated like animals.

“Let me guess, all the leaders who voted were male because there is no way a woman would vote to give up their lives to servitude.” I snap. This idea seems like something a man would come up with.

He chuckles. “No. There were quite a few leaders back then that were women and they voted for it. In fact, they were the first to give up their positions and become hucows. They were treated like gods and respected.”

“I don’t see women here getting respect and treated like they’re important. You put us in cages and chain us. I got fucking branded!” My anger gets away from me and I yell the last part.

He ignores my outburst and just shrugs his shoulders. “That was a long time ago. History fades with time and now women just are what they are. Hucows. Females are breeders and providers and they are explained that from birth. They have no rights or futures beyond a milk farm. They’ve become a commodity. Property. Every baby born from a hucow gets sent to a home. The boys are adopted by the man of the house. The land and property is passed down to them over the years. Every household also receives a female child every few years. In the beginning, the females were raised alongside the boys. They were housed inside the main house given clothes and an education, but when it came time to become a hucow, they didn’t want to do their duty and became difficult.”

“I can see why.” I say, dryly.

“Another vote was held. This time there were no women leaders of course and the hucow law was amended. Girls had to be raised differently, so they knew their place. They were still fed well, but were not permitted inside the house, but slept inside small shelters on their master’s property. They were clothed only in a plain garment to cover their body, and remained uneducated. Hucow training was also implemented. They were trained from a young age on a hucows purpose, nothing more, so they don’t get it in their heads that they can be something more than what they are.”

He tells the story with little emotion while I’m fuming inside. It’s despicable how they have subjugated the women of their world.

He stands beside the chair, looking down at me. His face is cold, his eyes unfeeling, showing no signs of sympathy or compassion. To him and the other men who have grown up with these archaic laws don’t think they are doing anything wrong. They see women as chattel, livestock. Something less than them and to be used as the law deems.

I can tell by his expression that he has no intention of offering me any help or support, but I still have to ask. There is a tiny sliver of hope that remains. “You’re not going to let me go, are you?”

“No.” His single word reply kills that hope. I won’t gain an ally with him.

“So what happens now?” I ask.

“You have two choices.” He shakes his head. “Not really choices, but options on how you want the rest of this exam to go.”

I remain quiet and wait.

He picks up a syringe filled with yellowish liquid. “I am going to inject you with this serum which will make your breasts or we prefer the word udders grow overnight, filling them with milk. You can accept your new life. Pretend you are of this world and be a good hucow who knows her place and the rules.”

“What are these rules?” I ask, without taking my eyes off the syringe that will force me to lactate.

“Men are your masters, so obey all commands. Hucows have no rights over their bodies or any aspect of their lives. A hucow is forbidden to speak in the presence of men and therefore will never utter a human word once entering the farm. Your body will be a vessel to hold a man’s seed and feed our world with your milk.” He picks up a scalpel with the other hand and my fear increases.

I swallow down the fear enough to ask him what my other option is.

“There is no way off this farm. I suggest you forget about your old life and where you came from, but if you want to be difficult and refuse to acknowledge that you are stuck here forever and can’t submit, then I will have to take permanent steps to ensure your compliance. Cows who continue to break the rules and talk back have their tongues removed.”

I gasp and stare at this monster in front of me. They remove their tongues if they talk? That is horrific and barbaric. I feel bad for women born here. They’ve never stood a chance since birth. Tears form in my eyes as the reality of my situation sets in.

“Because you didn’t know what was happening and why; I let you speak to me earlier, but that will end either way when you answer my final question.”

“Will you be good and submit to being a hucow or will I have to remove your tongue? Either way, you will still end up as one of our herd. Just one way is less painful than the other. I’m offering you a kindness by letting you make the choice, but it will never happen again. So what will it be? Will you forever hold your tongue or will I take it?”

It’s not really a choice. I stare at the doctor with tear-filled eyes as hopelessness fills me. He wants me to submit to this life. I can’t. I refuse, but I need to be smart. If I have to pretend to give in to keep my tongue, then I will. I’ll be a good hucow, but they will never break me.

I lower my gaze submissively while inside I’m thinking about getting free and slicing his tongue out with that scalpel.

“I’ll submit. Just don’t take my tongue.” I say softly.

“Good, you seem to be a fast learner, but just keep in mind if you utter one word, the farm hands will have you strapped to this chair faster than you can blink. Tongue removal is just one way we can break a female’s will.”

I nod my head in understanding and he smiles at me, but it’s not a pleasant smile. It’s filled with smug satisfaction that he won. He sets the scalpel down on the tray and my muscles relax enough that I can breathe better.

He leans over me with the syringe, and I brace myself. “Good, cow. It’s time for you to embrace your new life.”

The syringe sinks deeply into my breast and the doctor presses down on the plunger. I hiss as the liquid enters me. It burns and tingles, tightening my nipple to a hard point. He repeats this process on my other breasts and the discomfort increases. My nipples become so sensitive that even the air makes them erect.

“I’ll put some cream on your brand to help it heal, and then you’re all done. As your udders grow quickly, you will feel some pain. Once you’ve had your first milking tomorrow morning, most of the pain should subside. Your teats will grow as well and stay permanently erect and be very sensitive. Most hucows find milking very arousing. You’ll see.”

I open my mouth to say something, but quickly close it, remembering I’m no longer allowed to talk.

My thigh is throbbing from the brand and when he applies the cream some of the pain disappears thankfully.

The door behind me opens, and the doc looks up. “Right on time. 925 is ready to be taken to her stall.”


Chapter 5

I’m released from the chair by a big burly man with a shaved head. He’s at least a foot taller than me, with arms bigger than my thighs.

He attaches a chain to my collar and leads me out of the room without even making eye contact with me. We enter the door that I was curious about earlier, and when we walk inside all I can see are rows of naked women on their hands and knees with their heads forced between steel bars, facing a walkway down the center and another woman on the opposite side. Cattle stanchions, I think they are called. They use them to keep cattle from moving, but here this type of confinement is used to secure the women by their necks. This is so much worse than what I expected. The poor women really are treated like animals.

“Come on, cow.” The burly man yanks on my lead to get me moving. I didn’t even realize I stopped walking. The air smells of hay, sweat, and stale milk. Under it all is the scent of sex.

As we walk past the waist high stalls, I stare open mouthed at the women or hucows inside. They all have massive chests and wide hips. Some have very rounded stomachs showing pregnancy. There are farm hands sitting on short stools inside a few of the stalls. Their hands are cupping the hucow’s massive tits and squeezing while the women moan.

I stop walking and the man leading me lets me watch a hucow getting milked. The white liquid sprays from her breasts into a metal pail below her. Her eyes were closed and her lips were slightly parted, a soft moan escaping them. Her cheeks flush a rosy hue and her breath gets shallow as he continues to milk her. She’s getting aroused from getting milked.

Another farm hand approaches her stall and kneels down behind the horny hucow. He opens his pants and pulls out his erect cock. Grabbing the woman by her hips, he thrust into her. My cheeks warm as I watch the scene in front of me. The woman looks completely lost in the moment. She has a blissful smile on her face as the man fucks into her, breeding her or just using her for his pleasure. Her moaning gets louder, and suddenly she lets out a whine of satisfaction as she reaches climax. Milk gushes from her in large splashes as she shakes from the pleasure.

My body warms and my breasts tingle, wetness gatherers between my legs as I watch the man slam into her welcoming heat one more time before groaning out his release. The hucows expression is one of ecstasy and I feel jealous of her for a moment, and then I remind myself that I don’t want this.

He pulls his softening cock from her and stands up before pulling up his pants and walking away without a word.

“Come along, cow.” I turn my attention to the farm hand holding my lead. He has a smirk on his face. He must have noticed the effect seeing that had on me. “That’ll be you soon enough.” He turns his back on me and I follow behind him, trying to ignore the arousal building in my body. What was in that serum the doctor gave me? I’m never this horny and I shouldn’t be feeling any sexual desire in a situation like this, but my body is betraying me.

We come to an empty stall, and he guides me into the small space. The floor is nothing more than worn wood with a layer of hay.

“On your hands and knees, cow.” He presses down on my shoulders until my knees give out and I’m on all fours.

His fingers slip under my collar and my head is forced between the open bars before I can react. He holds me in place with one hand and I watch as he grabs onto a handle to my left and turns the wheel. The bars press into my skin just behind my jawline, preventing me from backing out.

Below my face is a trough with water on one side and an empty space I’m assuming is for food. They expect me to eat like this.

I was wondering what the shackles on my wrist were for, but find out when he places my hands flat on the ground and then chains each of my wrists to the floor so I can’t lift them more than a few inches.

Once I’m locked in place, he removes my collar and lead, hanging them on a hook next to my stall.

“You can rest on your haunches when you get tired or lay on your side. You’ll be fed twice a day, and milked four times a day once your milk comes in tomorrow. Shift to the side when using the bathroom and one of us will clean out your stall. You’ll be washed down in the mornings before first milking.” That’s all he says to me before he turns around and walks away.

I feel overwhelmed. Yesterday I was enjoying a hike through the forest and now I feel so helpless. I’m chained like an animal, a hucow, waiting to be milked and eventually bred. There has to be a way out of this hell hole. I can’t let this become my life.

I don’t know how long I knelt there, but the farm hands move around the barn. I couldn’t see what was going on in the other stalls, except for the one I was facing across the aisle.

The woman had blond hair, and she looked to be around my age. When the farm hand sat down beside her, she shifted away from him and grunted in anger, which earned her a lash from a leather strap. The sound of it hitting her flesh made me jump, but when she opened her mouth to cry out, I almost got sick to my stomach. Her tongue was cut out. Only a stump remained.

“Stop moving, you dumb cow. It’s time to get milked.” He snapped at her.

She ignored him and kept fighting, even through the beating. Another farm hand stops behind her stall. “Still being difficult?” He asks.

“Yes, even after the doc removed her tongue for having the nerve to curse us out when she first arrived, and the lashing the boss gave her a few weeks ago doesn’t seem to have tamed her. I think she may be feral.” He says.

The doctor wasn’t bluffing then. He really would have taken my tongue, but the poor woman in front of me was beaten, too.

“I can’t even milk her, and she kicked Jeb the other day when he tried to breed her. Damn near, broke his cock.” He adds.

I want to laugh at that. Good for her.

“We’ve given her enough chances. I’ll grab some more muscle and will take her to the doctor to deal with it. She’s wasting space here that a good cow could occupy.”

The man leaves and comes back with three move farm hands. They pin the hucow to the floor and attach her collar and bind her hands and legs. She screams and shouts nonsense the entire time, never giving up. When they have her hogtied by her hands and feet, they drag her facedown out of the pen and down the walkway. What is going to happen to her now?

The woman never returns, and the stall across from me remains empty. Time seems to slow with nothing to do but remain in a fixed position. My arms and legs get sore and I shift in place to ease some of the discomfort. That’s when I notice something different about my body. Since the injection, my breasts have been aching, and there is tightness in the skin. When I shift my weight, my breasts sway below me. I have c-cup breasts and I’m used to my girls jiggling if they are not secured, but they seem to be heavier than normal.

As the day progresses, I can’t ignore their weight. I can’t turn my head to look but I can look down and at first I couldn’t see anything but after a few more hours my breast hung heavy and low enough that I could see my distended nipples that had grown larger along with my breasts. They must be almost an inch long and dark pink. I can’t deny it anymore. My breasts are growing at an alarming rate. The pressure comes next like they are filling up. It’s much slower than the growth, but persistent and at this rate I’ll explode soon.

By the time a farm hand comes down the aisle to feed us, I was ready to pass out from hunger and the discomfort in my chest was forgotten for the moment.

He spoons some slop out of the bucket he’s holding and fills my food trough. I stare at the brown gunk in dismay and wonder what it’s made of. I sniff it and it smells earthy, like vegetables.

As I reach forward to pick up the food, the shackles tighten around my wrist. I forgot my hands are restrained. I’m expected to eat without hands like an animal. It’s humiliating, but my stomach pinches in pain and I swallow my pride and lower my face into the trough.

The flavor is not horrid, but the consistency is thick like paste. I swallow the first mouthful and force myself to keep eating. I’m going to need my strength.

I lean lower into the trough to finish the rest of the food, and my nipple brushes the hay beneath me. I gasp and choke on my food as pleasure shoots through my body. Just that small brush causes arousal to pool in my lower belly. I can feel my pussy becoming wet. My cheeks flush in embarrassment. My hind end is exposed to anyone who walks down the aisle behind me. They are going to see how turned on I am, but I can’t stop it.

By the time I’m done eating, the backs of my thighs are wet and I almost wish someone would ease the ache between my legs. I’m completely soaked and horny as hell. There are footsteps behind me that pause for a moment, and I hold my breath and wait, but they move on after a moment and I hear moaning a few stalls down from me.

It’s for the best, I tell myself. I don’t really want to be fucked in a stall like some filthy animal. It’s the serum that’s making me like this. I try to convince myself of those words, but there is a small part of me which is growing by the second that yearns to be mounted and bred. It would feel so good to be stretched and filled.

No. I shake my head to clear my lusty thoughts. If I give into this madness, then all hope is lost. Escape is my focus. The hucow being fucked screams her release, followed by the man’s grunts of completion. Another wave of desire hits me, and the pressure in my breasts increases.

Must stay focused.


Chapter 6

My bladder cramps. I really have to pee. I’ve been holding it since the morning, but I can’t for much longer. Am I really going to have to pee in my stall? A trickle of urine escapes, the warm liquid running down my leg, and I groan as the smell of it permeates the air around me.

They’ve already forced me into this humiliating position and I thought I couldn’t fall any lower, but I was wrong. I relax my bladder and spread my legs. At this moment, I really felt like an animal.

Tears of embarrassment fill my eyes when a farm hand taps me on the ass with his boot. “Move over so I can clean your stall.” He says and I obey, wanting him to get rid of my mess quickly and leave me alone so I can feel sorry for myself in peace.

I hear him shovel the soiled hay out of the stall and the smell of fresh hay assaults my nose as he replaces it with fresh stuff.

“Spread your legs, cow.” His voice is gruff and commanding.

Again, I obey. What is he going to do? Is he going to fuck me?

When a wet cloth swipes across my labia, I realize he’s wiping me clean. He makes quick work of wiping down my thighs and then he’s gone without another word.

At least I don’t have to kneel in my own filth. They seem to keep the hucows fairly clean. I think bitterly, but so does any farmer with their herd or disease and sickness would spread. They don’t do this to make us comfortable.

There are no windows in this place and the only light comes from the lanterns hung along the posts, so I do not know what time of day it is. We are fed once more and our water refilled and then the surrounding activity dies down.

I know it’s night when the last few farm hands walk along the stalls and to my surprise they extend the chains on our wrists a few inches so we’re able to move around better. Once that’s done, they take most of the lanterns with them, leaving only a few. We are left in almost complete darkness. I hear the other hucows shifting around in their stalls, trying to get into a comfortable position to sleep, and I do the same.

I barely slept the night before in that cage, and now I’m restrained in a stall. I look to my left and can just make out the women next to me.

She has her head turned to the side facing me, but her eyes are closed and she rests her head on the edge of her food trough.

I bring my knees forward, and then to the side until I’m sitting on my thigh. It’s awkward and I’m not used to my new breasts, which have grown even bigger as the day went on. They hang down like melons and moving around is awkward. I’m more comfortable on my hands and knees but find a position that works, and with nothing else to do, I close my eyes and try to sleep.

My sleep is broken by occasional sounds of the hucows nearby moving around. Their chains rattling as they settle into a new position before it goes quiet again and I can fall asleep once more.

The ache in my chest is another annoyance that disturbs my sleep. As the night goes on, they get heavier and the pressure increases until I feel like I’m about to burst. The tips of my nipples tingle. It’s a strange feeling to know that there is milk inside them, ready to be drained.

When the farmhands finally arrive in the morning, I’m almost happy to see them. My breasts are so full, I’m desperate for relief.

Will it hurt or feel good? I recall the woman from yesterday that looked like she enjoyed the process very much. Her face was a picture of ecstasy as the man’s large hands squeezed the milk from her breasts.

I clumsily get to my hands and knees. First thing in the morning seems very busy in the barn. We all get fed, and then the farmhands work their way down the rows of hucows one by one.

My stall is in the middle and I have to wait awhile and by the time someone gets to me, I’m so desperate that I almost beg him to milk me, but then I remember the hucow missing her tongue and I keep my mouth shut.

I can’t turn my head to look at the man, but I can hear him set down a stool next to me and then hear the clank of the metal pail as he slides it underneath me. He doesn’t greet me or acknowledge me. He just grabs one of my tits in his lands and begins to squeeze while pulling downward.

I yelp in pain. My chest hurts and he is not gentle.

“Easy girl. Your udders are really full.” He whistles in appreciation. “Damn! This is your first milking and you’re almost as big as some heifers that have been here for years. The serum worked its magic on you!”

He continues to squeeze and pull on my breasts, uncaring that it hurts. “Don’t worry, it’ll feel good soon. The first time is always the hardest, but you’ll love it once your milk gets flowing.”

His fingernails scrap along my hardened nipple, and I gasp as the pain morphs into a pleasant warmth. My nipples harden even more. Something changes inside me and then it’s like a dam suddenly bursts and I hear liquid hit the side of the pail.

The relief is immediate and I get lightheaded from the sensation. I’m producing milk!

My milk continues to pour into the pale with every squeeze. “There you go. What a good hucow you are,” He coos as he continues to milk me.

I ignore him and just close my eyes, letting myself enjoy the feeling of my tits being drained. Along with relief comes arousal. His callused hands feel good and every pull on my nipple makes me shiver in delight.

As much as I want to hate this, I can’t. It feels too good.

When that breast is empty, he moves on to the next one. The initial pain only heightens my arousal now, and a moan slips past my lips at the same time as my milk begins to pour into the bucket.

He chuckles. “Told you, you’d love it. All you horny cows are the same. I bet if I dipped my fingers between your legs, you’d be soaked.”

I hate that he’s right, but I can’t hide the fact that my juices are running down my legs. I’m so turned on that I shift my hips and try to relieve the ache between my legs.

The sound of a male’s deep voice startles me out of the lust filled fog I was in.

“Hucow number 925. How much milk has she produced?” He asks, just as the last of my milk drains into the pail.

“Two and half liters on her first milking, boss.” The farmhand says as he lets go of my empty breast and stands up.

My heart beats nervously. The owner of this farm is here, standing next to my stall. I open my eyes and see a pair of shiny boots in front of my face. I slowly raise my eyes up his finely tailored pants, and his pressed shirt and coat to see a middle-aged man with a thick mustache and a large cowboy hat.

He’s not looking at me. His attention is on the farm hand who just milked me.

“That’s above average for a new cow.” His face shows surprise.

“Yup. I think she’ll be one of our best milkers once she’s been bred.” The farm hand says.

He nods his head. “Place a green flag on her stall. I want her mounted multiple times a day for the next few weeks. The more milk we can get out of these cows, the better.” Then his gaze meets mine as he looks down at me. There is no emotion in his eyes when he looks at me. I’m just a thing to him. One of the hucows on his farm. He dismisses me with a glance and continues on down the aisle.

“Time to get you cleaned up, 925. Once that flag is up, almost every man that walks by this stall will mount this fresh hucow cunt.” He swipes his fingers through my wet folds. “You’ll be one busy cow. I’ll even come back and breed you once I’m done with my chores.” The farmhand says, and my stomach flutters with nervousness and fear.

My time to be bred has come. Maybe I shouldn’t have been so jealous of the other hucows yesterday.

I’m not ready for this, but like everything that has happened to me since I fell through that portal, there is nothing I can do to stop it.


Chapter 7

I have little time to wait for the first worker to visit my stall after the farmhand quickly washes me with a rag and bucket of cold water. He leaves to attend to another hucow and about twenty minutes later; I hear footsteps stop behind me.

My pulse skyrockets as the unknown man drops to his knees. He grabs me by my hips and positions me how he wants me. My entire body shakes with nerves. His large hand slides down my back in a soothing manner. “You’re a damn sexy, hucow.” He cups both ass cheeks and spreads them. “Hmm… such a pretty pussy. It’ll look even better filled with cum.”

His words are so crude I want to be disgusted, but to my dismay, I’m getting turned on.

“You’re getting nice and wet. You want this, don’t you? To be bred and milked like the animal you are. All you hucows are the same.”

He doesn’t expect an answer and I’m too ashamed and fearful to answer. I must not talk, no matter how much I want to tell him to fuck off or fuck me. I’m not sure which response would come out if I spoke.

He uses his thumbs to spread my labia and then I feel his breath against my center before he licks me from clit to asshole, making me moan at the contact.

Oh god, that felt good.

He pulls back and then nudges my legs further apart with his knees. I hear his pants slide down and I hold my breath as the tip of his cock nudges my entrance. With no regard for me, he thrusts deep. He’s big and I cry out as my walls are stretched around his hard length. “Damn you’re tight.”

The first few thrusts are painful and he gives me no time to adjust. His only goal is to reach his own pleasure and fill me with cum. He groans and grunts like an animal. Not just any animal, but bull rutting into a cow.

It’s a primal mating and the sounds of skin slapping against skin along with our heavy breathing and the moans he’s pulling from me fill the air.

My core floods with arousal as I adjust to his powerful movements. Every nerve ending is on fire, and pleasure gathers low in my stomach.

His fingers dig into my hips hard enough to bruise as he slams in and out of me. I close my eyes in ecstasy as my walls begin to flutter around him, warning that I’m soon going to cum.

I shouldn’t enjoy this. I should be repulsed by the man behind me, but I can’t hold on to any of my earlier anger when he uses my body so well. His cock reaches deep inside me, touching every sensitive part, bringing me closer to the edge.

I can’t stop it.

“You’re a slutty cow, like all the rest. I can feel you squeezing me, trying to milk the cum from my balls.”

My inner walls clenched down on him exactly like he said.

“You want my cum deep inside you? It’ll be the first of many, but before I give you my seed, you will cum for me like a good cow.”

He slides a hand underneath me and rubs my clit. I’m so close now. I can hardly focus on his words. They don’t really matter and I’m too far gone to care. I arch my back and he sinks deeper into me. The head of his cock brushes my cervix. It feels too good. When he pinches my clit, I can’t hold back any longer, and scream, cumming all over his fingers and cock.

I surrender to the pleasure. My breath comes out in gasps as the shock waves ripple throughout my body. All my thoughts and worries fade away as I float in a haze of bliss.

The man’s thrusts get faster, and I know he’s nearing his own climax. A niggle of concern that he’s about to cum inside my unprotected womb filters through my euphoric state, but I ignore it and when he presses his hips into mine and let’s out a groan, I can’t help but feel a sense of satisfaction as the first hot spray of his cum fills me.

When his cock has softened, he pulls it out of me, and a trail of his cum and mine dribbles out of me.

Once he’s done, he stands up and walks away with a word or any type of comfort after fucking me. I need to stop thinking like they see me as a person. To them I’m only a hucow with a hole to use and udders full of milk.

Those dark thoughts bring a sense of despair. Will I ever get out of here or will I be stuck here forever?

Another farm hand kneels behind me and pulls down his pants. I push those dark thoughts aside and try to find some pleasure in this place. If I don’t, then I’ll break and they will win.

I close my eyes and focus only on the pleasure, and as he brings me to climax before emptying another load of semen inside me, I think that this part of being a hucow isn’t so bad.


Chapter 8

The first few days, or it might be a week now, I can’t tell how long I’ve been here, becomes one sex filled haze. The first day I lost count after the tenth man mounted me. My vagina was sore and I could feel the multiple loads of semen inside me. I was covered in so much sweat and cum by the end of the night that a farmhand took pity on me and washed me down again before I collapsed in exhaustion.

Nighttime is my only reprieve and then it starts all over again the next day.

I didn’t even get a break when I’m being milked. The pleasure of being milked was only enhanced by being mounted and the farmhands would comment on how much more milk I produced when I was being bred.

My udders continued to grow with the repeated milkings and they were so heavy when they refilled I looked forward to every milking.

Time went on, and I realized I had slowly adapted to my new life without realizing it. I didn’t even think about speaking. All I did was eat, sleep, get fucked, and milked. I accidentally allowed myself to become what I was pretending to be, a docile hucow.

Eventually, the line of men visiting me decreased and only a few would stop by my stall during the day to find their pleasure in my body. I was up to four milkings a day, and the farmhands seem to be happy about my sudden increase in the amount of milk I was producing.

One morning, the owner of the farm appeared in front of my stall again after my morning milking.

“It’s been three weeks since 925 joined our herd. What is her output now?” He asks the farm hand without sparing me a glance.

It’s been three weeks? I was supposed to be back to work weeks ago, and my rent on my apartment would be due now. I wonder if anyone has filed a missing person’s report. Would anyone realize I’m missing or would they think I just quit my job and moved on to another place?

“She’s our best producer, sir. We get over a gallon every milking.” The farmhand says bring me back to the present.

“Excellent. Bring her to see doc to have her checked over before you leave tonight.” The owner says and then he’s gone.

That evening, as the other workers are busy settling the hucows for the night. My collar is fastened around my neck and for the first time since arriving in my stall, my head is freed from between the steel bars. This small amount of freedom brings back my earlier thoughts of escape. I almost forgot about my plans.

“Crawl, cow. With udders as big as yours, there is no way you’re going to be able to walk.” The farmhand says as I wobble on all fours out of my stall and into the aisle.

“Do you need a hand, Carson?” Another hand asks.

Carson, who has a hold of my lead, leans down and pats my head. “Nah. I got her. She knows her place and is a good hucow.”

I bristle at his words. I almost let them break me with all the sex and orgasms, but I need to remember my goal. Getting the fuck out of here and back to my world.

“Alright. The guys are planning to head into town for some fun and a few beers. You want in?”

“Yeah, but I might be late. I have to get this cow to doc and then back in her stall before I can leave.”
 “Well, try to hurry. The guys are raring to let off some steam.” He says.

“Will do.” He tugs on my lead, and I follow behind him.

“Good evening, doc. The boss told me to bring 925 for an exam.” He greets Dr. Grant when we arrive inside the tiny room. It hasn’t changed since the last time I was here.

When the doctor sees me on all fours like an animal, he smirks. “Glad to see she’s settled in just fine and look at the size of her udders. I’d say she was born to be a hucow.”

“Of course she was. She’s a female. What else would she be?” The farmhand says in confusion, but he doesn’t know where I really came from. Only the doctor knows.

The doctor ignores the question and gestures to the farm hand to place me on the chair. He does, and I don’t fight when he straps me down. This position is much more uncomfortable with my expanded chest and makes it hard to breathe. I’ve been on all fours so long this feels wrong.

They talk like I’m not here. The doc asks the farm hand questions about my daily milk quantity. Humming in approval at the amount. “That’s a large increase. She was bred multiple times a day, I assume, so its possible impregnation is the reason for the increase.”

“I’d reckon so. The boss even flagged her, so she got mounted by all of us daily for the first week.” The farmhand chuckles and my cheeks color in shame.

“I’ll take a blood sample to confirm.” Says the doctor.

I wince when the needle sinks into my arm, but remain emotionless during the entire exam. He squeezed my breasts until milk trickled out, collecting some in a jar.

“You can take her back to her stall now, and I’ll follow up with the boss in the morning when I get the results.”

I crawl back to my stall slowly, dreading the moment those metal bars close around my neck.

The farm hand is getting pissed off at my pace. I’m keeping him from his fun night out. He gives my ass a hard smack and I jump forward. “Hurry your ass up, you dumb cow. I want to get out of here sometime tonight.”

Yeah, well, I want to get out of here too, asshole. I don’t say that to him, though. Instead, I let him lead me back to my stall and watch as he uses the crank to close the bars until I can’t get my head out.

“Sleep tight, cow.” He says and then he’s gone.

It takes me a while to realize he forgot to chain my wrists to the floor, but when I do, my heart soars and I want to cry in happiness. His mistake may just be my ticket out of here and back home.


Chapter 9

I have to be smart if this is going to work. The farmhands never come to the barn to check on us during the night, so I know the only time I’m at risk of being caught is when I step outside the barn.

I’ll have to wait until I’m sure everyone is asleep, and then I’ll have a better chance of getting away unseen.

It almost kills me to wait, but I do. I count the minutes, then hours in my head. When I’m sure it’s the middle of the night, I quietly reach through the bars and grab the handle of the crank that widens the bars.

It squeaks and the bars make a grinding sound as they move. My anxiety spikes. The sound seems to echo in the quiet room. Some hucows stir from their sleep and when I make eye contact with my neighbor, she watches me with curious eyes for a moment, then falls back to sleep.

The opening is now wide enough, so I quickly slip my head out and I’m free. When I try to stand up, I realize my breasts are going to be an issue. They are so massive I have to use my hands to support them. Running is going to be a problem if I don’t strap them up.

I grab a leather lead and loop it around both breasts before connecting both ends behind my neck like some kind of bondage bra. It’s not perfect, but my girls are supported and don’t flop around when I get to my feet.

My back cracks and I groan as my body gets used to being on two feet again. My muscles protest at the first few steps, but then I’m moving towards the exit without much trouble.

I crack the door open to peek out. The fresh air is amazing after weeks of smelling stale milk and sex, and I breathe in large lungfuls like a starving person enjoying their first meal in days.

It’s pitch dark outside and just as I hoped there is not a soul around. I take one step out and then another until I’m standing in the middle of the clearing where I got branded and shackled on my first day.

It’s too risky to take the road we traveled here on and if I remember, the ruins are to the north. If I cut through the woods, I’ll get there faster. With my plan set, I pass the edge of the smithy. It’s so dark, I don’t see the metal bucket until I trip over it and fall into a rack of steel shackles. They fall to the ground and the sound is like a bomb going off in the quiet.

Shit!

I stumble to my feet and bolt towards the forest, praying that no one heard the noise I just made.

Just as I hit the treeline, shouts can be heard behind me and the sound of a bell being rung. I can make out the glow of lanterns as they gather in the yard after realizing a hucow has escaped.

I’m not waiting around for them to find me. I turn and flee into the woods naked and with bare feet. The forest floor is covered in a soft layer of pine needles, so I dash through the trees, keeping my hands out in front of me so I don’t smash into any trees.

The farm was only a few miles from the ruins and I estimate I’m shaving off at least a half a mile by taking this more direct route. I’m just hoping I don’t pass by it in the dark.

The sky is just lighting up when I hear dogs barking. The sound is coming from the farm and fear sends a shiver down my spine. They are using the dogs to track me by scent.

I pick up the pace as my heart pounds in terror. I can’t get caught.

The baying of the hounds sound closer just as I see the first crumbled wall and I could cry in joy knowing I’ve made it. Once I enter the clearing in the center, I feel the same hum of energy that called me to the portal before. I follow the pull through the ruins and see the green glow up ahead just as the sound of the dogs and men’s voices reach the clearing.

They caught up to me faster than I thought. I break into a run and race around the corner. There in front of me is the portal shimmering with the same mesmerizing lights as before.

I race up the steps and pause for a moment, wondering if it will take me home or to another weird dimension.

“She went this way.” A voice yells, and I know I have to take the risk. With a deep breath, I leap into the portal. The lights are blinding and I feel my body become weightless. My head spins and then suddenly everything goes dark.


Chapter 10

When I wake up, the sun is high in the sky, and everything is quiet around me. I sit up and the first thing I notice is that I’m dressed in the clothes I was wearing before. My hands cup my chest and find them back to normal. What happened?

My backpack lies beside me on the ground, and I stare around the ruins in confusion. The portal is now an empty archway, and there are no men or dogs in sight.

I stand up, grab my pack, and make my way back to the center of the clearing. My tent and other belongings are right where I left them and to my surprise, the ashes in the firepit are still smoking.

It’s like I’ve only been gone a few hours instead of weeks.

Was it all a dream? Did I take a break exploring and fall asleep?

If it was a dream, it sure felt real. I look around at the ruins and where I was excited to find them before. Now they only give me a bad feeling. It’s time to leave this place and get off this mountain.

I pack my things quickly and head down the mountain to my car. I don’t think I’ll go hiking again for a long time.

8 weeks later…

“The reason you haven’t been feeling well, Gina, is because you’re roughly nine weeks pregnant. Congratulations.” The doctor says, and I stare at him in shock. Immediately, my hiking trip flashes through my mind and my vivid dream of being turned into a hucow and being milked and bred like a farm animal.

I lay a hand on my still flat stomach, thinking of the life growing inside me. Maybe it wasn’t a dream after all…

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 Coming 2024! 
	Purchased. The Hucow Blackmarket Coming July 2024! 


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 (Coming June 2024)

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

Hucow Farm (June 2024)

HAPPY HUCOW READING!

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Chapter 1


    		Chapter 2


    		Chapter 3


    		Chapter 4


    		Chapter 5


    		Chapter 6


    		Chapter 7


    		Chapter 8


    		Chapter 9


    		Chapter 10


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51






OEBPS/image_rsrcG7.jpg





