

Life Under The Dome

The Complete Series

Selected For Hucow Service

Hucow In Service

Escaping Hucow Service

Ending Hucow Service

All four stories in the Life Under The Domes Series in one book. There is no new material so if you’ve read them separately then skip this book.

Or feel free to read it all over again!

Happy Hucow Reading!


Selected for Hucow Service




Chapter 1

“Hurry, Mira! You’re going to be late.”

I ignore my mother’s yell and take a moment to look at myself in the mirror. My outfit is perfect; not a wrinkle in sight. My dark hair is combed straight and cascades down my back like a waterfall.

“Perfect like always.” I say to my reflection and smile. I’ve always taken great care of my appearance. It’s not like I’m trying to impress anyone. I do it for myself, but today is more important than any other day in my life.

It’s the day of the testing. The first day of my new adult life.

I’ve stayed focused on my studies. Never went to parties, or cared about making close friends throughout school. There wasn’t any sense in making friends when we were all going to end up separated into different factions when we graduated.

I’m sure I’ll see a few of the people I went to school with in the future. I doubt I’m the only one that’s going to be selected for the Science Faction, and I’m positive that’s where I’m headed.

Being a research scientist is all I ever wanted, and all my hard work and studying is going to pay off today.

There is always that little niggle of doubt that I’ll be selected for one of the other factions, but I choose to ignore it. I know what I want, and I’m going to get it.

I shudder at the thought of being selected for Hucow service.

I’m too smart for that.

I grab my duffle bag filled with clothes and personal belongings and glance out the window of my room. The hazy sun shimmers off the outside of the glass dome wall in the distance. The dome we live in protects us from the outside world.

Decades ago, wars decimated the earth and made the air toxic. All the plants and animals died, along with most of the human population.

Those that survived the fallout built large glass domes and created a functioning society under them.

The domes filter in the air from outside, cleaning it, and making it breathable for us. They built an entire city over the years, but it was not without issues in the beginning.

There were side effects our ancestors faced once they survived the exposure to the toxic air. Most children born after the domes were created were sterile. The human population faced extinction again, so a class system had to be put in place for the people under the domes in order for the population to grow and flourish. The term we use for that system now is the factions.

There are five factions, and every one plays an important role in the dome’s success.

The five factions are:

Military. Those men and women are trained to uphold the laws of the dome and keep the peace. You could be a police officer, security or factory guard, or work in the military. There are many options, but all the men and women selected for the military were tested sterile.

The second faction is Scientists. This includes lab researchers, doctors and medical staff, engineers and architects. Again, all scientists are tested and proved sterile.

The third and most common is the General Population. Most of the people fall into this category. They work in everyday jobs like teachers, shop keepers, tailors, public transportation, supply distribution, etc. The general population also cannot have children of their own.

The fourth faction is the Farm workers, and there are two types. Some farmers work in the greenhouses and grow produce from seeds created by the Scientists. Others care for the hucows in the hucow factories and harvest their milk for distribution. Farmers are all sterile too.

The final faction is Hucow or Hubull Service. If someone tests positive for the fertility gene, you are automatically selected for this faction. A hucow or hubulls primary goal is to keep the population growing. All babies produced by hucows are raised by the general population as one of their own. Hucows also provide food. Rich, nutritious milk that is no longer available from cows since most animals are extinct.

Once you’re selected for a faction, you can never change.

I dread the thought of becoming a hucow. It would be a waste if I was selected for any other faction than scientist, and today’s test will prove that I was born to be a researcher. I’ve aced all my classes. I’m the smartest in my year, and everyone knows it.

I didn’t care if they all thought I was a snob. Their opinions don’t matter, only the test does. Who cares if my classmates hate me because I took pride in my grades. They are all beneath me.

It’s graduation day and the faction test takes place at noon. I smile as I leave my room and race down the stairs.

“Slow down, sweetie. I know you’re excited, but you should take a minute to eat.” My mom says.

I know she’s not my real mom. I was born from some random hucow, like everyone is but, she and dad raised me and they were great parents. Very supportive and I had a wonderful childhood.

“Sorry, mom. I don’t want to be late for the test.” I say and kiss her cheek. “Can you make sure my duffle bag gets shipped to the research building?”

I’ll be moving in right after the testing ceremony to begin my training.

“Sure sweetie, but what if you get picked for another faction? I don’t want you to get your hopes up.” She frowns at me in concern.

“Mom, you know I’m smart and they would be foolish if they picked me for anything else. I’ll be fine.”

“I’m sure you’re right.” She smiles. “I’ll send your stuff along after the results, and your father and I will visit you in a few days to see how you’re making out.”

“Okay, mom. I gotta go. Love you!” I say as I sprint out the door.

“Love you too!” she yells as I hurry down the sidewalk towards the school.

I can’t contain my excitement. This is going to be a great day.


Chapter 2

“Oh look! Here comes Miss. Smartypants.” I roll my eyes at the sound of Mason’s annoying voice. He’s always been popular in school and annoying as hell. He’s very athletic and excelled in sports. His handsome face and toned body always had all the girls drooling and following him around like puppies. All the girls except me, and that pissed him off.

His attitude towards me only got worse when he asked me on a date and I laughed in his face. I could have been nicer, but he only wanted one thing from me, and I didn’t have the time for dating or fooling around. If he was sincere, my reaction may have been different. He is cute, but too cocky for my tastes.

He didn’t take my rejection well, and has been an asshole ever since. Every day, he and his friends harass me in school. They never get physical, but the taunts and teases are never ending.

I pretend not to hear the insults. “Hello, Mason.” He’s not going to dampen my spirits today, and hopefully it will be the last I ever have to see his handsome face.

I smirk at the girl hanging off his arms. “Hey Victoria.” The blonde just glares at me.

She’s been seeing Mason for a few months, and hates it when his attention is on anyone but her. And more often than not, he’s focused on picking on me whenever I’m close by.

She’s a beautiful girl. Long blond hair and blue eyes. Huge chest and curvy body. The perfect package, and any guy our age should be all over her, and they are, but it never lasts past the bedroom. She’s hot, but not very smart.

Victoria has the lowest grade in our year and does nothing in class. She and her friends always sit in the back and giggle amongst themselves. I wouldn’t be surprised if they all ended up as hucows. They’re all sluts and have enormous chests and no brains. The perfect hucow.

“What are you looking at?” Victoria snaps at me, then hugs Mason’s arm tighter, smashing her tits into his biceps. It couldn’t be more obvious if she peed on him. She’s telling me Mason is hers.

She can have him for another hour at least, and then the test will determine our fate. If they end up in different factions, their relationship is over.

Mason scowls at Victoria and pulls his arm free of her hold. “Back off Vikki. School’s over and so are we.”

I guess it’s over now.

Her loud screech of protest makes me wince, and I hurry away from the meltdown that’s about to happen. I don’t need the headache.

I decide to wait in the library until the testing ceremony.

“Congratulations class! You’ve made it through your final year and are ready to contribute to our dome’s future prosperity by joining a faction.” The principal drones on for a few minutes about the founders of the dome. He talks about how the factions were created and how the success of the factions got us to where we are today.

We are all seated in a large auditorium waiting for the tests to begin.

I zone out most of what the principal is saying as my knee bounces nervously. I’m too excited to sit still, and I only pay attention again when he starts talking about the test and what is going to happen.

“First, you will complete an aptitude test to see where you would be placed according to your critical thinking skills.”

That will be easy for me.

“Next, you will be tested on your physical abilities.” I hear Mason snicker from a few seats down from me.

“Piece of cake.” He says to the guy next to him.

“Finally, they will test your blood for the elusive fertility gene. Sadly, only one or two of you will carry the gene, but every year we wish for a higher amount.”

I pity the classmates who are going to be stuck in hucow factories, popping out babies for the rest of their lives while being milked like cattle. It seems like a horrible fate.

“We pray that maybe someday in the near future, this curse of infertility will plague our society no longer. We would have no more need for the hucow factories, but until then, being selected for hucow service makes you special. You are a rarity among the masses. You should be honored that you will help humanity live on. We are all thankful for the past, present, and future hucows of our society.”

The other teachers and staff clap at his words. I watch as the soldiers standing guard remain still at their posts. Their blank faces give nothing away.

The military guards are at every testing ceremony. They make sure everyone remains calm. I’ve heard that some people are not happy with the factions they are selected for. They’re also responsible for helping the newly tested get to the correct transport shuttles.

“Now it’s time to begin the testing ceremony. When your name is called, please enter Room #1 for your aptitude test. Then proceed to the gym for your physical test before returning here. The last test will begin when everyone has completed the first two. Good luck.”


Chapter 3

The aptitude test was a piece of cake. I breezed through every problem, and was done in under an hour. I was the first one done as usual and received a few glares from the others that were struggling.

The physical test was more difficult. I had no trouble with running laps, but the obstacle course was a challenge. A few of my classmates passed me even though I had a twenty-minute head start. Mason finished first, of course.

Everyone finished both tests in under two hours and we were back in the auditorium waiting for the final test.

A short lady with thick-rimmed glasses and a white lab coat stepped up next to the principal. “This is Dr. Lanis. She will be running the last test.”

“Hello, everyone.” She addresses us with a timid smile. “I will call you up one at a time and prick the pad off your finger.” The principal holds out his hand to demonstrate.

She pricks his finger, and a bead of blood comes to the surface. “Then I will use a swab to collect your blood and place it in a tub filled with fluid like this,” she holds up a clear glass tube with liquid.

She swabs the blood off the principal’s finger and dips it into the tube and swirls it around. Nothing happens. The liquid stays clear.

“If you do not carry the fertility gene, then the liquid will remain clear. We have your scores calculated from the first two tests, and factions have been selected for you based on those results, but if this tube turns blue, those previous tests become void. You will automatically be selected for hucow or hubull service.”

Mine is going to stay clear. I know it.

“If it stays clear, we will tell you which faction the tests deemed you would best serve the dome in. When you have your results, a guard will take you to the correct transport shuttle for your assigned faction. Let’s begin.”

“Candace Asher.” She calls the first girl forward. A guard steps up next to the girl and waits for the doctor to run the test.

I watch as she pricks the girl’s finger and tests her blood. It remains clear.

“Negative.” The girl slumps her shoulders in relief. I don’t think anyone wants to be a hucow.

“Miss. Asher, you will serve the dome best as General Population. Congratulations!” the doctor says.

Everyone claps and the guard guides her out of the room by her arm. She looks back once and I can see the smile on her face. She’s happy with the results.

There are fifty of us in this year’s class, so the testing takes time, and I lose interest after the first ten, but suddenly there is a commotion. I look up and see Clara Jackson crying. The doctor is holding her test tube, and it’s bright blue.

Everyone starts to whisper and I hear the word hucow. Poor Clara.

“Clara Jackson, you are positive for the fertility gene and you will best serve the dome as a hucow. We are grateful for your service.” The doctor says. The principal and teachers clap and cheer like Clara won some fabulous prize.

Clara continues to cry as the guard guides her out of the room. Another guard goes with her, and I wonder why she needs two.

A few more students are called up after that and most are General Population. A few are military, and there is one farm worker. None have been selected for the science faction yet.

It’s Mason’s turn next, and I hope for a minute he’s a hubull. He likes to sleep around, so knocking up hucows would be a good job for him.

I inwardly pout when his test stays clear, but smile when he gets selected for a farm worker. I heard him talking about wanting to be in the military faction. He frowns at the decision but quickly shrugs it off, and walks out with the guard.

One of Mason’s friends is next, and his test turns blue. He shrugs his shoulders and smiles like it doesn’t matter, but the look in his eyes says something else. His hands clench by his sides. “Fuck.” He says.

“Conner, watch the language, please.” The principal says, but he’s smiling. “Congratulations.”

Conner leaves with his guards, and the testing continues. There are only ten of us left and the chances of us being hucows diminishes by the second.

It’s Victoria’s turn and her tube stays clear. I’m shocked when she’s chosen for the military. She’s not very fit and was always lazy during gym class.

She seems shocked too by the look on her face, but the guard leads her out of the room before she can freak out.

“Mira Sanders.”

My palms are sweating as I walk up to the front, and I wipe them on my jeans. This is it! I’m ready. Science faction here I come!

I hold out my hand and the doctor pricks my finger with the needle. It’s almost painless, and I watch the blood bead on the tip of my finger.

The doctor swabs the blood, and my eyes follow her hand as she drops it into the liquid.

I’m prepared to hear her say Science faction, but as the liquid turns blue, my world crumbles, and I hear something I never wanted to hear in my life. “Congratulations, we have another hucow. Mira Sanders, you have been selected for hucow service.”

The principal shouts. “We have three students for hucow service this year. It’s a record!”

I shake my head. “There must be some mistake. I should be in the science faction.” I say, still staring at the tube of blue liquid in her hand. This can’t be happening. The test must be wrong.

The doctor looks at my forms. “Your aptitude test was the highest in the class, Miss. Sanders, so you were selected for that faction, but this test cancels the others. Be happy. You are going to be providing a great service.”

I’m still shaking my head in denial as the guard grabs my arm and pulls me out of the room. Another guard grabs my other arm, since my legs don’t seem to work right at the moment and they practically drag me out into the hall. I’m in shock. They have to be wrong, but I saw the test with my own eyes. It was blue. I’ve been selected for hucow service.


Chapter 4

“Move it!” The soldiers snap at me once the door closes behind us and we’re in the hall.

Their grip on my arms turns painful when I’m still not moving fast enough to please him. “Ouch. You’re hurting me.” I say.

One soldier ignores my complaint and the other one just smirks and says, “get used to it,” as they drag me along until we’re outside.

There are five transport vehicles in the parking lot ready to take us to our designated factions. The rude soldier turns me to the left towards the furthest transport.

To make matters worse, the hucow transport is parked next to the farming one and I notice Mason is sitting on the back of the truck.

When he sees where the soldier is taking me, he laughs. “I can’t believe it! Snobby, little Mira is going to become a hucow.”

I glare at him as we pass by.

“All that studying and thinking you were smarter than all of us was a waste of time now.” His laughter follows us as the soldier stops us at the back of the hucow truck. “They don’t want you for your brains, Mira. They want your tight little cunt.”

My face turns crimson in embarrassment at his crude words, and the soldier next to me snickers.

“You should have been practicing being a slut these last few years instead of being a nerd. Would have prepared you for what comes next.” Mason adds, and the surrounding soldiers begin to laugh along with him.

I glare at the soldier, and he shrugs his shoulders. “He’s right. You don’t need your brain where you’re going.”

All our life we are taught that hucows are special and important. They are the reason we are still here, and should be treated with respect. Our teachers tell us stories of how the life of a hucow is fulfilling, and they are pampered and treated like queens. This doesn’t feel like respect. I don’t feel important or special.

There’s something not right about all this. The soldiers should have told Mason to keep his mouth shut, but instead, they are laughing at me and letting him degrade me.

I’m thinking we were lied to about the hucow faction.

“Grab onto the rail and climb up. Watch your step.” The soldier says to me when he’s done laughing.

The hucow transport differs from the others. The back is completely enclosed, unlike the other trucks that are open to the air, and it’s much larger, too.

The interior is dark and I can’t see much. I grab the rail and climb inside, with the soldier right behind me.

“Hey, man. What the fuck is this?” I hear Conner yell at the soldier once I’m inside, and when my eyes adjust to the gloom, my mouth opens in shock.

The walls of the transport are lined with metal cages. Clara and Conner are both standing inside a cage. Their hands are sticking out through the bars and their wrists are shackled, keeping them from moving their arms.

What the hell?

“Move.” The soldier ignores Conner’s outburst and shoves me roughly towards an open cage.

I wasn’t prepared for the push and I stumble, slamming my shoulder into the corner of a cage. Pain radiates from the impact and cry out. “Get your ass inside now so we can go. I don’t want to be here all day.” The soldier grumbles.

I gain my footing and rub my sore shoulder. I make eye contact with Conner, and his eyes blaze in anger on my behalf. Even though I want to turn and run as far from here as I can, I do as the soldier says.

The door bangs shut, and I’m locked inside the cramped space. There is no room to move. My body takes up the entire space and my back and chest are flush with the bars.

“Place your arms through the bars.” The soldier says next, and I know what is about to happen.

Again, I do as he says and keep quiet as he grabs a pair of steel bands with rings on them. He places them on my wrists. There doesn’t seem to be a latch, and I shiver as the cold steel wraps around both wrists before I hear an ominous click.

There is a chain with clasps hanging from the cage bars, and he locks my bands to the chain before stepping back.

I’m stuck like Clara and Conner. Conner has been cursing up a storm, but Clara has been quiet the whole time. When I look over at her, she seems to be checked out. Her eyes are vacant as she stares straight forward.

“You can’t treat us like this, you asshole! You hurt her. Let us go.” Conner yells.

The soldier glares at him and removes a metal rod from his belt. He shoves the end between the bars of Conner’s cage and I see sparks light up the tip. He jams the end into Conner’s side, and he screams and jolts from the shock.

I realize it’s a cattle prod.

It was only a small jab. Done and over in a second, but Conner slumps against the bars, gasping for breath. His muscles twitch as his body shakes.

“I’m only going to say this once. Keep your mouths shut and we won’t have a problem.” The soldier says and Conner gives him a disgruntled look.

“From now on, you will not speak unless spoken to. This is a one-way trip to the hucow farm. The farm dome is separated from everything else and is located ten miles outside the main city dome. This transport will keep you safe from outside contaminants, and once you arrive, you will be presented to the director of the farm before intake occurs.”

The soldier leaves us after that, and the transport’s motor rumbles beneath our feet as we get ready to leave.

“What an asshole.” Conner grumbles as the transport begins to move.

“Are you okay?” I ask him.

“Yeah, but fuck, that hurt. Are you okay?”

I smile at him. Grateful for his concern. “I’m going to have a bruise, but I’m fine.” I say.

I really look at Conner this time and realize how good-looking he is. He’s taller than me and even though he’s no match for the guards who are stacked from all the training, he’s still toned from all the sports he played in school. With blond hair and dark blue eyes, he is better looking than Mason.

He glances at Clara with a frown. “What’s wrong with her?”

I look over at her and see she’s still staring at the wall in front of her in a daze. It’s like her mind is elsewhere.

“I don’t know. She could be in shock. Maybe this is just too much for her.” I say.

“You seem to be handling the results better than her. Didn’t you want to be a researcher?” He asks me and I’m surprised he knew that about me. Everyone knew I was gunning for the science faction, but I didn’t share my dream career with many people.

“I’m still in shock and think the test has to be wrong, but freaking out or going catatonic won’t help me. It’s better to stay calm and pay attention. I don’t know about you, but I never wanted to be a hucow.” I say the word with distaste.

“If there’s a chance the test was wrong, then I need to prove it somehow.” I say.

“I didn’t want this either. I would’ve been happy with being in gen pop.” He says. “My parents would have been happy, and I would still be able to see them.” The sadness is apparent in his voice.

We don’t talk anymore after that. Both of us lost in our own thoughts.

We travel for about fifteen minutes before the truck stops, and then the back door is opened and a gate guard sticks his head inside, and looks us over. “Three for the farm?” He asks someone outside. He doesn’t even try to talk to us or seem shocked that we are locked inside cages.

“Yup, we just left the testing ceremony.” The soldier who locked us in says. His voice is loud and we can hear him clearly through the open door.

“Okay. I’ll open the inner seal to let you through. Once it’s closed behind you, I’ll open the outer seal and you can head out. There’s a sand storm coming, so you should hurry.” The guard says as he shuts the door again.

The truck moves forward again, and the bang of the steel inner gate locking closed behind us echoes. The outer gate must be quieter because I don’t hear it open or close as we start to move again. I get a nervous feeling in my stomach when I realize we are now outside the dome.

The walls of this transport are the only thing keeping us safe from the outside world.


Chapter 5

The transport bounces and sways now that we are off the paved roads inside the dome. The road to the farm is rough, and it’s slow going. I wish the transport had windows. I wonder what it looks like outside the dome.

An hour later, the transport stops again and the same sounds of gates opening can be heard. This is it. We made it to the hucow farm.

My heart rate increases as the last gate closes behind us, and we come to a stop. The door opens and the asshole soldier that treated us harshly before enters. He’s followed by another soldier who’s wearing a beige camo uniform and holding a gun. I’ve never seen a soldier dressed like that before.

“When I open the cage doors, you will line up and follow behind me. If you give us any trouble, this farm guard will deal with you harshly and swiftly.”

The farm guard smiles evilly and a chill skates up my spine. It’s like he wants us to put up a fight so he can punish us.

The soldier unlocks the chain connecting our wrists, but leaves the steel bands on us and then opens the cage doors.

We step out, and Conner flicks his gaze to me. He gives me a subtle nod, then steps in front of me to go first, and I have a feeling he’s trying to protect me.

I don’t know Conner that well. We’ve never talked before today since he was one of Mason’s friends, but he never joined in when Mason bullied me. He liked to party and hook up like the others but he was quiet and let Mason and his other friends have all the attention.

“Out, you dumb cunt.” The soldier snaps and I look behind me to watch him drag Clara out of the cage. She’s got more tears in her eyes, and is looking around fearfully. It seems she’s snapped back to reality.

He pushes her in line behind me and she grabs the back of my shirt with a trembling hand.

Usually, I would push her away. I don’t like people in my personal space, but we need to stick together now, and I have a feeling any boundaries I have are going to be pushed and trampled on shortly.

We climb down off the truck, following obediently behind the soldier. The farm guard takes up the rear and they usher us towards the large warehouse-like building in front of us. A shiny, circular steel tower rises from the center of the building. That must be where they store the hucow milk.

I look around and notice we are inside another dome. This one is much smaller since it only houses the hucow farm and farmers barracks and mess hall. It’s barren, and the air feels cool. The ground is only dirt and rocks. Not a sign of greenery in sight. The trees and shrubs in the city dome are all artificial, but at least it made the outdoor space look nice. There is nothing nice here. Just dirt and gray steel buildings.

We were shown a video on hucow farming in school. The video made it look like hucows and bulls lived in comfort. It showed parks where they could relax between milking and spacious accommodations as well as a buffet filled with hundreds of items to pick from. The hucow farm on that video looked like a luxury spa resort.

It never appealed to me, but some girls and guys were excited at the prospect of becoming a hucow or bull after watching the video.

This place looks more like a prison. If the outside of the hucow farm looks like this, then how much of that video was a lie?

I’m guessing all of it.

Another guard snaps to attention when we near the entrance to the building. He salutes the soldier and opens the door quickly. He ignores us and stares straight ahead.

We are ushered into a large room and told to stand side by side in front of a raised platform.

The soldier who delivered us here says, “They’re all yours now.” He looks at us and smirks. “Good luck. Enjoy your new life as farm animals.”

I’m too shocked at his words to say anything and before I can recover, he’s gone and we are left alone with the armed guard.

“The director will be here shortly. Show him respect. On your knees and don’t move.” He snaps.

We stare at him open mouthed, and he grabs Clara by the shoulder and pushes her down until she’s kneeling on the floor. I’m shoved roughly to my knees next. My knees ache from the impact on the hard floor. When Conner tries to put up a fight, the guard kicks the back of his legs out from under him and he lands on the ground with a grunt.

The guard barks, “stay down” and goes to stand next to the door.

I help Conner into position, and he thanks me with a nod. We wait silently for a few minutes before the door opens and a tall, broad-shoulder man walks in. He’s wearing a dark green suit that looks terrible with his pale complexion. The buttons on his shirt are straining to hold his overweight gut hidden.

He’s middle-aged, with gray along his temples and a receding hairline. His gait portrays confidence, and he exudes authority. I can tell he’s important here.

He stands above us on the podium and just stares down at us in silence. His gaze is probing, and I feel stripped bare as he looks me up and down.

Once he’s done, he clears his throat and smiles coldly at us. “Welcome new hucows and hubull. Before you begin your new life here. I want to go over a few things so there will be no miscommunication in the future. I am Director Hutchins, and I’m in charge of this farm and everyone here.”

“You have been selected for Hucow Service because you carry the fertility gene. Plain and simple. There is nothing special about you, so don’t think you will be getting special treatment. You are here to birth the next generation of people and feed the population with rich, nutritious milk.”

Way to put it bluntly. I almost snort, but catch myself. I feel Conner stiffen beside me and know he’s about to say something that will get him into trouble.

I brush my hand against his, and the motion causes him to relax. He glances at me quickly before turning back to the man in front of us. He catches the quick shake of my head, telling him to keep quiet, and I feel his fingers brush mine.

I smother my smile, but my heart beats for another reason now. It seems I have one ally here.

The director continues. “That is all you are good for now, and you will be treated accordingly. Your life before this is over and you need to forget about your friends and family. They will not visit you here even if they were allowed and you will never leave the farm. Ever.”

My throat burns and I blink away tears when I think of my parents. They were going to visit me in a few weeks if I made it as a researcher, but now I will never see them again.

“Only authorized personnel are allowed on the farms. That includes the farm trained soldiers. They have been trained to handle reluctant livestock and will make sure you know your place.” The evil man in front of us smirks.

“This farm is very efficient and our birth rate is very high. This is only possible because of the strict rules in place. Your service here will not be easy, but that is the life of a hucow. You are expected to breed, birth young and be milked. You will be allowed to exercise once daily. When not being milked or bred, you will be contained in your stall for your own safety.”

I was right. This feels more like a prison. Clara sniffles and begins to shake beside me.

“The bulls will have it easier. They will have more freedom, and will be assigned farm jobs between breedings. Don’t mistake my words, young hubull.” He looks right at Conner. “You may have more freedoms than a hucow, but you are not free. If you don’t obey orders, you will lose what little freedom being a hubull gives you and you will be locked up in between breedings.”

I glance at Conner and see he’s clenching his jaw. I could only imagine what he wanted to say to the dick standing in front of us.

Director Hutchin’s drones on. “There is zero tolerance for disobedience, and you will be punished if you cannot comply with the farmers’ or guards’ orders. They have unique ways of punishing naughty cows, so behave and whatever they ask of you, you must do, without complaint.”

Clara takes that moment to fall to the ground and start wailing. Her face is blotchy and streaked with tears. The director frowns at her in displeasure.

“Guards!” He shouts, and two men rush in and grab Clara under her arms and drag her out of the room.

“No! Please, I don’t want to be here!” She yells as they close the door behind them while we watch in horror.

“No one will pity you here, so crying is useless. This is your life now, so deal with it. You know the rules now and will not be given any breaks or second chances. Embrace your new life as quickly as possible because it will save you more pain and hardship. Fight and you will suffer.”

What rules? He just told us we were less than dirt under his shoes, and to blindly obey the farms and guards while they force us to breed and make milk.

“Now the guards will take you to the intake room shortly. You will see me around the farm in the future, but I won’t remember you. Like I said earlier, you’re nothing special. You’re just one of the livestock on my farm now.”

“Have a productive service.” He ends his speech and leaves through the door he came.

“What the hell?” Conner mumbles under his breath.

“I’m scared.” I whisper to him as the guard comes towards us.

“Me too. We have to get out of here somehow.” Conner says, but I don’t have time to ask how because the guard is now pushing us towards the same door Clara was dragged through.

“Time for intake. They will sort you out and start you right away.”

Start us? How?


Chapter 6

The guard ushers us through the steel door into a room filled with tiled shower stalls. Farm workers dressed in plastic coveralls are standing next to the empty stalls. The guard leaves me with one worker and pushes Conner toward the other farm hand.

“Step inside the stall and remove your clothes.” The farmer says without emotion.

“But…” I panic. I don’t want to get undressed.

The worker sighs. “Don’t make it worse on yourself. The guards will make you comply if you don’t do it, and they won’t be gentle. The girl, before you figured that out fast.” He says.

He must mean Clara. She was hysterical when the guards dragged her away. I’m sure she put up a fight.

I should listen even if I don’t want to. He’s right about the guards. They don’t seem to have much patience and I don’t want to make this worse, so I grab the hem of my shirt and pull it over my head. I look anywhere, but at the farmer as I kick off my shoes. My pants go next, followed by my bra and panties.

The farmer takes my clothing and chucks them into a bin.

“Don’t I get them back?” I ask.

“No.” is all he says.

I stand there and try to cover myself with my arms, but he doesn’t seem interested in my nakedness.

“Turn around and face the wall.” He says next.

I turn around and face the tile wall. There are no shower taps or a faucet. Just a steel ring attached to the wall about halfway down and I wonder what it’s for. The worker grabs my arm and pulls it out to the side. He’s not rough, but his hold is firm. The steel bands are still on my wrists and he pulls my arm up until he can connect my wrist to a chain on the wall. He does the same to my other arm and leaves me standing there with my arms stretched to the sides.

The farmer dips under my arm and stands in front of me. I can’t shield myself from his perusal, so I avoid eye contact and look down. A steel collar he’s holding in his hand catches my attention, and my eyes widen in alarm when he holds it up. There are numbers and letters engraved in the shiny metal.

“You are now hucow DF11817. This collar will be used to identify you. Once the clasp is closed, it can never be opened again. You will wear it as a permanent reminder of what you are and will signify your place in the faction.” He says.

It never comes off? I shake my head in horror. They want to put a collar on me like an animal. “No. I don’t want that on me. Please.”

I hear Conner loudly cursing from another stall, and I turn my head in his direction, wondering if he’s in the same exposed position I am. I can’t see anything beyond the tiled walls.

The farm takes advantage of my distracted state and places the collar around my neck. The metal is cool against my flushed skin, and I freeze in shock as I hear the click of the steel close.

“NO! Take it off!” I pant as the feeling of being trapped consumes me.

“I can’t. There’s no latch. Now settle down, 11817.”

“How do you expect me to settle down? You put a fucking collar on me.” I ask in outrage. “And my name is Mira. I’m not just some number, you asshole.”

“Seems like you need help keeping your mouth shut.” He mumbles under his breath and disappears out of the stall, leaving me there to panic over the fact I have a collar around my neck that will never come off.

Conner has gone quiet also, and I can’t hear anything over the sound of water running. The farmer comes back a few moments later and moves in behind me. I open my mouth and bitch him out about the collar again, but suddenly something is shoved inside it.

It’s large and round and I can’t close my mouth. I squeal in shock as he uses straps to secure the ball gag around my head. I can’t speak.

The fucker collared and gagged me!

“That’s better. Can’t stand talkative cows.” He says to himself.

He moves in front of me and grabs the collar and pulls downward. “Bend down.”

His actions are rougher now that I pissed him off. Well, the feeling is mutual buddy.

I glare at him but yield to him and do as he says. I’m afraid to piss him off even more. He has a chain in his other hand and feeds it through the ring on the wall in front of me and attaches it to my collar, preventing me from standing up straight.

This position exposes my pussy and ass to the entire room, and I feel very vulnerable. Worse than before.

He moves behind me and kicks my legs apart with a foot. It hurts my neck when I try to look back at him, so I face the floor and watch as he kneels with his face almost level with my vagina. He has more of those dreaded steel bands, which he loops around both ankles. He then attaches them to more rings on the floor until I’m spread open and can’t close my legs.

He hums to himself as he moves away again, and then I hear water running. A second later, cool water hits my backside and I yell in shock. The spray is harsh and stings my skin like tiny needles.

The water cuts off when I’m soaked and shivering, and then the farm hand begins to wash me with a sponge. He starts at my shoulders and moves down both arms. His moves are efficient and clinical even when he reaches my breasts. He scrubs both breasts, roughly, until my reddened nipples are rock hard and pointed.

Next, he moves his hand between my legs, and my eyes widen in shock. There’s no warning when he shoves two fingers into my vagina, causing me to yelp. He moves them around and in and out like he’s washing my insides. I grunt at the slight sting as his fingers stretch me open. I’ve had nothing more than my tiny fingers inside me and his are much larger.

The discomfort fades and just as I’m starting to feel a shred of excitement, he pulls them out. I’m a little surprised that I could enjoy any of this, but his fingers felt nice inside me.

The next place his fingers venture to has never been breached before. When he soaps up my back hole and uses the slickness to push a finger inside, I grunt at the foreign feeling and try to stand on my tip toes to prevent him from going deep.

He chuckles at my attempts to avoid his fingers and places a hand on my lower back to keep me still. It doesn’t exactly hurt, but I’ve never felt anything like this before.

When I remain still, he rubs the coarse sponge over my clit, and I jump at the contact. He keeps the pressure on my little button and I shift my hips to move away, but end up pushing back on his finger in my ass, and I moan when he penetrates me deeper.

His deep laugh makes my cheeks flush with embarrassment. I should not be enjoying this.

He pulls his fingers out and pats my ass. “Good cow. You’re all clean.”

The hose is turned on again and I brace for the spay this time, but it’s no less painful and any excitement I felt during the cleaning washes down the drain with the suds.

I shiver as the cool air in the room caresses my wet skin, as the farmer quickly dries off my body with a towel.

“Ready for us now?” A man grumbles. “God. I forget how dismal this place is. Glad I work in the medical lab in the main dome most days. I hate having to come out here.”

“It’s not that bad.” The farm hand says. “I like the job most days, and the cows are nice to look at, and play with.”

I tilt my head as much as I can and see a tall man and younger women in a lab coat.

The man looks me over without expression, but the woman gazes at my naked body and blushes before quickly looking away.

“She’s ready for you. I’ll go check if the hubull is ready. Be right back.” The farmer says to them.

“What’s wrong, Sharon?” The man asks the younger woman.

“She’s naked, and so young.” The woman says as she looks over my body.

“Of course she is Sharon. She just finished school and completed the testing today. She’s now a hucow, and they don’t need clothes.” The tall man says.

“But I thought…” she starts to say, but he cuts her off.

“Don’t worry about her or any of what you see today. Keep your mouth shut and don’t talk to anyone about what you see on the farm. I know this is all new to you, but if you want to keep working with me, you’ll do as I say.”

Sharon nods quickly and looks away again. “Yes, sir.”
The farmer comes back. “He was giving David a hard time, but he’s ready now.”

“Good. Go tell the guards to bring him over here and we can intake them both at the same time. It helps if the hubull watches. After all, he needs to be excited before we can inject him with the chemical that will unlock the fertility gene. Sexual arousal is needed for it to work on both of them.”
“Yeah, I know. These two aren’t my first intakes.” The farmer says and walks away to get a guard.

“While we are waiting for the bull, let’s start her exam and give her the first injection to begin lactation.” The tall man says. “You can begin by telling me her chest measurements while I get the injections ready.”

I lower my head and shiver in fear at the doctor’s words. They are going to give me something to make me lactate.

“Yes, Dr. Schnider.” The young woman says, and I watch her feet come closer.

I look up at her when she stops in front of me. We make eye contact, and I plead with my eyes for her to let me go. She looks at me in sympathy, but quickly looks away. She won’t help me.

She holds a measuring tape in her hands and I watch as she tentatively wraps it around each breast and says the numbers out loud. She even measures the width of each nipple.

“Make note of the color of her areolas.” Dr. Schnider says. “What color are they?”

“Um.. why is that important?” She asks exactly what I’m thinking.

“We need to keep track of any changes before and after the injection. If they get milk fever or the hucows mammaries become infected once they are lactating, we will notice a change in areola color.” He says with impatience.

“Okay. They are a dark rose color.” She mumbles, clearly embarrassed about talking about my nipple color.

Join the club lady.

“Good. How firm or soft are they? Do they have any heft to them yet?”

“Umm…” Again the lady pauses.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake. Get away from the cow, and I’ll do it. This is nothing to be shy about, she’s just a hucow now. Don’t think of her as a person. She’s an animal. Breeding stock and a food source. Remember that.” The doctor says as he pushes the lady to the side.

She stumbles back and quickly apologizes. “I’m sorry… It’s hard. She looks normal, not like the others.”

I wonder who she’s talking about? She must be meaning the other women here, but what do they look like?

“She’ll look like them soon enough, Laura.” The doctor says and grabs one of my breasts in his palm and kneads the flesh. I grunt when he squeezes a bit too hard, and close my eyes in pain.

“Easy, girl. I’m just going to…” There is a sharp pain in my breast and my eyes snap open to see him injecting a syringe filled with liquid into my breast. Once it’s empty, he pulls it out, but the sting remains, along with a warm feeling.

“I’ll try to do better, Dr. Schnider. Let me try, please.” She says.

“Fine. Cup her other breast. Feel how soft and pillowy they are. When her milk comes, they will engorge, and become firmer. See these tiny veins?” He points to the light blue veins under my skin.

“Yes.” the lady says as she fondles my breast while ignoring me or caring what I think about it all.

“They will stand out against her pale flesh the larger she grows. I’ve been doing this a long time and I can tell she’s going to have an impressive set of udders on her. Should give us a good yield.”

“The test is never wrong.” The lady says.

“No, it’s not. She’s right where she belongs.” He says. “Here, you can do the next injection. Hold it firm and inject it just above the nipple.”

He hands her another filled syringe, and I shake my head no at her and mumble around the gag.

The doctor pats my head and tries to soothe me like an animal. “Easy, girl. Hold steady.”

When that doesn’t work and I still move in my restraints, he grabs the chain holding my collar and yanks hard; pulling my neck to the side, making it almost impossible to breathe.

“Sometimes you have to use force, and be a little rough with the new livestock. They don’t know how to behave yet.”

I push up on my tiptoes to relieve the pressure on my neck, and forget about the injection until the bitch stabs me in the tit with it.

I grunt again when she pulls it out, and both breasts are now warm and tender. Fuck, that hurt.

The doctor releases the chain, and I hang my head and pant. Drool falls from my lips around the gag and drips onto the floor below me. The lady takes pity on me and is nice enough to wipe my mouth with a rag. Still not going to like her, though.

“How long does it take for her to begin lactating?” She asks the doctor.

“Twenty-four hours. It takes about two weeks to reach maximum growth, but her udders will double in size by tomorrow and she will be ready for the dairy. In a few weeks, she’ll be producing a couple of liters a day.”

Holy shit. That’s a lot of milk. I stare at my breasts and try to picture them bigger. The flesh is red where they injected me and the warmth is spreading. I’m beginning to feel warm all over, and the cool air in the room feels good against my heated flesh.

My pussy spasms and I groan as wetness leaks out of me. What the hell is happening to me, and what was in that injection?


Chapter 7

A moment later, the sound of a grunting and the shuffling of feet is heard behind me.

The doctor moves behind me again. “Ah… this is another magnificent specimen. He’ll make an excellent hubull. Look at the size of his phallus. It’s already very impressive.”

I crane my neck, and look behind me to see Conner restrained between two guards. He’s naked like me, and I can’t help but look over his toned chest and lower to the flaccid cock dangling between his legs.

The doctor was not wrong. It’s quite large even when it’s soft, and I wonder how much larger it gets when he’s aroused. My cheeks blush pinker at those thoughts.

He struggles in the guard’s hold and curses. His words are muffled by the gag in his mouth, but he stills when he notices me and our eyes connect for a moment before he drops them to my naked form. I squirm under his gaze and my cheeks are now on fire.

Does he like what he sees? I shake my head in confusion. I’ve never worried about what I looked like before and it shouldn’t be something I’m thinking about now with all these strangers standing around me, but for some reason, I want him to find me attractive.

“Good, good. The bull is responding to the hucow. It’s only natural. He is a breeder, and she is to be bred. It’s animal instinct.” The doctor says.

I’d glare at the doctor if I wasn’t too busy watching Conner’s cock begin to harden the longer he looks at me. If his hardening cock is a sign, then he does find me attractive. Or it’s just because I’m a naked girl bent over in front of him.

I’ll stick to my fantasies and assume it’s me. He wants me. A flutter starts deep in my belly and moves downward. I can’t prevent my body from responding, and I feel myself becoming wetter. That warmth is now consuming me. What the hell was in that syringe?

I’ve never been interested in sex, but suddenly I want Conner. I want him inside me, and I shift in my restraints as an ache begins deep inside me.

I want him. I need him.

“Looks like the presence of the hubull and the injection are working. I can see her arousal glistening between her legs.” The doctor says, and I watch Conner’s gaze zero in on my wet pussy.

“Let’s finish the intake.”


Chapter 8

Fingers find their way between my legs, and slide through my wetness to my entrance. I drop my head and moan in pleasure when they push inside me. “She’s well lubricated.” The doctor says and I realize it’s his fingers pumping away inside me.

I’m trembling as the ache builds the faster he pumps his fingers.

“Sharon, the bull is fully erect now, give him his injection and manually stimulate him to completion. That should trigger the fertility gene.” The doctor says to the lady while still lazily fingering my pussy.

“What?” Sharen asks with a squeak.

The doctor grumbles under his breath and pulls his fingers out of me. I was getting so close and growl in complaint. The doctor slaps me on the ass and says, “You can wait.”

I watch his feet move away as he walks over to Sharon.

“Haven’t you jerked a guy off before, Sharon?” The doctor says snidely.

“Um.. yes.” She says in a low voice, and I hear someone snicker. Probably a guard.

“Then you can do this. He won’t last long once he has the injection. It keeps them all in a state of arousal. Look at the hucow. She’s dripping like a faucet after the first injection. Wait until she cums and I give her the fertility injection; being bred is all she’s going to think about.”

I doubt that. I’m sure my mind can overcome my body’s desires, but he’s not wrong about how slick I am between my thighs, and I’m so horny right now.

“This is your last chance, Sharon. Do your job or I’ll find a new assistant that’s not so squeamish.”

I don’t hear a verbal response from her, but I watch her move towards Conner, who yells and begins to struggle again. It’s no use, though the guards are too strong and keep him in place.

Sharon is holding a syringe, and I watch as she injects him into his thigh. He doesn’t flinch, but the look of rage in his eyes makes me want to cower. She then tentatively places a gloved hand around his erection. He stiffens, but settles when she begins to slide her hand up and down his shaft. The rage dims, but never leaves.

I am mesmerized by the way she pleasures him. His muscles tense and he closes his eyes, lost in the moment. Watching the lust on his face makes mine worse. I’m jealous and want to be touched too.

The doctor returns to my side, and I wait in anticipation for him to touch me again. I’m almost desperate for it.

What rubs against the entrance of my pussy is not fingers, but something much larger and cold. I jolt when the hard metal object is pushed inside an inch.

It hurts and I hiss in pain. I’ve never had a cock inside me before and this feels huge. Too huge for my little virgin pussy.

“Relax little hucow. This is a stimulating rod. It’s meant to bring a cow to orgasm and soften their cervix for breeding.”

That’s what they want. They want me to be ready to receive a hubull’s cock. To impregnate me. I should be appalled, but when I think of Conner’s cock entering me, it doesn’t seem so bad. I’m still scared, but my arousal overwhelms everything else.

The rod suddenly hums to life and begins to vibrate. Oh fuck! That feels so good.

The pulse of the rod sends tremors throughout my body, and I shudder in pleasure. “That’s it. Take it all. I know this tight little cunt can handle it.”

I relax as he pumps the rod in and out in shallow thrusts.

“Look at the hubull. He’s watching me fuck you on this rod and is going to cum.” The doctor laughs.

I look at Conner again, and his eyes are locked on what the doctor is doing to me. His breathing is labored, matching mine and a sheen of sweat covers his body as he grunts softly and shifts his hips, thrusting into Sharon’s hand.

Conner stiffens seconds later and moans. I watch large jets of cum shoot out of his cock onto the floor as he cums.

I almost cum from watching, but a sharp pain stabs my insides as the doctor forces the rod deep inside me, stretching me open and tearing through my hymen. I cry out in pain and shock.

The doctor fucks me with the rod as I wiggle and try to move away, but I’m tied down and helpless. I have no choice but to let him do what he wants.

I settle and try to relax. The pain seems to lessen if I stop fighting. “There you go, little hucow. It will get better in a minute.”

I focus on the feel of the rod spreading me open and the vibrations begin to override any remaining discomfort. Soon enough, my arousal returns and I can’t help but push back against the intrusion. The doctor pushes the rod in as deep as he can and holds it against my cervix. I shudder as the vibrations stimulate me from inside.

“This never gets old. I love seeing this. She’s so fucking wet.” The farmer says, but I zone out everything around me.

My orgasm builds and I’m moments away from cumming when the doctor turns up the vibrations on the rod, and I arch my back in ecstasy as he slams it inside me again. I pull against my restraints as I scream around my gag, and cum so hard I think I black out.

I slump in my restraints, my knees giving out, and I hang from my arms. I’m completely spent.

I’m vaguely aware of the doctor removing the rod from me and then my body is being unchained from the wall. The guards hold my limp body up. I regain my footing after a minute and stand on my own two feet, but the guards keep hold of my arms.

I glance at Conner, and notice he’s watching me. I’m embarrassed about what just happened, and I don’t want him to think I’m some kind of slut.

I can’t read his expression, but his eyes are filled with understanding. He was forced to orgasm, too. He gives me a nod and I sigh in relief.

The doctor stands in front of me again and I drag my attention off of Conner to look at him. He’s holding another syringe and the smug smile on his face makes me sick.

He looks me in the eye, and that smile grows. “This is going to hurt.” Without more of a warning, he stabs me in the stomach with the needle, and liquid fire burns inside my gut.

My legs give out again, and I scream in agony. I think I might be dying. The heat becomes unbearable. It’s like I’m being boiled alive. My vision begins to fade, as my body shuts down to avoid the pain. The last thing I see is the doctor’s sadistic face.

“Welcome to the herd.” Those words follow me into the darkness.


Hucow In Service




Chapter 1

My memory is spotty after the doctor injected me in the stomach. It hurt so fucking bad that I passed out, but I remember being carried or dragged by the guards out of the building.

My body was limp; my head felt too heavy, making it impossible to lift, so I recall the guard’s boots walking along a cracked dirt path.

The clang of metal is my next memory before I’m dropped onto a padded floor and the guards leave after removing my gag and locking me inside a cell as I fade in and out of consciousness. The pain lessons, but my abdomen cramps sporadically, causing me to groan out loud.

I hear the sounds of another girl whimpering, but I’m too out of it to care. There are moments when I’m lucid enough to feel a hand rubbing my back while I whimper in pain, and I hear Conner’s voice as he tries to soothe me.

I don’t know how long I lay there, but when I finally open my eyes, the first thing I see is the bars of the cell surrounding me. I use the term cell loosely. It’s more like a small animal crate. I couldn't stand as the cramped space only allowed about four feet on every side and was the same in height. They covered the floor of the crate with a rubber mat and a drain in the center.

The second thing I see in this windowless room is the other cages. I notice that all the cages are empty, except for the ones on either side of me.

Clara is on one side, naked and curled into a ball. A shiver shakes her slight frame occasionally.

Conner is in the other crate and smiles gently at me when I look his way. His arm is stretched through the bars, so his hand is resting on the mat close to my hip. “Hey, Mira. I’m glad you’re finally awake.”

“What happened to your nose?” I say in shock. He winces when he touches the ring in his nose. Conner is sporting a new piercing. It’s thick and large enough to touch his upper lip.

“Yeah… they did this after you passed out.” He looks down like he’s embarrassed.

I hate that my question made him self conscious. It’s not his fault. “I like it. It makes you look badass.” I say to cheer him up.

He looks up in surprise, and I smile at him. He returns it and his shoulders relax in relief. “How are you feeling? You screamed so loud and then passed out. I was worried.” He asks and warmth fills me at his concern.

“I’m okay. At least I think so.” I say, looking over my body to make sure.

There are a few bruises on my arms and legs, and my vagina is aching from the stimulation rod the doctor used on me, but I feel fine otherwise.

I shift my body to sit up and instantly feel a heaviness in my chest. I look down and my mouth opens on a gasp. My breasts are much larger than normal. They’ve doubled in size, and my nipples are erect and swollen.

I look over at Conner and see his gaze is on my over-sized chest. He looks up and notices me watching him. His cheeks pinken at getting caught ogling me.

When he shifts, it’s my turn to stare at him. I notice his impressive member is growing hard. My body automatically responds and I feel a tingle of arousal between my legs, followed by a flood of liquid. I wonder what it would feel like pushing deep inside me?

What the hell is wrong with me? Now is not the time to be thinking about that. I clear my throat and ask. “How long was I out?”

“I don’t know exactly, but it’s been a long time. There are no windows in here, but the guards have been in to check on us a few times. They fed me once a few hours ago. The last two times, the guards were new, so I’m assuming there was a shift change.”

I look over at Clara, who’s still laying in the fetal position and frown. “Has she said anything?”

He sighs. “No, but she was awake when the guards came in the last time and they mentioned something about waiting for you to wake before transferring you both to the barn.”

A shiver goes down my back at his words.

“What about you? Are you going to the barn?”

He shrugs his shoulders. “They said the doctor would be in to collect a sample and then I’m going to the bullpen. Whatever the fuck that means.”

Grabbing his hand that’s still laying beside me, I give it a squeeze. “I don’t want to be separated. I know we didn’t talk in school, but you’ve been nice to me this entire time, and helping me even though you didn’t have to. You being with me makes this nightmare a little more bearable.”

He links our fingers together and holds on tight. “Same here. I like you Mira. I always have.” My cheeks heat at his words. “Mason was my friend, and I know he can be an asshole when he doesn’t get his own way.” That’s an understatement. Mason was terrible.

Conner continues, “He wanted you, but you snubbed his advances, and that pissed him off. After he started bullying you, I didn’t dare approach you because I thought you would think I was like him.”

I may have, but I know better now.

He shakes his head. “I should have tried anyway, and maybe we would have been friends before all this, but I’m glad I’m with you now, and I’ll do everything I can to get to wherever they are going to keep you.”

I smile at him with tears in my eyes, and my heart hurts at how unfair our situation is. “I like you too, Conner, and I wish things were different.”

“Me too, Mira.”

The door opens, cutting off our conversation, and Conner reluctantly pulls his hand away.

The guard comes in and sees that we’re all awake. He takes out a radio and talks to someone. “The last hucow is awake. Send the farmers to fetch them.”

“Roger that.” Says someone on the other end.

He pulls a small plastic cup out of his pocket and shoves it inside Connor’s cell. “Here, jack off in that, and if the sperm is viable, you’ll be moving to the bullpen. If you’re still not ready, you will stay here until you have a positive sample.”

Conner takes the cup with a glare, but the guard pays him little attention. “You can do it now or when the hucows leave. It’s up to you, but I’d want to be looking at that hucow’s ripe titties when I cum.” He chuckles and gives me a wink.

I blush and try to cross my arms over my chest to hide, but when my arms make contact with my nipples, I gasp in shock at how sensitive they are. This makes the guard laugh.

“It’s one of the side effects of the lactation injection. Makes your teats sensitive. Wait until you're first milking. You’ll be so horny while the machine is pumping you dry, you’ll be begging to be fucked.”

“Don’t fucking talk to her like that.” Conner yells at the guard in anger.

The guard just smirks at Conner’s outburst. “You think the hucows are the only ones affected by the shots? Soon enough you’ll be a walking hardon every time you’re near a hucow, and it won’t go away until you’ve cummed in one of their juicy cunts.”

I stare at the guard in disgust. His crude words make me sick. The guard leaves the room, still laughing at us, and I hate him for it.

Conner sets the cup down with a glare. “Fucking asshole.”

“And I used to think Mason was disgusting. He was an angel compared to some of these guys.” I say with a bitter laugh.

“Do you think what he says is true?” He asks me.

I touch my breast and hiss in pleasure at the light touch. “I think some of it may be true, but we are human and smart enough to control our basic urges.”

“Yeah. I’m sure we can.” Is all he says, and I wonder if he believes me. Do I even believe it myself? If the wetness between my legs and the sudden arousal just one touch brings me, then maybe I am lying to myself. Maybe we have no control.


Chapter 2

“Are you going to… give them a sample?” My cheeks heat at the question, but the cup is just sitting there on the floor and I can’t help but stare at it.

“Yeah, but I figured I’d wait until I was alone.” He says.

I remember how Sharon stroked his long cock in the cleaning room. How hard it was, and how he groaned in ecstasy as his cum shot out of the tip and onto the floor. I wished it was me touching him instead.

“Oh…umm.” I stumble to get the words out. “I could help… if you needed…”

I’m an idiot. I can’t even talk about it, but I want to. Am I just as bad as Sharon? Trying to force myself on him?

He chuckles at me, but not rudely, like the guard. “I’m pretty sure I can do it myself. I’ve had some practice over the years.”

Is it hot in here? I feel flush. Just the thought of him touching himself is enough to make me squirm in desire.

“But… if you want to help, I won’t say no. I just don’t want to pressure you or embarrass you. They left us caged and naked like animals, but I refuse to act like one and you deserve respect.”

Any respect disappeared when that little test tube turned blue, but it’s nice to hear him say it.
“Thank you, Conner. That means a lot right now, but I want to help you. Here, scoot closer to the bars.” I say. Now I’m determined to do this.

“Umm… I’ve never done this before, but I’d like to try.” I add.

“It’s okay. Whatever you do will be fine.” He says. Eager now that we are closer together.

I tentatively reach through the bars, and before I can touch his hardening cock, he grabs my hand. Our eyes meet and he holds my hand and kisses the palm. “I really want to kiss you right now.” He says.

The bars prevent us from getting that close, unfortunately. “Maybe someday soon we’ll get a chance.” I say, but I don’t know if it’ll ever happen. They are going to separate us soon and even if he promises to see me again, I don’t know if it will be possible. This may be the last time I’m with him. He smiles, then lets go of my hand.

I set it on his naked thigh. The heat of his skin warms my palm as I slide it closer to his length. If this is the last thing I’m going to do of my own free will, then I’m going to make sure he enjoys it.

When my hand closes around his hard cock, he hisses, and I start to let go, thinking I hurt him, but he grabs my wrist gently.

“Did I hurt you?”

“No. God, your hand feels good.” He groans. “Don’t stop.”

I adjust my hand around him again and move slowly up and down his length. The skin is silky soft, but he’s hard as granite in my grasp.

When I trace my thumb across the head of his cock on the next upward stroke, he grunts and thrusts his hips. “Fuck, yes! Do that again.”

Repeating the movement again and again has him groaning and his body begins to tense up. “I’m not going to last long. I don’t know if it’s just your hand or what they gave me, but I really want to cum.”

I smile and hope it’s only me bringing him all this pleasure.

Conner quickly grabs the cup and rips the top off. “Oh, fuck!” He shouts moments before his entire body shudders as he cums. The cup catches most of his seed, but some leaks down his shaft and onto my fingers, lubing the movement of my hand still pumping him.

He seems to cum for a lot longer than last time, and the cup is almost full before he’s done. I move my hand away and sit back.

“That’s not possible.” He gasps, now out of breath, as he stares at the filled cup.

“What?” I ask in confusion.

“I’ve never produced that much in one go, and I don’t think anyone does.” He looks at me in shock. “It must be the injection. Whatever they gave us in that injection to unlock the fertility gene must alter our reproductive system.”

The wannabe scientist in me perks up at his statement. “It’s possible. Look at my chest.” I point to my enlarged breasts and blush when his eyes dip down. “They shouldn’t grow this fast. It’s not normal. None of this is.”

There was something more in those injections. Conner is producing super sperm and I’m constantly wet and aroused since the injection.


Chapter 3

The sound of raised voices filter through the closed door, ending our conversation. They get louder as they rush by, and we can hear a siren in the background.

It gets quiet again. “What was that?” I ask.

Conner shrugs his shoulders. “I’m not sure, but while you were sleeping, I overheard some guards talking about a problem at the north gate. Maybe it has to do with that.”

“Is there something wrong with the dome?” I ask with worry. “What if the seal on the doors let go and outside air gets in and we all die because of contamination?”

“They’d never let that happen. Don’t worry, Mira. I’m sure it’s nothing to worry about.” He says soothingly.

“Yeah, you’re probably right. They won’t let anything happen to their prized cattle.” I say bitterly. “We have bigger issues to deal with right now.”

We both sit in silence, our thoughts turning morose. The small bubble of pleasure from earlier now popped as reality creeps back in.

Moments later, the door to our room opens and three men walk in. I can tell that one is a doctor or lab tech from the white coat he’s wearing.

He says nothing as he collects the cup from Conner before disappearing from the room. The two remaining men are farm workers. They’re wearing identical outfits. The same blue-colored pants and shirt. Both are older than us and if I’d have to guess, they were probably in their mid to late thirties.

I watch them warily as the taller one with a trimmed beard opens Clara’s cage. “Come on, girl, let’s get you to the barn.” He reaches in and Clara flinches when he clasps a leash to the collar around her neck.

He pulls on the lead and Clara whimpers, but climbs out of the cage. “Good girl, don’t give me any trouble and we’ll get along fine. This will be your last walk on two feet, so enjoy it while you can.”

What the hell does he mean by that?

Clara looks down at the floor, but follows behind him as he leads her out of the room. I glance at Conner in alarm when the other farmer opens my door.

I freeze for a second, and the farmer takes the opportunity to clip a lead onto my collar.

“Where are you taking them?” Conner asks the man, but he ignores his question.

I yield to the tug on my collar and climb out of the cage as my heart hammers in my chest. My eyes lock with Conners as he moves to the front of his cage and grabs the bars. Is this it? Is this the last time we are going to see each other?

Tears form in my eyes, and I reach my hand out to Conner in an attempt to touch him just one more time. We’ve become so close in such a short amount of time. The trauma we’ve faced so far has formed a bond between us that feels like it’s about to be torn apart.

My fingers just graze the bars before the farmer yanks on the leash and I stumble forward.

“Don’t worry about the new hubull. You’ll meet more than you can handle soon enough. You may even get paired with this one in the future, but by then, I doubt you’ll care.” He chuckles to himself as he guides me out the door.

I look back at Conner one more time, and make a promise to myself that I’ll see him again.

The guards stationed at the door to the barn nod in greeting at the farmer before looking over my naked body. I almost forgot I was walking around without clothes. The farmer’s lack of response makes me think he’s used to seeing women naked, but the guards’ heated looks make my skin crawl.

“Another new cow for the barn? Chester just took one in. Skinny girl, but this one has some nice curves.” One of them says, and I glare at him, but he’s not looking at my face.

“Yup. Got two hucows and a bull from this year’s testing ceremony.” The farmer responds. “Open the door so I can get her settled in the med bay for the night. She’s going to have a big day tomorrow. The first day is always the hardest on them.”

The guards chuckle but open the door.

When we’re inside and the door slams shut behind us, I ask the farmer, “what happens tomorrow?”

He ignores my question and pulls me along behind him.

I’m about to ask him again, but he finally talks. “You’re new, so I’m going to help you out. There are some rules all hucows must follow. Rule number one, don’t speak useless spoken to directly, which won’t happen often.”

He pulls me down a short hallway and through an open door. The only other occupants in the room are Clara and her farmer.

“But… I have questions.” I say as I look at my new surroundings.

There are three crates like the one I was in earlier along one wall. On the far side of the room is an exam table, but not like anything I’ve seen before. There is a weird padded frame on it that I have no idea what it’s used for. The walls behind it are lined with cabinets and a fridge.

A large steel sliding door to my left sparks my curiosity for a second before my eyes get drawn to the section of floor near the door. There is a metal grate on the floor, with small holes in it for drainage. Fear skates along my spine as I take in the steel rings welded along the edges of the grate and the stock placed at one end. I’ve seen those in books before and know it’s used to confine an animal’s head.

When the farmer tries to pull me further into the room, I resist. The table next to the grate is filled with scary items I’m not familiar with, and I refuse to move any further.

“What is this place, and what are those for?” I point to the items on the table.

“Shut up, hucow. What did I tell you about talking?” He snaps at me. “Don’t make this harder on yourself. I can already tell you’re going to be a problem until you learn your place.”

“I have a right to know!” I yell back in anger. Fuck the no talking rule. That’s bullshit.

The farmer laughs scornfully at me. “Animals don’t have rights. You lost all your rights once you became a hucow. Now shut your mouth and get in that cage where you belong.”

He pulls hard on the lead until we’re standing in front of the empty cage.

“That one giving you trouble?” The other farmer asks as he closes the door of Clara’s cage.

“This one keeps asking questions like she’s entitled. Like she’s someone special. We’re going to have to gag her. That should correct the problem.” He pulls the lead tight, putting a strain on my neck, until I’m standing on my tip toes. He’s a lot taller than me and I’m struggling to breathe in this position.

His evil smile tells me he knows how uncomfortable this is. “You’re forgetting your place, but we’ll fix that. Cows don’t talk, they’re just dumb animals, only good for the milk they provide, and the wet warm hole between their legs.”

“Please, I can't breathe.” I gasp.

“Still talking, I see. Grab a dildo gag, Roger, that should shut her up.” He tells the other man and my eyes widen in fear as he nears me with a black oblong shaped silicone gag.

“Open your mouth.” The farmer named Roger says as he holds it in front of my mouth.

I clamp my mouth shut, refusing the order.

“Rule number two is obeying all orders given to you by a farmer.”

His free hand cups one breast, and I gasp in shock. That shock turns to pain when he roughly pinches my nipple between his fingers.

“Ouch! That hurts!” I shout, trying to slap his hand away.

Roger uses my outburst to shove the gag between my lips and into my mouth. It forces my mouth wide and the end nearly touches the back of my throat, making me feel like I’m going to choke.

I sputter and cough as I begin to panic. “Easy girl. Settle down.” Roger says as he finishes strapping leather belts connected to the gag tightly behind my head.

I try to breathe through my nose and fight the urge to struggle. Eventually, the choking feeling subsides.

“That one always takes the fight out of them.” The farmer holding my lead laughs.

“Don’t worry, you won’t choke unless you struggle.” He grunts out before unhooking the lead and shoving me to my knees. I quickly climb inside the cage, gasping for breath. I’ll gladly sit in the cage. Anything to get away from him. He slams the door closed and locks it with a padlock.

“Hold your arms up. Wrists through the cage.” He barks the command at me and I hesitate, wondering what he’s planning next.

“Don’t make me open this cage.” He warns, and I push my hand through the bars above my head.

He grabs the shackles on my wrist and lops a chain through them and over the bar. “Can’t have your hands free to remove the gag. This is a punishment, after all.”

With my arms secured, he backs away.

“This one is going to need extra work.” He says to Roger, who nods. “What about the other one?”

I follow their gaze and see Clara silently sitting in the cage next to me.

“Nah. She’ll be no trouble. She’s already broken so she’ll make a good hucow.” He says with no emotion.

“Good. I’ll let whoever is in charge of this mouthy cow, that she’s gonna need some discipline.”

I scowl at the farmers as they leave, shutting off the light and leaving us in darkness. It’s going to be a long night, I think to myself. My nipple is still throbbing, but the pain is gone and in its wake is a simmering heat.

I hated his hard touch. It startled me enough to foolishly open my mouth to get gagged. I shallow around the gag shake head to clear the lustful urges that are trying to take over my body. Now is not the time.

I lean back on the hard bars and turn my head to face Clara. I can’t see her in the dark, but I can hear her soft breathing.

I mumble around the gag, hoping to get her attention.

There is no response, and I didn’t really expect one. The farmer said she’s broken, and I think he’s right. Will I eventually break too? Would it be so bad?


Chapter 4

I slept fitfully all night, afraid to really sleep just in case someone came into the room. When I was awake, I’d listen for sounds from Clara, wishing she’d talk to me, but it was no use. She seems to be completely checked out.

I kind of envy her at the moment. She’s sitting naked in a cage, staring off into space. She seems completely unaware of what’s going on around her and to her, and maybe that’s a good thing.

I still don’t agree with the test. I don’t belong here, and I can feel myself getting angry the longer I stare at Clara. No one deserves this fate, and I won’t give in like Clara. I refuse to be like her.

I don’t mean to keep looking at her, but her body is changing just like mine. Her breasts seem much larger now, like mine. They have grown more overnight. My nipples are swollen and remain erect, aching to be touched.

They seem fuller, and I’m feeling the strain of their extra weight on my back as I sit up. If they get much bigger, I may have trouble walking. The large fleshy globes feel hot and there is a mild ache like there is a build up of pressure needing to be released.

I wonder if they will milk us today? I shudder in disgust at the thought, but at the same time, some relief would be nice. They’re beginning to feel uncomfortable.

Sounds of male laughter filter through the closed door as someone walks by. I don’t know what time it is or how early in the morning it is but, it must be time to start work.

Our solitude is broken when the door opens a few minutes later and someone flicks on the light.

It’s bright and I squint for a few seconds before my eyes can adjust. There are three farmers standing in the center of the room talking amongst themselves. Two of them look older than the young man standing with his back to us.

A sense of familiarity hits me the longer I stare at the young man’s back. Have I met him before? When he turns to the side, facing the cabinets and nodding at something one farmer is pointing at, a cold sweat breaks out on my skin, and a sense of dread fills me.

It’s Mason. Oh fuck!

Why does he have to be here? Why couldn’t he get a job in the garden domes instead of becoming a hucow farmer?

I look down at the floor, and pray he doesn’t see me, but I know that’s futile when the farmers near the crates.

“These are our new hucows. They’ve had their first injections when they got here, but they will need to finish the final intake procedures before they can be added to the herd.” The farmer says.

“Mira?”

My eyes meet his before I can stop myself, and I stare at Mason’s handsome face. He stares at me with wide eyes, his face showing concern as he looks at me, then at Clara inside the crates.

He was an asshole in school, but there is no way he’ll be fine with seeing us locked up like animals. Hope buds in my chest. Will he help us?

“We don’t call them by their old names. When they arrive here, they become part of the herd. Livestock. There are too many to remember their names, so we number them.” The farmer says to Mason.

The man grabs a clipboard attached to my crate. “This one is now 11817. It’s a mouthful, so just call them cow or hucow when you want them to do something. This number is on her collar, so we know what pen she will be held in and the dairy will assign her a milking code using that number so we can monitor her output.”

“Did you know her?” The other farmer with dark hair asks.

“Yeah. They were both in my class.” Mason says.

The farmer nods and rubs his chin. “I remember when I had to go through the test, and a girl in my class, I can’t remember her name now, was chosen for hucow service.”

What an asshole.

“It can be shocking seeing a classmate go through the transition, but you’ll forget about them with so many cows to deal with every day. They all look the same in the end.” The other one says and they chuckle amongst themselves.

Both assholes.

I plead silently for Mason to say something to correct the farmers. To tell them we’re still people with names and not cows with numbered collars. He looks between them and then at me. The little ball of hope in my chest gets crushed when his look of concern transforms into his signature cocky smirk. The one he would always wear in school.

“I doubt I’ll forget this one.” He says to the other two. “She was such a stuck-up bitch. Thought she was too good for anyone.”
“Oh yeah? Let me guess, you wanted to fuck her, but she turned you down.” The man says with a smirk and I can tell he wants to know more.

Mason scowls at the farmer, who guessed it was right.

“Something like that,” Mason says begrudgingly. “She was so sure she was going to be chosen for the science faction. Got the best grades in class, but I guess that doesn’t matter now.” Mason adds.

The farmer picks up the clipboard attached to my cage and begins to read.

“No, it doesn’t.” The other man says.

“You might just be in for a surprise, Mason. There are perks to being assigned as a hucow farmer.” He adds with a smile.

What perks could he be talking about, I wonder?

“Whoa, it seems this cow has some attitude. She gave the guys a bit of trouble last night, but I see they dealt with it.” The man reading my file smiles at my bound hands. “I bet you’re really uncomfortable right now.”

“We won’t tolerate misbehavior from our cows, and you need to learn to be a good little hucow.” The light-haired farmer with the mustache says as he leans down and opens my door. “I think I’ll take this one. Mason, you’re shadowing me today. Let’s get this heifer ready.”

“Sounds good. I’ll deal with the other hucow when you’re done. Be back later.” The dark-haired farmer says and leaves the room.

“Mason, can you grab that lead?” The farmer points to the lead hanging on the wall by the door.

“Sure, Wes.” Mason says and hurries to grab it.

So that’s the farmer’s name.

He hands it to Wes.

“Come closer, cow,” Wes says to me.

I bristle at the term but do as he says, shimming on my butt until I’m closer to the door. I flinch when he attaches the lead to my collar, causing him to chuckle. He unlocks my wrists, and I groan when they’re freed. I rub them to help return the circulation.

He gently pulls on the lead to get me out of the crate, but when I try to stand, he places a hand on my shoulder and shakes his head.

“On your hands and knees from now on.”

I stare at him in shock.

“I know it’ll be awkward at first, but you’ll get used to it. Cows walk on all fours.” His firm grip on my shoulder prevents me from rising, so I readjust until I’m kneeling at his feet.

He pats me on the head as a reward, and I tip my head away.

“Always encourage and reward good behavior in a hucow. She’s new and still clinging to her old life, but will adjust like all the rest soon enough.”

I doubt that.

“Praise will help keep them in line most of the time, but sometimes discipline is necessary.” His grip tightens on my shoulder and I wince. “You’ll be taught how to do all this during training, and she will, too.” He says to Mason, but the warning is there for me, too.

“New cows tend to act out or refuse orders in the beginning. It can be scary for them. We can cut her some slack today, but only if she doesn’t give us too much trouble.”

Again, another warning.

“The file says she’s a talker, so we’ll keep the gag in for now.” He adds.

Mason snickers at the stricken look on my face.

“Let’s get her body positioned and stabilized, and then we can prepare her for her new life as livestock. She has a busy day of milking and meeting the other hucows before seeing her stall that she’ll call home from now on.”

With a tug on the leash, he guides me forward on my hands and knees. Shame fills me and my cheeks flush in embarrassment at crawling around on the floor naked. It’s even worse knowing Mason is watching me and probably enjoying it. How degrading it is to be treated like an animal.

I’ve only crawled a few feet, but my knees already hurt. This is going to be torture if they expect me to walk long distances like this.

I bulk a little when he pulls me towards the section of the room with the metal grate in the floor. Please don’t put me in that, I pray as I stare at the stock in trepidation. I won’t be able to move if my head is locked in that.

“Come on, little hucow. Don’t make me punish you so soon.” Wes says, and by the look in his eyes, I know he’ll do it.

I don’t want Mason to enjoy this anymore than he probably is, so I drop my gaze and move forward reluctantly.

“Good girl.” Wes coos.

Fuck you, I shout in my head.

The grate is cold against my skin, and much harder than the rubber floors.

“The neck of the cow must fit snugly into this slot. The collar goes in front like this,” Wes says as he slowly but firmly guides my head to lie across the metal bar. There is a u-shape section that my neck rests in and I realize it’s padded with foam so it’s not too uncomfortable.

“The top bar is adjustable, so make sure this part fits tight enough that the hucow can’t move, but still be able to breathe easily.”

I feel the bar close over the back of my neck and he locks it to the other bar. There is still about an inch of space, and I sigh in relief until he calls Mason closer.

“That is too loose. I want you to tighten it by twisting this nob until it’s flush to her skin.” He tells Mason.

“Oh… okay.” Mason says, and I tense when I feel his pant leg brush against my side. He’s too close for comfort.

His warm breath hits the back of my neck as he bends closer, causing me to shiver. The knob on the bar squeaks in my ear as Mason turns it. The small amount of freedom to move my neck ends as he closes the gap between the two bars until it completely encircles my throat.

“Good. That should be perfect. Hand me those mitts and pads on the table behind you and follow along.” Wes says.

Wes takes my arm and I feel him place something over my hand before securing it around my wrist. Mason does the same to my other hand.

The material feels thick and spongy.

Pads are placed under my knees next and buckled around my leg, before Wes grabs my ankles and bends them until they are almost touching my back legs before using leather bands to secure them to my thighs. I can’t stretch out my leg and the position prevents me from being able to stand.

I grunt in discomfort, and that earns me a harsh slap on the ass. “Shh, cow. These pads keep your hands and knees from getting injured.”

“They look like hooves,” Mason comments.

“Well, she is a hucow now, and every time she looks down, she’ll see her hooves. It’s a reminder for her. This is her place in life.” Wes says with a laugh.

Tears form in my eyes at his cruel words, but I refuse to let them fall. I’ll never accept this, no matter what they put on me or make me do.

My name is Mira!

The shackles on my wrists are chained to the rings welded to the grate next. More chains are wrapped around my legs and they are spread apart, exposing me to the room even more before those chains are attached to the rings as well, making it impossible to move.

A bench is pushed under my hips, keeping my ass in the air.

“Always make sure every cow is restrained properly to prevent injury. They don’t always understand what’s happening to them and we don’t want to risk them getting hurt if they fight. They are only animals now but are important for the dome’s success.”

Anger builds at his words. We are not animals. They may call us cows, but we are people, too.

Oblivious or uncaring about my feelings, he moves on. He pulls my hair away from my face and, to my complete horror, he begins to cut my long locks with scissors. The strands fall to the floor below me, along with the tears I was holding back. Why is he doing this? I loved my long hair.

When he’s done, there is only about an inch left all over. “We keep all the hucows hair short so it doesn’t get caught in any equipment and they are easier to keep clean.” Wes explains to Mason.

“She’s not so pretty now,” Mason chuckles and rubs a hand through my shorn locks as I cry silently.

“It’s ok girl. All the hucows look like this, don’t worry.” Wes says, rubbing my back to soothe me, but it’s not working. I wish Conner was here to comfort me, but then he’d see how ugly I am with chopped hair.

“I bet you want that nasty gag out, don’t you?” Wes asks me as he stands in front of me and I nod quickly. My mouth is so sore.

The sadness caused by my haircut diminishes for a second at the thought of getting this gag out, but he smiles at me before showing me another gag. This one is smaller and is shaped like a ring with the center open.

“What is that for?” Mason asks.

“It’s noted on her file she can get mouthy, so we’ll keep her gagged until the urge to talk leaves her. Hucows don’t talk. It’s one of the dome rules. Grab that cattle prod on the table.”

Unease fills me.

“When I take this gag out, don’t utter one word, or Mason will use that prod on you. It gives you a nice little jolt. Okay?”

I remember how much Conner hurt when the soldier used one on him during our transport and I don’t want that, so I shake my head yes as much as my restraints will allow.

Wes unties the straps behind my head and removes the dildo gag. I cough and gasp and my mouth feels free after hours of torture. I close my mouth and lick my dry lips.

Wes gives me a moment before placing the new gag against my lips. “Open up.”

I frown but do as he says before Mason decides to shock me.

This gag feels much more comfortable even though my mouth is kept open. It’s made of hard rubber and fits just behind my teeth.

Wes straps it in place and pats my head before moving away from me. A clear thin tube dangles from his hand when he comes back and I wonder what it’s for.

“You won’t be doing this next part for a while. It takes some time to learn, but we’ll get you practicing on some of the older hucows. They are used to it and don’t put up a fuss.” Wes says as he moves to stand in front of me again.

Along with the tube, he’s holding some sort of black leather headset. He places the lower strap under my chin before sliding the top part over my head. Straps cross my face beneath my eyes and a thicker band of leather sits under my nose with a small hole. I can smell the rich scent of leather. Another strap lays across my forehead before they all tie together at the back of my head. It looks similar to a bridle a horse would wear.

Wes flicks a switch on the wall, and a thin chain lowers from the ceiling in front of me. The hook on the end of the chain gets attached to the hole below my nose, and then Wes is raising the chain back up. The hook pulls my head up and back until I’m looking towards the ceiling.

Drool drips down my chin, and I whimper at the kink forming in my neck. “Easy girl. I’ll let you down in a minute.”

His words give me some comfort. At least I won’t be like this for long. I slant my eyes to the side and see Mason watching every move. A small wrinkle forms between his eyes, and his lips are turned down in a frown. His cocky smirk is nowhere in sight. Instead, he seems bothered by this, which surprises me.

Mason catches me watching him, and he quickly flashes me a grin, but there is a glint of something in his eyes that makes me wonder if he’s really okay with what is happening to me or if he’s as disturbed as I am. He may have been a bully, but we’re no longer in school and the way they are treating me goes beyond bullying. It’s inhumane.

“Now hold steady, girl, and it’ll be over quickly.” Wes says and I watch in confusion as he begins to feed the end of the tube into my left nostril. I start to sputter when he slides it to the back of my nose and down my throat. My eyes begin to water from the burning sensation and I try to get away.

His fingers grab my head harness and he holds me in place as the nasal tube moves beyond my throat and down into my stomach. “Just a little more.” He mumbles to himself.

The tube feels foreign and I want it out. A gurgle escapes around the tube as I whimper.

“All cows are fed through a nasogastric tube. We hook them up to the main feed supply line that’s in every stall and the automated system feeds all the cattle. It’s more efficient than us having to feed manually. Every time you return a cow to its stall, attach the feeding line or it won’t be fed,” Wes explains.

“Um…” Mason stumbles over what to say, but spits it out after a moment. “What do they eat if not actual food?”

Wes chuckles. “They don’t eat our food, that’s for sure. Hucows are fed what we call mush.”

That sounds appetizing, I think sarcastically.

“It’s a blended diet that is specifically formulated for hucows. It’s a high calorie feed with the proper vitamins and minerals to help with lactation. Large doses of hormones are added as well to boost the chances of a successful breeding. It’s meant to fatten them up and make them very fertile.”

“What about the hubulls?” Mason asks.

I wonder if he is thinking about his friend Conner?

“The hubulls have a larger variety in their diet and are not fitted with a tube because they are used for farm labor when they are not breeding a hucow. They get a balanced diet of meats and veggies, along with vitamins and minerals, to keep them healthy. When you have your training in the bullpen, someone will explain it all to you.”

Mason nods.

The whole time Wes was explaining things to Mason, he finished with the tube and lowered my head back to a more comfortable position. When he removes the hook from the loop in my head harness, he feeds the end of my feeding tube into the loop to hold it in place.

“There. Now you can have some breakfast.” Wes says with a smile before attaching a hose from a box on the wall behind him. As soon as it’s connected, the machine hums to life and I watch a brownish liquid come down the hose and into my tube.

I haven’t eaten since before the testing, and I suddenly realize how hungry I am. My stomach gurgles and slowly the empty feeling eases as the machine pumps the mush into my stomach.

A feeling of calmness comes over me as my belly fills and I start to relax.

“There you go, girl. Just relax and let us take care of you.” Wes coos as his hand moves down my back in soft strokes. It feels so nice and I relax more under his touch as my stomach fills with food. I don’t know why I was so worried.


Chapter 5

“What is happening to her?” Mason asks in confusion.

Did his voice always sound so dreamy? I could listen to it all day. The haze clouding my brain spreads to the rest of my body, and I feel lethargic.

“It’s the fed. We add a little something to keep the herd docile and calm. Makes our work easier and cows produce more when they aren’t stressed out.” Wes explains.

Stress? What is there to be stressed out about?

“So you drug them?” Mason says, and I think I detect a bit of disgust in his voice, but I’m feeling really floaty and disconnected right now so I could be imagining it.

Who are they drugging? Is that what’s making me feel this way? I try to fight the haziness in my head and listen to Wes.

“It’s for their own good, and it’s not like we keep them sedated. She is still aware of what’s going on, but she cares just a tiny bit less.” Wes chuckles, then lowers his voice to a whisper, but I can still hear his words. “Besides, the side effects of the daily injections they need to increase lactation, makes them lose almost all of their cognitive function over time. Give her six months and she’ll forget who she was before coming to the farm. She’ll be just another dumb cow.”

Panic flares and I can think clearly again. I let out a squeak of alarm and try to buck in my restraints to get free.

“Shit. Maybe I shouldn’t have said that in front of her. I thought she was more out of it. I fucked up.” Wes says as he twists a dial on the feeding hose. “Try to soothe her with some petting and I’ll increase her feed. That should calm her.”

I don’t want to calm down! I want to get the fuck out of here.

Warm hands rest on my back gently, and I stiffen. Mason follows Wes’s orders and begins to rub my back, sliding his hands from my shoulders downward and back up. I’m appalled that Mason, my bully, is trying to comfort me. I never wanted him anywhere near me, and I still don’t.

My belly begins to bloat from the excess food as Mason continues to pet me against my will. The floaty feeling returns worse than before, and soon enough, I’m no longer disgusted by Mason’s touch. In fact, I’m feeling turned on.

I murmur around the gag, drool dripping off my chin, and shudder in delight as his fingers graze the side of my breast on the next pet. Goosebumps break out across my skin, and wetness pools at my core. My breasts are hot and my pussy is achy, wanting to be touched.

I buck again in my restraints, but this time it’s for another reason. I wiggle my hips, trying to ease the arousal that’s building painfully inside me.

“There’s the response we want.” Wes says and turns down the dial again. “I think we should wait until she’s settled in her stall before I explain any more of the process to you. Just watch closely and I’ll get you to do some hands on, but hold all your questions for after. Okay?”

“Umm… sure.” Mason says absentmindedly as his hand trails down my side again and over the curve of my ass.

I whimper in complaint when he draws away.

“Easy hucow. Almost done, and I’ll make you feel all better soon.” Wes says from behind me, and I calm down again.

God, I hope so.

Cool foam is spread on my pubic area to my asshole. Wes’s touch is clinical and applies it with quick fingers without lingering, much to my disappointment. The foam tingles, and Wes tells Mason it has to stay on for ten minutes. I listen to them moving around while they wait.

Their voices are low, and off to the side near the exam area, so I can’t hear what they’re saying, but I don’t care. I’m too blissed out, too emotionless to care.

When the time is up, a hose is turned on and the foam is rinsed off. “All bare. So pretty, pink and wet, just like a hucow cunt should be.” Wes says as he traces the lips of my now hairless pussy. “The foam is applied weekly to keep the hair away and can be done right in the hucow’s stall.”

Next, cold liquid lands on my back hole and I squeal in shock when something large and round is inserted, before warm liquid enters me at a fast pace quickly, making my already full stomach grow larger. I’ve never had an enema before and it seems to go on forever. I whimper when the cramps begin, and just when I think I can’t take anymore the flow stops.

“Hold it in hucow or I’ll punish you and we’ll have to start again. You have one more, then you can release it.” Wes says sternly before removing the hose.

I can’t take anymore, but he doesn’t care, and another tube is inserted into my rectum and more liquid is forced into me. I moan and whimper as the pain becomes unbearable, but my cries are ignored. Sweat forms on my brow and I feel faint.

“Grab that bucket, Mason.” Wes says.

The bucket is placed underneath me, and the enema is stopped. Wes pulls the hose free, but leaves the plug. “Okay, you can let it all out.”

My face burns in embarrassment, but I sigh in relief as I release the liquid and it pours into the bucket.

“A cleansing enema is done every morning, to prevent mess in the stalls. Their feed is mostly absorbed by the body so there is little waste to worry about. She’ll only need one bag daily from now on.”

When I’m empty, the bucket is removed and I’m hosed down again. This time, though, Wes sprays my whole body before ordering Mason to wash me down.

“Scrub thoroughly. Her udders need to be cleaned thoroughly before every milking.”
Mason's touch is hesitant at first, as he uses a rough cloth on my skin. He starts on my back before moving down my arms. When he touches the rag against my breast, I gasp loudly, causing him to pause.

Fuck, that feels good.

“It’s fine. Keep going. A cow’s udders are very sensitive. She likes you touching them.” Wes says, and he is right, but I want more than a quick wash. They are feeling fuller by the minute, and I need something to ease the pressure.

Mason gains some confidence from Wes’s words and really gets into washing me. He uses his other hand to cup my breast, pulling it up to clean underneath. He sneaks in a pinch to one nipple and I let out a whimper as pleasure swamps me.

Mason moves the cloth down my body and pauses at my soaked pussy for a moment before quickly swiping the cloth over my slit and back down to my clit. I shudder as the scratchy material rubs my clit.

I’m on the verge of orgasming when he pulls away and a whine of disappointment slips out.

Wes chuckles like he knows why I’m complaining.

Cold water rinses the suds away, and cools my arousal some, but it’s still there, under the surface, just waiting to burst forth.

It’s Wes that dries me off quickly. I can tell it’s him by the way he’s handling my body. Where Mason was more cautious, Wes’s movements are more practiced and confident, like he’s done this hundreds of times and he probably has.

Something gets pushed into the hole in my buttplug, and I feel something tickling my leg.

“Now she’s clean and ready for the barn.” Wes says from beside me. Seconds later, calloused hands cup my sore, swollen breasts. “Hmm… these are looking promising.” He kneads the flesh, causing me to moan. “They’ve grown according to the measurements on her chart, and will continue to do so over the next few weeks as her milk increases. Mason, come closer and feel her udders. She’s bursting to be milked. We won’t get much out of her yet, but with constant milking, that will change.”

Mason moves to my other side and fondles my engorged breast. He squeezes a little too hard and I whimper. He immediately pulls back. “Shit. Sorry.”

“Don’t apologize to a cow. Ever.” Wes says and squeezes my tit painfully. I scream around the gag as his fingers dig into my flesh. “She’s still soft yet, used to the comforts of home, but she’s a hucow now and this life is hard, but soft touch won’t toughen up. It’s best to ignore her discomfort in the beginning.” He squeezes again and I hold back my cries this time, but can’t help the tears from falling. It hurts so badly, but if I’m quiet, maybe he’ll stop torturing me.

“Don’t get me wrong, we don’t abuse our cows, but we have to use a firm hand on them or they’ll be more trouble in the future. The faster they learn their place, the better. Understand?”

Mason must nod because I don’t hear his response.

“Good, now get your hands back on the cow,” Wes orders.

Mason’s hand is back, but he keeps his touch light, unlike Wes’s, whose fingers are now plucking my nipple painfully. “Pinch her teat and pull down. Like this and see if we can get some milk. It’s been over twenty hours, so the injection should be working.”

Mason does as he’s told and pinches my nipple between his finger and pulls downward like you’d milk a cow. I guess that’s what I am to them now. A cow.

It hurts, but it also feels kind of nice. Tingles start in my breast the more he pulls and pinches. Those tingles build in my nipple and I shiver as the wave of pressure that’s been building in my chest eases suddenly and I hear liquid spurt on the grate below me.

Mason freezes. “Oh, wow!”

I hear Wes chuckle and then suddenly he’s pulling on my other nipple like Mason did and I hear another spray hit the grate.

I drop my head enough to look and see cloudy, white liquid draining down the grate. It’s milk! They did it. I’m producing milk.

“She’s ready for the milking machine.”

More tears fall as I stare at the milk they just squeezed from my breasts. Everything I’ve been denying has become a reality. This is what I’ve been reduced to. A cow. All my years of studying hard have been for nothing. I still ended up on my hands and knees being milked like livestock.

I’m so lost in my jumbled thoughts, my body and mind are still in a delayed state from whatever is in the feed that I don’t notice them removing my restraints until Wes has me attached to the lead again and is tugging me towards the steel door I noticed last night.

“Come on, girl. Let’s get you set up in your stall, and then…” Wes’s words are cut off by an alarm sounding. It’s the same sound I heard the day before.

“What’s that?” Mason asks with worry.

Wes grumbles under his breath, but I think I hear him say the words, “wildlings” and something about “stealing our cattle,” but I can’t be sure.

He talks louder, “it’s nothing. The guards will handle it.”

Another tug on the leash and I follow unsteadily behind Wes. It’s awkward in this position. My body is off balance with my legs tied up, but I manage to waddle behind him. He’s patient and allows me to go at my speed as long as I don’t stop.

The alarm cuts off when the steel door slams closed behind us. This room must be soundproof, cutting off any noise from the outside.

My eyes widen in surprise, and I freeze in place as I gaze around the large open space. Rows of stalls run lengthwise as far as I can see. Farmers move in and out of stalls, attending to naked, heavily endowed women.

“Holy shit!” Mason says the words for me.

Holy shit is right. There must be hundreds of women here. All naked and all with large, pendulous breasts, and some of them have round pregnant bellies.

I should be horrified, but I feel numb at the moment and can’t do anything more than stare.

A tug of the lead urges me forward reluctantly. I’m too curious at the surrounding sights to notice where he’s leading me. I’m too busy gawking at the women in the stall as we pass by. All of them facing the back wall of the stalls with their bottoms exposed to the open ends.

I can see their glistening pussy, wet and open, and everyone of them is fitted with a buttplug and a tail. I frown and try to turn to look at my body. Dangling between my legs is a tail like all the others. They really try to make us look like cows, I think bitterly.

Wes yanks me forward, and I continue down the row, feeling my tail swinging behind me.

Above each stall are metal tracks where machinery and hose descended into the stalls.

“Ah… here we are, 11817. You’re new home.” Wes has stopped at an empty stall. The floors are padded with a thick black rubber. The same as the walkway, but small holes run down both sides, and I’m assuming it’s for drainage.

Wes makes a clicking sound with his mouth, like you would for an animal, and ushers me into the stall.

It’s narrow, only wide enough for my body, with space for the farmers to walk around me. I could reach out and touch the sides at the same time.

“A little more forward.” Wes swats my ass, and I jump forward until my face is a few inches from the wall. A ring bolt hangs in front of my face, and I watch with mild detachment as Wes ties my lead to it, leaving no slack.

I turn my head to watch what he does next, but he grabs me by my head harness and points my face at the wall again. “Stay.” He commands.

He fiddles with something on the wall beside me, and when I look from the corner of my eye, I see a steel bar with a clasp on the end. He brings it up and extends it until the clasp touches my neck before clipping it to my collar. The bar is firmly locked in place with a simple twist of his wrist..

Wes moves to the other side and grabs the identical bar there and repeats the process until both bars are attached to my collar.

I test my freedom when he lets my harness go, and realize the bars prevent me from moving side to side or turning my head. I can tilt it to see the walls of my stall and Mason standing next to me with wide eyes, but not much else. The lead keeps me from lifting my head or moving back.

The only comfortable position is looking forward or down. I’m stuck.

I shift on my cow mitts and look down to see Wes fiddling with the holes in the floor; I thought they were drains. Turns out I was wrong.

Chains pull up from the holes and Wes attaches them to my shackles on my wrists and legs before drawing them shoulder width apart. The excess chain goes back into the holes and I hear a clicking like the chinks are run through a wheel.

I test them too, and they don’t budge. I wonder how Wes released them in the first place? If I could get them loose, I might be able to free myself somehow. Even if I could manage to get free, how would I get past the farmers and soldiers? They would surely notice a naked girl running around.

Wes attaches my nasal tube to the feed line, and mush begins to pour into my tube. I’m already so full.

“The fed tube is very sensitive, and will stop automatically when the cow’s stomach has reached its maximum capacity. As the mush digests, it will begin again, keeping the cow full, and satisfied. That’s why a lot of the older cows are plump. They are fed twenty-four seven unless they are being bred.”

The floaty feeling returns, and any thoughts of escape disappear.

Wes moves out of my line of sight, and suddenly I feel fingers probing my vagina. I’m wet and horny, so they slide right in, making me grunt at the intrusion.

“Good. Nice and wet. All cows remain in an aroused state from the injections. They require stimulation to get milk flowing. You can give her the injections before we put her on the milker.”

“Me?” Mason asks.

“You will be on your own after today. When we’re done here, you’ll spend the rest of the day circulating between the cows and doing odd jobs. Tomorrow you will be in the bullpen. After that, you’ll be expected to tend to the entire herd, giving injections and milking as well as the daily enema cleanses. You’ll also have to stimulate them to get their milk flowing.”

Mason is speechless.

“It’s not so bad. You’ll see the benefits of all our hard work in a moment. Now the injections.”

“Okay.” Mason says with a sigh.

Wes moves away, as I kneel in my stall and float on the high of the feed.

Mason and Wes are back next to me soon enough. “This syringe goes into the stomach. It helps boost her fertility.” Wes says. “Pinch the skin and inject it under the skin.”

Mason obeys, and I feel a small pinch as he injects me. It’s nothing like the first injection, and I sigh in relief.

“She’ll be tested in a few days to see if she’s ovulating. If she is, she’ll go to the breeding stocks.” Wes explains and my heart rate picks up at his words. They’ll breed me soon?

“This injection goes into her udders. It will help her udders expand and fill with milk. Bigger udders mean more milk. They’ll almost touch the floor soon.”

“I’ve seen some of the other cows. Will she really get that big?” Mason questions.

“Yup. Like I said earlier, you won’t even recognize her in a few months. She’ll look just like the others.” Wes says.

There’s a small pinch in each breast and then Mason is done.

“I’ll show you how to hook her up to the milk machine.” Wes says. “Garb that red bucket filled with disinfectant.”

“Wash her udders well before you attach the cups. We don’t want the milk to get contaminated.”

One of them washes my breasts before Wes reaches above me and pulls two long hoses down with cups attached to the ends. There is a humming sound coming from them. When they get placed on me, the suction is so strong I yell in protest as my poor nipples and the area around them get sucked into the cups.

“Easy 11817. You learn to love it soon enough.” Wes says.

Small drops of milk drip out of me with every suction. It doesn’t seem like enough. I still feel full, but it won’t come.

“This is my favorite part of the job.” Wes says with a chuckle, and moves behind me. “Usually we put them on a stimulation rod to get their milk flowing, but some good old fashion fucking does the trick too.”

The sound of a zipper is my only warning before he forces his cock inside my sopping pussy. I moan as he bottoms out; his large cock hitting my cervix like a battering ram.

“What the hell?” Mason says in shock.

“We told you there are perks to the job and one is fucking all the hucows you want.” Wes grunts as he begins to thrust in and out of me.

“But… isn’t that against the law, and what about her? Does she want you to do that?” Mason says. Panic in his voice.

“They don’t care as long as they get off. Her tight cunt is fluttering around my cock. She feels fucking amazing. Do you want a go?” Wes pauses his strokes while he waits for Mason’s answer.

“No. I’m good.” He says quickly and I sigh in relief. I’ve disliked Mason for years, but if he took me against my will, I’d hate him even more.

“Are you sure? Didn’t you want to fuck this little pussy in school, but she refused you? Now she can’t say no.” Wes begins to fuck me in lazy strokes.

“I’m sure. This doesn’t feel right.” He says.

Maybe there is a decent human being inside Mason, after all.

I wouldn’t have asked Wes to fuck me if I could talk either, but damn, this feels good. My mind is appalled that I’m finding pleasure from someone who’s treated me like an animal, but my body is craving it.

I only wish it was someone else and not Wes. Conner’s face comes to mind as Wes continues to fuck me with harder strokes.

I close my eyes and pretend it’s Conner behind me, his cock inside me, making me feel so good. My arousal climbs as I picture Conner’s face with his head thrown back in ecstasy as he cums inside me.

Fuck! My orgasm crashes into me and I scream around my gag. Drool falls to the floor below me, as I gasp and pant. My walls spasm around Wes’s cock, and I trigger his orgasm. He grunts, then pumps his hips a few times more before he stiffens and cums inside me.

Ripples of pleasure have me twitching around his shaft as he coats my insides with his seed. I worry for a second about pregnancy, but then remember all farmers are sterile.

The pressure in my chest releases and milk sprays into the cups before disappearing up the tubes to be collected somewhere in this building.

There is a wet, slurping sound when he pulls out, and I feel his seed dripping down my thigh. “That got her milk flowing.”

Wes zips up his pants and climbs to his feet. “She’ll be all set for a while. Let’s go have some lunch, and then you can continue your training session.”

“Sure…okay.” Mason mumbles.

Wes walks away, but Mason pauses, and even though I can’t see him, I can feel his eyes lingering on me.

I hear him sigh and then he’s gone too, and I’m alone in my stall with the machine milking my tender breasts.


Chapter 6

No one comes into my stall for a long time. The machine milks my breasts until they are empty before automatically turning off. My nipples are swollen and tender, and I don’t see myself getting relief anytime soon.

I kneel there all day, and my body is exhausted. My shoulder and arms ache from being stuck in this position.

The feed line stays connected to my nasal tube so I never feel hungry and my brain remains stuck in a constant fog, and my arousal high. I don’t want Wes to fuck me again, but I have can’t deny the urge to be filled again. I’ve soaked my thighs and the floor below me with my arousal.

I hear farmers chatting with each other as they walk by my stall, and the sounds of other women moaning occasionally.

I should feel angry. I should be afraid, but I just don’t care right now.

Whatever is in the mush definitely keeps me relaxed.

My breasts slowly begin to fill with milk again, and the machine turns on when they are full. I’m draining slowly again, and I see a light flash above my stall. Moments later, a farmer comes into the stall and examines the milk lines. He gives my breast a squeeze and mumbles under his breath before leaving me alone again.

A sound of feet alert me to his return, seconds before I feel the cold hard metal of the stimulation rod being inserted inside me.

I’m so wet it just slides right in. He turns on the vibration and begins to fuck me with it. I clench around it and begin to moan. He pushes it in as far as it will go and the head of it prods my cervix, massaging the muscles in my vagina and making me quiver in ecstasy.

I couldn’t stop myself from falling over the edge into bliss, even if I wanted to. That rod is a magnificent tool. Made for greedy vaginas like mine, and in seconds I’m cumming hard.

“Ahhh…” The sounds I’m making around my gag are inhuman, and I whimper in disappointment when the farmer removes the rod and checks my milk supply.

He hums in approval when he sees the orgasm caused me to have a letdown, and smacks my ass before leaving the stall. Not once did he even acknowledge me or look me in the eye.

When night comes, or I think it’s night time, another farmer comes and releases me from the pumps. He swabs some kind of cream on my angry red nipples. The small touch makes me hiss in pain. My neck is released from the steel rods, but I remain tied to the ring.

A bucket is placed under me and he urges me to urinate, and I do with less embarrassment this time. He wipes me clean.

Once I’m done, he unties one side of my arm and leg restraints before pushing me over on my side. I groan as my muscles protest the new position.

I sigh in relief at being able to lie down. He efficiently chains my free wrist to the one still chained and does the same to my legs before leaving me alone again.

The lights turn down and I’m so exhausted my eyes flutter closed, and I fall asleep instantly.

The next day is more of the same. When the lights turn on, the farmers arrive. It’s not Wes or Mason that gets me set up in the morning, but another unknown farmer. I don’t think they are assigned certain hucows, but work the entire herd as a group.

I can’t believe I just used the terms hucow and herd. Am I adjusting to my new station so quickly?

As the farmer gets me into position and immobilizes my body, a feeling of despair hits me. Is this my life now? To be constantly restrained in some stall where no one talks to me or cares how I’m feeling?

This is a miserable existence, and I think death might be better than living like this. Tears fall down my cheeks and the farmer ignores them as he checks my nasal tube.

My tail is plucked out, and another enema is forced inside my rectum, cleansing me. I’m told to expel it along with my urine in the bucket.

Once my tail is reinserted, he quickly administers my injections and then fits the cups of the milking machine over my now larger breasts.

They seem to have gotten even bigger overnight, and even though my nipples are still painfully sore from being on the machine all day yesterday, it’s a relief when the machine begins to pump the milk from me.

The output is slow again, and when the farmer moves behind me I worry he’s going to fuck me and I tense up. The cold metal tip of the stimulation rod touches my entrance and I sag in relief.

Wes made me cum on his cock, but I don’t want to be used by every farmer that enters my stall.

I’m quickly brought to orgasm from the rod, and my breasts begin to drain faster. Once the farm is satisfied, I’m left alone again.

Two more times throughout the day, the rod needs to be used on me to get my milk flowing. One farmer slipped the plug out of my ass, shoved his fingers inside while penetrating me with the rod, and even though it felt foreign, I came clenching around his finger and the rod.

Two more days pass, and I’m trying to rest between milkings when Mason shows up in my stall.

He kneels down near my head and I look up at him through hazy eyes. His dark gaze meets mine, and I frown around my gag. He looks haggard. There are dark circles under his eyes, and his hair is stuck up like he’s run his fingers through it.

“Mira.” He whispers, and my eyes widen in shock at the use of my name. I haven’t heard it in days. The only names the farmers use is hucow or cow or the number on my collar.

“This place is… it’s not what I was expecting.” He looks up to make sure no one is around before he turns back to me. “I know I was an asshole to you, and I’m sorry. At first, I was glad you were selected as a hucow,” He scrunches his face up in disgust at the word, “but only because I was hurt and pissed that you didn’t want me. It was childish, and I’m so fucking sorry.”

Mason is apologizing to me. If we were anywhere else, I wouldn’t believe him, but he has no reason to lie to me when I’m in this state.

“Wes shouldn’t have done that to you.” He says as pink stains his cheeks. He’s talking about Wes fucking me.

“They wanted me to do that to other… women here, but I only use the rod when they make me get their milk flowing. I won’t do that to you or anyone else,” He states.

“I tried to visit you sooner, but I had to finish my training. Have they hurt you?” He asks with concern, and maybe it’s because no one has worried about me in so long; I start to cry.

“Oh god! They did something to you, didn’t they?” He asks in a panic, mistaking my tears of gratitude for pain.

I quickly shake my head no, but still as he places his hands on either side of my head and gently wipes my tears away.

“So you’re okay? Shit! That’s a stupid question. Of course you’re not okay. How could you be?” He says.

I try to smile around my gag, but I probably look weird, but Mason smiles back at me. God, he is handsome.

The milking machine turns on at that moment, and my milk begins to trickle out of me. It’s slow as usual in the beginning and the light on my stall begins to flash.

Footsteps near and Mason lets me go, and pretends to inspect the hoses. “Oh. I didn’t think anyone was dealing with this hucow. I’ll let you do the stimulation to get her flowing, then.” A man says before walking away.

I look at Mason with wide eyes, and he stares at me the same way. “Shit. Maybe I should get him back. I doubt you want me to do it. I’ve been terrible to you. You must hate me.” He mumbles.

I shake my head no.

I don’t hate Mason, and his apology may be a little late, but he meant it, so I forgive him. Now is not the time to hold grudges. I blush a little when I nudge his arm with my head.

He looks at me in confusion for a minute before his eyes open wide in understanding. “You want me too?”

I nod yes.

It’s better for him to touch me, then another stranger.

“Okay, but I’ll be gentle and I’ll only use the rod. I’d never touch you without your permission. I promise.”

I believe him.

He gives my shoulder a squeeze before moving behind me. I wait for him to fetch the rod, and already my body is wet and wanting.

The rod brushes my folds. “Are you ready?”

Again I nod.

Mason is gentle as he guides the rod inside me before turning it on. His movements are cautious and filled with care.

Once the rod is well lubed with my juices, he thrusts it in and out like he’s fucking me, and every few thrusts he rubs my cervix, causing me to shiver.

I’m close to cumming after a few minutes, but he’s going too slow and I make a muling sound.

“What? Do you want me to stop? Did I hurt you?”

I shake my head frantically. I’ll die if he stops.

“Do you want me to go faster?”
 I nod yes.

He picks up speed and thrusts the rod into me harder. It hurts a little every time he bumps my cervix, but it’s a good pain, and soon I’m a sweaty mess, and my desire pools in my belly and the walls of my vagina begin to flutter as an orgasm builds.

“You’re so wet, Mira.” He says in awe. “Can I…can I touch you?”

I nod, lost in a haze of bliss. I need him to touch me.

His fingers find my clit and he begins to rub in circles as he keeps impaling me on the rod. My arousal skyrockets, and my orgasm blindsides me. It came so quickly, and I arch my back and with a loud wail I cum on his fingers, soaking them in my release.

He removes the rod, but continues to rub gentle circles on my clit as I shudder from the aftereffects.

When I slump in my restraints, he removes his hand and comes around to kneel next to my head again.

I look up at him, and see the lust in his eyes along with some quilt. “It’s not how I imagined it, but I’ve wanted to touch you like that for so long. I’ve had a major crush on you for years, and I don’t want to see you here. Not like this.”

I watch him with sad eyes as he looks away for a moment to check on my now flowing milk supply.

A determined look crosses his face before he once again looks around to see if we’re alone. “I need to help you escape. I don’t know how yet, but I will, and I’ll help Conner, too.”

I perk up when I hear him mention Conner. He smiles at me. “I spoke with him twice. They let the bulls work the farm so I can see him more. He told me all about you guys, and I’m a little jealous,” Mason smirks, “but Conner’s a good guy and doesn’t deserve this, either. We are both looking for a way to escape, and we’ll take you with us.”
Hope springs inside my chest at his words.

“There have been some attacks on the dome. Turns out there are people surviving outside the dome. I don’t know how they are alive, but they have been attacking the domes. The soldiers call them wildlings or savages and tell us not to worry, but the attacks have been a daily thing.”

So that was what Wes was talking about the other day when the alarm went off.

“If it’s possible to survive outside, then we might have a chance of getting out of here, but we need a plan.”

Another farmer walks by and Mason quickly pretends he is checking my nasal tube.

“I have to go, so no one gets suspicious, but I’ll be back.” He smiles at me softly and then leans down and kisses my cheek before hurrying away.

My cheek tingles where Mason’s lips touched, and I smile to myself. I have two allies here now, and maybe it’s all the hormones they are pumping into me, but I have a new crush. Is it possible to like two guys at once?


Chapter 7

Something is different this morning from the last few days, and much to my disappointment, Wes is back.

“Come on, 11817.” He says as unhooks my restraints, and I stumble out of the stall on unused muscles. I’ve been immobile for days, and this is the first time I’ve been out of my stall.

He leads me back to the exam room, and today there are a few more people in there.

The two doctors wearing lab coats are busy examining a very pregnant hucow. They have her restrained and kneeling over the padded frame on the exam table.

The frame has space between the bars for her protruding stomach and large breasts. She is strapped down to the frame, and a farmer is standing at her head, petting her.

I stare slack jawed as one doctor gloves up and squirts lube on his hand before pushing it inside her vagina.

She moans, but the farmer shushes her.

“She’s only a few centimeters dilated, so she’s not quite ready yet. Secure her in the delivery pens, and I’ll be in to check on her in a few hours. Watch for any signs of distress and make sure she orgasms a few times. That speeds up the process.” He says as he removes his hand from inside her and strips off his gloves.

“Will do, doc.” The farmer says as he helps the women off the table and guides her out of the room. I notice her eyes are vacant, like there’s nothing going on inside her head.

“Is this 11817?” The doc asks, and I flinch when Wes tugs on my lead. I was too busy watching the pregnant woman leave.

“Yes, doc. She’s been on the machines for four days.” Wes says.

He stops near the exam table, and now I’m getting very nervous.

“Good. Get her on the table and we will start.”

What are they going to do now?

Wes picks me up and I squeak in alarm when he leans me across the same bench as the pregnant woman. My collar is fastened first so I can’t move my head, then my arm and legs are next. My belly is still fairly flat, but my enlarged breasts hang down between the bars. They’ve grown two or three cup sizes now, and my nipples are huge.

Wes stands in front of me and waits while the doctor reads my chart.

“Everything seems to be progressing like expected. We’ll take some blood samples, and I’ll do an internal exam to check her cervix. If she’s ovulating and it’s pliable, then you can take her to the breeding stokes. I’ve assigned three bulls to her. They have the highest genetic match with the hucow, and should increase the chances of a successful insemination.” The doctor drones on with clinical detachment.

I look at Wes for some sort of comfort. I’ll take anything at the moment. A pat on the head or a soothing smile, but he’s not looking at me. He’s busy watching the doctor draw my blood.

The other doctor behind me squirts something cold on my vagina before pushing two fingers inside, causing me to grunt.

He twists them around before pulling them out and replacing them with a speculum. It’s smaller than the stimulation rod and slides in easily.

He opens me up and moments later, I feel something poking at my cervix. It stings, and I wince at the rough treatment. The doctor prods me for a few moments before removing the speculum.

“Her cervix is partially open, which is a good sign. What does the bloodwork say?” He asks the other doctor.

“She’s positive for ovulation. The injections worked perfectly.” The other man says.

“Wonderful news. We’ll breed her daily for the next three days, then test for pregnancy before putting her back with the rest of the herd. You can take her to the breeding stocks now.”

Already? I’m not ready to have a baby!

“Good girl.” Wes pats my head. “You’re going to have so much fun.”

I’m still in shock when Wes places me back on the ground and tugs me towards another door. I crawl behind him quietly, lost in thought.

I can’t believe this is happening…

I’m about to be bred.


Escaping Hucow Service




Chapter One

“You’re too damn slow. Hurry it along, you stupid cow. It’s time to fill that fertile pussy of yours full of bull spunk.” Wes chuckles as he pulls me by the lead across the dry, hard-packed ground. “You’ll be a fat pregnant heifer in no time.”

I’ve been purposely taking my time crawling as slow as possible, trying to avoid that outcome. I had hoped Mason would figure out a way to get all of us out of here before they tried to breed me, but the closer we got to the breeding facility on the far side of the dome, that hope dwindles a little more with each step.

Once I’m pregnant, it will be all over for me. My belly will grow round with a child and I won’t be able to move much, let alone escape, and I remember what Wes said to Mason the day of my intake. The daily injections they are giving me haven’t affected my mind yet, but six months from now I doubt I remember my name, and in nine months when I’m ready to deliver, all thoughts of escape will be gone.

Wes stops and I see a group of soldiers walking our way. They’re laughing and joking about something, but stop when they get close.

“Hey Wes. You’re still on for some poker tonight.” The soldier with a bald head asks casually.

“Yup, but I hope you’re not gonna be too sad when I take all your money,” Wes says with a laugh.

“You wish.” The man chuckles. “Where are you headed right now?”

Wes tugs my lead and I stumble forward. The movement has all the men looking down at me like they’re just noticing my presence. “I have to get this hucow to the breeding shed. It’s her first time, and I’m looking forward to seeing how she takes it.”

They all chuckle and l look down to avoid seeing their expressions.

“She does look smaller than the rest of the herd.” My eyes snap up when one of them with blond hair crouches down beside me, and when he reaches for my breast, I shuffle to the side to avoid his touch. This makes him frown in annoyance. “Still needs some discipline, I see.”

“Typical of the new ones. They forget they’re just animals now.” Another adds as he moves around behind me.

The sound of a belt being removed reaches my ears and I try to turn around, but the man kneeling next to me grabs ahold of my collar and tugs me towards him. “Don’t move, cow. You seem to forget your place. You are no longer a human with rights. You're a hucow. Just an animal, and this body is no longer yours. If we want to touch it, fuck it, or beat it, we will. Dumb cows like you need to stand still and accept whatever attention we give you.”

I look up at Wes with wide eyes as I begin to tremble in fear. Are they going to fuck me right here? Out in the open?

Wes is just watching with a smirk on his face. “This is the hucows first time out of her pen since intake, so she’s a bit skittish.” He meets my gaze. “And still very much aware of her surroundings. For now.”

It’s a reminder that the daily injections they give us makes hucows lose most of their cognitive functions over time. Eventually, I’ll become a mindless animal, unable to speak or think for myself.

A loud crack echoes around us as the man behind me lashes my ass with his belt. The sting in my backside makes me forget about Wes and my inevitable future as a mindless beast.

I jolt when the belt lands again and try to crawl away, but it’s useless with my collar being held in a firm grip. The sound of the leather striking my flesh is loud. Tears trail down my face as I cry out in agony.

“Easy, girl. Take your punishment,” Wes says.

Another lash of the belt has me whimpering in pain, but I try not to move. Maybe if I stay still like they want, this will be over.

“Your body is ours now, cow. Your farm property, and every part of you, belongs to the dome, and we run this dome.” The soldier who’s holding me says. “If we want to touch you, we will and you’ll hold still like the worthless animal you are.” He slides his free hand under me and cups one of my breasts, roughly making me flinch. I almost pull away on instinct, but lock my body in place and let him do what he wants.

The man behind steps away, but the sting of his belt remains as a reminder.

He’s right. They control the hucow dome, and I’m nothing more than livestock in their eyes. I drop my head down in defeat. It’ll only make things worse if I fight.

“Good, hucow.” Wes says when he sees my submission.

Tears continue to fall when the soldier squeezes my breast hard, making milk squirt out and land on the ground.

He laughs as more milk sprays out. “You have a nice set of udders on you and your body is still curvy and not fat like some of the older hucows. You had my cock hard for a minute, but then I remembered your nothing but a dirty cow. I like my pussy nice and tight.” The soldier says, making the others laugh.

Wes joins in on the laughter, but says, “Don’t pretend you don’t like to fuck the hucows. I’ve seen you visit the barn after you’ve had a few drinks. You’ve mounted a cow or two.”

The other soldiers laugh harder when the man grumbles under his breath but doesn’t deny it.

“Yeah, so what? I may prefer my women walking on two feet, but after a month of being on rotation here, I have to unload somewhere and my hand gets tired. They’re just holes to use.” The soldier lets go up my breast and pushes me away before climbing to his feet.

I collapse in a sobbing heap on the ground and look up at him to see he’s staring down at me with his lip curled in disgust. “I’m not that desperate yet to fuck livestock, but if any of you want a go at her, and warm her up for the bulls, go for it.”

Oh god no! I don’t want any of them to touch me.

“Hey Wes, what’s going on here?” Someone calls out.

I look behind me and see Mason hurrying towards us. He’s breathing hard like he ran, and his eyes sweep over my body quickly, making sure I’m okay. When he sees the red welts on my backside, his face flushes with anger, and I notice his hands close into fists before he quickly hides them in his pockets and keeps the emotions from showing in his expression.

My thoughts are a jumbled mess. Seeing Mason makes my heart flutter with happiness, but now he’s going to have to stand by and watch these soldiers abuse me. That’s not something I want him to see.

“Mason, what are you doing here?” Wes asks.

“I stopped by medical before heading to the barn, and the doctor said the breeding shed is going to be busy today, so they need extra farm hands. He said you were on your way there with 11817 and told me to go with you and help where needed.”

Wes sighs. “Did he say how busy? I hate to be stuck there all day. I have poker plans tonight, and I’m feeling lucky.”

The soldiers chuckle. “In your dreams, Wes. I’m going to wipe you out,” someone says.

“He didn’t say, but he mentioned there are over a dozen hucows on the list for breeding today.” Mason coughs out the words and clears his throat. I’ve been watching him, but he refuses to meet my eyes. He’s clearly ashamed of this conversation.

“Dammit! Guys, the fun is over. No one has time to fuck the cow. I have to get her to the breeding shed and lined up, or I’ll be there all fucking night.”

“No wants to fuck it anyway, Wes, and we’ll see you tonight if you can make it.” The blond soldier says before walking away, completely ignoring me now, which won’t complain about.

Wes looks at Mason. “Let’s go. If there are that many cows in heat, then they will definitely need extra help.” Wes kicks me in the side with his boot, urging me to get up. “Get moving, you lazy hucow. You have a date with the bulls.”

“I’ll lead her, and you can run ahead of us. Maybe you can talk with the breeding tech and jump the line.” Mason suggests, and I swing my head in his direction with wide eyes. What the hell? The last thing I want to do is hurry things up. I’d be happy being the last hucow in line, or better yet, Mason can take me back to the barn. I’d rather be there being milked instead of waiting to be bred.

“Good idea. Here.” Wes hands my lead to Mason. “Keep her moving and don’t take too long. Damn cow is too fucking slow.” He says and heads off towards the building in the distance.

When Wes is out of hearing range, Mason finally looks down at me and winces at the glare I’m giving him. “Sorry, Mira, I didn’t mean any of it, but I had to get him to leave, and don’t worry, the breeding tech is a grouchy old man who won’t let Mason skip the line. He runs a tight operation.”

He runs his hands through his hair in agitation. “Shit! I’m not making this any better.”

No, he’s not. His explanation doesn’t make me feel better, and he still has to take me to the breeding shed.

“Dammit! I was hoping for more time. The damn hormones they add to your body work quicker than I thought. I’m so sorry, Mira. I wish I could just take you back to the barn, but then I’ll be in shit and they may send me away, and if I leave, then all our chances of escape are gone.”

His shoulders slump, and he walks a few steps toward the shed in the distance. There’s nothing either of us can do, so I lower my gaze and follow behind him like a good hucow. I can’t be mad at Mason. None of this is his fault and I don’t want to see him get into trouble because of me.

He pauses, and I almost bump into his leg. “This isn’t over, Mira. I promise I’ll find a way to free you. To free all of us. Even if you end up pregnant,” he growls, “I won’t leave you in this place.”

He refuses to give up hope, and he means well, but his words don’t bring me comfort. There is no hope of avoiding this. I’m still going to be bred, and there is nothing either of us can do to stop it. I rub my head against his leg, trying to tell him that I understand.

He sighs and slides his fingers through my short hair before continuing on. Life is so unfair.


Chapter Two

“What took you so long?” Wes growls when we enter the building. He seems pissed off, and grabs my lead from Mason’s hands, yanking on it roughly, causing me to stumble forward. My heavy milk filled breasts sway side to side, keeping me off balance, and I almost face-plant on the concrete floor.

“Ease up, Wes. We got here as fast as we could. She’s still getting used to walking on all fours.” Mason says. “What’s wrong with you?”

“Duncan, the old bastard, refused to push 11817 to the front of the line. He spouted some bullshit about it messing up the hubull lineup. They have them all corralled and ready for the matching hucows, but I think he’s just too lazy to change it.” Wes is steaming mad.

“It’s about time we get a new, younger breeding tech.” Wes adds while I sigh in relief. I still have time to prepare myself mentally for what’s about to happen.

“Sorry man. At least you tried,” Mason says, but sounds just as relieved as me.

“Yeah, I guess, but it ended up being a waste of time and I don’t want to waste anymore.” He looks down at me with a scowl, like it’s all my fault that we took too long to get here. If he didn’t stop and talk to those asshole soldiers who took pleasure in whipping me, then maybe we would have gotten here sooner.

“Let’s get her processed, and then we can get her in line before helping where they need us. Maybe that will make it faster. Hopefully, the bulls are all primed to go, and they’ll blow their loads inside these fertile cunts in a few pumps.”

Wes is always so crude and rough when handling me. How can someone be so uncaring? Was he like this from the beginning, or did he become jaded overtime? I wonder if he forgets we have emotions and can still feel pain and discomfort. I don’t know how long Wes has been a farmer, but he seems almost desensitized to the lives he has been selected to care for. He doesn’t see that I’m human like him. I’m just a farm animal in his eyes.

Wes guides me through a set of double doors that open into another exam room while I’m distracted by my thoughts. There are a few men and women in lab coats busy working on computers or other medical equipment throughout the room. I’m not sure what everything does, but the scientist in me perks up as I peer around the room curiously.

In the center of the room is the same type of frame that they used to confine the hucows in the exam room connected to the dairy, and on it is another naked hucow strapped down to the frame.

An older man with thick-rimmed glasses and gray hair is examining the hucow. He looks up and frowns at Wes, clearly not impressed with his earlier request to jump ahead. He points to the corner of the room. “Wait with your hucow over there until I’m ready. I won’t be rushed. This is important work.” He grumbles.

Wes grits his teeth but nods and we move to the corner, which gives me a clear view of the hucow on the table and the workers.

This hucow seems much older, with fine lines and wrinkles around her mouth and eyes. Her tits are massive. Maybe the biggest set I’ve seen yet, and her belly is saggy, like it’s been stretched out too many times.

The breeding tech, Duncan, is what Wes called him, grabs a pair of latex gloves and slips them on before wheeling over a square machine and turning it on. The screen comes to life, and I can tell it’s an ultrasound unit. Duncan grabs the large wand and coats it with a generous amount of lube before inserting it inside the hucow’s vagina.

He’s not rough, but his movements are precise and clinical. The poor hucow moans at the intrusion and tries to raise her hips, which earns her a smack on her ass from him. “Stay still, cow.” He says, and she settles down.

He moves the wand around inside her while watching the screen. He huffs, mumbling under his breath as his brow dips down. “Ashley, what are the results of this hucows blood draw?”

A pretty blond woman looks up. “Negative for pregnancy.”

So the hucow isn’t pregnant.

He grunts and removes the wand. He takes off his gloves, then grabs a file. “She’s had six successful inseminations since coming to the farm. All calves were born healthy and sent to the main dome. It says here she was positive for ovulation last week, and we bred her the full three days, but it doesn’t seem to have worked this time.”

“Maybe she’s no longer a suitable candidate for breeding.” Ashley says, making him nod.

“It would seem so.” He snaps the file closed and tosses it onto the counter. “We’ll give her one more shot during her next ovulation. If that breeding fails, then we’ll call it quits and get as much milk out of her as possible until the hucow is no longer fit for service. You can take her back to the barn.”

What happens to her when her milk dries up, I wonder.

A farmer unstraps her and places her on the floor. He pats her head and murmurs, “be a good girl and get pregnant next time or you'll be no good to us,” before leading her out of the doors we just came in. I watch as she walks behind him with vacant eyes that make me shiver in fear. That’s going to be me, eventually.

“Bring the hucow 11817 forward and strap her down.” Duncan says, and I realize he’s talking to Wes.

I look up at Mason in a panic, and he gives me a sympathetic smile. He swallows hard and looks away in guilt.

Mason helps Wes lift me up and in moments, I’m strapped to the table. Duncan doesn’t even look at me until my farmers step back, and even then, he only looks over my body, never making eye contact.

He hums under his breath and opens another file. “Hucow, 11817. Fresh intake, newly transitioned. Adequate milk supply at this stage, but pregnancy should increase her yield. The ovulation test this morning was positive, and her blood work suggests she is at her peak fertility now. This will be her first breeding and she’s young and healthy, so she should become pregnant quickly.”

I listened to him talk about my medical report, and each word made my heart beat faster as reality set in. My body begins to shake in fear, and if it wasn’t for the rack holding me in place, I’d collapse.

He grabs another pair of gloves and moves around behind me, making me more nervous. Is he going to shove that wand inside me?

I’m so tense that when I feel his fingers at my entrance, I wilt against the frame in relief. That wand looked painful. “Good girl.” Duncan praises.

He doesn’t push them inside, but pulls my outer lips apart like he’s examining me. “The hucows cunt looks normal. No defects present.”

Next, he pinches my clit and makes me jolt before pulling on my tail. My buttplug pops out with a pop, and more lube is squirted inside. A much larger plug replaces it, but I don’t feel a tail dangling from the end. “Don’t need her tail getting in the way.” Duncan says.

A cool round tube slips between my lower lips and gets pushed into me. It’s narrow and I feel no discomfort as something cold squirts inside me. “She’s going to need to be well lubricated. The three bulls that have been selected to breed her are quite large, and we don’t want to damage her. I’m surprised they picked those for her first time, but two of them have successfully bred every cow they were paired with so far, and the third was captured during a rebel raid last week. He tested positive for the fertility gene so instead of facing execution, he got a one-way trip to the bullpen. This will be his first breeding.”

“Can we trust the rebel scum to do his job as a hubull?” Wes snarks, and I’m assuming the job he’s referring to is breeding me.

“Oh yes! He’s been locked up since we got him, since we can’t allow him to do farm labor, but he’ll be gassed before the breeding. The bull will be in full rut when he’s released, and the only thing he’ll be thinking about is hucow pussy.” Duncan says with a chuckle.

Gassed? What is that? I thought they told Mason he’ll go crazy around hucows and that all the bulls couldn’t control themselves once they’ve had the injection. Why would he need to be gassed if the injections make them crave hucows?

Something doesn’t add up.

“She’s all set. There are two hucows ahead of her, but it shouldn’t take too long. Get her to the breeding room and wait there.” Duncan says, before dismissing us and turns his attention to one of the other workers.

Wes unties me and then I’m back on the floor and heading towards another set of doors, which leads to the breeding room.

My stomach flips and I almost vomit as we enter and I see the room for the first time.


Chapter Three

The breeding room is one circular open space with a dirt floor, and directly in the middle is another damn containment rack with a hucow strapped to it. She’s facing towards us and I notice she’s panting and covered in a sheen of sweat. Her loud moans fill the air.

My heart sinks when I see the person standing behind her, plowing into her pussy. Conner is thrusting inside the hucow with smooth strokes. He’s naked like all hucows and bulls, and I watch his abdominal muscles contract with every thrust.

I don’t know why seeing Conner fucking her makes me so upset. He’s just doing what he was sent here to do, which is breeding hucows. If he refuses, they will punish him and he’ll lose what little freedom he has.

I can’t be angry at him since I’ve had Wes inside me and it’s not like he’s my boyfriend. He never will be. I just didn’t expect to see him breeding someone else, and that’s what hurts. If he can’t be with me, then I would be content never to see him mount another hucow.

Conner’s eyes are closed, and his hands are holding onto her hips as he pounds into her from behind. The longer I watch, the more I wish it was me he was fucking. Even if I don’t want to be bred, I’m jealous of that hucow right now. Somehow, knowing Conner would be my baby’s father would make this easier to handle.

He opens his eyes just as he lets out a shout, and his hips flex as he cums inside her. Our gazes lock, and his widens in surprise at seeing me, followed quickly by fear and guilt. He looks down and pulls out of the woman, quickly stepping away from her like he’s been burned.

“Back to the pen, hubull.” A man holding a clipboard and long brown hair tied back says and points to the fenced area behind the breeding rack. There are over a dozen hubulls pacing inside the small area, waiting to breed the hucows. “You have one more hucow to breed, then you’re done for the day.”

Conner nods and turns to walk away, refusing to look at me. He is ashamed of me seeing him like this.

Mason moves until his leg brushes my hip, and I turn my head to look up at him. He’s staring at me with a soft smile. It’s like he knows that seeing Conner with another woman upsets me, and he’s trying to comfort me as best he can.

It’s not like he can give me a hug. Farmers don’t treat hucows like that. I nod my head in thanks and turn back to the freshly bred hucow.

A farmer holding a thick rubber plug moves behind the hucow. I watch in curiosity as he slips it between her legs, causing her to moan again. He slaps her rump. “She’s plugged.”

Two more farmers move forward and they unstrap her and place her on the ground before leading her towards the far side of the ring where there are several stalls. They are like the milking stalls, but much smaller, only big enough for the hucow to fit. There is also a padded bar that extends the width of the stall.

The tired hucow is pulled along by a farmer. He guides her in head first so she has to step over the padded bar. Her front half is secured by straps around her wrists and neck while her hips rest against the bar. Once she’s restrained, a winch raises the bar until her lower half is off the ground, making her ass higher than her front end. The farmer stops raising the bar when he’s happy with the angle of her body. More straps are added to her back legs to keep her from moving.

“Why do they elevate them like that?” Mason asks.

“After they’re bred, we place a plug inside the cow’s cunt to keep the sperm from spilling out and raise their asses in the air so gravity can help the sperm find its way to the egg. They’ll stay like that for a few hours before they are placed in holding cells for the night and then the process begins over again the next day. Three days of breeding usually does the trick. This one will be held here for three days and then she’ll be sent back to her stall for a week, before she’ll be seen by medical to find out if the breeding was successful.” Wes explains.

Before Mason can ask anymore questions, another farmer comes towards us. “Hucow number?”

“11817.” Wes says.

The man looks at his clipboard and nods his head. “She’s on schedule today. We just finished with the second cow, so tie her to the stalks and I’ll call you when we’re ready for her.” He says and walks back towards the breeding rack.

Wes leads me into the ring, but we turn to the left. Along this side are rows of wooden posts coming out of the ground and I see other women tied by their collars between posts.

As I get closer, I recognize Clara right away. Her body has changed, but her face is still the same. Even if the leather headset covers some of it, I still know it’s her. Her breasts are large like mine, but not grotesquely large like the other hucows waiting to be bred.

I try to make eye contact with her once I’m close enough, but she seems to stare right through me like I’m not even there. I glance at the other hucows and see the same vacant gaze. Has Clara succumbed to the treatments already? Wes said it would take a few months for us to become mindless animals, but then I remember how she was almost comatose during intake.

It’s not the injections causing her to be like this. She’s just completely given up. Her mind is broken, and she’s accepted her fate.

I don’t know if I should pity her or envy her. Here she is waiting calmly to be bred with no emotions on her face.

I’m trying to keep calm, but inside I’m filled with anger, anxiety, and fear, and I’m sure it’s showing on my face even as Wes guides me into position next to Clara. Shouldn’t she be afraid like me?

Wes grabs the chains attached to the wooden posts on either side of me and clips them to my collar. There is a small bit of slack, allowing me to shuffle forward a few inches, but that’s all.

Wes and Mason move off to the side, and now we wait.

“We’re ready for 11818.” The long-haired man says, reading from the clipboard. Two farms are quick to unhook Clara, who is still unresponsive.

She follows calmly behind them towards the breeding rack and lets them lift her up and place her on the rack without a fuss.

She’s facing the entrance, so I only have a side view as I watch. Her arms are strapped down, along with her neck first. They each grab her already bent legs and spread them before securing them to the posts as well.

“She’s good to go.” One of them says, and even after being treated like nothing more than an animal since I got here, I’m still surprised at how they can do this without remorse. No one seems to care that Clara and the rest of the hucows are being tied down and forced to breed. It’s utterly appalling.

“Bring out the first bull. 10368.”

I tense, waiting to see which bull is going to breed my former classmate. Please don’t be Conner, I pray. I know it’s his job to impregnate the hucows, but seeing him thrusting his cock inside one was hard to watch. I’d rather pretend he’s mine.

A hulking man or hubull strides through the opened pen gate at the instruction of the guard standing at the entrance of the bullpen. He’s much older than me. Maybe in his thirties, and very tall and extremely muscled. The years of laboring on the farm have made him bulky, and he moves toward Clara with the confidence of someone who’s bred many hucows over the years.

He doesn’t pay any attention to the farmers and guards. His eyes are solely focused on the hucow tied to the breeding rack. His enormous cock is already hard and straining when he moves into place behind Clara. Without pause, he lines his cock up with Clara’s entrance and plows into her pussy with one hard thrust.

She’s not gagged like me, and her scream fills the air as he ruthlessly ruts into her without care. He’s completely consumed with breeding the hucow under him, and slams in and out with fast thrusts.

Equal parts of fear and arousal fill me as I watch Clara’s breeding. I’m terrified of being strapped down and forced to take a hubull’s cock into my body. It looks like it hurts. They are all large vigorous men and the serum used to unlock the fertility gene makes them sexually aggressive.

I’m embarrassed to admit that a small part of me, the part that has been hormonally altered from the hucow food to accept this treatment craves to be filled and fucked hard. To have my cunt filled with so much cum, it’s overflowing.

My brain tells me I don’t want to be bred, but I can’t deny my body’s urges. Much to my embarrassment, my pussy has been dripping while I watch Clara and the hubull.

Clara's screams of pain soon turn into moans of pleasure as she adjusts to the rough pounding. I’m sure she’s as horny as the rest of us, and that lubrication is easing any discomfort she has.

The farmers all laugh at her moaning, and the hubull grunting like an animal behind her.

Some make rude comments. “Stupid cow. Moaning like horny slut.”

“Look at the bitch. She loves being fucked like an animal.”

“All the hucows are dirty sluts. Nothing more than a cocksleeve for hubull cum.”

I glare at the farmers as they laugh amongst themselves, but they don’t notice, of course, since they don’t pay attention to any of us unless there’s a reason to do so. We are beneath them. Just animals to tend to.

I turn my attention back to Clara just in time to see Clara arch her back as she lets out a keening wail and begins to cum. The hubull grunts before slamming his cock as deep as he can and unloads in Clara’s fertile pussy with a roar.

His entire body shudders as he empties inside her. His hands holding her hips sink into her soft flesh, leaving bruises on her pale skin. Clara doesn’t seem to mind or notice as her head hangs down in exhaustion, her body twitching from the aftershocks of her orgasm.

“Good job, hubull, back to the bull barn. You’re done here for the day. A farmer will put you to work there.” The man with the clipboard says.

A soldier opens another door on the far side and the hubull walks out without looking back.

“10798, you’re up, next.”

There is no rest for poor Clara as another bull comes forward and mounts her already used pussy. She has no choice in the matter and soon that hubull is filling her with another load of cum. This time, some of it spills out and drips onto the dirt below.

Clara looks exhausted, her skin coated in a sheen of sweat, but her moans of enjoyment are loud during the rough mating.

When that hubull finishes, he leaves through the same door, and another hubull is called forward. Clara is screaming in ecstasy again, and her wails are mixed with the laughter of the surrounding guards. It makes a disturbingly erotic mix.

My brain is absorbing the scene in front of me with terror, but I can’t prevent my body from responding. A deep need builds in the pit of my stomach as I watch the hubull rut inside her.

My body has been conditioned to breed. Hormones have been injected into me for this one purpose. To procreate. I can feel myself getting wetter. So wet that my arousal begins to trickle down my thighs as I shift in place to ease the ache deep inside.

The final bull lasts much longer than the first two, making Clara orgasm twice before he grunts and begins to cum inside her, adding his seed to her overflowing vagina and making sure Clara has thoroughly been bred.

He eases out of her and a plug is immediately placed inside her to keep more cum from leaking out. They unhook her from the rack while the bull leaves, placing her on the ground where she collapses from exhaustion.

I scowl as the farmer holding her lead offers no sympathy and kicks her in the thigh. “Get up, you lazy cunt!” He shouts at her and Clara whimpers. She stumbles into position on shaky limbs and he tugs her towards the already bred hucows before securing over the hip bar and elevating her hind end.

“I’ll be back for her in a few hours.” The farmer says and walks out the door. Poor Clara will remain like that for hours before she can get a proper rest.


Chapter Four

“Hucow 11817!” The man with the clipboard shouts my number and my heart freezes. It’s my turn ready? It seems too fast.

Wes moves quickly and has me unhooked from the post in seconds and pulls on my lead. I’m too frozen from fear to move and he yanks hard, causing my collar to draw tight, choking me, but still I refuse to move towards the mounting rack. If they tie me to that rack, I know it’ll be all over for me.

“God dammit! Move, you stupid cow!” Wes shouts, and pulls harder, dragging me against my will. He’s much stronger than me and my mittened hands slide across the packed earth.

“Mason, help me out, will you?” Wes snaps when I’m taking too long. “Help me pick her up. She’s getting on that rack now. If I wasn’t in a hurry, I’d punish her for this.”

My head turns in Mason’s direction as he reluctantly obeys Wes’s orders. He meets my gaze but quickly looks away as they both grab a hold of me and lift me off the ground. Their arms hold me tight to prevent me from moving, and I close my eyes the second they place me down on the rack.

“Stupid bitch. I’ll remember this and I plan to punish you for this when you get back to your stall,” Wes says as he roughly straps me down. Mason steps out of the way and looks anywhere but at me.

Wes yanks my head forward and clamps my collar to the bar under my chin. I can’t move at all when he steps back. “There. She’s ready.”

“Okay. The first bull is…” The man with the clipboard chuckles. “This will be interesting. Her first mating is with the rebel we caught. He’ll be resistant, but we can fix that. Get him out here.”

Moments later, I hear a commotion and two soldiers enter, dragging a naked man who’s struggling. The guards have him outnumbered and are much bigger, but he doesn’t seem to want to give up.

“Let me go, you assholes!” The man shouts.

They drag him into the center of the room and stop in front of me while he continues to struggle. His cock hangs flaccid between his legs, unlike all the bulls in the pen who are hard and ready to go.

“Gas him.” The man says, and a farm walks forward with a small round item in his hands.

Another soldier steps up behind the poor man and pulls head back by his hair. The farmer places the item under the man’s nose and presses a button on the bottom. Immediately, the man begins to cough. The soldiers let him go and step back.

The rebel falls to his hands and knees. I watch his body shudder and shake as he coughs a few more times before going completely still. The only movement from him is his breathing, which he takes in large lungfuls of air.

I think he’s just breathing heavily from the struggle, but when his head snaps up in my direction, I watch him breathe in deeply, like he’s sending the air. Scenting me.

“This hucow is all yours to rut. I bet you can smell her ripe pussy.” A farmer chuckles.

What the hell did they give him? When he stands back up, his eyes are feral, his pupils are blown with lust, and his once soft cock is rock hard. He’s close enough to me that I can see the drop of pre-cum on the tip of his cock.

He ignores everyone and stalks around behind me. My heart beats erratically and I can feel the heat of his body as he settles between my spread legs. This is it. The moment I’ve been dreading and craving all at the same time. I want to cry in fear but weep with joy. My head is a jumbled mess of confusion.

Hands grab my hips, and he presses against me. His hardness nudges my opening, but I’m so wet his cock slides through my wetness and bumps my clit, making me whimper.

He grunts in frustration. Words seem to be beyond him now. Whatever they’ve done to him has reduced him to nothing more than an animal whose sole purpose is to breed. He shifts his hips back to try again. This time, his aim is true and the head of his cock splits me open as he slams home.

I cry out in shock as he stretches my walls painfully, and suddenly I’m grateful to the doctor that lubed me up prior to my breeding. The first flex of his hip still hurts, but I quickly adjust to his size as my body accepts the intrusion.

I didn’t want this, but I can deny how good his cock feels inside of me, reaching a place that has my toes curling and my body breaking out in a sheen of sweat as he pumps inside me with hard strokes.

Fear gives way to arousal as my body responds to his and I know I’m going to cum soon. I can’t prevent it. My natural juices mix with the lube, making it easier for him to slide in and out of me. There is a wet sound that should make my cheeks pink if I could still get embarrassed.

I almost forget we are being watched and I flick my gaze towards Mason and Wes to see Wes smirking and rubbing his cock through his jeans, clearly enjoying the show. Mason is watching me get bred, but at the same time, he’s not.

His gaze moves over me every few seconds, but he quickly looks away like it’s hard to watch.

The bull’s hands dig into my hips hard enough to bruise, bringing my attention back to him. His movements become erratic and if his grunts and growls are anything to go by, he’s soon going to cum, but the new angle has him hitting my g-spot with every thrust and I know I’m going to cum before him.

If I can’t prevent this, then I might as well give in and grab every bit of joy I can out of it. On the next thrust, my body locks up, and a wail escapes around my gag as I topple over the edge and cum hard.

I’m so lost in bliss that I don’t realize there is something happening around me. Suddenly there’s a shout and then I hear gunfire as men wearing all black pour into the room. Who are they?

All the dome soldiers drop to the ground dead before they have time to pull their own weapons. Everyone else jumps back with their hands up, but the only person oblivious to the situation is the hubull that is still fucking me.

The tall man standing in the front of the new arrivals notices. “Get him off her now!” He shouts and two men rush forward and pull the bull away. His cock slips out of me with a gush of liquid that’s thankfully only mine. He didn’t get a chance to cum inside me.

The bull roars and tries to fight the men off to get back to me, but suddenly he falls silent and falls to the ground. His head is bleeding, but his chest is still moving, so he’s alive.

“Stop him!” The same man shouts, and I realize Conner is rushing towards me. Two men grab him and hold him back, assuming he can’t control his hubull urges.

“Mira!” He yells. “Let me go. I need to help her!”

The handsome man who seems to be in charge of this new group looks between us. He doesn’t look much older than us. Maybe ten years. A neatly trimmed beard makes him look distinguished. He’s tall with wide shoulders and when his green eyes meet mine, they widen in shock. “She’s still aware?” He asks.

Mason steps forward and guns point in his direction. He holds up his hands. “Yes, and she’s our friend. We just got here last week, so she’s still alert and the injections haven’t altered her mind yet. We’re from the latest testing ceremony.”
“Shut up, asshole.” Wes snarls. “Don’t tell these rebel assholes anything.”
So these are the rebels that have been giving the hucow dome a hard time. Could they be here to help us? This might be our chance to escape!

I begin to struggle and whine, which brings everyone’s attention to me, and this time I blush. I’m completely naked, tied down, and they just pulled a bull off me. They must think I’m pathetic.

“Fuck you, Wes. Mira is my friend, and she doesn’t deserve this,” Mason says back.

Wes looks at Mason with a smirk. “You’re a fucking traitor to the dome and don’t deserve to be a farmer. The soldiers execute scum like you.” He looks at the rebels. “All of you will pay for this.”

A rebel steps forward and shuts Wes up by slamming the butt of his rifle into the side of his head and he drops to the ground in a heap next to the hubull. I don’t feel sorry for the asshole.

I look away and my eyes widen in surprise to find the rebel leader so close to me. He must have approached when I wasn’t looking.

He squats down and looks me in the eye with a gentle smile. He lifts a hand to swipe some hair off my sweaty face.

“Don’t touch her.” Conner yells and continues to fight to get to me.

The leader looks over his shoulder at him, then back at me. “Do you know him?” He asks me and I nod my head. “I’m sorry you ended up in this horrible place, but don’t worry, we’ll get you out of here.”

Tears fill my eyes, and I smile around the gag. We’re going to get out of here!

“Let him go.” The leader says, and Conner rushes forward, dropping to his knees in front of me. “Mira, oh god.” He reaches behind me and removes my gag.

I cough and sputter. Pain runs along my jaw when I close it for the first time in forever, but I relish the pain of being free to speak. “C…Conner.” My voice is rough from disuse.

His smile is big and to my surprise he leans in and kisses me despite the head halter I’m still wearing. His lips are warm on my chapped ones and I smile. This is my first kiss, and I couldn’t be happier at that moment.

When Conner pulls back, the leader chuckles, bringing our attention towards him. His smile is still on his face, but there’s heat in his gaze when he looks at me.

“Do you want to get out of here, sweetheart?”

Of course, my answer is yes. “Yes, please.” I add politely.

“Then let’s get you free and be on our way. We don’t have much time.” He stands up, and so does Conner.

“I’m going with her.” Conner says, his tone leaving no room for argument.

“I assumed you would.” He looks at Mason and cocks a brow.

“Me too.” Mason says with a nod.

The leader only nods. “Let’s get her out of here, then.” He reaches down to the straps holding my wrists, but Mason steps forward.

“Conner and I will help her.” He obviously doesn’t trust the new man enough to let him touch me. The man shrugs his shoulders and opens his mouth to say something else, but an alarm suddenly sounds.

“Hurry.” He says instead.

He looks at his men. “Shoot anyone who gets in the way. We have about five minutes until more soldiers get here.”

Mason and Conner jump into action, quickly untying me from the rack. When Mason goes to remove my leg bindings and mitts, the rebel shakes his head. “We need to go now or we may lose the chance to get everyone out safely. You can remove all that shit later.”

“But..” Mason pauses, and the leader steps forward, cutting him off by picking me up. His muscular arms hold me against his chest and I immediately feel safe.

It’s such an odd feeling after being so scared since the day of the testing ceremony, and to find safety in a man’s arms that I just met is confusing. There is something about this stranger, this rebel leader, that makes me trust him.

He’s going to help us.

“I’ll carry her, and you two stay close. When we leave this building, it’s a straight run to the maintenance hatch on the outer dome, then freedom. Others will be waiting for us.”

Mason and Conner nod, but keep an eye on me.

“Let's go.” The leader orders and the men move together out the door, and then we’re running.

I can’t see much with his thick arms blocking my view, but I glimpse the glass wall of the dome as we near.

This is it. We are almost out!

“Stop!” voices shout from behind us, but we ignore them and keep moving. Shots are fired and I can’t stop myself from shivering in fear. Are we going to make it in time? What if they catch us?

“Easy, sweetheart. They won’t catch us now, and I promise that you’re safe.” I feel my lips touch my hair as the man holding me tries to comfort me while running.

The next second there is a grinding sound as a door opens and a warm breeze skitters across my naked skin. It feels different from anything I’ve felt before. The domes are never windy and the air remains calm at all times because of a climate control system.

It feels amazing until I inhale the outside air for the first time and begin to choke. My lungs burn as I gasp.

Oh god! The air outside is poisonous. I’ve escaped hucow service only to die.

That’s the last thing I think about before everything goes black.


Chapter Five

I groan as the pain in my head wakes me up. What happened? I roll over onto my side and instantly feel the fullness in my chest, making my eyes shoot open. “Ouch.”

“Mira! You’re finally awake.”

“Conner?” I say, and try to sit up.

“Whoa. Take it easy.” Conner rushes forward and sits on the edge of the bed I’m in.

Bed? I look down in confusion and see that I’m no longer naked, but dressed in a long black shirt that covers my upper half while a blanket shields the rest of me from view.

I stare around at the room in confusion. This is not the hucow dome. How did I get here and where am I?
I lift my arm to rub my still aching head and notice an IV attached to my arm. My eyes flare and I begin to panic. What are they doing to me now?

When I reach up to rip out the IV, Mason steps forward and gently takes my hand in his. “Leave it, Mira. It’s helping you.”

“What happened and where are we?”

“We were confused too when we woke up, but we remember everything now.” Conner says, and I look at him to explain. “When the rebels rescued us, we left the dome, but our bodies weren’t used to the outside air and we all reacted badly.”

His words instantly bring back memories, and I remember the rebels storming into the breeding room and rescuing us.

“We passed out from the air and only woke up a few days ago. I guess it can take time for us to adjust, but don’t worry, the air is completely safe. We just haven’t been exposed to fresh, unfiltered air before. You took a little longer than us since they treated the hucows so poorly, and they needed to flush some of the medications out of your body,” Mason says, and then smiles.

I shift and my full breasts move, drawing two sets of eyes. They feel full. Mason clears his throat and looks away, but Conner meets my gaze. “The medic drained some of your milk off while you were asleep to help relieve the pain, but they have been stretching out the time between milkings so your body will slow down production.”

“Will it eventually stop?” I ask hopefully. If I stop producing milk, then I’m no longer a hucow.

“No.” Another voice answers and we all turn towards the man standing in the doorway. It’s the rebel leader who saved me. He’s still just as handsome standing there with a tight fitting black tee and dark jeans. “We can remove most of the injections’ side effects, but unfortunately, you’ll always lactate and be fertile. Both things are irreversible and in the past were natural occurrences in females before the wars, but you will only have to pump a few times a week unless you become pregnant.”

It’s not the news I was hoping for, but at least I won’t be dripping milk all over the place once I can get this under control.

“Mira, meet Gage. The leader of this camp and the one who saved us,” Mason says.

“I remember now.” I say and give Gage a smile, which he returns.

“I’m glad you’re awake. You had us worried. You’ve been out for a week. They must have changed the doses on the hucows because it rarely takes that long to flush out the ones we rescue.” Gage says, and I gasp.

“Are there other hucows here?”

“It’s okay. Mason and I only woke up three days ago.” Conner says and pats my arm, but I want to know if there are others like me. I’d love to meet them and ask them questions.

Gage frowns. “Only one or two. Our raids on the dome are mainly to disrupt the system and steal valuable equipment we can use. We rarely find any women who are still coherent. The ones we find are already too far gone.”

“Oh.” I say with sadness. “Can’t the process be reversed on them like you did to me?”

Gage shakes his head. “Unfortunately no. In the beginning we stole a few hucows, and our efforts to detox them were unsuccessful. Our lead scientist discovered repeated injections damage the brain’s cognitive functions. Their minds are gone permanently. They really just become mindless animals.”

His words anger me, but it’s not his fault. The fault lies with the dome leaders. It’s the elders' fault for creating hucow service. All those poor women’s lives are destroyed.

“We were lucky to find you and get you out before it was too late.” He adds.

I was lucky. If I got trapped there for a few more months, it would have been too late for me. My mind would be gone and I would have just become a dumb animal like the others.

“We’re finally free.” Conner says, and I can’t help but smile.

We are free, and I need to be grateful that we made it out, even if there are others left behind to suffer that horrific fate. My thoughts flash to Clara and my heart hurts for her. It’s been a week since I last saw her.

Did our escape stop her next breeding session? I doubt it. She’s probably pregnant and back in her stall hooked up to the feeding tube and milking machine while they inject her daily. Her breasts will continue to grow, along with her stomach as a child grows inside her, while her mind dulls more every day until Clare is no more and in her place is a mindless hucow.

I shudder and feel a little guilty that I made it out, and she didn’t.

“I know you just woke up, but I’d like to talk to you if you’re feeling up to it. We’ve been giving you nutrients through the IV, but I’m sure you’re hungry and would like to eat proper food.” Gages says.

The thought of food has my mouth watering and my stomach grumbling. I can’t remember the last time I ate food, and not been fed through a tube in my nose.

Mason chuckles when he hears my stomach, making me blush. “I bet you’re hungry, and now that you don’t have that stupid tube in your nose, you can enjoy eating again.”

“We don’t want to leave you so soon after waking up, but we have to get to work.” Conner says, and I frown in confusion. Work?

“Don’t worry, Mira. Gage will explain everything to you,” Mason says, and I flick my gaze to the rebel leader standing just inside the door, waiting patiently for the boys to leave.

My chest tightens in worry at being alone with the stranger, but then I remember how safe I felt in his arms before I lost unconsciousness.

“You can trust him. He’s a good guy,” Conner adds, but I already know this. Gage saved us. He saved me from hucow service and I’ll be forever grateful to this man.

Conner leans towards me, and I turn in his direction. Our eyes meet and I can see happiness and… maybe love shining in them. We fell hard and fast for each other and even if I now have feelings for Mason, Conner will always hold the biggest part of my heart. He was there for me even when he should have been worrying about himself.

He closes the distance and kisses me softly. We are free, and hopefully we’ll never see the inside of a hucow farm ever again. This is a new start for us, and I plan to make the most of my new chance.

When he pulls back, I sigh in disappointment. I wanted so much more than a kiss from him, and I’m sure it’s me wanting it and not the hormones that are still lingering in my system.

If I read his expression right, he wants the same, but he stands up, moving away from me reluctantly. Mason does the same, but before he leaves, he turns around, and I watch his face change from indecision to determination. He says, “fuck it” before he leans down and smiles at me. The dimple on his left cheek pops making him even cuter than usual. “I was going to back off and let Conner be with you, but after seeing how things work around here, I don’t want to waste this second chance.”

I’m confused by his words, but when Mason cups the back of my neck, tilting my head up, our eyes lock moments before our lips do. Mason, my high-school bully turned crush, is kissing me.

A moan slips out of me before I can stop it, and Mason’s tongue invades my mouth. Conner’s kiss kindled my arousal, and Mason is now feeding it. Soon I’m squirming in lust and want to pull Mason and Conner onto the bed with me to ease the ache between my legs.

I go to do just that, but just as I reach up to grab Mason’s arm, he pulls back with a smirk. “Fuck. Now I don’t want to leave you.” He pants. His pupils are blown with lust and he stares down at me like he wants to devour me.

I glance over at Conner, expecting to see him jealous or mad, but he’s staring at me the same way Mason is, and the ache intensifies. I want them both and they seem to not have a problem sharing.

“Before this gets out of hand, I think Mira should know everything,” Gage says, and I startle for a second at the sound of his voice. I was so lost in my guys that I forgot about him standing there.

My cheeks burn as I meet his gaze, but any embarrassment at making out with two guys turns to dust as Gage looks at me. My eyes trail down his defined body unconsciously and I can see the bulge of his hard cock through his pants. He clearly enjoyed the show.

Why does that turn me on more? I should be mortified after being naked and on display on the farm for days. Exposed to every man’s gaze, and easy access should they want to use my body, and maybe I would be mortified if it was anyone but him watching me lust after two men, but there’s some deep desire to get closer to him.

My stomach flutters at the realization that I want him just as much as Mason and Conner.

I don’t know if it’s because he saved me, and I’m just confusing lust with gratitude, but I can’t deny how attracted I am to Gage.

What I do know is that I want him, and if Mason and Conner can share, maybe they’ll be okay with Gage, and that’s only if he’d be interested.

I clear my throat, and try to turn off the desire before I embarrass myself more. I smile and say goodbye to Mason and Conner, who leave the room, closing the door behind them.


Chapter Six

Gage stands in front of me, staring down at me, and I can’t meet his gaze. If I do, he’ll know how much I want him, and I refuse to be led by my desires.

“May I sit?” His voice breaks the silence.

“Yes, of course.” I say quickly and watch him take a seat in the chair Mason just vacated. I still won’t look at him, but stare at his boot-covered feet.

A knock on the door has me looking up, and I wonder if it’s the boys coming back.

“Come in.” Gage says, and the door opens. A woman with gray hair walks in with a tray. She sets it down on the bed next to me with a smile.

“Here you go dear.” She says, and I eye the bowl of soup with hunger.

“We don’t want you to get sick, so we’ll start you off with soup first, and if you can handle that, then we’ll get you some more food.” Gage says.

“Thank you.” I say to both of them. It looks amazing. I never thought I’d get to eat real food again.

The lady pats my shoulder soothingly before removing the IV from my arm and then leaves us alone.

“Please eat. I know you’re hungry.” Gage says softly.

I pick up the bowl and I can’t stop the moan as the first spoonful hits my tongue. Gage chuckles and this time I do look at him.

“Good?” He asks with a smile and I nod.

“Amazing. I never thought I’d get to taste food again.” I say, and his smile turns to a frown.

“From now on, you’ll have anything you want. I’ll make sure of it.” He says.

I don’t know what to say to that, so we sit in silence until I’m done, and he takes my bowl and moves the tray to a table.

It’s time to find out what’s going on. “Where am I? The last thing I remember is… the breeding room.” I shiver at the memory. The hopelessness of my situation was too much to handle. If that bull would have bred me, I might be pregnant now.

It’s not the pregnant part that makes me afraid, which is a surprise, since I never thought about having kids. I always expect to be infertile. What scared me was that the choice was taken from me. If Conner and I had sex, there would be a risk of pregnancy, but I wouldn’t mind having a child with him, and being free, I’d be able to raise them myself.

The bed sinks down, and Gage has me in his arms before I can blink. “Don’t be afraid, Mira. That’s all over now. No one will force you into anything again.” He says as he rubs my back.

His hug is just what I needed, and I sink against him, letting him hold me.

“After you all passed out from the shock of breathing the new air, we brought you to my base. It’s about twenty miles south of the hucow dome. We have a few medical staff who have joined us over the years, and they removed your restraints.” His fingers brush the skin of my neck, and I realize the collar is gone. “It was safer to remove it when you were asleep. It’s a delicate procedure since it was never meant to come off.” He growls in distaste.

“After that, they started the detoxing process to remove as much of the hormones and drugs they used to make you…” he grits his teeth in anger. He really hates what happens on the hucow farm and I feel the same way. “The shit they use on women to turn them into a hucow.”

“You’ll feel weak for a couple days, and your legs may cramp occasionally since they were bent for so long, but with food and rest you’ll be back to normal soon.”

Normal.

That word seems so simple, but it means so much right now. All I want to be is normal. I want to be me. Mira. Just Mira. I don’t care if I never get to be a scientist. That dream is gone and I’m happy to just be me.

Tears of relief and joy run down my face as I tilt my head up to find Gage staring down at me in his arms. My smile is so big, my cheeks ache. “Thank you, Gage. For rescuing me. For giving me… me. I would have lost myself in that place if you hadn’t come.”

“Oh, Mira, don’t cry. I was so glad we raided the dome that day. If we hadn’t, I wouldn’t have found you. You don’t know this, but saving a woman from that fate is rare, and there are so few rebel females that women are treasured here and throughout all the rebel camps.”

“Why are there so few women? How do you recruit?” I ask.

He sighs and shifts us until he’s leaning back against the wall behind the bed. “I was a farmer once.”

My breath catches at his admission.

“I followed along with the dome’s rules and when I got assigned to the farm faction. I thought I was doing my duty like everyone else, but once I got to the hucow dome I was shocked at what I saw.”
“At least you were going in as a farmer.” I say, hearing the bitterness in my voice.

He rubs along my arm in comfort. “True, but no matter how you end up there, it’s still horrible.”

I have to agree. Not all farmers are bad. Mason proved that.

“I was there for four months when the first rebels broke through the dome. I didn’t know there were people outside or even that a person could survive out here. The air is poisonous, and no one can live outside the domes, they told us. Turns out it was all a lie.”

“We’re all raised to fear the outside. The domes are supposed to keep us safe.” I say.

“Yeah, that’s what they say, but it’s not true. Maybe it was in the beginning, but the elders who run the domes know the air outside has stabilized and life can be found in small pockets throughout the world. Most places are still barren of life, but there are places that can support humans.”

“Why wouldn’t they let us know?” I ask, even though I think I know the answer to that question.

“Power.” Gage answers.

“If people knew the outside world was safe to live in again, people would want to leave the dome, and they would lose control. They’ve been in power so long they don’t want to give it up.” I say.

“Exactly.” He says.

“But what about the hucow domes and repopulation? Humans could leave the domes, but how could they reproduce without the help of the injections given to those with the fertility gene?” I ask.

His laugh sounds harsh in my ears. “That’s the biggest lie of all. Infertility has been cured years ago. All the offspring born from the hucows for the last forty years carry the gene. Everyone under that age carries the gene, and there is a vaccine that awakens the gene in anyone if they take it.”
I sit up and stare at Gage in shock. “What?”

I can’t believe what I’m hearing.

“The stupid testing ceremony is all bullshit. The entire process of pricking your finger and testing your blood is nothing more than a lottery. Those testing tubes turn blue at random, and the unlucky person is sent to the farms. It all comes down to population control. If everyone could have children, then the domes wouldn’t be able to hold the growing population, and the elders would have to let the people go.”

I’m frozen in shock at everything Gage has said. He gently drags a finger down my cheek and smiles at me.

“If this is too much, we can stop, and you can rest.” He offers, but I shake my head. I have to know it all. Now!

“I’m fine. So anyone can become fertile and the hucow domes are not needed.” I ask, and he nods.

“It’s all a lie, and it’s disgusting what they are doing to those women. What they did to me.” I growl in anger.

“We need to do something. Tell everyone in the dome the truth.” I blurt. Everyone deserves to know they are being lied to. “We have to stop them before more women and men end up selected for hucow service.”

“That’s the plan, but it’s harder than it seems and taking much longer than we’d like. There are more rebel camps throughout the area and we are all working to expose the lies and free the people.”

“I want to help.” I say, looking Gage in the eye with determination. It’s time to stop the lies.

“You will. Mason and Conner feel the same way, and that’s why they’re not here right now. They’ve been training since they woke up.” He says.

My body grows warm when I think about them and I shift in Gage’s lap as I remember the feel of their lips on mine.

He groans, and my gaze snaps to him. “Sweetheart, I can tell you’re turned on right now, and it’s driving me insane.”

I blush scarlet and mumble, “sorry.”

“Don’t be shy around me. I find you beautiful and I’m attracted to you; have been since I first saw you. I know you have something going on with Mason and Conner, but multiple partner relationships are normal outside the dome because of fewer women so it’s ok, but I can’t help being jealous of them, and hoping you want me just as bad.”

My mouth drops open in shock at how outspoken he is about liking me. I was already attracted to him and now that I know he likes me; I let myself really think about what I want. This is my second chance at life and I don’t want to waste a second of it.

I make the first move and place my lips on his. My movements are soft at first as I get used to kissing Gage. He lets me take my time exploring him as I slide my hands over his shoulder and across his hard chest. When my hands dip lower to trace the ridges of his abs, he growls and takes over the kiss.

He’s older than us and the way he kisses me is confident and sure. He knows where to touch me, letting his tongue stroke along my lips until I open and let him in.

His hands slip under my shirt and slide along my bare skin, making me shiver in delight. When one hand cups my still engorged breasts, I pull back with a gasp.

“Oh god that feels good.” I gasp.

“They are still full of milk, and very sensitive.” He says. “Do you want me to stop?”

“No, but..” I think about Conner and Mason and wonder what they’d think of Gage touching me. Would they be angry? We haven’t talked about our feelings, but somehow this feels wrong without them here.

As if reading my mind, Gage grabs the radio off his belt and flicks it on. “Send Conner and Mason to Mira’s room.”

“Yes, sir.” A man’s voice says.

“Sir?” I question with a smirk.

Gage smirks back. “I am the rebel leader, but you don’t have to call me sir unless we’re in bed and only if you want to.” He winks and I laugh.

It’s the first laugh since my hucow nightmare began and it feels good to let go and enjoy myself.

I’m still sitting on Gage’s lap when Conner and Mason come through the door. They both pause in the doorway and stare.

I look at both their faces to see if I can get a read on what they are feeling. It’s hard, but one thing I don’t see is anger.

“Mira has feelings for me, and you already know I care for her, too.” Gage states, and I look at him in surprise.

“You already talked about it?” I ask, not sure how I feel about them talking about me behind my back. It wasn’t malicious, but still not right.

“Yes. They’ve seen the multi-partner relationships here, and I told them how they work. I was hoping if you felt anything for me, then you might accept me into your group.” He’s asking me, not them, and I relish the freedom to make this decision. I now have choices.

“What do you guys think? We haven’t talked about feelings before because we weren’t really in a position to do so. Conner and I were just considered livestock and our feelings never mattered, and you, Mason, had a job to do, and definitely couldn’t date a hucow.”

“You are not livestock!” Gage growls, and now it’s my turn to soothe him with a pat to his chest. I know I’m not livestock, but by the time Conner and I bonded, it was too late, and we were looked at as property and nothing more. Now we need to figure this all out.

Conner comes over and sits down next to Gage and I. Mason follows him and sits in the nearby chair.

“I had my doubts we would be rescued, honestly, but now that we are, I’d like to be with you and I’m okay if you like Mason and Gage. He’s trustworthy and can keep you safe,” Conner says, and holds my hand in his.

I look at Mason, who’s smiling. “I’ve wanted to be with you since school, and I may have been an ass to you, but I had a major crush on you and didn’t handle your rejection well. It’s still no excuse, but if you can forgive me, then I’m all in, even if I have to share you with these two.”

“I already forgave you the day you came to my stall.” I say with a smile, thinking back to the kindness Mason showed me when he didn’t have to.

I look at all three of them once more. “So, how do we do this?” I ask because I suddenly find myself aching to be with all of them. This is my choice and the desire I feel is all me and not some by-product of drugs.

“Before this goes any further, you should know that I took the vaccine and so did Mason, so Conner is not the only man that could get you pregnant. If we do this, then you could and probably will get pregnant.” Gage says.

They wait for me to process this new information. Do I take the risk? My pussy spasms at the thought of them filling me up with their seed, and my belly growing round with a child. Maybe the hucow injections altered my mind a little because that doesn’t scare me. I want them to breed me.

“I want you to breed me.” I blurt out without thinking. The possibility of getting pregnant has taken root in my mind and now I crave it.

“You heard her, guys. Strip off and get ready to fill our girl up.” Gage takes charge now.

He whispers to me. “We’ll treat you well, and if you want to stop at any time, we will.”

“I don’t want to stop. Please, Gage. I’m burning up, and I need you all now.” I say as heat fills my body and I begin to wiggle on his lap in desire.

“You never have to beg, baby.” He says and pulls off my shirt before kissing me.

Mason and Conner join us on the bed, and each of them reach out and fondle my breasts which have leaked from my arousal.

Milk dribbles out of my nipples with every squeeze.

“She needs some relief. Suckle her breasts.” Gage tells them and two hot mouths latch onto each breast, and my milk begins to flow.

Conner groans and pops off my tit long enough to say, “damn, that’s good,” and latches back on. Gage shifts my hips so I’m straddling him and tears off my panties before stoking a finger up into me.

He adds a second finger and moves them in and out, pressing that special spot inside me that has me seeing stars. My hips move, riding his fingers, and I drop my head back with a loud moan.

It feels so good having Conner and Mason drink from me while Gage fingers my wet center. I’m gushing now, soaking his hand. His pants must be stained with my arousal as I leak all over his lap.

I’m about to cum when he removes his fingers and the guys stop suckling. I whimper in frustration, but Gage hushes me and unzips his pants, wiggling out of them without moving me off him.

“I can’t wait any longer to sink into your tight pussy, sweetheart. Don’t worry, I’ll have you cumming so hard you’ll scream my name so loud the entire base will hear you.” Gage says as he grabs my hips, pulling me down as he thrust up inside me in one stroke.

“Ahhh…” I scream as my walls are stretched around his cock. This is just what I needed.

“Ride me, Mira. Take what you want from me. This time, you are in control.” Gage says, and I do.

My hips move, sliding him in and out while my clit brushes along his hard abs on every downward motion. The friction is exactly what I need, and soon I’m ready to snap. The muscles under my palms jump as Gage helps me move on top of him.

“That’s it, sweetheart. Damn, your pussy feels like heaven. Better than I could have imagined and I’m going to cum soon.” Gage says between pants and groans.

We’re both ready to cum, and I look to my left and see Conner watching me ride Gage while stroking his cock. His attention is focused on my tits and the way they sway with every movement.

He reaches out and pinches my nipple, and that’s all I need to tip me over the edge. I clamp down on Gage’s cock and shatter. “Oh, fuck!” Gage shouts, and then he’s cumming too, spilling hot ropes of cum inside me.

I collapse against his chest and gasp for air. My vagina is still rippling with aftershocks from my orgasm.

“Shit. That was hot,” Mason says with awe, making me laugh.

Gage kisses me softly before lifting me off him and laying me in Mason’s arms.

“Ready for more, or are you too tired?” He asks.

I shake my head no. “I want you and Conner.”

His smile is devilish. “Then I want this sexy mouth. Conner can have your pussy this time. Lay down with your head off the bed.” He directs and I obey his command.

Conner and Gage help and when I’m in position, Mason kneels down on the floor, making his cock level with my face.

“Open up.” He says and then slides his cock into my mouth.

Hands land on my thighs, spreading my legs, and Conner slips between them. The heat of his body causes goosebumps to break out across my skin. Conner, the first man I’ve ever cared about, is getting ready to fuck me. I can feel the heaviness of his balls as they rub against me. The others may have taken the vaccine, but the farm does something to bulls to make them produce a lot of sperm and I know Conner is going to fill me with so much sperm it will pour out of my well-used pussy when he’s done.

I have a feeling Conner’s sperm is going to be the one to take root, and a thrill runs through me at the thought.

I pull off Mason’s cock and lift my head so I can look at Conner. He meets my gaze. “Breed me, Conner.” I say, and watch as his eyes darken with lust and he lets out a feral growl before lining up his cock and slamming into me.

My head drops back on a moan and Mason slide into my mouth again, and they begin to fuck me. Hard. Mason drives deeper with every thrust, making me gag, and I love it. I open up wider and breathe through my nose on the next thrust, and the tip of his cock slides into my throat.

“Jesus, Mira. I’m not going to last. She’s swallowing my cock so good.” Mason grunts a few more times and then he’s spilling down my throat. The saltiness lingers on my tongue as he slides out and sits on the floor in exhaustion.

It’s only Conner now. He pulls out and scoops me into his arms before placing me in the center of the bed. His lips cover mine and his weight comes down on me until all I see and feel is him.

We fit together perfectly, and when he slides into me once more, I feel complete. With Gage and Mason alongside us, I’ve found my purpose, my home. These men are my new family and we’ll grow together, fight together, and survive.

I don’t know what the future holds, but I know I’ll never give them up.

Our bodies intertwine, my breathing becomes heavy, and my heart races as I move with Conner, drawing every ounce of pleasure I can. Multiple hands on my body, caressing and pinching my nipples, send shivers down my spine. Mason and Gage don’t want to be left out, so they caress every inch of my skin.

The warmth between my legs increases and another orgasm builds. My moans fill the room along with the pleasurable sounds coming from Conner as his movements pick up. I arch my back, angling my body so he can reach deeper inside me with every thrust.

It feels like every nerve in my body is on fire, as I tremble, and I know this orgasm is going to be bigger than the previous.

Conner’s fingers dig into my sides as he nears his release. It’s a race to the finish line and I’m about to win. On the next thrust I cry out his name as my body convulses with ecstasy. Pleasure swamps my mind, but I’m aware when Conner reaches his peak and with a shout he drives his cock deep. I can feel the pulsing jets of his cum pour into me.

We lay spent on the bed in a sweaty mess with Mason and Gage cocooning us. We remain silent for a while, just trying to catch our breaths. It’s peaceful and perfect. We’re in our own little bubble, but it won’t last.

We have an enemy to destroy. The domes need to come down and the people need to realize they are being lied to.

It can’t be too late for the poor hucows with the broken minds. Even if we can’t heal their minds, there has to be a better way for them to live. Clara deserves better.

I need to find out what the rebels have planned. I’m not sure how it’ll be possible to take on the elders, but I’m willing to try, and I have a few ideas. There was a reason I was top of my class. It’s time to get to work.

“Gage, when is the next raid?” I ask, breaking the silence in the room.

“The rebel camps take turns raiding at different times and entrances. Our turn will be in another month, but raids happen weekly. Why?”
I sit up and look at my men with a big smile. My brain is already thinking of ways to tip this war in our favor.

“It’s time to start a war, and I know just where to begin.”

If the test ceremony had selected me for a scientist, I probably would have been happy living life under the dome, oblivious to the fate of the hucows, but now I’m angry.

The testing ceremony made a mistake selecting me for hucow service.


Ending Hucow Service




Chapter One

I stretch out on the rough wool of my cot, bare legs sprawled wide, sweat from the latest power outage still sticky on my inner thighs. The power this far out is sketchy at best, but I’ll take no power over being under the dome’s control.

The light flickers but stays on, its blue-green haze barely stronger than moonlight. The room is filled with the sound of the whirring plastic pump strapped tight across my chest.

The only other sound in the cell is my heavy breathing. Every milking is arousing. The two forever entwined.

My top is somewhere on the floor, dark with stains under the arms and two wet patches on the front. My breasts are swollen, the skin stretched and faintly shining in the glow. Every shift, every clench of my fist, makes them ache harder, and they’re so hot. The skin feels feverish.

I cup the right one and guide the silicone flange over the nipple, centering it with practiced, shaking hands. The surrounding flesh is raw from friction, ridged with red lines that won’t heal. It’s harsher than the milker in the dome. This one is ancient, but it’s all I've got. I settle the edge so it seals, squeeze the trigger, and then the familiar rhythm begins: one, two—suck. Three—release. The milk is supposed to flow, gravity and chemistry and the soft vacuum of technology, but it’s barely a dribble. My body holds everything in, the ducts locked tight until my body gets the release it needs.

I lean up on my elbows, let my head fall back, and stare at the cracked panel overhead, counting down the seconds until shift change. I force my hips up, arching into the cold air, seeking release.

The suction hiccups, stalls, and makes my nipple sting. “Ouch, fuck.” I smack the side of the pump and it resumes, but the pulse is all wrong, fluttery and desperate. Just like me.

I try to focus. Breathe. But my brain won’t let go of my time spent under the dome as nothing more than livestock. A milking machine whose only value was the milk in my udders and the space in my womb. The trauma and every lie the elders told about the testing lottery — all of it loops inside my skull.

I think of Mason’s hands, last week, how he pressed his palm over my chest, holding me still as the pump drew out the first spurt, how he’d whispered dirty words in my ear while slipping his fingers between my legs and pressing them deep inside me.

The memory sends a jolt straight down to my pelvis, the kind that makes my body want to curl up around itself and grind against anything, anyone. I squeeze my thighs together, and the movement jars the suction cup, making the nipple pop out, hard and dribbling. The pump complains with a shriek, then resets. I slap it back into place and grit my teeth.

I hate this. I hate what the dome has done to me. My breasts are the size of small melons, veins showing blue beneath the surface, the tips a deep angry purple. I should be grateful they’re only that big. If I hadn’t gotten out when I did, they’d probably be the size of soccer balls or bigger by now.

I need to be grateful for small mercies. I can’t do anything about it now, but promise myself and the other women who are being abused that they’ll all pay for what they’ve done.

I groan in pain as my body refuses to cooperate. It feels as though my body has morphed into a feral creature, instinctively responding to the primal urges I’ve desperately tried to ignore since being freed. Each moment that ticks by is a harsh reminder of how completely the dome has stripped me of my autonomy, leaving only this raw, throbbing need that I cannot escape, reducing me to a mere vessel for my desires, a plaything for my own lust.

I run my tongue over dry lips and try again. Willing it to come. I focus on the pull, the dull ache of suction. The stinging ring around my nipple. The electric warmth that crawls down my ribs whenever the pump gets a good latch.

That almost works. I groan low in my throat and rock my hips against the cot, looking for something to press my clit against. My fingers will have to do so I press down on the throbbing bundle of nerves. It’s slick with my arousal and puffy, begging to be pet.

The pressure in my chest crests, then breaks: a sudden gush of milk, hot and thick, spurts into the plastic reservoir. The pump’s motor falters at the surprise load, then speeds up greedily. Finally.

The sensation is somewhere between relief and orgasmic; the pain melting into something bright and shivery.

I pant, forehead sticky with sweat, and blink up at the ceiling. The lights flicker again, briefly plunging everything into grayness. It’s peaceful, almost. Just me and the noise of the pump, and the soft milk raining down inside the collection chamber. I close my eyes and let the darkness swallow me, focusing only on the steady rhythm and the warmth spreading out from my chest.

I ride the sensation until the pump clicks off automatically, the reservoir more than half full. I flop back onto the cot, arms limp at my sides, and let the aftershocks wash over me. My whole body feels heavy and spent, but the ache in my belly is replaced by a softer, deeper warmth.

The door hisses open, slicing a shaft of pale corridor light through the blue gloom. I don’t bother covering up because the only people who would dare come in here are one of my three men.

I’m naked, leaking, the pump and its bottle still suctioned tight to my breasts. Conner’s silhouette fills the frame, broad-shouldered, and sweaty from work. For half a second he’s motionless, eyes on me, taking in every inch of naked skin with heated eyes.

“Mira.” My name comes out of his lips like a prayer, and I smile softly at the man who has been with me since the beginning. He steps inside and shuts the door, never taking his eyes off me. He’s carrying a mesh satchel over one arm—camp supplies, probably — but he drops it at the threshold and moves to me in three quiet steps.

His eyes flick to the milk pump, then to my chest. His lips twitch, not quite a smile. “Awe, baby, are you hurting?” he asks, and I shake my head, but he’s already kneeling at my side, hands gentle as he unsnaps the pump from my breasts.

“I wanted to do it myself,” I manage.

“Not if it’s going to hurt you,” he says, voice gone all soft and concerned. He wipes up a bead of milk escaping the tip with his finger, and sucks it off, eyes on mine the whole time. The gesture is obscene and hungry but full of kindness. “You should have found one of us.”

Connner strips off his shirt, the black fabric peeling away from sweaty skin, and tosses it onto the floor. Next are the boots—caked with dried dirt—and finally his pants, which he unzips and shoves down his thighs with awkward urgency. He’s hard already, cock standing up and ready.

He climbs onto the cot and straddles my hips, hands splayed on either side of my ribs. I can see the fine tremor in his arms, the subtle twitch of effort, and it makes me shiver. He smells of musk, salt, and a tang of the outside, instantly making my arousal spike.

He leans in, tongue flicking at the swollen nipple still ringed by the pump’s indented mark. He sucks gently at first, then harder. The pressure is a shock, at once sweet and brutal. I gasp and nearly kick the bottle off the bed. Milk floods into his mouth, and he makes a low, satisfied sound—half-groan, half-growl. When he pulls back, a milky droplet clings to his lip. He licks it off, then grins at me. I want to punch him for being so fucking perfect or kiss the fuck out of him.

Conner lowers himself over me, chest against chest, cock grinding between my legs. He bites softly at my neck, lapping up the sweat there, and then whispers, “I missed you.” The words make me melt faster than the midday heat.

I spread my legs wider and arch up into him. “Show me how much.” He lines up, not bothering with finesse, just the heat of skin and the hard edge of his need. He pushes in slowly, the head of his cock breaching me in one thick, delicious ache. My body clenches around him, and a new spurt of milk escapes, painting both our stomachs white.

He sets a hard pace. He’s relentless, not punishing but urgent, like he needed this far more than I did. With every thrust, my tits jiggle and slap against his chest, leaking more milk and making us both slick. The room is suddenly full of wet, obscene sounds. Our gasps and groans grow louder by the minute.

“That’s it,” he pants, “tighten that sexy pussy on my cock.” The words hit some triggers in my brain. I dig my nails into his back, legs locked around his waist, and push back with everything I have.

He shifts, fucks me deeper, hitting that spot that makes my vision scatter. My orgasm sneaks up, sharp and fast, racking my whole body. I convulse, and the sudden clamp of my muscles around his cock pushes him over, too. He hammers out two more desperate thrusts and empties inside me, voice catching on a choked, guttural cry.

We collapse together, sweat and milk and cum soaking the sheets. For a minute, neither of us moves. The only sound is our heavy breathing.

Conner finally rolls off, tugging me with him so I’m draped across his chest. He wraps his arms around me, tight enough to hurt, and I let him. We lay in a tangle of legs and arms, foreheads touching.

He kisses the top of my head. “Next time, find one of us. I don’t like you hurting,” he says.

“I will. I promise.”

His hands stroke my back, tracing every scar, every vertebra, as if mapping the proof that I survived.

His cock is soft now, but he keeps me pressed close, one thigh wedged between mine, as if I might disappear if he lets go. I nuzzle into his neck and taste the salt of his skin, then close my eyes and drift, not asleep, just relaxed.

He brushes my hair out of my face, thumb grazing my cheek. “You’re amazing,” he whispers. “You know that, right?”

I snort. “I’m a mess.”

He grins, a rare full grin that lights up his entire face. “You’re a survivor.”

He kisses me, soft and slow, and I let it linger, let it mean more than the words either of us can say.


Chapter Two

The door slides open again, and Gage and Mason tumble in, shoving each other like dogs fighting over a scrap.

Gage is first. He takes in the room—me on the bed, the still-wet sheets, the milk bottle tipped over on the table—before shifting his gaze to Conner, who’s still wrapped around me.

Mason follows, shirt half-unbuttoned and clinging to his skin, hair slicked back from sweat or water, it’s hard to tell. He grins when he sees me and gives a little salute. “Thought we’d catch you in here,” he says, flopping onto the edge of my cot. Leaning down, he kisses me, not caring that I smell like sex.

Now that they are all here, I reach under the mattress, and pull out the little black case. The virus is inside, hand-coded from fragments scavenged off maintenance consoles, written by me and Conner. It’s taken a month to compile all the evidence of the elders’ lies and the truth about the hucow farms.

The drive is nothing fancy—just a few kilobytes of rage and hope—but if it works, every screen in the domes will broadcast what the elders buried.

If the plan works, then soon everyone will know the truth, and the factions will fall.

Gage takes the case from me, turning it over in his hand. He meets my eye. “Are you sure about this? I still don’t like the idea of you being on your own in there.”

“I know, but it’s our only shot.” I say. “It has to be me.”

He nods, jaw tight. Then he looks at Conner, who’s been silent the whole time. “You good?”

Conner shrugs, pulls on his shirt, and finally speaks. “I’m always good.”

Mason cackles. “Damn right you are, stud.”

For a moment, I almost laughed. It’s obscene, the four of us jammed together in this tiny room, plotting a revolution while my tits still drip milk onto the bed. But this is how it’s been since Gage rescued us: sex and plotting, hunger and hope, all tangled together in a knot that nobody can untie.

Mason cracks his knuckles, then leans over, mouth right at my ear. “Once we pull this off, I’m looking forward to seeing the elders face the firing squad.”

I nod, breath catching as he lets his tongue flick the lobe of my ear. He does it to make me squirm, but also because he wants to. There’s no shame in it, not anymore.

Mason gives my ass a squeeze. “You know, after we burn that place down, you and me should—”

“Get fucked?” I say, deadpan.

He laughs loudly. “You’re the best.”

Conner leans in close, close enough that I feel his breath on my cheek. He presses his forehead to mine, eyes closed.

“You’re not scared?” he whispers.

“Terrified,” I say. “But it’s got to be me.”

Gage sets the case beside the cot and drags me up until I’m sitting between his legs, back to his chest, his arms wrapping around me just below where Conner’s hands still rest. The hardness of his body presses into my spine—and beneath it, I feel the trembling tension of a man who wants to fight but can’t do anything except hold on and hope I don’t shatter. It’s almost tender.

“I don’t like this, but I know you can do it.” He says.

Mason sprawls across my feet, covers my toes with his palms as if that, too, is some kind of protection. “You’ll be a fucking hero,” he says, more serious than he means to sound.

“I don’t need to be called a hero. I just want the truth to come out.”

It’s time the people in the domes realized they’re being lied to. Lied to for years and they’ve lost family members to the hucow service just because of control and greed. It’s enough.

Gage looks like he wants to talk me out of it, but doesn’t bother. He knows better. We’ve argued about this for the past few weeks, but it’s my virus and I don’t trust anyone else to upload it into the system.

He lets out a breath, then leans down, pressing his mouth to mine, holding my jaw in one huge, calloused palm. I taste him—bitter coffee and sweat, the familiar tang of our life here—and grip his wrist, grounding myself.

When he pulls away, his eyes are shining, but his words are pure gravel. “Be quick, baby,” he says. “Just get in, do what you need to do, and get your ass back to the exit.”

“I will.” I say, and that is the end of the discussion. Tomorrow we act. Tonight is just about us.

Mason is already stripping off his shirt, and under different circumstances I’d roll my eyes at his eagerness. He crowds in, all heat and cocky, biting my nipple as Gage’s hand spreads my legs.

Mason’s mouth is all over me, teeth grazing, tongue swirling. He palms my tits, rough and greedy, not gentle like Conner.

Gage’s hand creeps upward straight to the place I need him most. Conner watches them take control of my body with fire in his eyes. He loves watching me shatter from their touch. His hand fisted lazily around his cock, half hard and already leaking pre-cum.

I bite my fist to keep from screaming as Mason pins my thighs wide and Gage pushes inside, two fingers deep and curling just-so. My hips buck up, involuntary, and both men growl their approval.

“I can’t wait any longer to be inside this pussy.” Mason growls and moves between my spread thighs. He nudges Gage’s hands away, making me whimper at the loss, and he smirks at the desperation on my face.

Mason lines up his cock to my opening, rutting against my folds as he leans closer and nips the side of my neck. Gage cups my tits, pinching the wet nubs between his fingers. “Fuck her hard, Mason. Make sure she remembers us with every step she takes in that shithole tomorrow. If we can’t physically be with her, then I want her to feel us between her legs.”

Mason slams home in a single savage thrust, jamming the air out of my lungs. He’s mean about it—the way I need him to be—spreading me so wide it nearly hurts, and then rutting with short, fast strokes that pound my ass against Gage’s thighs. I shudder. Above me, his face is flushed with pleasure, dark eyes locked on mine. His mouth is twisted up in a cocky grin, but his hands on my hips are almost gentle, steadying me so I won’t split apart from the force of his fucking.

Gage pins me against his chest, holding my arms behind my back so Mason has full command. I can’t move; I can only take every thick, straining inch. My body sings with it—the sharp, greedy stretch, the slap of flesh, the steady ache melting into desperate, rolling pleasure. Gage’s voice is hot in my ear: “Open wider for him. Take every bit. Show him you belong to us.”

The words, the clamp of his arms, the press of Gage’s cock pressing up behind me and Mason’s splitting me open, all of it tangles together, and I let go, body overtaken by heat and a wild, sweet pain that builds on itself until it’s a tsunami. The orgasm comes fast and bright, blinding me, and I scream without meaning to, throat raw from the sound.

They only redouble, Mason’s thrusts bruising, Gage’s hands pinching my nipples, twisting until the pain sharpens the pleasure, and still Conner sits off to the side, stroking himself slow, reticent but ravenous, the need written in the lines of his jaw and the way he can’t look away from my face.

Mason cums with a deep groan, his cock twitching inside me, spilling warmth deep in my belly. He collapses forward, claims my mouth with his tongue and teeth.

I lay gasping and spent between the two of them. I could curl up and sleep, but I’m not done. Now it’s Gage’s turn. Will Conner join in, or will he wait until they’re done with me?

Gage waits until Mason pulls out, dragging a slick line of semen across my thigh before he hauls my limp body upright, arms braced tight around my torso, and pulls me into his lap. His heartbeat hammers against my ribs, wild and frantic, and I realize he’s barely been holding it together.

He grinds up into my ass, cock already stiff, already leaking onto my skin. No tenderness here—just a desperate tangle of flesh and need. He bites my shoulder hard, marking me before shoving my head down so I’m bent double, my parted thighs caging in Mason beneath me, who’s still soft and wet, lazy satisfaction on his face.

Gage’s cock pushes into my ass in one brutal motion, and I yelp, half in shock, half in delighted pain. He doesn’t wait, doesn’t ask or warn, just pumps into my ass, seeking his pleasure.

I love how they use my body like a toy, chasing their pleasure, one thrust at a time. It only heightens my lust.

I take every inch of Gage, my hands scrabbling at the cording of his forearms as his breath fans the back of my neck. His thrusts are deep enough to make me dizzy.

Gage fucks me like he wants to brand me from the inside, his arms locking me in place so I can’t wriggle away, not that I would. I moan as Mason kneads my breasts, driving me wilder.

Out of the corner of my eye, I see Conner climbing to his knees. He shifts closers, grabbing a handful of my hair, fisting it in his hand and pulling my head up.

I stare at his hard cock inches from my face with glazed eyes. Conner holds me in place with one hand tangled in my hair, and with the other smears pre-cum across the swell of my cheek. “Open up, Mira,” he murmurs. I don’t hesitate. I let my jaw drop obediently.

He doesn’t say a word, just brushes my lips with his thumb and slides the head of his cock into my mouth, gentler than the others but fully in control. My throat is so raw from screaming that the first few inches burn, but I open wider, let him push in deep. He starts slowly, rolling his hips in a rhythm to match Gage pounding my ass, and that alone almost kills me: two men moving in tandem, one at my front and one at my back, and me helpless between them, held open, filled, used.

Mason, always greedy, takes the chance to slip his fingers between my legs, sliding through the mix of come and wetness and finding my clit. He rubs with slow, steady pressure, just the way I like. The sensation is so hot and overwhelming it almost hurts. I come right away, choking on Conner’s thick cock, the pleasure so sharp I nearly black out.

I gag a little on Conner’s cock, and he backs out until I can catch my breath. “Such a good girl.” He coos, wiping my mouth with his thumb, then pushing back in when I’ve stopped coughing.

Gage’s thrusts turn rougher, slamming me forward so Conner’s cock hits the back of my throat.

My scalp aches from where Conner holds my hair, but it only makes me wetter, more desperate.

I look up at him, tears streaking my cheeks, and he smiles, just a twitch of his lips.

Gage loses the tight grip on his control first. His breathing turns ragged, and he slams harder, deeper, until his whole body locks up. The tremor starts in his arms, travels through my hips, and then he erupts inside me, spilling so much heat I feel it bloom deep in my belly. He bites my shoulder again, this time hard enough to bruise, and holds me there while he trembles with aftershocks.

Conner holds me there, cock still thick in my mouth, as Gage sags backward, almost collapsing against the wall. His arms go slack, and the only thing holding me in place now is Conner’s grip in my hair and Mason steadying my hips with both hands. My lips are raw, jaw aching, but Conner’s cock tastes like salt and skin and the familiar comfort of him, so I open even wider, tongue pressed flat, and let him fuck my face.

He’s careful, always. Even desperate, he never forgets who I am, or what happened to me under the dome. Every push in is matched by a gentle pull back, a brush of his thumb at the corner of my mouth.

That’s how I know he loves me — all softness behind the primal need. When he gets close, he pulls out, shuddering, one hand fisted tight around the base while the other strokes my cheek. He moans, shooting all over my tongue and lips. The taste is briny and sharp, washing over my taste buds; I don’t waste a drop, swallowing each spurt while his hips twitch gently forward.

“Hey, man, watch where you’re shooting that thing. I almost got your jizz on my face,” Mason complains beneath me, and we all burst out laughing.

Conner collapses in a heap, and I lie on Mason’s chest, completely spent but utterly happy.


Chapter Three

The dome at night gives off a pale light, ribs of aluminum arching over a farm facility make it look like a prison, which is exactly what it is to all those women inside. I wait in the shadows outside, crouched under the lee of a derelict intake shed, the wind gusting grit against my bare calves. It stings, but I don’t dare move or brush it off. Any shimmer of motion out here, and the perimeter lights will swing to life, and then I’m done for.

I listen to my pulse throb in my ears and the distant whine of security drones making their slow, predictable orbits. I timed their sweep the way Gage drilled me, counting out the seconds by clenching my fists until the knuckles cracked.

Four. Three. Two.

I pop the hatch on the access panel and wedge myself in, quick and low. The inside of the duct is sharp with ozone. My legs slide over tacked metal, and the scratch of each movement is too loud, echoing through the empty machinery behind the wall. The farther I crawl, the more I think about the outside and the men I said goodbye to. I remember the last hour in the rebel compound, Conner’s hand on my back as he helped tape down my breasts, Mason’s kiss, the warmth of Gage’s arms crushing me before I left. They’re out there somewhere, hunched behind the fence, watching, waiting for me to return to them.

The duct ends in a service closet, where the only thing between me and the medical wing is a sheet of steel mesh and a bored guard. I can see the glow of his tablet through the grate, the blue light making a silhouette of his face, and I imagine the conversations on the other end—dirty jokes about the “livestock”, gripes about the food, anything but the reality of what happens in this dome. He’s not even looking up. I breathe as shallowly as I can, waiting for an opening.

When he finally gets up to take a leak or make his rounds, I count to five and then pop the grate. I land in the closet without a sound, ease the door open, and slide into the corridor, pushing the maintenance trolley like I’ve done this a thousand times. Gage mapped the entire dome for me in the weeks leading up to this, feeding me schematic after schematic until I could trace the path to the director’s office in my sleep.

But first, I need the uniform.

The medical unit is my first stop. I follow the main walkway until I hear voices—two techs in scrubs, talking about the last batch of breeding. My stomach sours as they talk about the bred women like they’re nothing more than animals. I hug the wall and slide along the edge, and I’m reminded why I’m doing this. Why I’m taking this risk.

“…brought in three more in labor tonight. One of them was breach and screamed like a demon when they strapped her down and cut her open.”

“She won’t remember it by morning, and give it a few weeks to heal, then she’ll be mooing to be bred again.”

They both laugh. I grit my teeth and slide past, ducking into an empty locker room.

Luck is on my side tonight. The first locker I check has a white coat draped inside, still warm from its last owner. There’s even an ID badge clipped to the pocket, the face on it close enough to mine if you don’t look too hard. I strip out of my own plain clothes and slide into the uniform, cinching the coat shut and tucking my chin down. In the mirror, I look like every other medic in the facility, eyes lifeless and jaded from years of seeing women turned into cows.

I slip the badge onto my chest and walk with purpose down the main hallway. My heart is beating so hard I half expect it to trigger the motion sensors, but nobody so much as glances at me. A distant alarm sounds, making me jump, but Gage said it would be two short bursts to signal a shift change. Sure enough, after two beeps the alarm stops, and I let out a breath of relief.

I keep walking, head down, counting tiles. It’s only when I reach the central corridor that I look up and turn left like the blueprints said.

I wonder if people will notice I’m not a medic. My breasts are too big, too round, straining at the coat even with the bandages. The drugs they gave me during my time here made my chest expand.

An orderly nearly walks into me as I turn a corner. He stops, eyes wide for a split second, and then softens.

“Hey, you from the new research group?” His badge says “Nash, A.”

I remember Gage’s rule: if you can’t hide, act like you belong. I push a smile onto my face.

“Yeah, I’m shadowing Dr. Grubel tonight. The director wants some preliminary data before we start the new protocol.”

He nods, already bored. “They’re running behind again. You’ll find him in Med Three. If you get stuck, call the front desk; they’ll open the access.”

“Thanks.” I brush past him, not daring to turn around.

The next twenty meters are the longest of my life. The sensors in the floor track my steps, the cameras trace my profile, and at any second I expect the alarms to blare and the walls to close in. Instead, I reach the end of the corridor and duck into a break room, pulse hammering, knees shaking.

I take a breath. My hands are slick with sweat, my mouth dry. I check the pockets of my new coat and find the small data stick. Almost there.

I slip out again, follow the arrows toward Med Three, and when I’m sure I’m not being watched, I double back and take the freight elevator up one level to Admin. The hall is deserted—the Director is downstairs, doing whatever a sadistic dictator does to get his rocks off. The director’s office is where the blueprints said it would be, door locked, keypad glowing a hungry green.

I press the numbers I’ve memorized to get inside. It took a lot of digging to get these precious digits, but nothing is impossible.

A chirp, and the door slides open.

I step into the darkness, and my nerves settle. For the first time tonight, I feel like I can breathe. I close the door behind me, turn on the tiny penlight from the coat, and start searching for the access port. Every second in here is borrowed, and the virus only needs five minutes to upload than five days to spread before, boom! And the dome’s control falls.

But that’s the next phase. I need to focus on the here and now.

The director’s office is less an office and more a lair: plush rug underfoot, walls lined with degrees and certificates, shelves stacked with heavy books that haven’t been opened since the world went to shit. There’s a faint aroma of chemical sanitizer, cut with something like expensive cologne. I wonder if he comes in here just to marinate in his own power, or if the trophies—glass cow statuettes, medals — are supposed to impress the underlings.

I’m sweating again, hands damp inside the coat’s pockets. The computer terminal is a gray monolith on the desk. I sit in the director’s ridiculous leather chair and roll up to the console, biting my lip to keep from leaving sweat on the plastic.

I flick on the monitor. The boot screen is a hideous blue, the icon a stylized DNA helix with the Service’s motto stamped underneath: “From Our Milk, The Future.” I want to puke. Instead, I reach into my pocket, grabbing the data stick that will change the world.

It feels like a bomb in my hand. I find the hidden port under the keyboard and shove the drive in. The system pings, screen flickering. Then a new window slides open—plain black, no logo, just the ancient ASCII prompt Conner programmed for me. My hands stop shaking. This part I know. I key in the code, wait for the confirmation, and then the virus starts its journey.

The upload bar crawls along, slow as death. Five minutes feel like five hours. At 98%, my heart is hammering. A door creaks somewhere close. I hear footsteps in the admin corridor moving closer.

I will the virus to move faster. The progress bar blinks, then flips to green: “Upload complete. Broadcast scheduled T-5 days.” I yank the drive out and pocket it, clearing the history with a single keystroke. The computer returns to the login screen.

I get up, try to steady my breath, and almost laugh. That’s it. It’s done. In five days, every screen in the domes will light up with the truth: the torture, the lies, the women sacrificed by a random lottery. Every mother, every would-be parent, every child still clutching the illusion of safety—they’ll all see the truth.

A laugh bubbles up, sharp and hysterical, and I clamp it down hard. I grip the coat, smooth my hair down, and prepare to walk out the front door. My men are waiting for me. It’s time to get out of here.

As I reach for the handle, I hear the rasp of the lock cycling, and my heart drops into my shoes.


Chapter Four

The handle jumps under my fingers, and I freeze. I know the time between the lock disengaging and the door swinging open is about two seconds, maybe less. It’s enough time to dive for cover, but the only “cover” in the director’s office is a potted artificial fern and a glass coffee table.

There is nowhere to hide.

I instinctively move behind the desk when the door glides open. Director Hutchins steps in, framed by the sterile hall light, his bulk making the space seem smaller. The eyes are what I remember from my intake: cold, not just uncaring but the kind that could watch a bomb go off in a nursery and not shed a tear.

He stops dead when he sees me, then eyebrows climbing in surprise. “What precisely are you doing in my office?” His voice is pleasant, almost singsong.

For half a second, I can’t think. My mind sprints through a thousand lies and lands on the worst one.

“Director Hutchins,” I say, with as much calm as I can pull from the bottom of my gut, “I’m here on a work order. Water damage from the air ducts. Maintenance sent me up.”

I flash my fake badge so fast it’s basically a magic trick, then tuck it away. It’s not my best work. I wait for him to shout, or hit the panic button, or pull a gun from his coat, but he just stands there, studying me with an unsettling patience.

“Ah, yes.” He says it as if he’s already bored. “The maintenance call. It’s always the same old story—first a leak, then a backup, then we’re swimming in bio-fluid and mops.” He shuts the door behind him. “So why are you at my desk?”

“I was, uh, looking for the circuit panel. The schematics say it’s behind the monitor. I didn’t want to unplug anything without permission.”

He comes around the desk and looms. I try to seem smaller, arms folded over my chest, shoulders hunched, but there’s no hiding my build or the way the coat pulls at the buttons.

His gaze goes to my hands, then to my face, and then to my chest—lingering there. “You’re not in maintenance,” he says.

“I’m new.” I force my eyes to his, knowing damn well what a weak bluff it is. “You want to see my transfer papers?”

“Oh, I’m certain you’d produce them,” he says, and for a moment his lips twitch in what almost passes for amusement.

I can feel my heart stuttering, an arrhythmic thumping in my chest. My hands are shaking now, and I try to still them by pressing them harder under my arms. It doesn’t help; if anything, it makes the coat tighter across my breasts. I think of Conner, Gage, Mason—any of them would have punched this guy in the face already, but I’m alone, and every instinct in me says to shut up and keep my head down.

“You’re a thief, aren’t you?” he says, stepping closer. “One of those rebels, probably.” He says the words with a sneer. “What did you hope to find in here? Passwords?”

I’m scrambling for a reply when I feel it: a warmth, then a dampness, the telltale drip of milk soaking through the bandages and into the lab coat. The humiliation is instant and absolute. Hutchins notices the growing patch of wetness on my coat, and his mouth curls in a small, predatory smile.

“I recognize you now,” he says. “You’re the cow that got away. Your name was Mira Sanders before you became a hucow.”

He’s close enough now that I can see the pockmarks on his skin, and the stray flecks of dandruff on his collar. He’s a disgusting, cruel man, and I want to spit in his face, but my mouth is desert-dry.

“Congratulations on your escape from the barn,” he says. “I bet you were so happy to be free, but even free, you’re still just an animal. You haven’t stopped lactating. Do the rebels drink the milk from your udders?”

I don’t answer. I stare at the carpet, at the ragged edge where the rug meets the wall. The milk is spreading fast, a pale flower blooming down my front, sweet and sticky and utterly unhideable.

He comes around to the other side of the desk, rests his hip on it. “There’s no point in lying. I’d know a cow when I see one, and that’s all you’ll ever be.”

I clench my fists. “I’m a person, not a cow.”

He stares at me with curiosity, like he’s dissecting a bug. My tongue feels thick. “What are you going to do?”

He leans in, his body a wall, and lowers his voice: “I’m going to reunite you with your friends.” He taps the wall intercom with one finger, eyes never leaving mine.

For a moment I think he means the rebels, but that was just me being stupid.

“All stations: code orange, breach in admin. Security to my office immediately.” He grins. “Please try to resist.”

Oh god. I’m locked in with him, and the sticky wetness on my chest is a pulsing reminder of how totally I’ve lost this game.

He circles me slowly, the way a bull circles a pinned cow. “It’s a shame, really, to lose good genetic stock like you. Perhaps you’ll remember your place after a full reconditioning.”

He steps back and lets the silence fill the room. My knees tremble. I want to punch him, scratch his eyes out, but I can’t move.

Through the door, I hear footsteps of heavy boots, more than one pair. I try not to flinch, but Hutchins watches every twitch with a growing smile.

“Let’s see how wild you really are,” he says, and then the guards are at the door, faces set in stone and ready for violence.

The coat is soaked through now, and the humiliation burns worse than any pain, but I raise my chin, bite my tongue, and wait.

“Restrain her.”

The guards don’t hesitate. They rush me, one grabbing each arm. Their grip is so tight it feels like they’re trying to squeeze the bones out through the skin. I twist in panic, hoping to get free, but it’s impossible. My wrists are wrenched behind me, and a cold slap of plastic cuffs bites into the flesh so fast my fingertips go numb.

Hutchins stays where he is, letting the two men do the dirty work. “Gently men,” he says, “we wouldn’t want to damage the product.”

I want to spit at him, but my jaw is clamped by one of the guards. He’s got big hands, fingers thick as sausages and almost as expressionless. He shoves my head down, forces me onto my knees in front of the desk. The other guard peels the coat off my shoulders, and the air hits my wet chest, cold and humiliating. They leave the coat bunched at my elbows, pinning my arms behind me, which feels like some kind of sick joke.

Hutchins circles, inspecting, and I try to look anywhere but at him. I pick a stain on the rug and burn it into my memory, focusing on the pulse thumping in my ears. He steps close, looms over me, and for a second I think he’s going to touch my hair, but he crouches, eye level, and studies me.

“You should have stayed with those rebel rats. Why did you risk your freedom to come back?” He inquires, but I refuse to tell him.

“Ah… did you think you could rescue your fellow cows?”

I bare my teeth at him, and the smile that flickers across his mouth is pure, undiluted pleasure.

He signals the left guard, who takes a handful of my hair and pulls my head back. The other one grabs the front of my shirt and rips it open, popping the buttons so they skitter across the rug. The air is ice cold, and the milk smell is instantly overwhelming.

He takes out a knife—nothing fancy, just a short, brutal utility blade. He flicks it open and holds it under my chin. “Don’t worry,” he murmurs. “This is only for the bandages.”

With surgical neatness, he slices through the tight wrappings over my chest, pulling them away in strips. The pressure releases, and my tits spring free, red and engorged and already dribbling. The milk flows unchecked now, and spatters onto the expensive carpet, leaving a white arc across the dark blue fibers. I want to scream, but all that comes out is a raw, animal grunt.

Hutchins presses a finger to one nipple and flicks it, and a jet hits the leg of his pants. He tuts, wipes it off with the back of his hand, then smears the residue across my cheek. “You’re making such a mess,” he says, almost kindly.

He stands and addresses the guards. “Take her to the hucow intake room. Let the shift supervisor know she’s a special intake. If she resists, give her a sedative.”

He looks down at me one last time. “Welcome back, cow.”

The guards haul me up, one on each arm. My tits swing heavy and exposed, dripping down my stomach and thighs. Every step is agony, not just from the bruises and pinched nerves but from the absolute obliteration of dignity. The men drag me through the admin hall, past two secretaries who don’t even blink. I lock eyes with one, and she looks away fast.

They take me down a stairwell, then through a gray corridor. My head hangs forward, tears of defeat dripping down my face. My hair sticks to my face, but the most humiliating thing is my tits leaking milk with every jolt, reminding me what I am in their eyes. I’m nothing but livestock.

I think about the virus. In five days, everyone will know what goes on here. I can last five days. Might be sooner if my men find a way to rescue me. Again.

At the transfer gate, the guards stop. One of them grabs my chin and forces me to look at him.

“Don’t do anything stupid,” he says, voice neutral.

I want to bite him, but the fight is gone. My arms are deadweight. I let them drag me the rest of the way, my feet scuffing the floor, the milk leaving a faint white trail.

Behind me, I hear Hutchins on the intercom, his voice echoing through the vents: “New protocol beginning. Prepare for genetic asset reconditioning.” The words mean nothing, and everything.

The guards march me through a set of double doors. It smells like the inside of a slaughterhouse. Someone somewhere is crying—no, not someone, several someones, bleating in a wordless animal panic. I think of the barn. I think of Gage and Mason and Conner, waiting for me outside, and wonder if I’ll ever see them again.

They throw me into a holding cell and leave me on the cold floor. My wrists burn from the plastic cuffs, but I’m familiar with the farm’s hospitality. The door slams shut, locking me in darkness. The world narrows down to the ache in my shoulders, and the slow, sticky drip of milk pooling beneath my chest.

I count my breaths, and I wait for whatever comes next.


Chapter Five

The cell is so cold I lose feeling in my feet. After an hour, maybe two, the tips of my fingers go numb too. I curl against the wall, shivering, and hug my knees to my chest, careful not to let my raw, leaking tits touch anything. They ache with every heartbeat, but the pain keeps me sharp. If I close my eyes, the blackness threatens to swallow me; if I open them, I see only the faint glow under the door.

The door opens hours later, and two men in farm jumpsuits stomp in. Not guards, these—bigger, meaner, with arms that look like they could break my neck with a single twist. Farmhands.

“Up, cow,” one of them barks, voice so loud it rattles in my teeth.

I try to rise with some dignity, but it’s hard with my hands tied behind my back. One of them grabs my arm, the other clamps a fist in my hair, and together they drag me into the corridor, the cold linoleum biting my bare soles. I try to keep up, but every third step they “help” by yanking me along.

They pull me down the hallway, past a room with a one-way mirror. I catch my reflection in the glass: short hair plastered to my scalp, cheeks hollow with exhaustion, my shirt in tatters and stained pants. My breasts hang low, the nipples swollen and weeping.

At the end of the corridor is the intake room. I know it the second they swing open the door—the reek of ammonia, the hiss of pressure hoses, the metal tables with their web of buckles and restraints. The steel grate on the floor where I suffered through my first intake shines under the lights.

Two more farmhands wait inside, one of them a woman. She smiles when she sees me, her lips too thin to hide the teeth, making her look crazy. The fourth is a med tech holding a tablet, chewing on a stylus.

“Special handling today?” the female handler asks, eyes scanning my frame with something like hunger.

“Director’s orders,” the first man grunts. “Expedite the intake.”

The woman grins and steps forward, pulling away the remaining scraps of my shirt, then quickly yanks down my pants and underwear while keeping that same manic grin on her face. “You get off on this, don’t you?” I mutter, and she pinches my nipple so hard I yelp.

“Oh, honey,” she says, voice syrupy and fake, “it’s not about getting off. It’s about doing the job right.”

My clothes fall to the floor, and all four of them look at me, really look, not just the way you see a body, but like they’re picking apart a side of beef. The male handlers prod my tits, making little noises of appreciation.

“Full already, huh,” one of them says. “Hope the rebels got to taste some before we take it all back.”

“Bet they did,” says the other. “They always do. Even in the wild, a cow knows what she’s for.”

The female handler grabs my left breast, thumb digging into the areola. “Look at these veins,” she says, and pulls the nipple up to her mouth, biting down just enough to make me flinch.

“Come on,” I say, “just fucking do it.” I want this over already.

She laughs and slaps my tit hard enough to make it bounce. “That’s the spirit. Remember that later when we crush it.”

The weedy tech flips through his tablet. “Asset re-acquired. Intake protocol per Code Yellow. That’s… collar, tube, tag, suppress, then wait for the director.”

The men haul me onto the gurney. I try to fight, but two of them outweigh me by double. They force me onto my back, arms yanked overhead, wrists strapped so tight the circulation cuts off at once. My legs get similar treatment—ankles buckled to opposite corners, knees forced up and apart by a padded bar they lock in place. My cunt is on full display, wet from the milk dripping down, and I flush with a sudden, stupid shame.

One man pulls on gloves with a snap. He shoves his hand between my legs and spreads me open, thumb raking along the labia. He’s rough, clinical, but when he pushes two fingers in without warning, I gasp.

“Relax, cow. Not the first time, won’t be the last.” He waggles the fingers inside me, searching. I grind my teeth and stare at the ceiling.

“No obvious defects. Plenty of moisture, though,” he says to the tablet guy.

“Shocker,” the woman handler says, prepping something at the head of the gurney. I feel her tug my hair to one side, then a cold clamp close around my neck. The collar, thick and heavy, sits tight against the flesh.

The man between my legs slaps my thigh, and the other two busy themselves with my tits, kneading and weighing them. The tech mumbles, “Asset well-developed despite her broken routine. She should be further developed by now had she not been taken, but should have no issues catching up to the other cows.” Then he gets a set of tags out and a pair of heavy shackles.

The woman handler leans in and strokes my cheek. “You remember the tagging, don’t you, cow? Little hole in the ear, quick and dirty.”

I spit at her. “Fuck you.”

She wipes the spit with her thumb and rubs it onto my lips. “That’s not how you talk to a handler, cow. Looks like you forgot your place.”

She signals to the man standing at my feet. “Punishment protocol, please.”

He grins and gets a black case from under the table. Inside is a bundle of canes, a strip of leather, and a long pair of clamps.

The woman handler slaps my face hard, then pinches my nipple between thumb and knuckle, twisting until I see stars. “One warning, then pain.” She lets go, and I gasp for air.

The man selects a cane, thin and whippy. “Ready, wild cow?”

I glare at him. He brings the cane down on my left inner thigh, just above the knee. The sting is so immediate I scream. Then he does it again, and again, working up my thigh to the crease of my hip. The pain is so sharp it goes white and then vanishes, replaced by the next strike.

After ten, I’m sobbing and shaking. My milk is running freely now, pooling under my back. The woman clamps both nipples with the metal jaws, twisting them open so wide the blood stops. She flicks them, and the pain is so strange—far away, then comes back with a rush.

“Asset compliant now?” the tech asks, voice bored.

“Give her another round for attitude,” the woman handler says.

He does, this time on the other thigh, then lands two on my stomach, just below the navel.

My vision blurs. I bite my tongue to keep from screaming, but it’s no use. The caning continues, and each strike makes me arch and twist in the restraints, my muscles spasming. I try to hold on to anger, but it’s slipping away, replaced with a shaking, raw need for the pain to stop.

Finally, she unclips the nipple clamps, and blood rushes in, making the pain flare hot and deep. I howl.

The woman handler strokes my hair again. “Got anything to say now?”

All I can do is whimper.

“Good girl.” She says, patting my cheek. She gets a tag gun, a big ugly thing, and lines it up with the tip of my right ear.

“Hold still,” she says, then fires. There’s a pop and a sting and then a spreading warmth, blood running down my jaw.

She wipes it away with her thumb, then licks the thumb clean.

I know what comes next. Another male has the nasal tube ready, a fat, yellow catheter. He hands it to her, and she rams it up my nose, no warning, just a hard, steady shove. The pain is so sudden I gag, snot and blood leaking down my upper lip. She tapes it in place, then slaps my cheek again.

“Asset ready for feeding,” the tech notes.

“Next,” the tech says, and the handlers work as a team. One man unstraps my legs, yanks me up by the hair, and shoves a thick gag into my mouth. “Wouldn’t want you to start mooing too early,” he says.

The woman handler takes a big rubber bulb from a drawer, coats it with lube, and rams it up my ass. I thrash, but the men hold me still, one on each shoulder.

“There’s the fighting spirit. Keep it up, and we’ll double your intake.” She says. Then I feel it. She attaches a tube, filling my ass with warm, stinging liquid.

My belly distends, the pressure growing unbearable. When she finally stops, I’m panting through my nose, tears streaming down my face.

The tech records my numbers, then looks up. “Sedate her now,” he says. “The director wants her awake for the next phase, but we need the edge off.”

The woman handler preps a syringe, then jams it into the meat of my thigh. The effect is instant—the pain remains, but my muscles relax. I can’t move, not really, just tremble in place.

They left me on the table for a while. My body floats, but my mind is clear, every humiliation burning through the haze.

I hear the tech: “Reclaimed asset, intake complete. Transfer to the breeding shed after processing.”

The woman handler leans in and whispers in my ear, “You’re lucky, cow. If I had more time with you, you’d be black and blue.”

She kisses my forehead. I want to bite her, but my jaw is locked.

They roll me off the table, onto my hands and knees. The pain from the caning flares, but I can’t support myself. The handlers laugh.

“Look at her, all broken in. Get the mitts on so we can go,” says one.

“She’s got good hips,” says the one who kneels down and places those dreaded mitts on one. “Good for breeding.”

I never thought I’d be back on all fours, and when the handler straps my back legs into place, it’s like I never left. The outside feels like a distant dream.

They led me, crawling, out of the intake room. My head swims. I want to scream, but the gag in my mouth turns it into a muffled animal sound.

As they drag me outside, I catch my reflection in a window: the collar heavy on my neck, tag in my ear, tube taped under one eye, milk and blood and snot streaking my body. I look like nothing human.

I try to remind myself I’m more than this, but all I can think is that this is what I deserve for coming back.

The handlers tie a short lead to my collar, then pass me off to a new set of hands at the next door.

“This cow is ready for breeding, per the director’s request,” the woman handler says, voice bright.

The new handler looks me over, then grins. “She put up a fight, I see.”

They walk me on all fours across the dirt-packed ground. A path I took not that long ago with Mason holding my leash, but there is a stark difference between him and these handlers. Mason looked ready to puke, filled with hopelessness as he walked me to the breeding room, but these handlers are filled with sadistic glee, happily leading me to be bred forcibly.

I expect to go right to the exam room, but I’m led to a square metal box with thick bars as a door. “Get in.” The handler snaps, and I move forward into the small space. Every part of me hurts as I lie down. He slams the door closed, locking it and walking away. My world is sharp and ugly right now, but at least I know what comes next. There’s comfort in certainty, even if it’s hell.

I close my eyes and remind myself time is ticking down on this hell. Have I been here a whole day now? So, there are only four more days before Hutchins and the elders realize that a lowly hucow got the better of them. No matter what happens, I need to stay strong.

The pain in my thighs won’t let me sleep, but my mind slips in and out, rocking gently on the chemical aftertaste of the sedative. I drift for a while, images of my men flick through my head, until the click of the lock brings me back.

The door opens. Two handlers bend down to look at me. This pair are even rougher than the last. The first is squat and fat, with a face like a bruised plum. Grey hair dots his temples. He’s already got the lead ready. The second is younger, freckled, and grins the way a kid might before pulling wings off a fly.

“This is the cow that escaped,” the freckled one says, and kicks my foot until I rouse. “Don’t look like much.”

I don’t want to move, but the lead tightens around my collar and jerks me to my knees. I try to get my feet under me, but the plug in my ass, the tube in my nose, and the brutal ache in my thighs make every movement a struggle. My tits swing heavy under me, leaking with every sway. The handlers laugh and start walking before I’m ready, dragging me so that I stumble and sprawl on the floor. My body scrapes along the mat, then the hallway, but they don’t care.

The plum-faced handler lets out a long, theatrical sigh. “Why is she being so difficult? You’d think after the first round she’d be happy to get filled by a stud’s cock.”

The freckled one leans down, yanking my head up by the ear tag. “She was with the rebels, remember? They must have filled her head with ideas that she’s somebody special. That means we've gotta break her twice as hard so she remembers her place.”

They led me down a new corridor, the smells of bleach and piss warring for dominance. This part of the building is older—paint chipped and curling, the floors scored with grooves from thousands of shuffling feet, or knees. They do not hide the windows here; they want you to see what’s waiting.

We pass by pens—real, welded-metal cages with rubber matting and water dispensers mounted to the bars. Most of them are empty, but a few have hucows in them, hunched and docile, their bodies pillowy and soft, breasts engorged to the point of deformity, the nasal tubes fixed with green tape instead of white. Some are tethered in place by short chains, heads down, drooling onto the mat. I see one with a fresh tattoo on her flank—some kind of barcode. The sight makes my guts twist, but the handlers only speed up.

What is this place? It looks like some sort of laboratory. Horror washes over me at the possibility that they are experimenting on some hucows.

This section of the breeding facility is not familiar to me, and a sliver of fear washes over me. I’m led into a room at the end of the corridor.

“Welcome home, cow,” the freckled handler says, voice mocking.

The first room is a holding area, but they walk me straight through to the main event: the breeding parlor. This is nothing like the last breeding room where they bred the hucows one at a time. Here, everything is designed for efficiency. Rows of padded breeding stocks, each with heavy restraints. Overhead rails to hoist or reposition the livestock. There’s a station on one side for cleaning and prepping, and a glass observation deck above, where a shadow moves behind mirrored glass. I know who watches.

I try to pull back, to resist, but the handlers are ready. The plum-faced one lifts me by the waist, easy as a sack of grain, and plops me onto a padded bench in front of the breeding stocks. This must be a prep area. The bench is low, forcing my knees apart, my ass barely hanging over the edge. My feet don’t touch the floor.

The freckled handler gets to work immediately. He grabs my head, turns it to face him, and removes the plug from my mouth. “Don’t make a sound, or I’ll break your jaw,” he whispers, eyes flat.

He wipes the drool and blood from my chin, then shoves two fingers into my mouth, fishing around until he’s satisfied. “Good girl,” he says, then slaps my face for good measure.

The other handler tugs my arms behind my back, cuffs them at the wrists, then threads a strap between my elbows to force them closer. The position makes my chest jut forward obscenely. They’re not gentle—every buckle is cinched until my joints creak.

Freckle-face leans in close, speaking slowly like I’m stupid. “The director says you get priority. If we’re lucky, you’ll have triplets.”

Triplets? How is that possible? Unless-my mind flits back to the hucow I just saw with obscenely large udders and bloated bellies. They must be using something to guarantee multiple births.

He spreads my legs wider, exposing everything. “I bet you’ll settle for anything that’s got a cock.”

I glare at him, biting down on my tongue, and he laughs. “Still got fire? Good. I can’t wait to see it fade from your eyes.”

They left me there, trussed up and spread, for several minutes. I can hear other cows down the hall — the soft whimpers and occasional lowing, the wet slurp of the milking pumps. I see movement overhead—Director Hutchins watching, no doubt, recording every humiliation.

The next handler that enters is dressed differently—medical smock over the jumpsuit, and a tray in one hand. He ignores my face, goes straight for my chest, and cleans the nipples with a cold alcohol swab.

They have milking pumps running along the walls here, and he affixes a suction cup to each nipple. The pull is instant—harsher than the rebel pumps, less forgiving. My milk floods the tubing, white and hot. The pain of it is eclipsed only by the pressure release, which makes me shudder.

The handler notes the volume on a pad, then leans down to check the engorgement in my lower belly. He prods with expert fingers, making little “tsk” noises. “You’re full of shit,” he remarks, and signals to someone out of sight.

Another female handler comes in, a bottle in one hand, a tube in the other. “Can’t breed her like this. It needs to be cleaned out.”

She pushes the tube in me, still lubed from the earlier enema, and squeezes the bottle hard. The liquid burns on the way in, then flows out in a rush, splattering against the mat. My humiliation is total, but they aren’t even looking at my face. I’m just a project to them, a vessel to prepare for the next stage.

When they’re satisfied, they wipe me off and slap my ass. “Ready now.”

They unlock the bench and half-carry me to the breeding stock. It’s worse than it looked from the entrance. The padded U in front forces my torso down, arms still pinned, and my knees are fixed in place by cuffs locked to the floor. My ass sticks out behind, helpless. The collar is snapped to a metal post, holding my head level.

The handlers step back, and I hear a distinct grunting sound nearby.

For a moment, nothing happens. The world goes still; the only sound is the whirr of the milk pump and the drip of my own fluids onto the mat.

Then the stud enters, led by two handlers on a double lead. It’s a bull, but not like the others I’ve seen. He’s all muscle, but he’s got a blankness in his eyes, lacking any form of intelligence. He has the same nasal tube as I do and a thick steel collar. His cock is already hard, jutting from a sheath at his groin. He moves straight toward me with zero hesitation, but the handlers hold him back.

The thought of this creature touching me makes me feel sick. I want my men. Tears fill my eyes as they lead him closer.

“Stop.” Some shouts, and my heart skips a beat in relief.

A doctor in a white lab coat comes in with a scowl on his face. “She was supposed to be brought to medical for an exam first.”

The doctor is furious—so much so that his lips blanch out to a thin wet line and his hands actually tremble as he yanks gloves from a wall dispenser. “You morons ever read a protocol sheet?” His gaze is so withering that both handlers shrink. He doesn’t even look at me as he barks, “It needs to be checked internally before we can begin code yellow protocol or it could hamper the results if something is wrong with the reproductive tract.”

He’s not young, and not kind, but he has the brittle authority of a man who’s seen a hundred handlers fuck this up and is done pretending it matters. He fishes out a hard, cold instrument tray from the wall, and wheels it over, snapping on a headlamp. Not even a pretense of privacy—just out in the open. The bull pacing and grunting, held back by his handlers behind the gate now.

The doctor sighs, mumbling about idiots and messing up his experiments. I was right in my assumption that they are doing something with the hucows that’s not normal procedure. Is this a secret orchestrated by Hutchins, or do the Elders have a hand in it as well?

The doctor moves behind me and pushes two fingers deep in my cunt without warning, scraping his gloves along my walls, then adds a third, stretching me wide.

He isn’t gentle, nor concerned about hurting me. He works my cunt like he’s scraping out paste, then pulls his fingers free, and without warning jams a metal tool in after. I jerk against the restraints, but there’s no escaping the rough treatment.

He twists the dial until it bites at my walls and locks open. My thighs start to tremble, but the restraints hold me steady. The doctor barely spares me a look; his face is all concentration as he twists his hand, then withdraws to jab at my cervix with a black-tipped swab.

He mutters under his breath, pulling out a scanning wand and running it along my belly. It beeps, and he scowls at the results. “Of course,” he says, voice flat and disgusted. “You idiots tried to breed a pregnant cow.” He slams the wand onto the tray and turns to the handlers. “She’s already knocked up. Not a candidate for Protocol Yellow until after she gives birth to the calf.”

I’m pregnant? It’s a shock, but I shouldn’t be surprised. I knew I was very fertile, and we’ve been going at it like rabbits, so we knew this was inevitable. I just wish I wasn’t here when I found out, and it’s another reason that virus needed to work fast.

The doctor wipes his gloves off on my thigh, like I’m little more than a disposable rag. “There's no point in wasting any more time on her. Put her with the regular herd until she drops, then bring her back to me.”

The handlers groan in unison. “Can’t we just use her quickly before we take her to the regular barn? She’s already here, strapped down, and ready.” The freckled one says, sounding genuinely put out that they went through all this effort for nothing.

The doctor shakes his head, all stone face and acid in his voice. “No. She’s not that far along, so no cock for her until she’s in the second trimester. Use the stimulation rod only on low.” He gives my ass a hard, dismissive smack. “She’s useless to me until her womb’s empty. Take her away while I go tell the director.”

I’m not looking forward to returning to the stalls and being milked twenty-four seven, but something tells me had I not been pregnant I would have faced a worse fate.


Chapter Six

It’s only been four days, but it might as well be a lifetime.

They keep the stalls humid enough that everything smells of skin and milk and rubber. The air is thick with the sound of moaning. It’s a constant drone punctuated by the whir of pumps. The pumps attached to our udders come on when we’re full and then shut off when we’re empty. In between, we sleep, or try to. I feel like I’m in limbo with the lack of anything to mark time except when they shut down the barn at night.

There’s no warmth here, just row on row of livestock, each of us locked into our own hell.

I wake with a taste of metal in my mouth. I’ve been too vocal so they’ve silenced me with a bit that makes my jaw ache, like I’ve been grinding my teeth all night, but what’s worse is the suction cups that have left me raw: two heavy-duty industrial flanges, one for each nipple, clamped tight until a handler releases them. The tubing snakes away into the rafters, where it joins the main milk line. I can’t see it, but I know every drop is measured and tallied.

I try to move, but it’s useless. My wrists are raw from the shackles, and my neck is stiff from being forced to face the wall inches from my face. I’d love to be let out of the stall for some exercise. I don’t even care that I have to crawl, but something as humane as exercise is not a priority.

What I want doesn’t matter. Cows don’t get a choice. We are here for milking and breeding only.

The mitts are humbling: thick rubber gloves, locked at the wrist, keeping my hands curled into useless clubs. Sometimes I dream I have fingers again, that I can reach out and touch the face of the men I love, or even my own face, but it’s just that-a dream.

My ankles are locked, too, each one snapped to a steel ring embedded in the floor, legs spread. Easy access for the handlers to give us our daily enemas or stimulate us with the rods until we orgasm and our milk is flowing like white rivers.

My nose itches. I try to rub it against my shoulder, but the feeding tube taped under my right eye gets in the way. The tube runs down my throat and into my stomach, where it delivers a slurry of mush and drugs on a steady drip. If I try to puke, it burns, but nothing comes up. I don’t even have the dignity of hunger anymore.

Now and then, a handler comes by to check my lines. Most don’t even look at my face; they just pop the cups off my nipples for a few minutes, checking for infection or blocked ducts, and move on. They don’t see the girl inside. They only see the cow.

The injections come twice a day. Always the same: a slap to the thigh, the sting of the needle, then a hot flush that makes my heart race and my skin crawl. I heard one handler call it the “Compliance cocktail.” It’s the dreaded shots that will eventually turn even the smartest person into a mindless animal.

The worst is the stimulation rod.

They started using it on me the second day, when they realized I was struggling to produce. It’s a thick, rubber, vibrating phallus-shaped wand at the end of a long pole. Sometimes they push it inside me, fucking me with it and sometimes they just press it against my clit, but the effect is always the same: my brain goes white with lust, my moans fill the stall and I cum so hard, I feel like I’m not in my body at all.

The aftershocks linger, leaving me pleasantly dazed. It’s the only escape I get here, and I’ve grown eager to feel it inside me.

Today, I got the rod first thing in the morning. A handler—only a little older than myself — was drawn to my stall’s flashing light signalling my milk output was low. He yawned, looking bored as leans over my back, squeezing my udders to see how full I was, and noticing the trickle of milk coming out.

He never says a word, just shoves my thighs apart, not gently, and presses the wand right against the seam of my cunt. He flicks the switch, and the first pulse makes me spasm, hips bucking up and begging for more.

He laughs, and presses harder.

I feel my clit swell, my cunt twitching, and then the orgasm tears through me, so sudden it leaves me sobbing. My milk sprays in heavy bursts into the cups. The machine greedily sucks it down the tubes as fast as I can produce it.

He waits for me to finish, then turns the rod off and wipes it on my thigh.

“That’s better,” he says, and gives my ass a slap before moving on to the next stall.

The rest of the day passes in a blur of machines and injections. The only thing that keeps me anchored is the ache in my breasts—a constant, hot pressure that never really goes away, no matter how much they drain from me.

I think about the outside, about Gage and Mason and Conner. I picture them breaking through the doors, guns blazing, dragging me out of here on their shoulders. They’ll come any day now. The video must be going live soon.

The lights fade to red; the night cycle. Most of the hucows quiet down, but a few keep lowing, the sound leaking through the walls like a sick lullaby. I close my eyes and try to dream of anywhere but this place.

Soon. It’s a chant in my head daily.

They can milk me, drug me, lock me down—but they can’t touch the part of me that’s waiting. The part that remembers who I am.

I drift, and I wait for the virus to blow the lid off the domes. They might call me a cow, but they don’t know what I really am-a Trojan horse, sent to destroy them.

I come to in the morning, mouth dry, face sticky from the slow ooze of drool around the bit. The barn is alive already, handlers yelling at the more stubborn livestock, pumps running at full tilt. For a minute I lie still, dreaming that I’m somewhere else, maybe in a bed with clean sheets, maybe in the compound with Mason’s arms around me, or Gage growling his dirty jokes into my ear.

I’m thinking about the time I spent with the rebels, about the way Mason used to lift me into his lap and make me feel like a person.

The sound of heavy footsteps approaching my stall jolts me from my pleasant thoughts. A shift in the air sends a shiver up my spine. I can feel the fine hairs on my arms stand on end as the boots halt just outside my enclosure. Every nerve in my body is alert, a visceral warning coursing through me, urging me to brace for whoever looms just beyond my vision.

A voice—smug, dripping with sadistic energy—slices through the animal din. “Hello, cow. Did you miss me?”

Every muscle in my body seizes up. I know that voice. The memory is as sharp as a blade, cutting through the haze of drugs and exhaustion: the cocksure smirk, the way he would lean in too close on intake day, the power he got from seeing someone break. Wes. The handler who almost broke me during intake, and the one the rebels left bleeding on the barn floor when they yanked me to freedom.

His silhouette blocks out the light for a second as he leans over me, arms folded across his chest, eyes raking over my helpless body. He whistles—a long, slow note—and then clicks his tongue in mock disappointment.

I can’t move, but every cell in me is screaming. I want to spit at him, to bite and claw, but all I can do is stare and try to keep the fear from leaking out of my eyes. He’s the last person I wanted to see, and right now.

I feel bile rising in my throat, but the feeding tube keeps it down. My body is trembling, and I hate that he can see it. He steps closer, and strokes my hair back from my forehead, the way you might soothe a nervous animal.

“Thought you’d gotten away from me, did you?” He swore they wouldn’t get away with it, and now here I am, back in the barns and under his mercy.

He grabs the line that runs from the feeding tube to my nose, tugging at it just enough to make my eyes water. “Heard the rebels put a calf in your belly,” he says, voice low. “At least they did something right.”

He moves behind me, running his gloved hands down my spine, then gropes my ass, kneading it like dough. “Shame about the pregnancy, though. I heard you were supposed to be sent to the testing barn. Protocol Yellow. That would have been justice, but got to keep the calf safe. Don’t worry though, as soon as you deliver the doc will send for you.”

My fear is so thick I can’t breathe. Wes grins as my eyes widen in terror, getting off on my fear. He slides a finger along my lower lips. “This hole is off limits, but,” he slides a finger along the seam of my ass, right up to where the plug sits, “they never said anything about your other holes.”

“Nice and tight, too. I remember this ass. Remember it very well.”

He works the plug out with slow, twisting motions. When it pops free, there’s a wet noise, and I feel the sudden, awful emptiness. He holds the plug in front of my face for a second, then tosses it onto the floor.

“I missed this,” Wes says. He unzips his fly, then shoves his cock up against my crack, rubbing it back and forth. The smell of him—musky and sour—makes my stomach churn. I want to gag, but the bit blocks the way.

He doesn’t waste time. He spits on his hand, slaps it on my asshole, and lines himself up. The first push is blinding; even after days of plugs and probes, nothing prepares me for the way he forces his way in. My whole body tightens, legs straining against the chains, but the restraints mean I can’t move a centimeter away.

“Aw, don’t tell me you’re shy,” he mocks, ramming in harder, deeper. “You’re a fucking cow. This is what you’re for.”

He grabs my hips and pulls me onto him, burying himself to the hilt. I feel the hair at his groin scrape my skin, the rough rhythm as he starts to thrust. He doesn’t bother letting me adjust, doesn’t even pretend to care if it hurts. He just pounds away, grunting, each time slamming me forward so my udders shake.

The pain is sharp, but under it, the same old betrayal: my body, tuned and trained by days of injections and forced orgasms, starts to react. My clit swells, my cunt leaks, and soon I’m grinding back against him even though I want to do nothing but die.

“Fuck, you’re leaking everywhere,” he laughs. “Like a slut cow. Bet you love it, huh?”

He reaches around and jams two fingers into my cunt, pushing deep, pumping in time with his cock in my ass. The friction is unbearable, every nerve in my lower body set on fire. I make a sound—part scream, part moan.

“That’s it,” Wes coos. “That’s my good little cow.” He leans over and rips a milking cup free from my udder with a wet plop. Milk sprays across the mat, making a mess in my stall.

He fucks me harder, slapping my ass with one hand while twisting my raw teat with the other. I want to bite him, claw him, do anything, but my arms are pinned and my teeth are useless. All I can do is take it, feel it, drown in it.

He leans in, lips brushing my ear. “You know,” he whispers, “Did it feel good thinking you were free? Had yourself a boyfriend—maybe two out there? I bet you let them use you any way they wanted. Can take the cow out of the barn, but not the slut out of the cow.”

I snarl, but he just laughs.

He rams in deep, holds it, then shudders as he comes. I can feel it, the sudden spreading warmth inside, the way his whole body goes rigid with satisfaction. He sighs, pulls out, and slaps my ass again, harder than before.

“That’s the thing about cows,” he says, catching his breath. “No matter how far you run, you always come back to the barn.”

He wipes himself off on my back, then zips up and stands over me. For a second, he just looks at me, head cocked to one side, like he’s waiting for me to break.

I refuse to give him the satisfaction.

“I’ll be back every day to fuck that ass, bitch, until your mind turns to mush and you forget who I am.” He laughs. “It’ll be no fun when you forget why I’m torturing you.” He walks out without looking back, leaving me leaking and shaking, ass throbbing and cunt still spasming until a handler comes and reattaches the cup to my udder and pushes the plug back in my battered ass.

Shame and rage fill me. I think about the virus ticking away in the Director’s system. Soon. I picture the whole dome lighting up with the truth; the elders watching in horror as their secrets spill out for everyone to see and for the first time in days I smile.


Chapter Seven

It’s not until a few days later that I realize something has changed.

The barn is running as normal, but the handlers are off their rhythm. Normally they glide from pen to pen, with methodical efficiency, but today it’s chaos. Wes seemed more agitated the day before and didn’t stick around to taunt me. He seemed on edge and distracted.

A woman with a clipboard runs in and out of the milking aisles, making notes and speeding off. They seem short staffed and there are not enough handlers to handle all the hucows. Light flashes for a long time before someone comes to stimulate the hucows. A few handlers have odd looks on their faces, sweaty and pale like they’ve seen a ghost. They just stand in the aisles, not bothering to check on the cows.

No one comes by my stall until late, and when they do, it’s the worst possible person. Wes. He’s not smiling. His eyes are red-rimmed, and there’s a fresh cut on his cheek, bandaged with a strip of medical tape that’s already stained through. He ignores the trembling heifers in the other stalls and goes straight for me, pulling up my chin so hard my teeth grind against the bit.

“You fucking bitch,” he hisses. “You think you’re clever?”

I stare back. My lips are numb from the clamp, but I glare at him with every ounce of hate left in me.

Wes shoves my face away, grabs the milking cups, and rips them off with a violence he’s never used before. Milk splatters on the floor, spraying his boots and my legs. He doesn’t wipe it up. Just glares at me, then storms out. I hear him screaming at someone outside the barn.

There’s something wrong. Even the other cows sense it. The air has filled with a sense of urgency, half the girls crying or calling for help, the rest too far gone from drugs to notice, remaining catatonic in their stalls. I sense the collective unease of handlers and guards alike. The food line has stopped, giving my head a chance to clear.

Above it all is a new sound: an electronic whine, high-pitched and relentless, echoing through the air ducts. It started in the early morning and hasn’t stopped since.

Something is coming.

The first clue is the absence of the director. Hutchins always made his rounds during the afternoon, stopping at my stall, his heavy tread and fake smile letting me know exactly how little he cares about treating human beings as livestock, but I haven’t seen or heard him in days. Not even his grating voice on the intercom.

I don’t let myself hope. It’s probably nothing. Probably just another shift in their torturous little schedule. But the nagging itch in my spine keeps growing, and I can’t help but notice: the compliance shots are coming late, and sometimes not at all.

There’s a scream from somewhere close by, sharp and human, not the animal wail I’m used to hearing in the barn. The handlers are fighting, literally: two of them tackle each other to the ground, and when the woman in the lab coat tries to separate them, she gets elbowed in the face.

I feel the fear in the air, but it’s not coming from me. It’s from them.

I hear the sound of boots running, not walking. My tongue is so dry it sticks to my teeth. I try to move my jaw, but the bit has been there so long it feels fused in place.

A large group of farm guards enter. Not the usual ones—these are men I’ve never seen before, each of them in full riot gear, faceplates down, clubs and zip ties at their hips. They march through the barn, checking stalls, sometimes grabbing a cow by the collar and yanking her head up. One of them tries to read my tag, then shrugs and moves on. I hear them muttering, “What’s the point? They’ll be dead or freed by tonight.”

Dead or freed. The words echo in my skull. I want to scream, to ask what’s happening, but the bit reduces it to a pathetic moan. The guards ignore me talking into their radios with frantic urgency.

Then, as night falls, all hell breaks loose.

It starts with a rumble—a deep, seismic shake that knocks dust from the ceiling and rattles every stall. The alarms blare, not the normal shift change chime but a wild howl that hurts my ears. The lights flicker, then switch to deep blue, bathing the barn in a sick underwater glow.

There are loud sounds in the distance. Quick bursts and louder bangs. My heart races with excitement. Is it explosions? Gunfire? The riot guards run to the doors, weapons out, while the regular handlers cower behind the benches, some of them screaming for help.

Someone throws open the main doors and a wall of cold air slams in, thick with the smell of smoke and burning plastic. Shapes burst in through the haze—figures in black, not the dome’s uniforms, but heavier, armored, faces covered in visors.

The rebels are here!

The first wave is all speed and violence: flashbangs go off, blinding white, and the guards are swarmed, bullets flying, but the rebels keep coming, teasing and zip-tying the riot guards in seconds. One handler gets his head smashed into a stall wall, blood spraying the wood.

A man in a black mask ducks into the aisle, scanning the row. For a second, our eyes meet, and my heart lurches in my chest.

“Here!” he yells, and two more rebels rush to my stall. They cut the lines, snapped the shackles, and pried the bit from my mouth. The first inhale burns so badly I choke and nearly pass out.

“Holy shit, she’s alive,” one says, voice trembling. “Did the drugs do any damage? Do you think we got to her in time?”

“Doesn’t matter, she’s still my girl,” says the first. He yanks the mitts off my hands, massaging my fingers back to life. “Mira. You remember your name, right?”

I nod, dizzy, barely able to see through my tears. I know this man, dreamed of him at night, hoping he’d come.

He holds my shoulders, steadying me. “Mira, do you know who I am?”

Of course I fucking do! I say to myself. I look up at the man I love more than life itself, and tears fill my eyes. His mask is torn at the jaw, showing a stubble patch that feels like heaven between my legs. His gray-blue eyes stare into mine, full of love and hope.

“Gage?” I whisper.

He rips the mask off, and there he is — my Gage, battered but alive, his jaw set and eyes wild with relief and terror. “We’re here, babe. We’re getting you out.”

My knees buckle, but he catches me, cradling me like I’m made of glass. I can’t speak. Every muscle in my body feels like it’s on fire.

The other rebels are smashing locks, freeing the other cows, one by one. Most collapse instantly, muscles atrophied from weeks or months in the stalls. A few are lucid enough to scramble up and grab at their rescuers, begging for help. The air is thick with the smell of smoke and blood.

Gage holds me close and runs for the door. I cling to him, unable to believe he’s real. He ducks through the fire-scorched hallway, dodges a fallen body, and bursts into the night.

Outside, the world is in chaos.

The dome’s main building is in flames. I see shapes running, hear the crackle of gunfire, the pop of explosives. People are flooding the main area—hundreds, maybe thousands—most in civilian clothes, some in rebel black. There are banners waving overhead, painted with words I can barely read. “NO MORE COWS.” “FUCK THE FACTIONS.” “FREE THE HERD.”

There’s a moment where everything slows, and I realize: the video worked. The truth is out.

Gage sprints past a burning service cart and heads towards a truck, where Mason is waiting, clutching a battered shotgun.

“Holy shit, is that—” Mason stares at me, then grins so wide it nearly splits his face. “You beautiful, stubborn girl.”

Gage sets me down gently. I collapse onto the dirt, barely able to feel my legs. Mason drops beside me and hugs me so tight my ribs creak.

“We thought you were dead,” he mutters, voice raw.

“Mason.” I say, and then I start to cry, fat, ugly sobs that shake my whole body.

Gage rubs my back, his hand trembling. “We’re not done. There’s more inside. You can rest now—we’ll finish it.”

“No,” I croak. “I need… I need to see them.”

He hesitates, then nods. “Okay. Stay close. Stay low.”

Mason grabs some clothes out of the truck and helps me dress. He and Gage each take an arm and help me to my feet. My head swims, but the chilly night air wakes me up.

We head back toward the barn. The doors are blown open, smoke pouring out. Inside, the rebels are still clearing the aisles, dragging handlers out by their heels and zip-tying them to the pipes overhead.

Conner is there too. I see him first as a silhouette against the flames, his hair wild, eyes rimmed with red. He’s holding a woman in his arms—a hucow, unconscious and limp. He sees me and freezes, mouth open.

I break from Gage and Mason and run to him, legs wobbly but gaining speed. I crash into his chest, and he hugs me so tight I can’t breathe.

“You’re here,” he chokes out.

“I am,” I sob. For a second, we just stand there, clinging to each other, letting the world burn around us.

Behind us, the other rebels are freeing the last of the cows. Most are too far gone to understand what is happening, but they’re alive, and for now, that’s enough.

Sirens wail in the distance. The crowd in the ruined dome is growing, a sea of bodies pressing toward the barn, voices rising in a single, thunderous roar. I catch glimpses of banners, makeshift shields, weapons.

The factions are done. I can feel it in my bones.

Gage grabs my hand. “Let’s go home, baby. We’re done here.”

Home. That sounds like heaven.

The air is thick with smoke and tears and the sound of a revolution.

I catch sight of Wes, crumpled in the corner of the barn, face bloodied and hands zip-tied behind his back. He looks up at me, hate burning in his eyes.

I spit at him. “Who’s the one restrained now, motherfucker?”

Gage laughs low, and wild, and we keep moving.

By the time we reach the main exit, the area is a war zone. The dome’s security forces are in full retreat, the crowd pushing them back with rocks, bats, anything they can find, and I can’t stop smiling.

Mason grins, teeth flashing in the firelight. “You did it, Mira. You broke the world.”

I guess I fucking did. “I couldn’t have done it without you three, and I love you all so much.”

“We love you too, and you’re never leaving our sight again.” Conner says.

Behind me, the barn burns.

Ahead, a new world awaits.

And for the first time, I want to see what comes next.

THREE MONTHS LATER

The sun shines down on the outdoor arena. I’m standing next to the three men who mean the world to me. Gage positioned behind me with one hand cradling my stomach. My belly is just starting to swell, and the men can’t stop caressing it. When I told them they were going to be dad’s Mason hollered in excitement, Conner had tears in his eyes, and Gage had become my fiercest protector, barely leaving me alone for longer than an hour. He’s convinced it’ll be a boy, but Conner says it’s a girl. Mason doesn’t care. He just kisses it every morning like it’s a little bomb, ticking away, getting ready to remake the world.

Today, we’re here for the trial.

It’s less a trial and more of a lynching. The city elders—what’s left of them—are lined up in chains, faces pale and splotchy under the sun. Director Hutchins stands in the middle-hunched over and looking pathetic.

The verdict is quick. They’ll be executed, along with the guards and handlers that backed them to the end. Hutchins doesn’t flinch, doesn’t even blink as they drag him away.

All I feel is immense relief that this is all over. I kiss each of them, saving Conner for last. He holds me, his hands warm on my belly.

For the first time in forever, the future doesn’t terrify me.

THE END!

Friend me on Facebook under Lucy Moo or follow my INSTAGRAM page: lucymoo2023
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