

Unexpected Hucow




Chapter One

A woman’s pitiful cries have me stumbling to a stop on the sidewalk. Other people are quick to follow suit when our attention is drawn to two uniformed men dragging a young woman barely old enough to be out of high school from a flower shop up ahead. The look on her youthful, tear-stained face is complete misery.

It’s the middle of the afternoon and I’d like to say this is a rare occurrence, but happens at least once or twice every few months. Possibly more often, in private instances where the public is spared, the distressing sight of seeing another girl’s life forever changed by a biological anomaly beyond her control.

The front of the girl’s shirt is stained dark across her well-endowed chest; evidence of why these men are dragging her towards a white van parked next to the curb. She’s among the unfortunate few possessing the dormant hucow gene, causing lactation.

No one knows why it happens or which woman carries the cursed gene until suddenly their tits are leaking the creamy white stuff. Age also plays a role. If it’s going to happen to you, then it will happen between the ages of eighteen and twenty. If you make it past that age, then you’re free to plan your future.

If you don’t and your body starts producing milk, then your freedom and life as a human are over. You are now the HFA’s property, reduced to the status of livestock. It’s off to a hucow farm where you’ll spend the rest of your days getting milked and worse, being forced to breed over and over.

Hucow sympathy activists have been advocating for years to end the breeding practices of hucows, deeming it inhumane and equivalent to an illegal brothel where men have unrestricted breeding access to hucows. They treat them like nothing more than holes to stick their cocks into, but the government refuses to budge on the subject.

“Please, no! It’s only a small spot of milk. It will go away.” The poor young lady cries as the two men drag her closer to the van by her arms while she struggles. She’s no match for the two beefy men, but doesn’t give up. They show no sympathy for her plight, ignoring her desperate pleading.

Two more guards stand sentry at the open door of the van, one holding a gun, reminding the gathering crowd of onlookers not to interfere.

Their badges glint under the sun, displaying HFA insignia over the top of our country's flag. HFA stands for Hucow Farming Authority and they have the right by law to take the poor girl into custody, and no one can stop them.

I can’t help but feel pity at seeing her struggle and scream as her life is torn away from her. The fear and desperation in her eyes makes me want to help her, but I can’t. It’s too late for her. The many other people around realize the same thing. Most of them have similar looks of pity on their faces, but others, mainly the men, leer at the girl with a glint in their eyes. Most of them are probably thinking about fucking her.

It’s a disgusting practice that women are expected to accept. I can’t say all men visit the farms regularly, but most do, and their wives and girlfriends are not supposed to get upset about it.

My boyfriend and I have had a few arguments over it. I despised his trips to the local farm with his buddies. It’s a sore subject, and legally I have no grounds to be mad. It’s not considered cheating since the hucows they are fucking are nothing more than livestock. While I disagreed, we’ve reached a compromise. He doesn’t tell me when he and his friend go. Every few weeks, when he disappears with his friends, I pretend he’s at a bar, watching football, and having a few beers.

Denial is probably not the best way to handle it, but it’s that or I remain single the rest of my life. It would be almost impossible to find a man who is faithful to his partner when there are barns full of free pussy a few hours away.

Men are encouraged by the HFA to visit the farms regularly. Something about the hucows needing constant sexual stimulation to live healthy, productive lives. I think it’s all bullshit and another way for men to exploit the poor girls unlucky enough to carry the milking gene, but I can’t be sure.

I’ve never been to a hucow farm. No women are permitted access to a farm unless they arrive with leaking chests and in the back of an HFA van.

Another commotion catches everyone’s attention when an older woman and another guard stumble out of the flower shop door. The guard is trying to hold the woman back as she cries and tries to reach out to the young girl.

“Stop. No! That’s my daughter. You can’t do this.” She cries.

“Ma’am. Please step back.” The guard says. “This is HFA business, and it’s our job to take the new hucow into custody. I will arrest you if you continue to interfere.”

The older woman is shaking her head as tears pour down her face. “But she’s my only daughter and just turned eighteen last week. She’s my baby girl.” The woman wails.

“Sorry ma’am, but the flower shop owner called as soon as she noticed the hucow lactating. It’s the law to report it immediately so we can collect the hucow for processing.” He points at the lactating girl, who is now being pushed into a steel crate in the back of the van. “That is no longer your daughter. That is a hucow and now property of the state by law.”

I catch how he refers to the woman’s daughter and my stomach sours. That, not her, he said. Instantly striping away her identity and reducing her to nothing but an object. It’s dehumanizing and done on purpose.

“No, no, no.” The woman drops to her knees and covers her face with her hands, sobbing uncontrollably. The sight makes my heart hurt. Thankfully, another lady kneels down next to her and rubs her back, trying to soothe her.

As the woman collapses in grief, the guard backs off, heading to the van. They close the door and the crying girl can no longer be heard. The only sounds now are from the mother who just lost her daughter.

The van drives away and the street returns to normal as men and women move around the fallen woman who’s grieving the loss of her daughter and continue on with their day. It’s just the way life is.

I glance at the distraught mother one more time before walking away. What could I say to her, anyway? Sorry your daughter is now a hucow? Nothing will help her now except time. Maybe eventually the pain will lessen and she’ll move on with life like all the other parents have to do.

Thankfully, I just turned twenty-one a few months ago and myself and my family have avoided the same fate. I’ve passed the danger zone and my tits are milk free. Checking my watch, I smile. I have a date with my boyfriend tonight and I think he might be popping the question.

Anticipation and nervous excitement fill me at the thought of getting married.

I know he has been holding off until we were sure I didn’t carry the gene. It would be terrible to marry a woman, only to have the gene present itself shortly after you’ve tied the knot and began your life together.

It’s smart to wait. I’ve heard of couples not waiting and they got married at eighteen only to have their marriage annulled when the wife spontaneously begins producing milk and gets ripped out of her loving husband’s arms and sent off to a farm.

There is nothing holding us back now, and I’m looking forward to taking the next step and maybe when we are married, he will be less likely to visit the farms if he has free pussy in his bed every night.

I can only hope.


Chapter Two

Dinner with my boyfriend, Duncan Rutherfeld Jr., is always a flashy affair. He picks the most expensive restaurants or venues that cater to the rich and famous. He’s not famous, but he is rich and his family name is well known since his father built the largest shipping company this side of the country.

He can be a pompous ass sometimes, but he is good to me. I glance down at my dress and smile. It’s another gift from Duncan. A red cocktail dress that’s both stylish and a little risque. It covers all the important bits, but a bit too short to be considered conservative, and my tits look like they are about to escape. Actually, the dress seems a little too small up top. Duncan is usually spot on with my size, but the material is tight and making my chest ache.

I ignore the discomfort and walk into the restaurant to find it completely empty. Is it closed? I make sure I’m at the right address when the hostess approaches me. “Miss. Micheals right this way.”

How does she know who I am? I follow her mutely to a table in the back next to a wall of windows overlooking the bay. It’s beautiful and standing next to the table is my boyfriend with a sexy smirk on his face and wearing a tuxedo.

Holy shit! He’s so handsome and I’m struck speechless for the second time.

“Hey, baby.” He says and reaches for my hand, kissing the top of it as his eyes dip down to take in my body.

“Where is everyone?”

“I wanted to have you all to myself tonight. I booked the entire place so we would have some privacy. Tonight is special and you look beautiful.”

My heart pounds in my chest, making my head spin. Is he going to pop the question tonight? He wouldn’t go through all this if it was just a normal date night.

“You look so sexy in that dress. It makes me want to bend you over this table and fuck you right here.”

I blush at his dirty talk and glance at the hostess to see if she heard and would be offended, but she’s staring at my boyfriend with hearts in her eyes. Duncan does everything over the top, especially in public. He gets reactions like this from women all the time. Her gaze shifts to me and she can’t hide the jealousy in her cold eyes. She wants to be in my place.

I ignore the hostess and turn my attention to Duncan. “Why is tonight so special?” I give him a sultry smile as he guides me to a seat at the table. The dress pulls tighter across my chest, making my tits more uncomfortable. I almost laugh out loud when I picture the look on the hostess’s face if my dress rips down the middle and my tits pop out. It would be scandalous.

He leans over me and whispers in my ear. “It’s a surprise that will have to wait until after dessert.”

He sits down across from me and flicks a hand at the woman still standing there. “Tell the chef we are ready, and bring out a bottle of your most expensive wine.”

“Yes, sir.” Her voice sounds breathy as she hurries away to do his bidding.

Dinner is amazing, and our conversation runs smoothly. It’s nights like these that I love. When I get all his attention. Most of the time, we are accompanied by his old frat buddies. The five of them are always together.

They aren’t bad. Simon is the best looking of the bunch and the most reserved. The others are loud and love to party. Don’t get me started on the women they bring as dates. They all look like call girls and the giggling gives me headaches. Simon never brings women out and I get along with him the most.

Duncan is always respectful and doesn’t look at the other girls when we are in public. He’s not a cheater, unless you count the nights he visits the hucow farm, but that’s not cheating in the eyes of the world.

Can’t cheat if they are nothing more than animals to breed. Disgusting, but it’s life. It’ll never change. The farms need men to keep the hucows bred and happy. I’m not sure how getting fucked and milked like a cow all day long would make them happy.

Being with my family and living freely is what I would miss. I asked Duncan about the hucows once, but all he said was that they change once on a farm and they’re happy. I call bullshit, but I’ve never seen a fully transitioned hucow.

I’m a little tipsy by the time Duncan orders our dessert. I needed a few drinks to calm my nerves. This is the night I get engaged.

Giddiness fills me and if it wasn’t for this damn dress making me uncomfortable, and making my boobs hurt, then the night would be perfect.

Throughout dinner, the pressure in my chest got worse. Maybe I shouldn’t have eaten so much. The dress feels even tighter. I shift in my seat to ease some of the discomfort, but it doesn’t seem to work.

Duncan needs to hurry this along so we can get out of here and I can get out of this dress.

The hostess brings the dessert to our table, and leaves, but not before giving Duncan a coy smile, which he ignores, causing her to glare at me. It’s not my fault.

When he stands up and reaches into his coat pocket, my heart pounds in excitement. I try to take in a deep breath, but the damn dress is too tight and I have to take quick shallow breaths, making me feel light headed.

There is a sharp pain in my chest when he kneels at my feet and opens the small velvet box to reveal a large diamond ring.

Another twinge hits me in the chest and my nipples tingle. It must be all the excitement of the moment, so I hardly notice when the slight pressure finally eases.

I’m too busy staring at Duncan to realize my life is about to change.

“Sabrina, baby. Will you marry… what the fuck!” His gaze is frozen on my chest and I frown in confusion.

That is not the proposal speech I was hoping for.

I’m still not comprehending what is happening when he drops his hands to his sides and stands up, backing away from me a few steps.

His eyes are comically wide and fixated on my chest. The hostess has returned, probably hearing Duncan’s raised voice and wondering what is wrong. I still don’t know what is happening.

Her gasp of shock has my eyes snapping to take in her stunned expression, but it quickly turns to smug satisfaction.

It’s around the time she grabs her phone out of her pocket and dials a number that I notice the wetness soaking the front of my dress. Duncan is frozen like a statue, still staring at me like it doesn’t recognize me. I look down and see two large wet spots on my chest.

Oh fuck! NO! This can’t be happening. My stomach plummets, and every hope and plan for the future drops with it.

“Hello. Yes, you need to come immediately.” I hear the hostess say through the phone, as she rattles off the name of the restaurant and hangs up.

“They’re on their way.” She says to Duncan, not me. Who’s on their way? While the hostess tries to console him by rubbing his arm and leaning against his side, I wonder who she is talking about. My brain is in a state of shock and it takes longer than it should to figure out she called the HFA. I feel like I’m about to vomit.

She ignores me completely, focusing on my boyfriend. I’m no longer something to be jealous of.

I’m now a hucow, and the HFA will be here shortly to take me into custody.

Duncan’s eyes are still focused on me, but he’s still in shock and doesn’t push the woman away. Why should he? I’m no longer his girlfriend.

I’m nothing.


Chapter Three

Duncan snaps out of his shock when a group of armed HFA guards arrive. I wish I could break free of the paralyzing reality I find myself in as the smug hostess points at me still sitting stupidly on the chair. Two guards surround me, grabbing me by the arms. I hardly flinch.

Duncan stepping forward with his hand out like he’s about to step in, brings me back to my senses. I watch as many emotions flit across his features, faster than I can blink, but the one emotion that remains makes this so much worse.

He went from shocked to protective as the guards grabbed me, hauling me to my feet. I could see the concern in his gaze, but then he freezes when his eyes land on my steadily leaking bosom, and they harden. His hand lowers back to his side and his entire body stiffens, standing taller. Anger radiating off him and it’s not anger on my behalf. No, he’s angry at me.

“Did you know?” His words are filled with betrayal, and I blink at him in confusion.

“What?” My voice is just above a whisper.

“That you were a hucow? Did you hide it from me? Are you even twenty-one?” He snaps, then gestures angrily to my chest. “You must have lied to me about your age.”

I stare at him in shock. “How could I do that? I didn’t lie.” Tears fill my eyes, but I refuse to let them fall when I see the hostess eating up my misery like candy. She’s fucking enjoying this. She’s been jealous of me all night. “I… I thought I was safe now. I’m twenty-one.”

“Bullshit.” He spits. “I don’t believe you. Thank god, your lies caught up to you before I asked you to marry me.”

My heart cracks further, and the pain makes me gasp.

“I’m telling the truth.” I plead.

“Sir,” one guard addresses Duncan politely. “She could be lying about her age, but it’s possible she is telling the truth. It’s rare, but some females are late bloomers and the lactating gene takes a little longer to show itself. That is what I’m thinking has happened here, but thankfully the hucow gene presented now before it caused you too much grief.”

Him too much grief? What about me? My life is in pieces and no one is going to help me.

Duncan’s ire doesn’t fade at the guard’s explanation and only gets worse when he’s reminded he almost put a ring on a hucow’s finger. It would look bad if he got engaged to a woman who turned out to be a lowly cow.

“Duncan, please…” I beg, but I don’t even know what I’m begging for. Doesn’t he understand that this is out of my control? Or maybe some sympathy on his part? He loved me until a few moments ago. His love can’t die that fast, can it?

Instead of responding to my plea, he turns away, shattering my heart and any hope that he ever really loved me.

There’s nothing more to say and as the two guards escort me out of the restaurant, I go willingly. There is no sense in fighting. I only look back once and see Duncan talking with another guard who’s nodding. He doesn’t look my way once, and that’s when I let the tears fall.

I’m completely alone. I’ll have to face whatever comes next on my own. There is no going back now. My body chose the path my life will take, and my aching breasts won’t let me forget it.

Life as a hucow awaits.


Chapter Four

The guards’ escort from the restaurant left me too numb to remember much after that. I stumble along, guided by their firm grips on my arms. My legs barely work and somewhere along the way, I lose a high heel.

It’ll be found by someone tomorrow. A stranger heading to work in the morning will stumble across it and not even think twice about what happened to its owner.

The HFA truck looms in front of me, its back door open, and waiting for me. Two more armed guards stand on the sidewalk monitoring their surroundings, but there are little pedestrians out this time of night to worry about crowd control.

I keep my head down, and avoid the curious gazes I can feel on my skin, prickling like thorns. Do the women staring my way, see another cursed female and feel pity? Do the men look upon my flesh with lecherous eyes, seeing nothing more than breeding stock?

I can’t look. It’s one thing for me to realize I am now a hucow, but it’s another thing to see how others are viewing me. I’m not ready yet. Maybe once I settle into my new life, I won’t care, but right now, I just can’t.

I don’t think the guards speak to me as they push me into the steel cage and close the door, but I could be wrong. My mind has shut off, and I view the cramped space with detachment. It’s like I’m observing everything from outside my body, but this is probably for the best, but I know it won’t last.

The guards all pile into the front seats of the truck and we’re off. It’s quiet for most of the drive. The guards ignore me completely, and I’m grateful. I just want to disappear and pretend none of this is happening.

It could have taken five minutes or five hours to get to the facility, but it felt like five seconds. Some of the numbness has worn off and I’m more aware of what’s going on around me when the door of the truck is opened and I’m hauled out of the cage.

My feet are still not stable, but I manage to keep up with the guards’ larger steps. I swallow the lump of fear in my throat and stare at the building in front of me. It’s large and imposing with no windows that I can see.

The surrounding area is roughly two or three acres and contained by a large barbed wire fence. A closed gate is behind me. I glimpse the dirt parking area outside the fence with another pedestrian gate I’m assuming is to allow men to come and go when breeding the hucows. A shiver of disgust runs through me at the thought, but I shove it away. There’s nothing I can do about how this fucked up system works.

Guards are posted around the perimeter holding rifles or batons. The entire setup looks more like a jail than a farm, but off to the right, near the pedestrian entrance, are rows of buildings that are long, almost two hundred feet. All eight of them are identical, with sliding barn doors on the front. The knot growing in my stomach tells me that’s where the hucows are held. The outside is well lit, but these buildings are windowless. Do the hucows never get to see the outside world?

The last two buildings are further back, and I can’t get a good look at them, but one has a giant smoke stack, and from here, I can see the plume of dark smoke floating above the building. The air smells crisp, but there is a faint odor that reaches my nose. It’s nothing I’ve smelt before.

“I hate purge days. It fucking stinks.” One guard mutters to his companion who nods in agreement and I have no clue what they’re talking about.

“Yeah, but it’s necessary and thankfully doesn’t happen often.” This comes from the guard who was talking with Duncan in the restaurant. I didn’t notice before, but he’s dressed differently. He has the same HFA logo on his shirt, but it’s not a uniform. He’s wearing black pants and a matching black tee. It’s the same color as the uniforms of the other guards, but he’s not carrying a firearm or wearing a tactical vest. In my shocked state, it’s unsurprising I missed the differences.

He opens a door, and our group enters the largest building. It’s part warehouse with equipment and pallets of items lining the walls and stacked right to the rafters. Two large forklifts are parked in the center of the open space. I don’t get a good view of the rest of the area because I’m dragged through another set of doors that lead towards the right side of the building.

We walk down a hallway, pacing doorways. Some are open, others closed. I get a glimpse of the rooms as I’m ushered quickly down the hall. The ones on the left are all open and look like offices, and I think one is a staff room with a couch and kitchenette.

The rooms on the right differ. Some are exam rooms with strange contractions that resemble tables. Slivers of fear lick up my spine at the amount of restraints hanging from them. It all looks so barbaric.

All those rooms have an outside exit. That must be how they bring the hucows in to see the doctor.

The doors that are closed have me even more concerned. On the doors are signs. One says Surgery Room, the other, the second to last one says Pregnancy Ward. As we pass by, I hear faint sounds of moaning coming from inside.

The last door is our destination. The same guard wearing the different uniform who seems in charge pulls out a set of keys and unlocks the heavy steel door.

He pulls it open, and a whimper leaves my lips before I can stop it. I’ve always had a fear of tight spaces and this room is no bigger than a broom closet with concrete walls and floor. Musty air hits me in the face. “The doc won’t be in until morning, so put her in the holding cell.” He says, and then I’m shoved into the dank room. I stumble when the guards let me go and grunt as my shoulder slams into a wall.

The door bangs shut, leaving me in complete darkness. My entire body reacts as claustrophobia sets in. My heart pounds loudly in my ears. I’m sweating and reaching out with clammy hands to touch the cool walls. They’re definitely closing in on me, I swear. I’m trembling so badly, my legs give out and I sink to the floor in the corner.

Nausea churns in my stomach and I’m seconds away from vomiting all over the floor. My breathing is short and choppy, causing my head to swim. I’m thankful when dizziness assails me and I know I’m going to pass out.

I don’t care what they do to me next as long as I get out of this room. It’s my last thought before I slump to the side, unconscious.


Chapter Five

When I awake, I’m disappointed to find out this wasn’t a nightmare, and it keeps getting worse. I’m no longer in the holding cell, but in a dingy, grey-tiled room. Two men stand above me, staring down at me with distaste. The one with dark eyes like coal kicks at me with his boot, narrowly missing my leg. His lips curl up in disdain as if I’m beneath him.

“Stand up.” He barks. I stumble to my hands and knees before climbing to my feet. How did I not wake up when I was taken from the holding cell? Yesterday’s emotional trauma likely left me too exhausted to realize I was being moved.

I’m also completely naked. What the hell? I gasp and instinctively cover myself, but touching my swollen breasts makes me hiss in pain. I look down and see how engorged with milk they’ve become in such a short period. My nipples are erect and dark red. The change in my body has been drastic.

Twenty-four hours ago, my chest looked normal, and I had a life. I stood on the sidewalk, watching a girl being taken by the HFA. Now, I’m that poor girl. My tits are already double the size, and I wonder how big they will actually get.

They hurt and I hate to admit that I’m going to need help to relieve the pressure soon. I shudder at the thought. The only way to do that would be getting milked. God, I really am a cow. The evidence is right there in my chest.

I drop my hands to my sides and face the two men. I may not want to be here, but my body has taken my choices from me. Behaving and following orders is probably my best bet to survive.

The other man with eyes as green as a summer meadow steps towards me and takes my arm in a firm grip. He doesn’t squeeze and cause me any pain, but the threat is there. He leads me to the far corner of the room and positions me until I’m standing above a grate in the floor. Chains hanging from the ceilings and walls that have a chill working up my spine. What are they for?

He calmly steps behind me and grabs my other arm, holding me in place. I frown but keep still as coal eyes steps in front of me. Those eyes are cold and glint with triumph. He enjoys his power over the hucows. Enjoys our suffering and despair.

In his hand is a thick piece of leather with a steel clasp that he quickly straps around my neck. I’m being collared like a freaking animal. The sick fuck takes it a step further and draws it tight enough to choke me. I cough and sputter as he stares at me with a nasty smirk on his face. The bastard is getting off on the power he has over me, and I don’t want to give him more, but I can’t breathe.

“Please, it’s too tight.” I gasp out, giving up control to him leaves a sour taste in my mouth, but I have no power here. I’m a hucow. An object to use.

Quick as a flash, his hand connects with the side of my face. I yelp as my cheek burns with pain. My head spins and if it wasn’t for the other man holding me up, I would have fallen to the floor.

“Cows don’t talk, you dumb bitch.” He shouts in my face. “Keep your mouth shut and do what cows do.” He grabs a breast and squeezes hard, pulling a cry from me. His finger digs into my flesh without remorse. “You have no control over what happens to you here.” He grabs the buckle attached to my collar and pulls my face to his. “Listen closely and you’ll do fine here. We control every aspect of your life. When you eat, when you sleep or get milked.” He lets go of my breast and shoves his hand between my legs. To my shock and humiliation, he drives two fingers into my pussy. “And when you get fucked. Cows are only good for two things. Milking and breeding.”

Tears pour from my eyes as he drives his digits deeper into my dry channel. He pumps them in and out, and hopelessness fills me. I’m terrified and can do nothing to stop him. He’s right. They own me now.

He starts to rub my clit with his thumb as he pumps his fingers in and out of my pussy. It’s humiliating to be treated this way, and what’s worse is my body begins to respond.

His smile turns smug when he notices the change. My pussy grows slick, easing the path of his fingers. He presses deeper, causing me to whimper, and I’m no longer sure the response is from fear or arousal.

I’m on a rollercoaster of emotions and it’s too mentally exhausting to sort through them all, so I let the sensations coursing between my legs take over and spread my feet to give him better access.

“That’s it cow. We’re in charge of your pain and pleasure. Learn quickly and you’ll have a good life on the farm.” He pulls tighter on my collar, cutting off my air supply. “Bad cows are no good on a farm.” His fingers move faster. The combination of the collar cutting off my air and the lust he’s coaxing from me collide, sending delicious sparks of pleasure throughout my body.

Warmth trickles from my breasts down my torso and I know I’m leaking milk.

I buck my hips against his hand, chasing the orgasm that’s building quickly despite the situation I’m now in. My face is hot as my pulse pounds in my ears. The edges of the room begin to grow dark and my vision swims from the lack of oxygen. Just as I’m about to pass out, he presses down on my clit and drives his fingers deeper, sending me over the edge.

He lets go of my collar and I cry out as a rush of oxygen to my brain extends the release. Intense waves of pleasure rock me as I slump against the man holding me up.

The asshole continues to finger me until my walls stop fluttering around him. He pulls them out with a satisfied smirk and shoves them in front of my face. Shame fills me at how wet they are. I can’t believe I climaxed on this asshole’s fingers. I had little a choice, but I still can’t believe how he made me cum so easily.

“All you cows are the same. Horny sluts who deserve to be used daily.” He wipes his fingers on my sore cheek, making me wince as the pain flares to life again and I lean away from his touch.

“Dean, knock it off. We need to get this done quickly. Doc will be waiting.” Green-eyes says over my head.

“Yeah, yeah. I was just showing the new hucow how we do things around here.” Dean looks over my head. “This one has a nice, tight cunt. You want in on the action, Adam, before we deliver it to medical?”

So the asshole is named Dean and green-eyes is Adam. I stiffen in fear, hoping Adam won’t take him up on the offer.

“I’m not getting bitched out by Doc again. He hates waiting.” Adam says. “I can wait until she’s in the barn.”

The tension in my body eases, knowing they won’t molest me further right now, but once I’m in the barn, I’ll be fair game. They’ll visit me in the barn and it won’t be their fingers that push inside me. It should make me sick, but my body has a habit lately of betraying me and my pussy flutters in anticipation. Maybe I am nothing more than a slutty cow.

Dean shrugs his shoulders, but listens to Adam. He loosens my collar enough to make it bearable, but still tight enough to feel the stiff leather against my neck. I’m spun around to face the corner and they work in unison, grabbing a wrist each and raising them to the sides. Cold metal is locked onto each wrist and then to the chains on the walls. I pull gently, testing their strength, but there is no give.

My ankles are next. I’m made to spread my legs until I look like a starfish. My collar is the last to be fastened. Adam attaches a chain and pulls downward until I’m bent at the waist as far as the arm restraints will allow and then clips it to a ringbolt in the floor. My tits hang in front of my face. I stare in fascination as beads of milk drip from the tips onto the tile floor.

“Damn, look at that fresh hucow pussy and ass,” Dean says from behind me, and I blush in embarrassment. In this position, my lower half is spread open in plain view of the entire room.

“Cow pussy is all the same.” Adam says from somewhere behind me and the words hurt, which confuses me. I shouldn’t give a fuck about what they think. I don’t want them looking at my privates at all, but if they are, I’d at least want them to like what they see.

I shake my head, hoping to clear it. It’s stupid to worry about that right now. What the fuck is wrong with me?

“It’s not all the same.” I feel fingers spreading lower lips and close my eyes in shame. The touch is not intimate. It’s more like a man checking out an animal before he buys it. Making sure it’s healthy and of good stock. “This is a fresh, unbred cow pussy. So tight it would strangle your cock like a vise. The cows that have been bred hundreds of times and have had a calf or two are much looser. They still feel good wrapped around your cock, but nothing beats a new cow’s cunt.”

I hear Adam grunt, but says nothing in response. Dean lets me go and steps back. A spray of cold water hits me without warning and I scream in shock as the cold stings my skin like a thousand needles. I pull against the restraints as Dean’s laughter reaches me.

“Give me that.” Adam barks and then the water quickly turns warm. I sigh in relief and settle down as my body warms back up. “Go get the fluids while I wash her down.”
Dean doesn’t respond, but I hear the door open and shut. With Dean gone, I relax even more. Out of the two, Adam seems to be nicer. I’m not stupid. I’m nothing more than a commodity in his eyes and he still lets Dean do what he wants, but he’s not malicious. He doesn’t enjoy torturing the hucows.

A coarse bristle brush is used to scrub my skin. It’s irritating, and I grit my teeth when he uses it on my nipples, uncaring that they are sensitive. “It needs to be done. You’ll get used to it.” Is all he says, making me realize I’ll receive this type of cleaning from now on. No more washcloths and comfortable baths for me.

The strong smelling soap is not perfumed but smells more like a disinfectant. It makes my nose tingle, and my skin is pink when he’s done.

Adam is just rinsing me off when the door opens. “Ready?” Dean asks.

“Yup.” Adam says and I hear wheels coming closer. A cart with wheels comes into view. The only view I get is between my legs, so I can’t see what’s on the cart.

I feel something wet against my ass. “What are you doing?” I ask, forgetting that I’m not allowed to speak. The pain in my face still lingers and I tense, waiting for punishment.

It comes swiftly. A lash to my ass has me yelping. Two more strokes and I’m crying. Dean steps in front of my bent head and all I can see is his boots and a leather crop in his hand. “Cows don’t talk.” He growls. “I’m not going to remind you again.” I lower my head more and that seems to appease him. He steps behind me again as I sniffle and blink the tears away.

Adam approaches me next and I feel his fingers cup my chin before pressing a thumb into my mouth. “Open.” He says and then he’s forcing a rubber ball into my mouth and strapping it around the back of my head. It has an opening big enough I can stick my tongue through. Drool pools in my mouth and drips down the gag onto the floor, adding to my humiliation.

Adam pats me on the head like an animal. “There we go. Now you won’t get into trouble. Stay still and let Dean work.” I snort in disbelief. So he thought I’d like to be gagged to help me from speaking accidentally? It just makes things worse.

Dean captures my attention as he begins to massage something around my asshole. I tense up as he presses a finger into me. “Relax, or this will hurt.” Adam says as he continues to pet me. I don’t even realize I’ve leaned towards his palm, seeking comfort until he chuckles and tickles the not sore side of my face. “Good girl.” He whispers into my ear when he feels me relax.

Dean adds a second finger and pumps them in and out until I loosen up. He pulls them out and something hard and rub replaces it. I groan as it pops into me, but remain still. I feel something being attached to it. It’s heavy and pulls against my tender pucker, but my muscles keep it in place.

A machine is turned on, then I feel a cold liquid getting pumped into my bowls. It’s not a slow trickle, but a jet of fluid being pushed into me by the machine. I whimper as the cramps start, and then cry around the gag as the machine continues to pump me full until my stomach distends. I bounce in place, trying to force the plug and enema loose, but Dean snickers and holds my hips as I’m filled to bursting.

All the while, I hear Adam whispering soothing words, but I can’t concentrate. The cramps turn to sharp, stabbing pains. I’m in agony when the machine is shut off, but to my horror, they keep the tube inside.

I guess the gag helps because I mumble and beg for them to pull the hose out. I need to expel whatever they put inside me. Like right now. I try to tell them, but my words are jumbled and all I manage to do is drool more.

“Ten minutes and you can let it out.” Adam says, and I whimper and shake my head, no longer comforted by his petting. He sighs and moves to my side. His hand slides down my back and then underneath to my clit. “This will help.”

He massages my clit with firm strokes. Occasionally flicking or pinching the bud between his fingers. I wonder what the hell he’s doing, but slowly my attention is drawn away from the discomfort in my guts as he coaxes me to orgasm with his fingers.

He’s skilled and knows how to touch me to bring to completion quickly. I shudder as he draws out an orgasm, clenching down on the plug in my ass. It’s a different fullness than having my pussy filled, and I find I don’t mind it. As the first orgasm fades, a new heat builds in my gut. The cramps fade as the heat builds until I cry out in orgasm again.

My skin is flush with sweat when Adam steps back to my head and I slump in the chains, panting as I come down from the high of climax.

“It’s taking effect.” Adam says, but I have no clue what he’s talking about. Dean fiddles with the plug and I feel the pressure release. My body is so relaxed that it just pours out of me and disappears down the drain. I’m so exhausted that I hardly feel embarrassed. My bowels are letting go in front of these strangers.

I think the torture is done, but Dean flicks on the machine and I’m being filled all over again.

It happens two more times, but I barely grunt a complaint at the end. A pleasant warmth has filled my veins, and I’m mildly aroused even when I’m not being touched. It helps with the cramping, and I almost cum when Dean pulls out the plug.

When they let me expel the last round, Adam tells me to urinate if I need to, since I won’t get another chance for a while. I’m so far past carrying what they think of me that I comply and piss right where I’m standing.

I’m hosed off one more time and then they remove me from the restraints. “Time to go see the vet, cow,” Dean says and I don’t even get to turn around before something pricks the side of my neck and the room sways. I stumble and Adam catches me, picking me up in his arms.

His pretty green eyes are the last thing I see before everything goes black.


Chapter Six

It’s becoming a habit to wake up in strange places, and every time it gets worse. Now I’m strapped on my hands and knees on a stainless steel table with restraints supporting me. My hips are held up by straps and my head is locked by my collar between two bars. A padded chin rest supports my head. The ball gag is gone, but something thick and round is inside my mouth. Swallowing triggers full-blown panic as I feel the tube in my throat.

I choke and gag, struggling on the table, wanting to rip the offending tube from my mouth, but realize my arms are tied and I can’t move my hands. They’re bent into fists.

“Easy girl.” A young man appears in front of me and cups my face in both hands. He’s very handsome with light blond hair and deep blue eyes, that lack the coldness I’ve seen in the others. He is dressed similar to Adam and Dean, so I’m guessing he’s another farmhand.

He gazes down at me with concern as I thrash. “Shh… it’s just a feeding tube and can come out after the vet is done. Cow fed doesn’t taste very good, but it’s nutritious and full stuff that keeps hucow’s healthy. Now calm down, little one, or you’ll hurt yourself.” His thumbs caress my cheeks and I focus on his face, trying to settle my heart rate and ignore the urge to gag on the thick tube.

“That’s a good girl.” He says and smiles down at me. Warmth blooms in my chest at his praise. I’m not sure where the need to please this man is coming from, but I really want to.

“The tube is only used during your intake. After that, you won’t mind the taste and can eat like normal.” His smile turns mischievous and winks. “Well, like cows eat, of course.” I don’t get the joke, but he’s distracted me from freaking out.

His smile fades as he examines my sore cheek and grumbles under his breath. “Fucking Dean. He didn’t need to hit you that hard.”

I don’t miss how he says, “that hard.” Like the only issue is the amount of force used, and not the fact I was assaulted. He should be angry that Dean’s hitting women, period, but then again, I’m no longer a woman. I’m legally a hucow and classified as livestock.

“I’ll have to talk to the farm manager about him.” He says, more to himself than me.

I’ve completely settled down, and the handsome man lets me go with a pat on the head. “What a good hucow you are.” His gaze drops to my chest. There is a heaviness that wasn’t there before. It’s like a weight pulling me down. They are also throbbing. The pressure is immense. Even more than earlier. When he reaches under me to cup one breast, my eyes widen in shock. They feel huge. How the hell did that happen?

The sound of a door open reaches my ears, and then I hear a foreign voice. “Ah… good day Ruben.”

“Hey doc.” He continues to fondle my tit, moving down to my nipple and tugging gently until the nub swells between his fingers. Warmth spreads from my nipples and across my skin. His touch blossoms into arousal the longer he plays with my sensitive nub.

So this handsome man is Ruben.

The newcomer he referred to as Doc, steps into my field of vision. He barely acknowledges me with a glance. Doesn’t even bat an eye at the way Ruben is tugging on both my nipples now. “Ready to get started?”

“Sure thing, Doc.” Ruben says and then turns to me. “Now be a good girl for the vet.” He says with another wink, never stopping his teasing of my nipples. My body is misbehaving as usual and how wet I’ve gotten is embarrassing.

“This one has caused quite a stir and is going to mess up the entire intake process.” The vet says and looks put out. I’m confused yet again, but the constant tugging on my tits is making it hard to concentrate.

“Oh?” Ruben says as he tugs a little harder. A spark of arousal shot straight to my clit, and my hips buck.

“They’ve scheduled her first breeding tonight.”

My pulse spikes in fear, and I freeze. Why so soon?

Ruben pauses as well. “But she won’t have completed the process by then, and there is no guarantee the breeding would take so soon.” Ruben argues, voicing my unspoken question.

“Doesn’t matter. It seems Duncan Rutherfeld, the rich shipping tycoon, called in a few favors for his son. He’s been a huge financial backer for the hucow industry, so what he wants we have to give him. His son has a special interest in this cow and doesn’t want to wait until it’s available to the public in the barn.” The doc says.

“Does he realize she’ll still be completely aware of her surroundings?” Ruben asks, and I grow nervous. What does he mean by that? Won’t I be aware of my surroundings in the future?

“I think that’s the point. He’s angry. I’d say embarrassed, I’d assume. Rumor is that he almost married this hucow. It’s a blow to his pride, but it’s not for us to worry about. We need to begin. The sooner the better. How is her output?”

Ruben grumbles under his breath. Something about rich assholes, but I can’t be sure. He resumes his slow sensual torture on my nipples and I moan around the gag. It feels too good. My nipples have become so sensitive.

“I was just going to hook her up to a machine now.” He says. “Dean and Adam gave her the usual three doses of the growth hormone anally during her wash down. These udders are already close to an F cup and growing.” Ruben says and I’m shocked. They felt really heavy, but I can’t see them in this position.

“It’s a start, but the cow has a long way to go before she is ready for the barn.”

They don’t even call them breasts. Udders, like those on a real cow. I doubt they even think of me as a human.

Ruben lets go to grab a leather harness thingy off the table next to me. He quickly straps it on me. The material is cool and squeezes my tits along the undersides. The thick straps are soft, and run between my breasts and shoulder blades. They connect just below my collar. Thick buckles hold it in place. Right away, I notice it takes some of the strain off my back from my heavy udders.

I can’t see anything but the wall in front of me, so I strain my ears, listening as Ruben fiddles with something. A quiet, whooshing sound reaches me before my nipples are sucked downward into plastic cups. I grunt in surprise at how forcefully my nipples are pulled.

This is my first experience with a milking machine and I’m not sure what I expected. It doesn’t really hurt, but as the pressure in my chest builds, I whine as it becomes uncomfortable. They ignore me as I whimper and moan from the relentless tugging. I can feel Ruben’s eyes on me, watching me.

My nipples begin to burn, and now it does hurt, but suddenly there is a release in my chest. The pressure eases, and that’s when I hear the milk hitting the plastic as it’s pumped out of me.

They’re really milking me! I’m both relieved and crushed. I didn’t realize I was still in denial until now. It’s going to take me a while to get over the shock of having milk and that this is my life now. I can tell myself that I’ve accepted it, but I haven’t, really.

The release of milk makes the pain in my chest lessen, but my nipples begin to ache as the machine stretches them longer with every tug. I can’t see them, but imagine they are an inch long or more.

I whine again as my nipples start to burn, and Ruben runs a hand along my back, stroking me. “Easy girl. Gotta drain your udders. It can hurt at first, but soon your teats will toughen up with regular milking and you’ll learn to love it.”

“I’ll start the fertility injections while you monitor her output.” The doc says, and I shift as much as the restraints allow. This is all happening so quickly. My pulse spikes and my breathing picks up. I’m going to have to see Duncan again. He plans to fuck a baby into me just out of spite. I’m not ready for this.

Ruben picks up on my stress and tries to soothe me as the doctor disappears behind me with a tray of syringes and other instruments. “Shh… the vet won’t hurt you. You need those injections to help you get pregnant and produce lots of milk.” That doesn’t make me feel any better and he frowns when I refuse to calm down.

He tries something else. His hand dips between my legs, touching me like he has every right to. He knows just how much pressure to use. Every stroke against my bundle of nerves proves his experience stimulating hucows. In seconds, he has me on edge and forgetting Duncan for the moment.

I whine, begging for release. “Good hucows behave and get rewarded with lots of orgasms. You’ll be a good girl, right?” He asks.

I nod quickly as much as the restraints allow, and he chuckles. “That’s a good cow.” That’s when I feel a sharp sting in my leg and yelp, choking on the tube again.

“IV is in.” I hear the vet say. “Starting the first bag now.”

I don’t know what is in the IV. It could be plain saline, but I doubt it. They plan on pumping me full of drugs that will do god knows what to my body and I can’t stop them. Ruben pinches my clit, pulling me from my thoughts.

“Don’t think, little one, just feel.” He says. That sounds better than wondering what they have in store for me, so I close my eyes and do as he says. He’s been the gentlest farmhand I’ve met and feel I can trust him. I focus on the pleasure he is coaxing from me.

I ignore the next prick of a needle as it sinks into my left ass cheek. Two more follow it, but I continue to ignore the minor pain and instead, focus on Ruben and his magic fingers flicking my clit.

Another two needles sink into the skin of my lower abdomen. One goes deep, just below my belly button and leaves an ache behind, like minor period cramps. A flush of heat and wetness coats my lower lips. I’m so close to cumming, the peak drawing closer and closer until I’m on the edge. I buck my hips, desperate for relief.

“Bring her off.” I hear the vet say. “It’ll help the drugs work faster.”

Please, please. I silently chant in my head. I couldn’t care less what drugs the vet mentioned are supposed to do to me.

All Ruben does is apply a little more pressure and I shoot off like a rocket, cumming so hard, I buck like a bronco, pulling on the restraints and no doubt making red marks on my skin. The pleasure rocks me from my head to my toes. Even the roots of my hair tingle as my system is overwhelmed with euphoria.

I’m not sure how long I float on a haze of sexual bliss, but when I come back to my body, my udders are finally empty and the machine flicks off. “One litre.” Ruban’s voice seems muffled and my head is fuzzy. I look around me and everything has taken on a dream-like quality.

I’m aware of what’s going on and where I am, but feel detached emotionally. I’m no longer scared or nervous. All I am is pleasantly sated for the moment, but the lower simmer of heat in my gut says I won’t be sated for long.

Ruben moves into my line of sight and whatever he sees on my face has him smirking. “Jesus, Doc, she’s already flying high on endorphins. It usually takes all day to make them spacey. What did you do?”

“Nothing different. Maybe she’s just more susceptible to the treatment, but it’s in our favor and hers. Tonight will go smoother. You can start the feed now. I’m done with the first round of injections. I’ll change the iv bag.” The vet says.

I watch as Ruben grabs the end of the tube in my mouth and attaches it to another hose above my head. He fiddles with something and then a dark brown liquid makes its way down the tube and into my mouth. I can’t taste it, but can feel the moment it reaches my stomach. It’s heavy and my hunger fades as they pump it into my belly.

The fog in my brain grows thicker, and I find it hard to concentrate. My stomach bulges from the feed. I’m stuffed, but it continues. Ruben steps out of my line of sight and I feel his warm, calloused palm resting on my distended stomach.

That small touch has the embers of my arousal sparking to life and I want him to move his hand lower and bring my pleasure like he did earlier.

My vagina flutters as my muscles clamp down, but to my disappointment, there is no cock inside me to hold on to. Why am I so horny? My walls are pulsing from being empty. A cock would be nice, I think to myself, and right now I don’t care who it is as long as they sink inside my wet heat and scratch the itch that’s growing by the second.

I buck my hips in invitation, but that earns me a swat on the ass from the vet. “Bad cow.” He snaps.

“Doc, don’t be so mean to the pretty cow. You know how horny they get from the drugs. It’s not the cow’s fault.” Ruben says as he continues to rub circles on my abdomen.

The vet only grunts in reply.

When my stomach is at capacity, the food stops flowing, but they don’t remove the tube. I hear the vet messing around behind me and then two more needles sink into my right ass cheek this time.

“I’d usually wait an hour between rounds, but we don’t have time. It’s already late afternoon.” The vet says and I frown. Afternoon? How long had I been unconscious and then on this table?

It’s like I’m missing hours of time.

“I’d like to get at least four more rounds into her before she’s bred. It’ll help if she climaxes every time. I can use artificial stimulation or you can assist.” The vet says and I perk up at the idea of that many orgasms. It seems excessive, and I fucking love it.

“No toys. I want to do it. It would be my pleasure.” Ruben says and warmth bursts in my chest that he wants to take care of my needs. I grow fonder of this man by the second. He’s been nice to me, and it’s something that I desperately need in this strange, horrific new reality.

Another needle stabs me in the abdomen, but I dazedly smile around the tube as Ruben’s hand dips between my legs, and brings me to another earth shattering orgasm.

I wonder if I’ll be able to remember my name or how I got here after so many orgasms, but as I’m swept away on a tide of pleasure, another needle is inserted just below my belly button and straight into my womb. As the cramps start and my pussy begs to be filled, I realise it doesn’t matter.


Chapter Seven

Time passed in a blur of orgasms, but it would have been better if the vet would have stopped sticking me with needles or changing bag after bag of treatments. I’ve had so many injections that I’m feeling like a pin cushion, and my bladder is about to burst. If I don’t get off this table soon, the vet is in for a surprise.

My breasts refilled quickly, and the machine seemed to sense when I was full. It flicked on and pulled the milk from my body three times. My nipples were raw, but it didn’t stop and the men ignored my mewls of complaint. It was torture, but under it all, I couldn’t deny that the machine created a special stimulation on its own. Every tug sent a pang of arousal through my body. I wanted the machine to stop, but didn’t at the same time.

I was so confused and aroused. My mind and body were a jumbled mess of emotions, and I don’t have the energy to sort it out. All the while, Ruben kept bringing me to orgasm over and over until that’s all I could think about. Cumming. It was my sole focus, and I’d almost do anything to get him to fuck me right now.

“One more time, then we’ll get her tagged and branded before sending her to the breeding room.” The vet says.

“We usually only tag and brand the cattle once… you know, the transformation is completed and they forget the pain after a few minutes. She’s only halfway through treatment.” I hear Ruben talking with the vet, but I don’t pay attention to them.

My thoughts have turned to my ex, who is going to breed me soon. I was terrified earlier, but now my body is begging to be filled and bred, but I’m nervous. Our last evening together was a horror show, and he was angry at the end.

It feels like ages ago, and a distant memory, but it has only been a day. We were at a restaurant. It was a special night, but I can’t remember why. The images are blurred, trickles of the night filter though, but the images are fragmented and make no sense.

Why am I struggling to recall what happened? Panic tightens my chest when I think back on other memories, older ones and it’s all the same. Broken images, missing pieces. Where did I live? A flash of a brick apartment building comes to me. What was the address? I couldn’t tell you. Did I have a job? I don’t remember.

Oh god! I’ve forgotten my entire life. My heart pounds in my chest that not only are they changing my body, but mind as well. At this rate, I won’t even remember my name. I stop short for a second and then exhale in relief when my name comes to me quickly and clearly. For now, at least.

Sabrina. My name is Sabrina and I’m at a hucow farm.

It saddens me that they are stripping everything that made me who I am. The milking machine turns on, startling me out of my thoughts. It drains my fully engorged udders again and is a reality check.

Sabrina is who I used to be. I’m nothing more than a hucow now. Maybe this is for the best. If I can’t remember who I was before the farm, then I won’t miss it.

A sharp snap startles me, along with a sting in my ear. I yelp and shake my head. Something grazes the side of my face and I glimpse the corner of a yellow tag.

“Tag number HC8403,” Ruben says and I realize they tagged me like common cattle. They won’t refer to me by name. I’m just a number now. One of many.

Ruben leans down in front of me and takes a hold of the feeding tube. “Exhale as I remove your tube.” It’s all the warning I get before he pulls the tube out of my throat. I cough and gag, wincing at the irritation.

I don’t even have time to enjoy it because white hot pain blindsides me as something presses into the flesh of my right ass cheek. It’s only a second, but the scorching pain lingers long after the branding iron is taken away. I scream until my throat is raw and tears pour down my face.

I look up at Ruban, who is standing in front of me. He is not looking at my face, but at whatever the vet is doing. His jaw is clenched like he’s upset on my behalf, but he does nothing to soothe me.

Cool gel is spread over the burn, taking most of the pain with it as my skin goes numb, but I know it’ll take a while for the pain to fully disappear.

I haven’t moved all day, but I’m exhausted and sore. Even after all that, I’m shocked at the amount of wetness between my legs. I’m still very aroused despite the trauma of being branded and tagged like an animal.

I just want this over with so I can rest, and maybe a few orgasms would be nice to send me off to sleep.

A radio crackles to life, but I can’t make out the words. Ruben takes the radio off his belt and holds it up to his mouth. “We’re not done with the cow yet. Tell him he will have to wait.” He barks into the radio. He seems angry and I shiver in fear. Is he angry at me?

He notices my unease and pats my head, mindful of my new tag. “You were such a good girl.”

I preen at his praise and nuzzle my face into his palm.

“One more thing and she’s good to go, but I want her back here to finish her treatment before taking her to the barn.” The vet says and then a speculum is pushed inside my vagina without warning. I automatically want to tense up, but fight against it. It’ll only hurt me.

He spreads it wider than what is normal for a physical. I grunt in discomfort, but it feels oddly nice to be filled and stretched to capacity. I feel the vet slide something into me and prods at my cervix. There is a deep burning ache the longer he continues, but my whimpers are ignored.

I think he’s done as he withdraws the device, but then another larger one is inserted. The prodding resumes and I have to grit my teeth as he jabs at my insides. Finally, after the third and most painful session, he hums in approval. After a few more minutes of torture, the vet seems happy with the results and I sigh in relief when he slips the speculum out of me.

“What was that?” Ruben’s question tells me whatever the vet did is not a normal procedure.

“Cervical Rods. The cow was not quite ready for breeding, so I manually opened its cervix using these rods. Usually we let the fertility drugs work naturally, but this is not a normal intake. I figured if she has to go through an early breeding then, this may help it take. If she gets pregnant, then it’ll be worth all this fuss.”

I shiver in apprehension as my mind spines wildly at the thought I could be pregnant after tonight and from my ex-fiance no less. They want me to get pregnant as fast as possible, and my brain is telling me this is wrong, but my body warms at the thought of growing a life inside me.

I don’t move as Ruben unhooks me from the milking machine. He leaves the harness on me, only removing the cups attached to my breasts. A hiss of pain leaves my lips as the air hits my raw nipples. The machine was brutal and I can only hope it gets better with time.

He unstraps me from the table next and scoops me up, depositing me on the floor at his feet. That’s when I get a good look at myself. The reason I couldn’t move my hands earlier was because they’re encased in thick black leather that look like hooves. My feet are covered in thinner black material, and beneath my knees is a thicker pad to protect my skin. It is held fast by straps wrapping around my thigh and calf. More straps connect my encased feet to my knee pads, preventing me from stretching out my legs. Standing is no longer an option.

My tits, or udders as they are called now, have undergone a noticeable transformation. They have grown at least three times the size they were when I arrived. The skin is stretched and angry looking from the fast growth. I notice a few red marks along the sides. With time, they’ll fade to white, but right now they are visible.

My nipples are distended and red. The machine pulled on them relentlessly, stretching them. Already they look more like cow teats than nipples. I wonder for a second if they’ll go back to normal and then shake my head at those foolish thoughts. It doesn’t matter.

The tips of my teats are beaded with milk as my udders continue to produce milk at a shockingly rapid rate. I watch as a drop falls to the floor beneath me in fascination. I’m really starting to look like a cow and now I’m reduced to crawling on all fours, like one.

This entire process is meant to humiliate and dehumanize me. It hits me deep in the gut that I’m nothing more than livestock now.

I should be bawling my eyes out or having a mental breakdown because of what I’ve been reduced to but I’m oddly calm and not even the knowledge that I’ll live the rest of my life as a farm animal dampens the arousal still coursing through my veins at a constant simmer.

It’s the drugs that are keeping me in this constant state of arousal. My pussy aches from the cervical stretching. My entire body is sore, but I’m still horny. As I kneel at these men’s feet, my pussy is still dripping down my thighs. My clit throbs and I rub my legs together, hoping to get some friction.

“None of that, cow.” A whack on my unbranded ass cheek has me jumping with a yelp and I look up at Ruben holding a leather crop in his hand. “Your cunt will be filled soon enough.” He leans down and attaches a leash to my collar. “Let’s get to the breeding shed.”

I picture Duncan’s handsome face from my memories. It’s still clear for now, but I’ll probably forget him, too. Hopefully, he’ll be happy to see me and willing to soothe this ache inside me.

Ruben tugs on the lead and I follow behind him slowly, not used to crawling.

“Bring her back here after so we can finish her treatment.” I hear the vet say as we head outside.

It didn’t register to my muddled brain that I haven’t spoken a word since the feeding tube was removed. I didn’t even think about uttering one word, even when I have questions I should be asking. I had questions, right?

As the cool evening air hits my skin, I take a deep calming breath, any questions I had fade away. I’m content to follow behind Ruben like a good little hucow.


Chapter Eight

The rocky ground would be hell on my knees and I’m grateful for the pads. A few pebbles scrape my uncovered shins, but I ignore the pain and prod along behind the farmhand named Ruben.

The sun is just setting in the distance and the farm is much busier than when I arrived late last night.

Other farm hands are wandering about, and I feel self-conscious. There are farm hands everywhere and they have a clear view of my hanging udders and dripping pussy that is exposed to anyone who wants a look. I get a few curious gazes in my direction. Some leer at me, focusing on my udders or between my legs. Others stare at me with detached interest.

I’m new so I understand the curiosity. I’m new meat. A new hole to fuck. That’s all, and what’s even more humbling, is that none of them have looked me in the eye. I’m nothing more than an object to use.

A few farmhands stop to talk with Ruben. I look down at the ground to avoid seeing their face and how they look at me like I’m nothing. I may be forgetting my memories, but I have feelings. Thankfully, he brushes them off with a few quick words and guides me towards the last barn in the row.

The air smells fresher today and the building off in the distance is not spewing smoke like yesterday.

I’m too busy looking around and trip, landing on the ground in a heap. My nipples scrape along the rough surface, adding to my aches. Ruben doesn’t get upset, but he doesn’t help me either. He just nudges my side with his boot, coaxing me to get up on my own. Once I’m up, my bladder makes itself known.

I have to go to the bathroom. As I wiggle my hips and squeeze my thighs together, Ruben catches on pretty fast. “Use the bathroom, cow. I can wait.” Groaning at the thought of peeing right here has him smirking. “There is no room for modesty on a farm.”

I pout and look away, but I’m bursting and it can’t wait. I spread my legs and squat until I’m lower to the ground. This is humiliating, but I’m not surprised. I ignore Ruben as a steady stream of urine lands in the dirt. The relief is enough for me to let go of the fact I just pissed out in the open like an animal.

Once I’m done, he tugs on my lead and we continue like nothing happened.

There is an attached building on the side of the last barn, and he leads me inside. I expect to see other hucows, but it’s just a small open room with strange equipment and more padded frames covered in restraints.

I swallow in fear, but relax when he leads me to a pen instead of a frame. I didn’t like the look of the strange contraption that is attached to the frames. It has a motor and crank with a steel shaft extended from it. On the end of the shaft is a large rubber object that resembles a dildo, but it’s huge and thick as Ruben’s forearm.

I hope they are not going to use that on me. Ruben must notice me eyeing the machine because he chuckles. “That won’t be used on you for a while. Older hucows need some help getting pregnant, and that is an insemination machine. It looks scary, but trust me, the cows go crazy for it.”

I eye him skeptically. Not sure if he’s telling the truth. It looks big enough to split me in two. My lustful pussy flutters at the thought of taking that dildo inside. My thighs are drenched in my arousal and my breathing turns shallow as the heat builds until I’m panting in desire. I’ve turned into such a slut.

“Good girl.” Ruben says when he notices the change in me. “Your body is adjusting nicely to the drugs, but it’s weird to see a hucow so alert.” I frown as he kneels down in front of me.

For the first time, I want to speak and open my mouth to ask him what the drugs do, but he stops me with the shake of his head. “Cows don’t talk. I know you still can since you didn’t complete the treatment, but please don’t. It’s weird enough that I’m having to explain shit to you. Usually you’re all docile and dazed when the vet is done with the treatment and don’t know better.”

I scowl as he smirks at me, but his expression is not malicious. He unhooks the lead and attaches me to another connected to the post in the pen. “Don’t look at me like that.” He taps me on the nose gently. “Right now, you’re nervous and unsure, aren’t you?” I nod. “Your mind can still process what is happening around you and it doesn’t feel good.”

I nod again in agreement as he pulls something out of his back pocket that looks like an ear piercing gun. My heart jumps in fear and I back up until the lead draws tight. I don’t want to feel more pain. He holds up his hands, his expression calm. “This is what I mean. Usually a hucow would be too dumb to feel fear.” He pulls on my lead and I have no choice but to choke or move close to him.

I’ve trusted him so far. “Good girl.” He says when I comply. He places the gun on the dirt floor and tips up my chin, looking me in the eyes. “I don’t know how this asshole ex of yours jumped corners and got away with this, but he wanted you aware of what’s about to happen. He’s probably pissed that his girlfriend is now a hucow and his ego is bruised. Unfortunately, he seems to want to punish you and I hate to cause hucows unnecessary pain. We don’t even put nose rings in hucows anymore, but he requested it and wanted it done right before the breeding.” I don’t know what he’s talking about and I’m getting worried.

My stomach sinks and I begin to panic. “I’m not going to lie. This will hurt, but I’ll be quick, and when your ex comes, I won’t let him hurt you permanently.”

That doesn’t sound promising.

“I’m just a farmhand and he seems to have more money than brains. It’s not like you’d choose this life.”

I quickly shake my head no and he smiles, but there is a hint of sadness in it.. “I figured, but it’s the hand you were dealt. You were probably a knockout when you were a free woman, but as a hucow…” He reaches under me and cups an udder, pinching my nipple and rolling it between his fingers. My eyes fall shut in pleasure. A moan slips from my lips as he tugs and the tender nub. “As a hucow, you’re perfect. Your udders are all full of milk and these cherry red teats will grow large and hang beautifully. Every male will want to fuck you, breed you.”

Another moan slips out of me as his other hand slips between my legs and two fingers sink into my wet heat. He pumps his fingers in and out quickly, bringing me to the edge.

“I can’t wait until you’re in the barn. I’m going to fuck this pussy, fill it with cum daily, and if your ex doesn’t succeed in putting a baby inside you, I’ll make sure I do.”

My eyes snap open and see the sincerity and lust on his face. His words settle something deep inside me. My life was destroyed when I arrived here. The hopelessness that’s been plaguing me fades and is replaced by acceptance. It’s like a dam breaking and as the water rushes through, so does my orgasm.

I let everything go. There is nothing for me outside the farm. This is where I’m supposed to be. Duncan can punish me, but it’s okay as long as Ruben is here to look after me. He’s my farmhand and I’m his hucow.

Ruben’s fingers slip out of me as the last wave of bliss dissipates, and I’m left in a daze. I didn’t realize I closed my eyes again until I opened them to see Ruben holding the gun again. The shiny gold ring hanging off the end is about the size of a quarter and thick.

His voice is soft as he strokes a thumb along my cheek. “Behave tonight. Let him do whatever he wants, and I promise I’ll take you right back to the vet. He’ll fix you up and you probably won’t even remember tonight. All you’ll feel for the rest of your life is pleasure, like you just experienced.”

That sounds perfect.

I give Ruben the first genuine smile since coming here and nod slowly, telling him I’ll behave. The faster we do this, the faster I can forget Duncan and just live the rest of my days in a pleasure filled haze.

Ruben’s smile is bright. “Good cow.” He says, and I don’t even mind being called that anymore. It’s what I am.

“Close your eyes and breathe deeply.” He says and I obey. His large hand cups the back of my head to hold me in place, and then I feel him press the gun to my septum. The edges slip into my nostrils and seconds later, there’s a sharp bite of pain that brings tears to my eyes.

I let out a yelp and blink away the tears. Ruben pulls the gun away and I feel the heaviness of the ring hanging from my nose.

I whimper as he wipes the blood away from my top lip and then gently cleans my face with the rag. “Beautiful. Such a good girl.” He coos and I lean my face into his hand. I’ll be good for him.

I startle as the door behind me opens and look behind me to see Duncan strutting into the room like he owns the place. He looks right at me and the way Ruben is stroking my cheek. He frowns at us, but then his lips tip up into a malicious smile. “There’s my breeding bitch.” His gaze takes in my naked form, staring at my face and moving down to my large udders and zeroing in on my glistening pussy. “Looks like you’re ready and waiting for my cock like a good little hucow slut.”

I flinch at his words, and Ruben quickly soothes me by tickling behind my ear. I watch as Ducan’s face turns red in anger at the way Ruben is touching me. He looks at Ruben with a sneer. “You can leave.”

Was he always this cocky? I don’t know what I saw in him and wonder why I wanted to marry him. He’s not even that handsome. Ruben is much better looking.

“I’m staying. It’s farm protocol to monitor civilians while on the premises.” Ruben states.

“Fuck protocol. I want time alone with the cow,” Duncan snaps.

“Not happening. You pulled strings to get access to her before the treatment was complete and available in the barn for everyone, but I’m putting my foot down on you being alone with her. She’s valuable to the farm.”

It hurts when he doesn’t say I’m valuable to him, but I’m under no pretenses that I’m special to him. I’m just another hucow.

“Either I’m here for the breeding or it doesn’t happen.” He adds.

Duncan is even more pissed, and I shift nervously. His gaze snaps to me and he then moves in my direction. “Fine, but you can stand by the door.”

Ruben concedes with a stiff jaw. “She’s all yours. You have one hour and then I have to take her back to medical.”

I watch as Ruben walks stiffly to the door and leans against the wall with a blank expression on his face.

Duncan ignores Ruban as he keeps his gaze on me. I try not to let him know how nervous I am. Ruben told me to behave, so I stand still and let Duncan walk around me. “Fuck. You really look like a cow now. I can’t believe I almost married you. Nice ring.”

I don’t respond to his words and keep my face blank, but I can’t help but stiffen as his fingers ghost down my back.

“You have a rocking body, though, but now those tits of yours are huge! Oops, I meant udders. You are no longer my girlfriend, but a fucking farm animal.” He leans down suddenly and grabs a handful of hair, pulling my head back until my neck hurts and I have to look him in the face.

“I’m going to stick my dick in your slick cunt and breed you like a bitch in heat. That’s all you're good for now. You're a fucking cow and all you're meant for is breeding and getting milked until you’re all used up and they throw your carcass into the incinerator where you’ll become nothing but ashes.”

So that’s what the smoke was from. I should feel fear that I’ll end up like Ducan says. Ashes on wind and forgotten by the world, but oddly I’m okay with it. If Ruben is right, then I’ll be too dumb to know when my time is up.

I remain passive and keep my expression blank. Duncan’s face turns dark when he doesn’t get the response he wanted. In a flash, I’m on my back. The wind gets knocked out of me on impact, and I gasp and cough as Duncan stands over me with a sneer.

He’s absolutely evil and I’m shocked: I’ve never seen this side of him before.

“Grab me a rope.” He barks at Ruben, who hasn’t moved, but the rage on his face is transparent.

“I have free use of this cow for one hour and have permission to do what I want as long as no permanent damage is done to it. If you want to keep your job here and continue fucking as much cow pussy as you want, then get me some damn rope.” Duncan demands and I see the conflict in Ruben's gaze, but in the end, he complies.

Duncan smirks like an asshole when Ruban hands him the rope. “Your cattle crop as well.”

Ruben hands it over and stomps back to his spot against the walk.

Duncan grabs my wrists and ties them together above the mitts. I remain still and let him do what he wants. Hopefully, he’ll go easier if I comply.

I can’t hide the wince of pain when he drags me along the ground, my back getting scrapped up. He pulls until I’m leaning against a post and ties my hands above my head to the post, leaving my udders exposed. The heavy mounds sit high on my chest.

I’d like to say I didn’t react to the next part, but when the first strike of the crop lands on my chest, I wail in pain. My heart begins to race erratically. Duncan grins, finally getting the response he wanted. He lashes my tender flesh again and I can’t keep quiet. I close my eyes and grit my teeth, but every few seconds I let out a cry or scream.

“Look at me, you hucow whore!” Duncan yells, and my eyes snap open to see his grin growing right along with the bulge in his pants.

He’s getting turned on. As I eye the growing bulge, my body responds even though I’m in pain. I chance a glance at Ruben, who’s frowning in concern, but he’s hard too. What must I look like to these men? My tits are heavy with milk, turning red by the strap. My teats have grown hard from the stimulation and milk has been trickling in streams down my stomach.

As the lashes continue, a strange sensation builds inside me. It starts as a tingle, but soon turns warm. The fire in my chest fading as my skin goes numb from his continued assault. The warmth spreads down my stomach and between my legs.

I can’t believe the pain is morphing into pleasure. He whips my udders until they’re as red as my teats and my screams fade to whimpers and then turn to moans as I grow even more aroused. I wither under the whip as a long, low moan leaves me.

I know my core is drenched, but I keep my legs closed to hide the evidence. Duncan would get a kick out of knowing I’ve turned into a pain slut.

When he lands a blow to one of my nipples. I can’t help the words that tumble out of my mouth.

“Please! More!” I beg. I’m shocked at my words, but so is Duncan because he stops mid swing.

I’m covered in welts and snot is pouring from my nose, coating my new ring and upper lip. Tears pour from my eyes, but they are no longer from pain, but desperation. I need to cum.

I don’t dare look at Ruben. I wasn’t supposed to talk, but I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Looks like my little cow likes pain with her pleasure.” Duncan says and tickles the end of my teats with the crop, making me shake in pleasure. “Fuck.” He squeezes his hard cock through his pants.

He lands a blow to my thigh. “Spread your legs, slut! Show me how wet you are for my cock.” He growls.

The straps are still keeping my legs bent and it’s awkward to be in this position, but another lash of the crop has me trying to obey. I drop my knees to the sides, letting the weight of my legs open me to his view.

“You always had a nice pussy, Sabrina.” He muses as he stares between my spread legs. It feels wrong to hear my name, now that I’ve accepted my lot in life. Sabrina was the old me. She’s gone and in her place is Hucow 8403.

“No names. It’ll confuse her.” Ruben says and I startle. I almost forgot he was here.

Duncan keeps his eyes on me, but nods his head. “Yeah, yeah. Cows don’t get names, just id numbers.”

The tip of the crop glides between my udders and down my stomach, causing my abdominal muscles to flutter from the soft sensation. My breathing picks up as I watch him circle my puffy clit, teasing me before sliding down my drenched folds. He does this a few more times until I’m panting and my legs are trembling.

“Keep your legs spread, cow, and if you’re good and scream loudly for me, I might make you cum.” It’s the only warning I get before he lashes my sensitive clit with furious strikes.

The pain is so much worse than before and I have to fight not to close my legs and protect myself. I sang for him exactly like he wanted. My screams ring out in the room as he batters my pussy until it’s raw and soaked with my arousal. Through all the pain, an inferno of pleasure builds. Every lash kindles the fire until I’m on the verge of combusting.

I just need one more whack to my clit and I know I’ll cum, but he seems to realize I’m close and the next two lashes land on my pussy lips instead. I cry out as tears of pain and frustration pour down my face.

My wrists are raw from pulling on the ropes as I wither and buck from the pain and ecstasy of Duncan’s assault.

He purposely avoids my clit, only going back to it when my arousal drops to a simmer. He brings me to the edge multiple times, only to send me falling backwards down the slope until all I can think about is climaxing.

I think I beg, but I can’t be sure if my words make sense. Time seems to blur and I don’t know how long Duncan keeps me on the edge. It could have been days or seconds, but when he finally drops the crop and unfastens his pants, I’m desperate and eagerly spread my legs wider, trusting my hips in his direction.

He drops to his knees, and then his cock is at my entrance. It’s both agony and ecstasy when he slams home. My pussy is raw and bruised, but it also feels so good to have a cock inside me finally.

My voice cracks as I cry out. He buries his cock to the hilt, bumping his pelvis against my abused clit. There is no tenderness involved as he pulls his cock out and then slams into me again. His thrusts are brutal and his pace is savage as he pummels my insides like a madman.

He wanted to punish me, but he’s unlocked a side of me I didn’t know about. The pain only heightens the feeling of euphoria rushing through my body. The fire burns brighter and brighter until it’s blinding.

I’m close, but then, like the bastard he is, slows down. I open my mouth to plead with him but then his mouth latches on to my teat and he sucks it into his mouth. His tongue lashes the tip and then he sucks hard.

Tingles begin in my chest, and milk begins to flow. He groans and latches on tighter. His free hand cups my other udder and squeezes until both are leaking cream. My eyes roll back in my head at the sensations of being milk and fucked at the same time. It’s too much for my mind and body to handle, and a tsunami of lust smashed into me.

Everything goes white hot as I finally shoot over the edge with a wail. The climax rolls through me in waves. My mind goes blank as I get lost in the sensations. Nothing else matters but this.

My udders burst, pouring milk into Duncan’s waiting mouth. He moans and drinks every drop, not stopping until it turns to a trickle and I slump against the post in exhaustion.

Duncan pulls out of me and stands up. His hard cock shines with my arousal under the lights. He hasn’t cum yet, and the fucker has the crop in his hands again.

My stomach drops when I realize he’s not done.


Chapter Nine

“I was surprised and then pissed when your tits started leaking like faucets at the restaurant.” He slaps the crop against one teat. The slight sting has me moaning and arching my back despite just cumming hard enough to see stars. I really have become a horny slut.

“I know it’s not your fault. You were just a late bloomer, but it was still fucking embarrassing for someone like me to discover my potential wife was nothing more than a dirty farm animal.”

“Thankfully, the hostess knows how to keep her lips shut and the media will never find out I almost got engaged to a fucking cow.” His forehead is covered in a sheen of sweat and his smile is devious. “Well, her mouth was too full of my cock to utter a word, and the hefty tip I left will make sure she forgets you were ever there.”

I’m too tired to do anything more than blink dumbly at him. As Duncan talks, the earlier anger seems to bleed out of him, but his eyes hold a hint of maliciousness. “You’ll never become my wife now and have that family you always wanted. Two kids, and a dog. I think that’s what you said, but I hate fucking dogs. Messy creatures that shed and drool. Anyway, I’m getting off topic and we are running out of time.”

“Like I was saying. You won’t get the family you envisioned, but I can give you a child. Well, at least put one in your belly, but when it’s born, it’ll be ripped away from you and given to an actual family to raise. A mother who can hold it, love it and watch it grow.”

The words knock the wind out of me as memories come flooding back. I remember that conversation we had about the future, and my heart shatters in my chest. Why did he have to remind me? I had forgotten thanks to the drugs pumping through my system.

The devastation he just caused must show on my face because he laughs. The cruel sound shattering me even more. I was resigned to my new life, and thought the farm broke me, but it’s Duncan who destroys what’s left of me.

Thinking about what I could have hadn’t carried the hucow gene only brings me more misery. I just want to forget. My gaze falls on Ruben as I silently urge him to take me back to the vet. I need them to make the pain go away.

He’s looking at Duncan with disgust and anger, but when his gaze drops to mine, they soften. He understands what my ex just did to me. Compassion and sympathy roll off him in waves. He can’t do anything to help me until Duncan’s time is up, but he nods his head in understanding. He’ll make it all go away soon.

“Ten minutes.” He calls out as his attention returns to Duncan, who is now untying my wrists.

They drop limply to my sides like a puppet whose strings have just been cut. I don’t want to move. All I want to do is lie here, but Duncan just won’t leave me alone. When I don’t move, he kicks my thigh with his shoe, adding another bruise to the many that are forming on my body. “Get up cow. You need to be mounted like the animal you are.”

Every part of my body is heavy, but I climb to my hands and knees and face away from him. He takes the rope and loops it around my collar. I’m already tied to a post from earlier, but Duncan pulls until both ropes draw tight and ties his end to the opposite side of the pen. Now I’m stuck.

“You haven’t seen the barns yet, but this is a taste of what you’ll experience. You won’t have much space to move.” He kneels down behind me and slaps my fresh brand. I jump as the raw flesh throbs painfully, but I don’t cry out.

I close my eyes and force myself to forget. Thinking will do me good, so I focus on the feeling of his hands on my hips and the crown of his cock as he lines it up with my entrance. “You’ll be restrained the rest of your life while they milk your fat tits. Dozens of men will fuck this pussy daily.”

He sinks inside me, and we both groan. My heart may be shattered, my soul broken, but my body still feels and responds. I block out his annoying chatter, meant only to hurt me and focus on his hard cock sliding in and out of my channel.

He picks up the pace until he’s pounding into me rapidly. Our time is almost up. His fingers dig into my hips, leaving more bruises, but embrace the pain, and let it transform into a kindling that ignites the burning desire simmering in my gut. I hate this man, but not his cock. He’s not huge, but large enough to stimulate the nerves inside my pussy. Soon I’m a quivering mess.

The man fucking me doesn’t matter. Soon I’ll have lots of men using me, breeding me daily. Even when I’m pregnant, they’ll continue to use my body for their pleasure, but I make a promise to myself that I’ll use them too. I’ll take every bit of pleasure I can get from them.

I’ll be the sluttiest fucking hucow on this farm and be a greedy bitch. I’ve had everything taken from me, so now I’ll take the only thing I can from this life. Pleasure, orgasms, ecstasy. All of it. As much as my body can handle and I’ll start with this asshole.

I arch my back, taking him deeper inside me until he batters my cervix on every thrust. It’s still tender, but every nudge causes me to moan and produce my lubrication until I’ve soaked both of us.

“You fucking bitch. Look at how wet you are. You love being treated like nothing more than breeding stock. Your cunt is squeezing me so tight, begging for my seed.”

I clench down harder on him in response and he grunts, slamming into me faster. My limbs are shaking as my arousal builds until I’m once again hovering on the edge of ecstasy. My clit throbs, my vaginal muscles contract. I can hardly breathe. I’m so damn close.

Duncan’s movements become erratic, and I know he’s going to cum soon. He’ll fill me with his cum and possibly impregnate me. It’s inevitable, but I pray that his seed doesn’t take and when I do become pregnant, it will be Ruben or some other stranger who puts a baby inside me.

Duncan deserves to lose for once. It’ll bruise his fragile ego when his mighty sperm fails.

That makes me smile, and I let myself fall over the edge. I release a scream of pleasure as I climax. My entire body locks up as waves of pleasure roll over me. Behind me, Duncan shouts as my pussy strangles his cock. He slams into me one more time before his cock twitches and he’s cumming too.

I feel him bathe my insides, and it causes a smaller orgasm deep in my gut to ripple outward. He leans over me as he continues to cum. Drops of sweat hit my back and I shiver in disgust.

I want him off me, but unfortunately he takes his time, leaving his cock buried in me until it starts to go soft. I stand still, panting heavily until he’s done and pulls his cock out, leaving a trail of cum tickling out of me. He’s breathing just as heavy.

I don’t look at him as he climbs to his feet, but hear him zipping up his pants and stepping back.

I thought he couldn’t break me anymore, but I was wrong when his next words rip me open again. “Get used to having cum dripping out of your pussy. You’ll be full of it soon, and when you finally push out a baby from that sloppy hole, you won’t even get to see it before it’s gone. That’ll be the closest you’ll ever come to being a mother.”

I let out a whimper as the last piece of my soul turns to ash. Suddenly Ruben is beside me, unhooking the ropes. “Enough!” He snaps. “Your time is up.”

“Yeah, you're right. I’m done with the useless cow,” Duncan says, and without another word, he’s gone.

When the door slams shut behind him, I break down and cry.

“Shh… I’m going to take you to the vet and all this pain will go away.”

“Please.” I say, not caring that I broke the no talking rule.

He doesn’t reprimand me, and just nods and scoops me up into his muscular arms. He carries me all the way to medical, which is good because I doubt I could crawl two feet at the moment.

Only once I’m strapped onto the table do I open my eyes. Our eyes meet as he sticks a needle into my neck. The room spins and darkness creeps into the edges of my vision.

“Sleep, pretty girl, and when you wake up, you’ll feel much better. I promise.” He says. I have complete faith in my handsome handler, and let the darkness claim me.


Chapter Ten

I blink my eyes open, and come face to face with a really handsome man. He looks familiar, but I come up blank when I try to recall where I’ve seen him before. In fact, I can’t recall anything before walking up.

“There’s my pretty cow.” The man says and then looks over my shoulder. “Doc, she’s awake.”

Another voice sounds behind me. “Excellent.” Then another stranger is peering into my eyes. He shines a light and I blink against the glare. I make a sound in complaint, which causes the handsome man to smile, and my stomach flutters with warmth. Arousal flares to life and I’m drenched in seconds.

I buck my hips, but realize I’m strapped down and let out another mewl in complaint. “Well, it looks like she has suffered no ill effects from delaying the treatment.” The older man says and then he reaches under me and squeezes my chest.

I yelp in surprise, and then moan in pain. Why does my chest hurt? There is an immense weight pulling downward and I shift in discomfort.

“She looks pretty full. Should I milk her here before taking her to the barn?” The handsome man asks.

“No. I think she can wait, Ruben.” The other says, and something flashes in my mind. I remember that name. I know this man and everything inside me is telling me that I can trust him to look after me.

“What about everything else?” Ruben asks and I have no clue what he’s talking about, but the other man does.

The older man turns his attention to Ruben, ignoring me completely. “The hucow has bruises and welts from her ordeal, but while she was under, I did an internal exam and everything looked fine. Place her on regular rotation like the others. The cow’s normal routine has been disrupted enough, so I want her available to the public immediately, regardless of her state.”

Ruben frowns, but nods his head.

“Those minor injuries will heal and it’s too early to tell if the breeding took, but it doesn’t matter. If she’s not pregnant with a calf already, we need to get her seeded as soon as possible.”

“Okay, doc.” He says and turns his attention to me, making that warmth grow even more. “You hear that little hucow?” Is that what I am?

“Time to get you settled into your new home. The barn is nice and cosy. Perfect for a cow like you. You’ll love it.”

I guess that is what I am then. A hucow or cow.

He quickly unstraps me and places me on the ground. Something hits the top of my lip and I stick my tongue out to feel a ring hanging from my nose. Ruben chuckles when he sees what I’m doing and the sound makes me shiver in desire.

Without thinking, I turn around and stick my ass in his direction. I want this man to fuck me so badly.

Ruben clicks his tongue and taps my ass with the crop in his hand. The sting has me jumping and spinning around to look at him. “Bad cow. I know you're horny and want to be bred, but not now. Behave and I’ll fuck you once I get you milked. Your udders must be hurting.”

My chest throbs and I look down to see two massive globes of flesh hanging from my chest. These must be the udders he’s talking about. I don’t understand everything, but when I see the white drops of milk dripping from me, I understand I need to be milked. I rub against his leg in agreement. He tries to look stern, but the smirk on his face lets me know he’s not mad.

He pats my head and then hooks a lead to my collar. “Come on, girl.”

I follow behind him obediently as we walk outside and towards the closest barn near the fence. It’s the first one in a row of identical buildings.

A man opens the door for us. “New cow?” He says and looks down at me with interest. “Damn. She’s a pretty one, but what happened to her?”

“It’s not important, but she’s available to the public like normal. No restrictions.” Ruben says.

The man nods. “Cool. I’ll visit her shortly. I want a piece before the barns open tonight. The newest ones always draw a crowd.” He says. I’m completely confused, but Ruben nods in understanding.

When we enter the building, my eyes widen in shock at all the other hucows. Rows of cows run the length of the barn on either side, facing the wall with their heads in a metal frame that prevents them from looking around.

Their backsides face the walkway in the center, giving me a clear view of their glistening pussies as we walk by. All of them are dripping with arousal and the air smells strongly of musk and sweet milk.

Walls separate them on both sides. The stalls are narrow. Only large enough for men to step around them to work. Below them are soft black matts covered in sawdust.

Ruben leads me deeper into the barn and I notice how big some hucow’s udders are. Some also have swollen stomachs of various sizes. Some look ready to pop, while others only have smaller bumps. They must be pregnant. Jealousy pinches my stomach. I want to be bred too.

The pregnant cows’ udders are massive. A few of the hucows, the ones we pass with flat stomachs, have the same size udders as mine, so they must not be pregnant yet. My udders are not small, but I’m still able to move easily without them being in the way. Those other large chested cows look like they wouldn’t be able to walk without their udders dragging the ground.

A strange harness supports the weight of their chests. It’s the same harness that I’m wearing and I notice a steel hoop on the back that is hooked to a cable from the ceiling. It seems to take some of the strain off the hucows.

Men move between the hucows, adjusting the clear teat cups that attach to their udders. Long clear hoses hang from them, the milk visible as it’s suctioned from the cow’s teats.

My own teats harden in anticipation. Pressure builds in my chest uncomfortably and I let out a moan. Ruben tugs a little harder. “I know you’re bursting, but just a few more stalls to go and I’ll get you set up.” He says, and I pick up the pace, eager to get milked.

We reach an empty stall and Ruben doesn’t have to encourage me to get into position. I stick my head in between the frames, making him smirk. “So eager. It’s good that the session with your ex didn’t leave any lasting effects. You’ve forgotten all about it. It’s for the best. This life will be easier now that you’re just a dumb, horny cow.”

I pay no attention to whatever he’s saying as he closes the bar around my neck until I’m unable to turn my head. He removes the lead and then fastens thick steel manacles around my wrists and connects them to the head frame.

He moves to my hind end and nudges my thighs wider before placing a spreader bar between my knees, which prevents me from closing them. There is a sound of a wench and then my harness is attached. It draws tight, but I remain on my hands and knees. “The harness will support you while you sleep.” He says.

Finally, he grabs the two cups and I whine in excitement as he places them on my swollen udders. My teats are immediately sucked down into the cups by the strong suction. The sides seal around my mounds, squishing them tight. The suction changes from hard to soft and back again in a rhythmic motion. My udders tingle and then I feel the release as my milk lets go.

The relief is immediate, and I moan my delight. It feels amazing and I never want it to stop. I close my eyes and continue to moan as the milk is pulled from me. Every tug sends an erotic sensation straight to my core, making me even hornier than earlier.

Then Ruben is on his knees behind me, unzipping his pants. He’s already hard and I think I die and am reborn when he slams his cock inside me in one thrust. The animalist cry that leaves my lips is echoed by the other hucows nearby. They know what’s happening.

I buck and press back against him, eager for everything he has to give me. This is everything I could ever want and more. The machine suckles the milk from my udders as Ruben rails me hard and fast. It’s all I’ll ever need in life. To be fucked and milked.

Nothing else compares and in seconds I keen in pleasure as I climax not once but twice in a matter of moments. Milk is running like a river out of me as I cum on Ruben's cock like a slutty little cow.

Moments later, Ruben cums with a growl and spills his load deep inside my needy snatch. A primal need for him to be the one to impregnate me takes over my brain and I press against him, taking him as deep as possible as the last of his seed spills out of his spent cock.

When he’s done, he pats me on the ass. “Good girl.” He whispers, and I smile at the wall in a daze. A food bucket and water pail are placed in front of me on the floor. “Here’s your food, cow. Eat up and I’ll be back later to check on you.”

I stick my head into the water pail and suck in large mouthfuls of water. “Mind if I take a turn with her?” I recognize the voice of the man who opened the barn door for us.

“Sure, but you know the rules regarding new cows. No face fucking or anal until pregnancy is confirmed. They serve a purpose and are not just holes to stick our cocks in,” Ruben says and my pussy pulses in excitement. I’m about to be fucked again!

“Yeah, I’ve been working here for a few months, so I know the rules.” I hear the man say and then he’s prodding at my entrance and sliding home, uncaring that Ruben just cummed inside me.

Everything fades around me as my mind drifts in a haze of pleasure. I’m happy as a hucow and unaware that my life was dramatically different just days ago.

One year later…

Another contraction ripples across my stomach, causing me to cry as the pain grows sharper. It feels like it’s been days since my labor started and the urge to push grows.

“Alright. She’s fully dilated so let’s get this calf out of her and get her to recovery for the night before returning to the barns in the morning.” The vet says.

Ruben kneels down in front of the frame they have me strapped down on. I was moved from the barn this morning when my water broke. The man fucking me at the time was so mad about the mess I made; he whipped me with his belt until the farmhands stopped him and he was escorted out of the barn after Ruben cursed him out for hurting a pregnant cow. I could have lost my calf.

The walk from the barn to medical was the first time I was out of my pen and my legs shook as I slowly made my way along the dirt path. My udders were another hindrance. They almost touch the ground and make walking difficult, but I made it. The farmhands didn’t help, but were patient. I only received two whacks with the crop whenever I stopped.

“Okay, girl. It’s time to push. You got this,” Ruben says and I nod like a good cow. On the next contraction, I push as hard as I can. I’m soaked in sweat by the end and almost ready to give up, but I give a final push and the pressure in my stomach releases.

A baby’s cry pierces the air seconds later, and I slump in exhaustion. A pang of sadness hits me when the cries fade as they take the baby away. I never even saw the little one, but Ruben remained by my side, petting my head and caressing my side. “Good girl. It’s a healthy baby boy.” It distracts me enough that I forget about being sad and just lean into his touch, enjoying my time with him.

He visits me often in the barn, but I don’t see him as much as I’d like. He’s busy with the other hucows. I like the other farm hands almost as much as Ruben. They treat me well and make sure I have lots of orgasms.

The men who visit the barn aren’t as nice. They usually just fuck my pussy, ass or cum down my throat and leave without making sure I feel good, too. I cum often since I’m always horny and ready to combust the moment a cock sinks inside me, but sometimes the men finish too quickly and leave me unsatisfied.

One visitor always makes me feel uneasy when he visits my stall. I get traces of familiarity whenever he comes, but he’s a stranger to me. He likes to say nasty things to me and he’s rough, but the farmhands don’t let him get out of hand, especially when the vet confirmed I was pregnant.

He visited often in the beginning, but thankfully his visits are getting less. I’m hoping he’ll stop visiting entirely. I don’t like him much.

Ruben hooks up the milking machine, and I sigh in relief when my milk begins to drain. He pats me on the head. “I’ll be back in the morning to get you. Go to sleep. You did good.” He says and then I’m left alone with the vet, who cleans me up and gives me a shot that takes any lingering pain away.

In the morning, I’m eager to get back to the barn and am excited when Ruben arrives. He led me out of the medical after the vet gave me a few more shots. My stomach is much smaller so I can crawl faster now. I’m confused when he leads me to the second barn instead of back to the one I was in before and I stop on the spot.

He looks behind him when the lead draws tight. “It’s okay, cow. You’re being moved to the next barn. You’ve had your first calf and are no longer a new hucow, but one of the herd now. It’s something to be proud of and the guys will take good care of you. I’ll still drop by and help them breed you from time to time.” He smirks, and my pussy grows wet, already looking forward to Ruben sinking inside me again.

He tugs on my leash, and I follow him to the new barn with disappointment. I’ll have new handlers and I’m not sure how I feel about that, but I’m just a cow and have no say in the matter.

My new stall looks the same and as soon as I’m hooked up, Ruben is pressing his hard shaft into my ass. “Your pussy is off limits for a week, until you heal, but damn, your ass feels amazing.” I have a hard time cumming when I’m ass-fucked, but Ruben always makes sure I climax. He reaches under me and rubs my clit until I reach my peak with a cry.

He grunts a couple times and then he unloads into my back hole. He pulls his cock out and whips it across my ass before tucking it away.

“See you later, girl,” He says then he’s gone, leaving me with a dopey smile on my face.

Ten years later…

I’ve been moved again. This time it’s the furthest barn, and it takes forever to crawl there. The vet seemed disappointed during my exam.

“It’s taking a lot longer than normal to get her pregnant.” He was talking with the farmhand who tends the hucows in my barn. His name is Dan, and he’s quiet, but has a big cock, so I like him a lot.

“She’s had nine successful pregnancies. One was even a set of twins, which is rare. I’ve run some bloodwork and other tests. Her fertility has dropped, but she’s still one of our top producers. I’d like to get a few more years out of her if possible.” The vet says and Dan nods.

I have no clue what is going on, but the vet is not happy, so I’m worried I’ve done something wrong.

“Should we put her on the machine and see if that works?” Dan asks.

“Yeah. I think it’s time. If that doesn’t work, then we’ll collect as much milk as we can from her before she dries up and is no good to us anymore.”

They both have frowns as Dan unhooks me from the frame and sets me on the ground. “Come on, girl.” He clicks his tongue and I follow him to another building off to the side of the last barn.

This room is strange, with a small holding pen to the side and a padded frame with a large steel piston connected to it. I slow down when we get near, but Dan is having none of it. He whips my ass with the crop, driving me forward. I yelp and move as fast as I can.

I’m picked up and placed on the padded frame. My head, arms and legs are strapped down and Dan places a glove on his hand. Clear gel coats his fingers and then he’s pressing them inside me. All four which I take easily after so many pregnancies, but then gasp in surprise when his thumb slides into me and then he presses until his entire hand is inside me.

I whimper at the stretch, but he ignores me and pumps his hand in and out until I loosen up and my whimpers turn to moans. “Good cow.” He says and then withdraws his hand.

I grunt in complaint, which earns me a smack on the ass. “Don’t worry, horny cow. You’ll be filled up soon enough. I love the look you cows get on your face when you’re forced to take the mechanical bull.”

I hear gears moving and then something large is pressed against my backside. He spreads my lips and lines it up with my entrance. The machine comes to life behind me and I wonder what he’s doing.

“Now, relax and let the bull breed you.” He says and then I’m split open as the large object drives forward. I scream as the bull stretches me open further than anything I’ve ever felt before. It hurts, but feels so freaking good to be filled to capacity. No real cock has felt like this.

It butts against my cervix before withdrawing and pressing back into me. I feel every inch and groan as I’m filled to bursting again. Wetness floods my channel from arousal and begins to drip down my thighs.

“There’s a good girl. Get nice and wet.” He says and then the machine picks up speed until it’s pounding into me and shaking the frame. I’ve never been fucked this hard before and all I can do is lie there and take it like a good cow.

I gasp and moan as my arousal builds. The machine is ruthless and pushes me to the edge quickly. I’m so wet that I can hear the sloppy sounds coming from behind me. It’s lewd and I couldn’t care less about what Dan sees as he watches the machine pound my pussy like no man has ever before. I’m not sure I ever want to go back to regular cock.

My eyes roll back in my head and the air leaves my lungs. Heat builds rapidly in my core until it’s a burning inferno. The machine goes faster, and that’s when my world detonates. I scream until my voice cracks. Every muscle seizes as a mind melting orgasm rocks me to the bone.

I’m shaking and floating on a cloud of bliss when the machine presses against my cervix and stops. A blast of fluid comes out of the tip and I’m forced to accept it. I feel my womb swell as the machine pumps a massive load of semen into my body.

Minutes pass and when the machine is empty, the pistons slowly withdraws the rubber phallus. Dan is ready and slips a plug into my gaping pussy to keep the seed where it needs to be.

I’m taken off the machine, and lead back to my stall on shaky legs. I’m milked but not touched for two days, much to my disappointment. The vet is pleased on my next visit. “It worked. She’s growing another calf inside her.”

I’m sent back to the barn and resume my days of being milked and mounted. I like all the cock, but can’t wait to be inseminated by the breeding machine again.

I think it’s the best thing in the world, but my stupid cow brain doesn’t know that it means my time is almost up on the farm.

Epilogue…

I spend another few years delivering healthy calves and producing milk. The breeding machine worked three more times to put a calf in my belly, but this last round wasn’t successful.

There is no fear when the vet says, I’m infertile. I don’t know what that means, but he pats me on the head and tells me I was a good cow before a farmhand leads me back to the barn.

The next time I leave the barn, a truck is waiting and I’m placed in the back with a half dozen other older hucows who stare around with dazed expressions. We drove to the back of the property to a building I’ve never been to before, but I’m excited to see Ruben when I get there.

He has a sad smile on his face and I want to make him happy, so I brush up against his legs in greeting. Patting my head, he chuckles and tickles behind my ear. “I’m glad to see you, too.” He attaches a leash to my collar and leads me inside.

The building is warm, and the stalls are shiny stainless steel, which is strange. The floor of the stall is one large grate with a drain below. Where are the miking machines?

All the hucows are separated into individual stalls, but I pay no mind to anyone but Ruben.

He leads me to a stall, and I place my head in the rack like usual. He locks me in and I frown in confusion when he removes my udder harness. My poor teats drags on the ground without support. I let out a soft mewl, and he pats my rump.

“Easy old girl. You did good, but you won’t need that anymore.” I don’t understand, but trust him to know what I need.

My mitts are removed and pads which feel strange after all this time. When I’m stripped of everything. He kneels down in front of me and holds my head in his palms. His thumbs stoke my cheek tenderly. He’s aged, and I notice the wrinkles around his eyes and the gray along his temples, but he’s still just as handsome.

Someone else comes into the stall, but Ruben keeps his gaze on me. He swallows hard, and I notice his eyes are glassy. Why does he look sad?

“You’ve been a good cow and now it’s time for you to rest. Close your eyes.” He says as he keeps a firm grip on the sides of my head. I obey him and keep them closed, even when a hard object presses into the base of my skull. “That’s a good girl.” He murmurs.

Then I feel nothing.

THE END!
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