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Part Four


Chapter Nine

 


“Why did you reject him like that?” Gena asked. “I
know he was acting like a creeper, but I thought you were into him,
as much as a nice hucow girl like yourself could be into a
normie.”

Gena and Josie were walking back to the dairy
residence after ditching Andy to figure out what he was going to do
with the rest of his life.

“I was into him,” Josie said with supreme
self-confidence. “Was. Past tense. That’s over. I’m moving
on with my life. I’ve got better things to do than worry about a
self-centered egotistical prick…with a little prick.” She grinned
and licked her lips.

“I thought you told me he has a big dick.”

Josie considered that for a minute. “I suppose that
is true…for a normie. I’m into bigger cocks now. Bull
cocks.”

“Fucking hell, Josie, it was barely a week ago you
were shoving his semen ice cubes up your twat trying to have his
baby! What changed?” She grabbed her friend’s arm and stopped her
from walking. Their pace had been faster than Gena liked,
especially since her bulging, pregnant stomach had forced her into
the pregnant hucow waddle when she walked.

“I did,” admitted Josie. “It’s probably the hormones
talking, but once Hank bred me…I feel like I’m a different
person.”

“If you’re pregnant, you’re barely three days
pregnant.”

“That’s good enough for me.” She gentle unclasped
Gena’s fingers from her arm. “Do you know why I joined the
dairy?”

“Yeah, I remember. You said you wanted citizenship
and didn’t want to go through the military or other public service
routes.”

“About that…it’s only half the truth.”

That intrigued Gena. “So what’s the other half?”

“Most of my family members are full citizens. Most
got that through military service. No one did it through the hucow
program.”

“Uh-huh?”

“And I didn’t want to do military service.”

“So why not do public service?”

Josie started walking again, this time slower in
consideration to Gena’s condition. “My family wanted me to get
married.”

“Yeah? Lots of families want their kids to get
married.”

“It was a giant fight for them to allow me to go to
college. My family was very…controlling. I was expected to get
married to Andy the minute after I graduated college. And then I
realized I didn’t love him. I was just using him so I wouldn’t have
to go back and live with my parents. Everything started falling
apart when I broke up with Andy…the only safe place I could think
of to run to was here. The dairy.”

“Was your family—?”

Josie immediately cut her off. “I’m not going to talk
about them. I’m safe here. I have a life here. I needed to see Andy
again because…I don’t know. I wanted to know the dairy was the best
choice for me.” She inhaled deeply and resigned herself to the
happy fate she had assigned to herself. “And it is. I’m happy here.
I was twenty three years old when I ran away from home and now I’m
not miserable any longer.”

“That’s fucked up,” Gena said, not knowing what else
to say.

“You know what’s even more fucked up? Living a
miserable, depressive life. My family thinks the very existence of
hucows is against the laws of God. That’s why I’m here and that’s
why I’m happy.”

“Wow.”

“If they knew the things Andy had me do while I was
in college…” a wicked grin crossed over Josie’s face. “Well, they
wouldn’t have been happy with me marrying him either.”

Back in Josie’s room Gena did a quick inspection of
her home and first looked at the milker. “You should swap out this
saddle for the standard model,” she said as she lightly bounced the
semi-rigid dildo that was rising up out of the saddle. “Assuming
you’re pregnant, of course.”

“Really? I have to? I mean…it felt really good to use
it when I was getting pumped.”

“You don’t want to lose the calf, do you?”

“I thought that was just a myth.”

Gena shrugged. “Do you really want to find out the
hard way?”

Together they removed the dildo saddle and replaced
it with the stock model. Although she didn’t need the help Gena
assisted Josie up on the saddle and moved the suction cups into
place. “You’re lucky,” she commented to her friend as the motor
kicked on and her milk immediately let down.

“Why is that?”

“You were already an easy milker, weren’t you? You’ve
barely been here six months and you’re already producing over a
gallon a day.”

“Yeah. So?”

“Your production goes up when you’re pregnant. You
might be the first hucow to actually hit the daily two gallon
mark.” She curled her fingers around the fleshy udder that was
exposed on the outside of the collection nozzles. “Your udders are
going to get bigger and bigger. Can you feel it yet?”

Josie slowly shook her head. “No. Not yet.” She
closed her eyes and turned on the vibrator to the lowest
setting.

“Already? You are a horny little thing, aren’t
you?”

“Uh-huh.”

Gena laughed and checked her friend’s production
rate. The milk was flowing steadily down the tubes and into the
collection tank. “Do you need help cumming?” Gena asked as she ran
her fingers along Josie’s spine, feeling the little bumps and
enjoying the sensation of the other hucow’s skin under her
fingertips. Josie didn’t object and Gena kept moving her fingers
downward eventually letting them rest on her angled rump.

“No. This is good. I think I’ll have Hank fuck me
later.”

“No. Choose someone else. Don’t let him have any
power over you.”

“Okay,” Josie sighed as she snuggled her head down
onto the support pad. “Maybe I’ll have Douglas do it.”

To her credit, Gena didn’t flinch away or object to
Josie’s suggestion. But she didn’t encourage her friend either.

 


 


 



Chapter Ten

 


Gena’s pregnancy progressed too quickly for Josie to
track, partly because she was so distracted by her own growing
belly. Before she knew it her friend had gone into labor and within
a day presented a brand new calf to Douglas who was thrilled to see
his offspring.

When Josie had the opportunity to see Sophia, in the
back of her mind she was thinking the baby would immediately have a
cow-like appearance. But other than being chubbier than average,
Sophia looked exactly like any other baby.

“So is she hucow or a normie?” Josie asked as she
rocked the little bundle gently back and forth. Sophia was just
about asleep and making little cooing noises.

“Human, of course,” Gena snapped. She had become
immediately over protective of her calf.

“But she has a hucow for a mother and a bull for a
father,” Josie pointed out.

“And no one can become a hucow without the full
treatment. Don’t be stupid. Yes, if she decides to follow in her
mother’s footsteps she’ll have an advantage over all the other
girls because she’s already genetically predisposed to the
treatment. And I bet that she’ll hit two gallons a day
without being pregnant.” She smirked at her friend.

While Gena now had offspring of her own, Josie was
still in the middle of her pregnancy. Her udders had ballooned even
more—as if that were possible—and were keeping pace with her
stomach and her rump. Before Josie had always prided herself on
having an athletic body, but now she was all about pleasure and
curves and she didn’t mind in the least. “I’m not up to two
gallons. Not yet anyway.”

“Are you getting all the sex you need?” Gena asked.
“Is Hank plowing you while you pump?”

Josie looked out the window across the lawn of the
dairy. “Occasionally. He pesters me all the time and I can’t get
him to stop. I’ve even gone so far as to have other bulls in my
room when I know he’s going to visit, but he still doesn’t take the
hint.”

“That’s a little cruel, don’t you think? I thought
you were sweet on Hank.”

“I like him, but I’m not going to marry him.”

“Does he know that?”

Josie didn’t answer.

 


Just over a week after little Sophia was born, Gena
and Douglas were gone. They weren’t truly gone, of course, they had
just left the residence, having found a place of their own where
they could raise their calf. It wasn’t far from the dairy, just at
the edge of the township, but Josie had become so used to seeing
Gena every day that it felt like her best friend had
disappeared.

She was…lost.

Like too many people who become lost she turned to
something to fill that empty void. She couldn’t turn to alcohol or
other chemical distractions because of the constant testing of her
milk and the contaminants would show up and negatively affect her
income. Instead, she turned to sex. Luckily there was plenty of sex
available within the diary. She only had to pick the bull of her
choice and a few minutes later he would be knocking at her door.
Between her twice daily milkings along with the hormones running
rampant through her body due to her pregnancy she was almost
constantly horny. It wasn’t nearly as bad as when she was in heat,
but it was a relentless ache that wouldn’t go away. Even two
different bulls a day did little to dent her lust.

“You’d better slow it down a little,” Nurse Barbara
warned her after a weekly checkup. “You’ve got some vaginal
tearing. It’s minor, but I can tell you’ve been busy.”

“Two a day,” Josie admitted as she took her feet down
from the stirrups.

“Use more lube or find something else to distract
you.”

“Like what?”

“I always suggest masturbation,” the nurse said
matter-of-factly. “It gets the job done and doesn’t cause as much
hard of a bull does when he has sex with you.”

“I like a big cock,” Josie said boldly.

“Yeah, and even with the hucow treatment, your vagina
isn’t fully able to handle what they have. Lube or masturbation.
You don’t want to do a C-section when your calf is born. Trust me
on that.”

“I like
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