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The sun was shining through the branches of the trees, trying to chase away the persistent clouds that hung over the city. The sky was pale, gray, and blue, and the air smelled fresh and earthy. Everything indicated that a storm was brewing.

Jim cursed. As he tried to pull the huge, gnarled log out of the ditch, the last thing he needed was rain. He wiped beads of sweat from his forehead, rolled up his shirt sleeves, and continued to try.

Even though he was a man of, well, one might say, extraordinarily large proportions and strength, that was sometimes not enough. A log would simply get stuck, and he wouldn't be able to move it for hours. Just like now. Considering the rain that was brewing, he didn't have much time left. Although it was fully equipped, it was difficult, almost impossible, to work in the rain and on slippery terrain.

He wrapped the chain with which he was pulling the log tighter and lay down again. There was a loud crunch and then the sound of sliding on the ground.

He did it!

Satisfied, he tossed the chain aside, then took off his cap and the sweat from his forehead and hair. His tail reached all the way to his back and contributed to him being completely drenched in sweat in such situations, and his long, wrinkled beard made him look like a real "forest man".

Yet Jim refused to cut his hair or shave his beard; in a way, he loved his scruffy and rough image, he loved the security and mask of his rugged appearance, and he had been successfully hiding behind it for years.

Jim never cared about his appearance, reputation, or what others would say about him. 

God endowed him with strength, and that was enough for him. His grandfather and his father before him were also timbermen, and Jim didn't mind carrying on the family legacy. It was the path he was destined for from birth. It had been passed down in his family for generations, and he was somehow honored that he, too, would continue the long-standing tradition of timbermen.

Everyone knew him as Jim the Timberman, a strongman and roughneck who carried wood on his shoulders with his father since childhood. Everyone admired his superhuman strength and was a little afraid of his rough and neglected appearance. 

And that was exactly what Jim wanted people to think of him. Although he didn't care about their opinions, he needed to maintain the appearance of being strong and fearless, a tough timberman, in order to hide something much, much deeper and different.

Jim, a timberman and roughneck, that was the reputation that had always followed him and his family, and he didn't mind it.

However, looks can often be deceiving, and few knew the other side of Jim's personality and Jim's heart.

Few knew that every morning when Jim comes to the forest, he brings bread crumbs for the surrounding birds. He enjoyed watching them happily hopping around on the fresh soil and gathering the food that he had carefully collected and prepared for them. The chirping of small singing creatures filled his soul with warmth and gave each day a special meaning. The birds from the forest were his friends who faithfully and joyfully greeted him every morning.

No, he was not just a rough, superficial timberman, with little brains and even less heart.

Few also knew that Jim cried when he had to put Frank, his old cat, to sleep. After living for a good 16 years, the sassy and wayward cat that had a special place in Jim Fletcher's home and heart just couldn't go on. After acute heart failure, he fell into a coma, and the vet said it was only right to put him to sleep and spare him the pain. He died beloved, at a very old age, in the arms of his boss and friend, the "rough" timberman Jim, who never recovered from the death of his beloved cat. He never will.

Few knew that Jim had a collection of indoor plants that he devotedly cared for. He took the first ficus from an old woman, his father’s friend, whom he helped with moving. She was also moving her indoor plants from one house to another and making room for new ones. 

This ficus was quite old and withered. Due to the poor position, too much light and heat poor plant shriveled its branched leaves. The ficus was huge, branched, and imposing in appearance, but practically dead.

-What about this plant?

The old woman just waved her hand.

- Oh, it died. I put it in too much light, and now its leaves are practically fried. I simply had no other place for it. This is also the reason why I am moving all my plants now.

-Can I take it?

She looked at him in surprise.

-Of course, if you want.

She shrugged and watched in amazement at the sight of a huge man carrying a branched, withered plant on his back.

Jim took it home and put it in the shade. He watered it once a week, just as advised. Every day, he observed the twisted ficus with fleshy leaves, and after a month, he noticed that several leaves began to recover and new leaves began to appear. His heart skipped a beat.

After the ficus had fully recovered, Jim decided to take another one. He wanted them to be together and keep each other company while he was at work. He took good care of his plants, which became more and more beautiful, fresher, and more branched. Soon, plants became his passion.

When he came home from work, he would sit in peace for a long time and look at their beautiful, green leaves. It was his oasis, and rare moments of freedom and tranquility, when he could simply be who he was.

Jim, a gentle and sensitive plant collector. Jim, the forest bird keeper. Jim, good and gentle, with a purring cat on his lap and his rough hand on his refined fur. Crying Jim. Jim, who is weak. Jim, who, instead of mutilating nature and cutting down trees, takes care of something.

They were those sides of him that he hid from the world. No one would understand it, after all, it stopped being important. He had been alone for years, and he loved his solitude, his little split worlds, and lives. The one that people see, and the man that he really is.

After successfully pulling out the log, he sat on it and lit a cigarette. He inhaled the smoke deep into his lungs and looked at the gray sky. The clouds were densely packed into each other. The air smelled fresh and earthy. The wind carried particles of dandelion and pine resin. The rain has just started. He should be leaving soon.

He was listening to the howling of the wind when he thought he heard some whining from the nearby bushes.

He listened better. The thin and high tone was muffled, barely audible. He tried to determine the direction from which it had come. He looked back again and determined that it must be a young hazel bush growing not far away, only a few feet from him.

He came closer. Yes, he was quite sure now that it was a whimper, but not an animal one. The tone was high-pitched, whining interspersed with sobs and sighs. It was more like... a human cry?

He came quite close, determined to check what it could be. He carefully followed the sound which led him to the hazel bush, just as he had thought. Twigs crunched under his work boots, large footprints left in the mud behind him.

He thought he saw something move. Behind the tangled branches and masses of young leaves, he could glimpse a silhouette. 

It was something quite large; it seemed to him that it had horns. He was still amazed, unable to understand what kind of animal could make such a sound. He knew the forest and its inhabitants better than anyone else. However, this was all too strange.

He unfurled the branches and then stepped back in wonder. He wanted to rub his eyes to banish the disbelief. He wasn't entirely sure if what he was seeing was real.

He came quite close and knelt down on the muddy forest floor. He felt the cold breath of the wind suddenly slap his face hard, and a few drops of rain wet his cheeks.

A young girl stood in front of him, huddled and crying. Her large, clear blue eyes looked at him in fear and confusion. Her gaze lingered on his face, carefully observing the furrows and blemishes on his roughened skin. Her eye movements were quick and sudden, her breathing fast and intermittent.

Warm tears flowed down her cheeks and mud-stained face.

Jim couldn't stop staring at her in wonder. All this seemed completely incredible to him. The girl was unbelievably beautiful, and her piercing, blue gaze and pleading eyes made him suddenly feel weak and strangely flickering.

He regained his composure and took a better look now. He realized that the horns he had seen in the bushes a moment ago were sticking out of her mud-caked and dirty, long, red hair. Just below the horns, a pair of black and white cow ears moved in the direction of the wind, which was now blowing stronger.

Then it dawned on him, well, she's a hucow!

He had heard stories about these girls, but had never actually seen one until now, and the surprise and shock were so great that he could hardly recover. He was absolutely mesmerized by her appearance, and stared at her as petrified as she stared at him.

Jim only now realized. He slowly began to connect the possible scenarios in his head. He knew that near the forest, in the rural part of the city, there was Hucow Farm. The farm was relatively new and opened here so as not to make too much noise and disturbance in the larger city. Opinion on the breeding and keeping of the hucow girls was still thin ice, which had both supporters and opponents.

The whole concept revolved around the production of human milk that was used for special scientific purposes, and which was produced by a special kind of girls, the so-called hucow girls, hybrids between cows and women, known for their wayward temper, weak intelligence, and huge udders capable of producing a huge amount of precious milk with the right training and care.

Many considered the breeding of hucow girls to be pure exploitation. They abhorred this industry, which was developing at breakneck speed, and protested against the inhumane and cruel treatment of girls.

Others looked favorably on the growing number of hucow farms. Hucow girls were well cared for, the farms passed rigorous controls and conformed to the most humane breeding and husbandry regulations. The milk produced in this way was more than valuable and was used in the innovative treatment of many diseases.

The mixed opinions of the population led to the fact that new farms were usually opened in rural areas, without too much noise and controversy. Such was the case with the farm that was opened a few months ago in their town. Jim had heard rumors about it, but hadn't attached any particular importance to it until now.

The young girl must have belonged there; that had to be the only logical explanation.

Still, what was she doing here, on the edge of the forest, muddy, dirty, and crying?

Jim wiped the tears from her cheeks with his hand. The sight of her crying face made something tighten in his chest. He couldn't bear to see her cry. The skin of her flushed cheeks was heavenly soft and tender.

Against his will, his gaze fell lower, to her massive breasts that protruded from
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