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That prick just had to be the son of a senator.

Six weeks ago, I'd been at my favorite bar after a long day in the mines. Calling it my favorite is a bit of a stretch, but of the two places to drink in my tiny ass town, the Pub is the better of the two. Ol' Man Johnson runs it, and he takes decent care of the waitresses. He buys women past their prime and gives them a place to live and honest work. It's better than suffering in a whorehouse at least.

Despite what the government would have you believe, not everyone agrees with their position on women's rights. My mom used to tell me stories about the old days, before the vote that changed everything and reduced them to second-class citizens. She and my dad had an actual relationship. Yeah, he had to have paperwork to say he owned her because that was the only way they could get married, but he never treated her like anything less than an equal. He taught me to do the same.

Which was why when I ducked into the alley behind the Pub for a smoke, and found my favorite waitress being molested by some punk ass kid, I saw red.

I'm a big guy. Just over 6'4". I've been working in the mines for eight years, since I turned eighteen, so I'm not just tall. I'm strong from hauling fifty-pound sacks and swinging a pickaxe all day. I look like a freaking Viking with blue eyes and blonde hair I tend to keep in a braid. Kid didn't stand a chance, I beat the crap out of him, and I didn't even break a sweat.

But when someone called the cops, they wouldn't even take Millie's testimony. They arrested me on the spot, and Aldric Emerson McCloud III pulled some mighty strings so the man who attacked his precious son wouldn't be able to make bail. They charged me with attempted murder.

My piece of shit public defender didn't do crap either, too afraid of Daddy's deep pockets. The best he could negotiate for me was sending two slaves to the Broodmare Farm for three years, and two more to the Hucow Ranch for a lifetime sentence.

One problem with that solution. I don't own slaves. I don't agree with it. I was hoping to find someone I could fall in love with one day, but now I'm not going to get that chance, as a judge stares me down with disdain.

"You own no slaves you can commit to the Farm or the Ranch? Not a single one you're willing to part with?" he asks with a sneer. I do my best not to glare back at him. Mom always taught me to be polite, even when someone's a dick for no reason.

"No, Your Honor. I don't own any to begin with."

Judge Assface shakes his head like it's the most disgusting thing he's ever heard.

"Well, then we've got a bit of a situation here. The male penitentiaries are completely full at the moment. The Broodmare Farm has been so successful that most have been closed down. We haven't needed them with so many women serving in their master's stead. So that leaves you with two options: death row, or you go to the Hucow Ranch yourself."

I suck in a shallow breath. There are plenty of men who would love to work off a sentence at the Ranch, and get off on the way they treat those poor girls. Not me though. I can barely stomach the thought. But I think about what my death would do to my parents, and know it's the only choice I have. I'll work off my sentence as quick as I can, keep my head down, and maybe this will all turn out okay. Maybe I can volunteer for work away from the girls and being a ranch hand won't be so bad.

I have to swallow two or three times before I can get the words out.

"I choose the Hucow Ranch, Your Honor."

I don't understand the sick smirk that flashes over the judge's face as he bangs his gavel.

"Bailiff, please take Mr. Graves into custody."

[image: image-placeholder]

I sit in a solitary cell almost identical to the one I spent the last six weeks in. It's a little smaller, the paint a little darker, but everything else feels the same. It'll be good to get outside again. Maybe I'll finally get a tan. That's one thing you definitely never get working in the mines. I almost never see the sun.

I don't know how much time passes before two guards appear in the hall, their dark navy uniforms blending in with the shadows. Lighting isn't something the legal system spends money on, apparently.

"Prisoner Graves, stand up, face the wall, and put your hands behind your head."

I sigh, but comply, standing up. At this point, this part feels routine. I lace my fingers behind my head as they open the cell door and huff out a sigh as I wait patiently. I know I'll feel the clasp of metal around my wrists any time now.

For the first time, they take me by surprise. There are no handcuffs, no one grabbing or shoving me. There's the prick of a needle sinking deep into the side of my neck, and the next thing I know I'm falling. My head smacks the bench on the way down.

I don't feel the pain. There's only blackness.
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When I wake, it's like something out of a horror picture. Those old black and white ones the movie theater runs in October on its one working screen.

I'm leaned up against the wall of a large cell, a series of leather and canvas straps keeping me upright. Thick, white cloth wraps around my arms, keeping me from moving. I take a moment to think of the right word. It's a straight jacket. Something I thought only existed in movies and books. I never dreamed they'd use one in real life. The straps run between my legs, and I'm grateful it feels like I've still got pants on.

Heavy shackles rest around my ankles, with thick chains that ensure I go nowhere even if I could move. Belts wrap over every part of me, keeping me tight against the wall. Even my head's bound by what feels like a heavy leather collar, and straps run over the top of my head, keeping me firmly in place. I couldn't even sneeze if I wanted to. About all I can do is blink. There's some sort of plastic wedged in my mouth. I can't open it all the way, but I can't close it either. It feels like there's a tube pressing my tongue down.

I can make out tables full of metal instruments and a series of cabinets. The overhead lighting is jarring against the drum beat pounding in my brain.

Something is very, very wrong.

I don't have long to freak out before the door opens, and in walks Aldric Emerson McCloud III, with Junior right behind him. I'm pleased to see his arm is still in a sling after putting me through this shit. His nose is crooked too. I guess the doctor couldn't set it right. They're followed by two men in white coats.

"Ah, good, Mr. Graves, you're awake," Aldric says like we're old friends. He gives me a twisted smile I'd like to punch right off his face, but I don't give him the satisfaction of reacting. I know it won't do me any good. I'm tied way too tight, and the thing in my mouth has me barely drawing air. Speaking is out of the question.

"I'm sure you're wondering what exactly is happening now."

He's not wrong, but I do my best to stare at him impassively instead of glaring. I'm certain he's about to explain anyway. Rich men always get off on speaking down to people.

"You see, when the Judge gave you the choice of death row or the Ranch, you weren't signing up to work here. Maybe if you hadn't tried to murder my son in cold blood, you could have spent your life as a ranch hand, but no. Men like you are dangerous. That see women as something as more than they are. You can't be left to interact with them. Not in a human capacity anyway," he says, pacing around me and looking me up and down like I hold the answers he's looking for.

"We have twelve bulls here on the Ranch. We use them for the cows who need a more thorough breeding in order to calve. You, Mr. Graves, are going to be the thirteenth bull."

Judging by the sadistic smile he gives me, my horror is plain to see for everyone in the room. I try to shake my head desperately, but I can't even do that. My pleas come out as utter garbage as I choke on the plastic in my mouth.

I would have chosen death if I'd known a hundred times over. This is a fate worse than that. I've heard the stories. If they're true, I won't be me anymore. I won't be a person anymore. I won't be able to think about anything but the rut.

"Where the Hucow process takes seventy-two to ninety-six hours, the Bull transformation takes closer to six weeks. It's a lot easier to break a female than it is to build a male's body up. But don't worry. You won't be be awake for most of it, and when it's done, you won't remember your old life. You won't even know your name."

I know it's futile; I know it in my core, but I can't stop myself from jerking against the restraints holding me in vain. Struggling against the straps binding me in place, I grunt around the plastic in my mouth as Aldric smiles at me. The bastard preens as he enjoys my efforts, but he doesn't say a word. No one moves. They just let me keep flailing like it'll do me any good. The only sounds in the dead air of the room are the creak and pull of the leather and canvas as I strain.

They let me keep trying until I slump in defeat. Whether it's a few seconds later or a few minutes, I'm not sure. I'd struggle forever if I could stop this, but it's happening whether or not I like it. It's too late to go back and ask for the electric chair.

"Finished, are we?" Aldric purrs, smirking like a cat that just found the world's largest canary asleep and waiting to be eaten. While I try to will the tears away, I find myself glaring at him. I can despair later. I am not showing weakness in front of him. There's a reason he waited until they had me trussed too tight to move before he came to taunt me. He knows I'd demolish him like I did his son. Two punches and he'd be on the ground, blood pouring from his nose.

He turns to the two stooges in lab coats that haven been watching this chest beating display with little interest.

"Gentleman, you may begin."

Like this is the starting line, and that was the pistol, they spring into action. It's a matter of seconds before a rubber face mask is being fastened over my mouth and nose. There's no smell, but whatever I'm breathing in is thicker than regular air. It's a strange feeling, and my lungs start to feel heavy, like they're pressing against my ribs. But my heart rate is slowing down at the same time, and I'm starting to feel like I'm underwater.

Aldric Junior is quickly looking bored, and he paces side to side like he can't wait to leave. It's not the anticipation of a predator. It's the impatience of a child. Senior never takes his eyes off me. He's not bored in the slightest. He's getting off on this. I can see the thickening of his cock behind his pleated and pressed dress slacks. It's not attraction. He gets off on power. He loves that he's brought someone as big and strong as me, so low.

He just needed restraints and the legal system to do it.

I don't know how long I stand there breathing deep or how long he watches. The lab coats seem to be preparing things on the table. I see syringes by the caseload, but I don't have any exposed skin for them to stick them in. Unless they're going to inject me through the straightjacket, but that doesn't seem likely.

Junior's pacing is getting quicker. He's sick of this. I can't say I blame him. If I wasn't so terrified of what was coming, I'd probably be bored too. He keeps looking at his watch.

Finally, he opens up his mouth and lets out a petulant whine.

"Dad, come on. The barn opens in ten minutes and #214's available tonight. She's the one that volunteered. I wanna get to her while her pussy's still tight."

A growl tears from my throat, but that just earns me a sneer from Aldric Senior.

I never understood naming your kid after yourself. Hell of an ego. And wouldn't it get confusing around the house?

"All right, we can go," the senator agrees at least five minutes later. "But I'll be back to see how you're doing. I wouldn't want to miss you losing yourself."

He pokes my face right between my eyes with a big meaty digit.

"I can't wait to see that anger gone. You'll just be a big, empty-headed brute staring back at me."

I don't respond because I know he's right.
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Idon't know how long they kept me there. Whatever I was inhaling didn't knock me out, but eventually I fell asleep. When I wake up, I'm somewhere new. The walls are all wood paneling, and everything smells of hay and sawdust. They've moved me to a barn of some sort. It's too big to be a stall, but too small for much of anything else. The door must be behind me because I can't see it, but I'm not up against a wall anymore. Straightjacket's gone too.

I'm on my bare feet on a rubber floor, but I'm strung up between two wooden posts. Chains hold my arms and legs to either side of me so I'm eagle spread, but they're tight, so I only have a few inches of movement. The thick leather collar's still around my neck, tighter than before, but other than that, I'm totally and completely naked. The shackles are metal but padded so they don't dig into my skin. I try to move my jaw, but they've replaced the tube with a plastic ball gag. It's hollow with holes so I can breathe easily.

It's hard to turn to move my head and I realize quickly that the collar isn't tighter, my muscles are bigger. Somehow, I've bulked out without lifting a finger. I've always been big from working in the mines but this is something different. I have a definition that I didn't know was possible. It appears as if my biceps could slice through glass. My thighs have gone from being the size of tree branches to the size of tree trunks. My skin's stretched like it's not big enough for my body anymore, like I'm a butterfly trying to burst out of the cocoon my caterpillar self built. I almost wish I had a mirror.

I immediately wrap my hands around the chains and pull. Now that I'm standing, I feel taller, even with my feet spread wide. My muscles bulge and strain. There's a creak, but everything holds. It makes sense they'd be built to withstand what they were doing to me, but I had to try. Only then do I feel the sting of the IV in my arm that I almost ripped out in my hurry to bust free. I follow the line with my eyes as best I can. It's hooked to a bag hanging above my head on one of the poles.

My body aches, and not in a good way. Not the burn from working out and exhausting. No, it burns like it did in sixth grade when I shot up six inches in one summer. Growing pains, in every sense of the word.

I wish I could bend my head down to get a decent look at my cock, but my chest is too thick for me to see over. It feels heavier though, like even it grew. My balls hang lower than they ever have.

There's the creak of a door opening and I try to turn my head, but my neck's too tight under the collar. I can barely glance over my shoulder, so it takes a moment for the owners of the footsteps I hear to come into view.

There are three men, all in white coats. I recognize one of them from before, but the other two are new. The older man has a face like a bit like a walrus, and he takes a clipboard from the younger of the two. Rage burns through me at the sight, but there's nothing I can do. I just spent twenty minutes proving to myself that I can't get free.

"Ah yes, Graves, four and a half weeks into treatment. It looks like you're ready for the final stages," he says, but he's not talking to me. He's talking to himself.

It doesn't matter. My brain is firing on all cylinders but nothing's happening. I'm leaving skid marks on the ground as my wheels spin in place.

Four and a half weeks!?

I thought I'd only been out for a few hours. Horror washes over me like waves breaking on a rock. How did I lose so much time? How am I still so… aware? I thought the first thing they'd do was turn me into a dumb animal. Not knock me out for weeks while I bulked up.

A needle being injected into my chest breaks my train of thought, and I howl with pain as it sinks into the thick muscle.

"Can you get started on his measurements please, Hudson? Elijah, go get the sleeve."

One leaves immediately, and the remaining lab tech scowls at the request, but says, "Sure, Doc."

He pulls a measuring tape from his pocket, but I quickly lose interest in what he's doing as he holds it up to my leg. Instead of I focus on the Doc, and the next needle he's pulling out. I have a bad feeling about what's coming my way.

There are a total of twelve injections. Each needle's huge, and it penetrates deep into the muscle. It hurts more than it should, but my nerves are on fire. Every piece of me feels too big for my body, like it's straining to get out. I'm soaked with sweat by the time he's done and takes my chart from Hudson. Elijah reappeared at some point, though I'm not sure when.

"Excellent. We're right on schedule. Continue the injections for the next twelve hours, start stimulation, and in the morning he'll be ready to go back to medical. I'll speak to the foreman about getting a new cow for the final stage. I always feel it's better to break a new one in than letting him use one of the pieces of livestock we already have, don't you?" Docs asks, almost absentmindedly, like he's not expecting an answer. But Hudson's grin is purely sadistic as he looks me up and down with a gleam in his eye.

"I sure do, Doc." As soon as he's gone, Hudson glares at Elijah.

"Well, get it fitted," he snaps. "You know I don't touch dick."

Elijah rolls his eyes, but he hefts the device in his hands as he starts towards me. There's two leather belts slung over one shoulder, and a gadget of some sort in his arms. It's maybe fourteen inches long and ten inches around, with controls on either side. No matter how hard I stare, I have no clue at all what the strange metallic device does, and soon he's too close for me to see it anymore.

And then it's touching me.

I get no warning whatsoever as he fits the whatever it is over my flaccid cock. While the outside is metal, the inside feels… well, almost like flesh, even though logically I know it's not. Maybe leather? Whatever it is, it's soft… and stroking!?

A grunt escapes over the ball gag and my eyes snap to stare at the man's face, but he's concentrated on whatever it is he's doing. I'm half hard already even though I'm not the slightest bit turned on, the response being coaxed out of me. It's instinctive, natural, and there's not a damn thing I can do about it. The harder I get, the stronger the touch, and before long, I'm on the verge of the fastest climax I've ever had. While I've never been interested in owning a woman, it's not like I haven't had the occasional lay, usually someone who belonged to a friend and I got everyone's consent before I took her to bed. But this… there's nothing sensual or even sexual about it. This is a response I have no control over.

Still, it feels good and I can't help but to indulge in it as much as possible

He gets the belts to hold the… fucking machine? in place just in time for me to roar out my climax, my hips straining and shaking as I empty myself into a pussy made of metal and electronics. I don't even have it in me to be ashamed. This is what they wanted. This is what they're getting. I sag against the bonds holding me up, temporarily spent. I look up at the two men that are laughing at me and I can't bring myself to care.

I don't get the chance to soften before it starts, the light teasing touches again, and I groan. This isn't something I can resist, and I find myself arching into the strokes, wishing for more pressure or faster movements. But that doesn't come, and all too soon I'm coming undone once again.

This time the two men watch with little hints of amusement on their faces, as if they're enjoying watching me squirm and the helplessness of my current situation.

[image: image-placeholder]

They stay all night.

I had no idea it was possible to climax this much, though I suspect it has something to do with the drugs and treatments they've been giving me while I was out. By the sixth or seventh orgasm, I'm desperate for it to stop. My dick feels like it's on fire, but it's never ending. Occasionally they fiddle with the controls, dialing it back to give me a little more time to recover in between. But it's not enough. Especially since that's when they do the injections.

The needles never stop. It's one right after the other. My arms, my legs, my chest, my ass. The worst two go directly into the sensitive skin between my dick and my asshole, and I thrash so hard for one second I'm certain I might succeed in ripping free. Instead, all I do is get Hudson to slip a sedative into my neck, making my joints feel like they're filled with sand. The pain isn't any better. I just lack the ability to move. After a while, my head even droops, yet my dick stays hard as the machine milks yet another climax out of me.

They give me two more sometime after dawn. At least it feels like dawn. There are no windows in this room, and I'm too weak to lift a finger when they finally unchain me.


4


They place a black bag on my head and strap me onto a rolling table, so while I can tell we're outside, I have no idea what's going on or where I am. Only once we're back inside is the bag removed, and I find myself in an all white room. From what little I can turn my head, there's a glass wall to one side with people milling behind it, and a series of medical equipment that I don't recognize. But I am only able to see that before they put a strap over my mouth to keep my head still.

I hear the Doc's voice, but as usual, he's not talking to me.

"As you can see, gentleman, Prisoner Graves is ready for the final phases of the bull process. Over the past month, we've given him a series of hormone and steroid treatments that have resulted in an increase of muscle and overall size. If you look at the before and after pictures, you'll see that the subject has gained nearly sixty pounds of pure muscle, as well as three inches in height. In a few moments, you'll see him put through ECT, or electroconvulsive therapy, to help him combat the mood swings accompanied by steroid use. This will reduce his temperament enough for the safety of our handlers here at the Hucow Ranch. Then he'll spend a week in training with the Wranglers before he's introduced to his first Hucow. Once he satisfies the rut, he'll go into rotation with the other bulls."

I'll admit, I didn't pay attention to much after the words "electroconvulsive therapy", but I feel too heavy to even tremble as the dread overwhelms me.

"Typically, we don't put the subjects under for ECT here at the Ranch, but we supply painkillers. However today, at the special request of Senator McCloud, Graves here will be the first to experience this process unaided. We've given him a sedative for the safety of everyone here. Once the ECT is complete, he'll receive his brand and nose ring. If you're ready, Senator, I'll begin."

I can just barely make out the shape of McCloud Senior and Junior behind the glass, but they look like ghosts. I don't see the nod, but I hear his smug voice through an intercom.

"Please go ahead, Doctor Grayson."

I can't see what's happening until the Doc appears above my face, two electrodes in either hand. I have a single second to take in the gleaming silver that spills my doom before they're lowered out of my line of vision. The cold metal touches my temples and I know I only have moments before this is all over.

"Take a deep breath, Graves," is all I hear. I don't have time to register the words before the world goes white.

[image: image-placeholder]

Pain like I've never felt, never even imagined, lights up my whole body. Every muscle seizes and I come up against the restraints so hard that it's a miracle I don't break bones as the steel enforced leather holds me in place. Every part of me tightens like a corkscrew, going down, down, tighter and tighter, as my muscles contract so much I think they'll pop. I can't see, I can't hear. I think I'm screaming, but I can't be sure. My bladder empties, but I don't register that I should care or be embarrassed. I don't know what's happening.

The world narrows until there is nothing but pain. Blackness envelopes me with startling speed, and then there is silence. What follows is worse than pain; terror grips every inch of my being and pulls it inside out as my muscles flutter like insects caught in an invisible tornado. Ever fiber in me flares white hot and then turns to ice as blood drains from my head to my knees and hips.

I've always been in pain. I've never not been in pain. This is my whole life, my entire world, a never ending sea of pain and agony and tightness-

It stops.

I slump instantly, my muscles loosening all at once as I thud against the table. There's no relief. The pain hasn't faded. It's still there, the burn, the memory taunting me, but it's not worse, it's not continuing-

It starts again before I even have time to catch my breath. As I sink my teeth into the item in my mouth, it breaks apart, scattering into tiny plastic fragments. I hear someone say something about choking, but I can't register the words. The language is not one that I speak. I can't remember how to understand. All I know is I'm roaring in pain now, a bellow loud enough they can hear it for miles as the electricity courses through my brain. It's rewriting my wires. Synapses are firing, but they're not connecting. I can't think of anything but how it hurts and how I get it to stop. But there's no stopping it.

I'm not in control.

I never have been.

It stops and starts again. And again. My vision comes in flashes like there's a strobe light, and by the time it stops for good, there are no thoughts left in my head. I'm a void, a dead space, simply waiting for the pain to come back.

But it doesn't. At least not in the same way. The face looming over mine disappears, and the table I'm lying on is suddenly angled up like I'm standing, the restraints the only thing keeping me from falling to the floor.

I see a piece of metal with a shape on the end that's so red it's nearly white, and I know I'm afraid of it, but I've no idea why. When the heated metal sinks into my chest, the pain is so much less than what I was feeling moments ago it barely registers. I groan, but I don't roar or cry like I was moments ago.

The same thing happens minutes later when a needle is passed through my septum and a large metal ring is threaded through my nose. I know it should hurt, but after the agony I just went through, it barely even itches. I just sit there, staring vaguely at the room of men in white coats.

I don't know why I'm here. I don't know what they want with me or what I've done. I just know I want the pain to stop.
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They take the pieces of plastic out of my mouth, shaking their heads at me. The large metal ring gets in the way, and it hurts as they move it around. It's at least four inches in diameter and I know I'll feel the weight when I sit up. I feel it now, resting against my lips.

Someone forces gloves of some sort over my hands, but I don't fight it. Even curling my fingers takes a herculean effort. They remove my leather collar and replace it with a metal one.

I don't fight as I'm wheeled out of the room. They stop the table in front of a group of men who spilled out of the same building, and I stare up into two faces so similar and oddly familiar but I can't place them. One old, the other young. They sneer down at me and say words I don't understand. My lack of response seems to amuse them, but I don't care. As long as they're not hurting me anymore, I don't care what they do.

They take me outside, and the sun's brightness is so glaring that I can only shut my eyes. It's not enough. The light still gets through my lids, and I desperately wish my hands were free so I could shade my face. But they're still trapped in the leather restraints, so there's nothing I can do.

I try to think. Try to remember. What did I do? Why am I tied down? But the thoughts escape me. The more I try to think, everything hurts, and I shy from the pain. I give up and do my best to make my mind go blank.

It doesn't matter why. I just have to survive what's happening.

I hear a door open and the light suddenly dims, making me brave enough to crack an eyelid. I see cinderblock walls and ceiling as I'm rolled down a long hallway. Eventually we stop at a series of iron bars in the floor, and there's a hydraulic hiss as the door slides open for them to take me inside. I get no warning as they strip off my bindings, and I don't even get a second to enjoy my new found freedom before they tip the table sideways and I'm dumped like trash on the hard rubber floor. There's straw, but not enough for any kind of padding, and I know I'll have bruises where I hit.

By the time I struggle to my feet, the men are gone, taking the table with them. I let out a roar, a cry of pain, rage, and frustration, but mostly I want to make sure my vocal cords still work. Words are lost on me. I can't think how to form them, but I'm still here. I'm still alive. Somehow, my voice is proof of that.

I pace my small space. The cell is maybe ten feet by ten feet. I'm weak and shaky, but I've been cooped up so long, I have to move. It feels like ages since I've been able to stretch my legs. But I don't have the energy to keep it up for long. After maybe three or five minutes, I sink wearily to my knees. I push the straw together as best I can to make a bed. The gloves make it hard. I didn't realize it before, but my thumbs are pinned to my index fingers, and the other three fingers are bound together. So rather than having hands, I have two big clumsy fingers that can function almost as pinchers.

It's not much, but I make do.

As soon as I lay down in the straw, I'm asleep.

[image: image-placeholder]

The sound of a bell ringing wakes me up, and my eyes open in time to see slop fall from a tube in the ceiling I didn't notice the night before. It lands in a trough I didn't notice either. I ignore it, and try to go back to sleep, but the bell sounds again.

And again.

After the fourth toll, and the fourth time I ignore it, to my horror, my collar sparks to life and electricity shoots through my body. I howl in rage and pain, and it happens again. I freeze, panicked and unsure what to do, but I know I have to make it stop.

The bell rings again.

I throw myself across the room, sticking my face in the trough. My gloved hands are no help as I try to shovel the gruel into my mouth, and I make a mess, but I force it all down with a fervor. Anything to make the pain stop.

I relax when I finish it, and the bell doesn't sound again.

[image: image-placeholder]

It goes on like that for days. I'm given a command: a sound or a flashing light. If I don't follow it right away, I'm shocked, even when I can't figure out what the command is. The collar shocks me until I get it right. I learn when to eat, when to relieve myself in the grate in the corner, and certain positions to assume. Which door to face. To my surprise, there are two. One leads to the hallway, the other to a big arena behind me. There's a set of shackles on the wall in the corner and I learn how to step into them so they bind me in place. Sometimes it's so the handlers can come into clean my stall, and twice the Doc comes by to check on me. On his third visit, he calls into the radio and tells someone to up my feed.

I'm good. I follow instructions. I don't want to give them another reason to hurt me.
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I'm changing as time goes by. It's harder and harder to think. My brain works more in flashes than words. The images seared into my mind.

Bell. Food. Collar. Hurt.

I'm horny all the time. It started slowly at first, but now, no matter what I do, my cock is always full and hard and desperate for attention. I tried to relieve it myself with my gloved hands, but I realized pretty quickly that was a no no when the collar delivered the worst shock I've felt so far.

I alternate between pacing and lying on my back, trying to find some relief, but there isn't any. My balls feel like they'll explode at any moment, and there's nothing I can do about it. It gets to a point that I think taking care of the problem might be worth the pain, but the shocks are too much. I can't get where I need to fast enough.

Then I hear footsteps outside the cell. Normally, they have me secured before anyone gets near. I scramble to my feet to peer out, afraid to get too close to the bars.

There's a well-dressed man in a suit who seems familiar, and a man in flannel and a cowboy hat that does not.

"Here he is, Senator," the cowboy says with a thick southern drawl. "Satisfied?"

The Senator, whatever that is, smiles at me with an edge of cruelty and satisfaction that I don't understand.

"Yes, Forrest, I believe I am. What do you think, Graves? This is how you thought you'd turn out?"

I think he's talking to me, so I give an unsure grunt in an answer.

"It's not Graves anymore, sir. The boys have named this one Atlas. The Hucows get numbers 'cause there's so many of them, but they like to name the bulls."

"Really?" the Senator says with a smirk. "What are the others' names?"

"I don't remember all twelve, honestly. But we've got Tank, Duke, Samson, and Brutus," Forrest says.

"And Atlas," the Senator murmurs, turning back to smirk at me again.

"And Atlas," Forrest agrees. "You ready to see him in action? The boys have Hucow #359 in place."

"Yes, I'd like to get my seat before they let him out."

They turn and walk away, leaving me more confused than I was before, their footsteps echoing down the hall as they fade away. Minutes pass, and I'm about to lay down on my back again before there's the siren like sound that means the gate to the arena is opening. I whip around and hurry to it, sliding through the door the very moment it's open wide enough.

To my shock, the arena isn't empty like it usually is. In front of me, maybe twenty or thirty feet away, is a female on all fours. Even from here, I can make out the shackles holding her in place. I take a few hesitant steps forward, my eyes fixated on the perfect pussy waiting on display for me. I've never seen anything so inviting, and my cock throbs painfully, reminding me of how badly it needs attention.

Is that what I'm supposed to do? Or is this a trap? Are they going to wait until I sink into her and shock me again? Will they shock her too? She looks so amazing, and my cock is so hard that it might be worth it, but I don't want her to get hurt because of me.

Still, I can't look away. She's flushed. I can hear her breathing heavy. She's trembling, though if it's because she's scared or because she needs me as badly as I need her, I can't tell. I inch closer, waiting for the telltale shock to come, to tell me I'm doing the wrong thing. But it doesn't come, and soon, I'm right on top of her.

She's strapped down over padded leather, tied as tightly as I was on that damn table. They used a metal bar to spread her knees wide and lock them in place. I step around to her front, and the greenest eyes I've ever seen stare back at me through the web of leather over her head. It's both a muzzle and a hood, giving her the ears of a cow.

Finally, I understand. I've heard the handlers. She's a Hucow, and I'm a Bull. I'm supposed to breed her. She peers up at me, unsure and afraid, but at the same time, she rolls her hips as much as her bindings will allow. The cow wants this. She needs it.

And I know what happens if we don't do what we're supposed to do.

I don't hesitate. I'm on my knees behind her in a flash. It takes me a moment to get my cock lined up with her entrance, but she's so slick and ready for me, it takes no effort at all to slide in. In seconds, I'm buried in her to the hilt.

It's like coming home. I've never felt anything so good in my whole life. In an instant, I lose control, my hips bucking into her like our lives depend on it. I slam my hips against her backside, the slaps of flesh echoing off the arena walls. I'm lost in the rut, unable to stop, unable to think about anything except how good my little cow feels split open around my cock. After days of being so hard I couldn't sleep, of an erection that wouldn't end, I'm shocked to find I last more than a couple of seconds. I was sure I'd finish in under a minute, but I don't. Each thrust of my hips makes new feelings jolt through my body, shocks of pleasure that threaten to make me pass out. All I can think about are the hot, tight sensations making me feel alive for the first time that I can remember.

I lean forward, hook my gloved hands under her shoulders as best I can, and go for the ride of my life. She mewls and moos and cries, but I don't stop. Not when her walls start to clamp down around me, not when I feel her shriek out her first orgasm, not the third or the fifth either. My climax isn't coming anytime soon, and I find I don't want it to. I could ride my little Hucow forever. This is my sole purpose in life, just like it's hers. She might not know it yet, I don't know what they've done to her, or if she understands, but I hope she learns quick so they don't hurt her.

I pump into her forever, my hips don't slow, I don't feel tired, all I want is to rut. But finally, I reach that place I've needed for days, that peak I've been searching for, and my climax detonates inside her just as she comes again. I paint her insides with thick ropes of cum, clutching her so hard I'll probably leave bruises as I empty myself into her willing pussy. My roar of pleasure echoes off the walls of the arena. Then I collapse on top of her, spent, as we both try to catch our breath.

I wait for a signal or a sign, but I finally pull myself free, slipping out of her wet heat with a terrible, squelchy sound. Unsure what to do, or how to say goodbye, I sort of awkwardly pat her hip then rise to my feet. I turn back towards my cell, but a shock from my collar stops me in my tracks.

I turn back to the Hucow and wait. No shock comes. I take another step forward, and realize, impossibly, I'm hard again.

I don't wait. I drop back to my knees. And I fuck my Hucow again.

And again.

Until we both teeter on the edge of blacking out, and the handlers come to separate us.
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Yeah, if I could commit crimes that made me tens of thousands of dollars and spend less than five grand on a female to take my punishment for me, I'd probably be a millionaire too.

My parents sent me to the auction block the day after my nineteenth birthday. I never told anyone how eager I was to go. Getting out of my parents' house could only be a blessing. No matter what was waiting for me on the other side. I didn't just consent, I practically volunteered. But since I have little to no skills and can barely read or write, the only thing driving up my price tag was my status as a virgin. I'd lasted less than one hour. It was another four before Clive Harris had me in his bed, popping my cherry all over his 3000 thread count sheets.

That was yesterday.

Now I stand in the foyer of a grand mansion I'd had no time to explore, still wearing the gray slip dress my dad gave me for the auction. I have no underwear or bra, just a piece of fabric that fit me more like a potato sack. I'd braided my blonde long hair down one shoulder, but since I didn't have anything to tie it with, I wasn't sure how long it would hold.

I ache between my legs, sore from the rough fucking my Master had given me. He'd been delighted to be the first and given me no time at all to prepare or adjust. When I cried out, he'd just given me something to bite down on and carried on thrusting into me like a pile driver. But I cared little about that now. He'd dragged me from the bed an hour ago, explaining that I was leaving for the Broodmare Farm today in order to serve out a three-year sentence as payment for his Ponzi scheme. A team was already on their way to get me.

The quick change of ownership, the unfairness of it all. I probably should have felt something, anything, but my chest seems hollow. I'm numb. It'd been this way my whole life. I'd been born long after the laws changed that regulated women to less than second-class citizens. This was only the third time I'd ever left my father's home. As the oldest girl, from the time I was seven, I'd been responsible for tending my siblings and cleaning the house while my mother was forced to continue bearing more children. I was one of nine, and my father's favorite punching bag. My three brothers were spoiled little princes, while I knew my sisters were headed for a similar fate as I was. I can only hope that maybe, just maybe, after my time on the Broodmare Farm was up, I'll land somewhere better. I'd only be twenty-three, plenty of life left to experience.

Come to think of it, I should have known something was up when my father stopped beating me a few weeks ago. I guess he'd thought I'd sell better without bruises.

Clive can't even be bothered to wait with me, instead a man who is more gorilla than human stands at the door, keeping a close eye on me as we wait. I shift impatiently from foot to foot, wondering if I'd get in trouble for sitting on the floor.

After another five minutes of standing, I decide to chance it. After all, what else can they do to me?

I've almost fallen asleep where I sit when the door finally opens, jolting me awake. Two men in khaki overalls strut into the room. They barely spare me a glance, instead looking over at the goon posted at the door.

"This her?" One asks. He's the taller of the two, with hair as dark as night and green eyes.

"Yup," the goon answers, producing a set of paperwork that was crammed into his pocket. "Here are her forms. You'll see it's all in order."

The taller man takes the forms and reads over them quickly.

"Carly Robinson, your master, Clive Harris, has selected to you to serve out a three-year term at the Broodmare Farm for his crimes. You will produce three offspring in that time frame, or your contract will be extended. Do you consent?"

I barely hold in a snort. As if my answer will change anything.

"Yes, sir."

At least at the Broodmare Farm, no one will hurt me because they won't want to risk the offspring. I have plenty of scars from when my father wasn't satisfied with my work around the house.

"Stand up," the second man from the Farm orders. Only now do I notice the bag in his hand as he reaches into it. I catch a glimpse of leather as I rise to my feet, but I stand quietly. He might be shorter, but he still towers over me, with dirty blonde hair pulled back in a low ponytail. He clears the distance between us in a few quick strides, and that's all the warning I get before he begins restraining me. Almost before I can blink, they fasten my arms behind my back, laced from wrist to elbow. A heavy chain connects the shackles over my ankles, preventing anything but short, half steps.

I flinch as a pocket knife comes out, and he makes a shushing noise.

"It's okay, pet, just do what you're told and you won't get hurt."

With my arms behind my back, he can't remove my dress, so he simply cuts it off, letting it fall in tatters at my feet. Despite everything, I feel not just my cheeks but my whole body flush as I find myself fully naked in front of three strange men. I avert my gaze to the floor and I hear him chuckle.

"Don't you worry. You'll get used to it. It'll be three years before you wear clothes again."

The thought is strangely comforting. I can't do anything about it. I can't change it, and I will get used to it. This will all pass, and it'll eventually end. Three years… that's… well, I don't know how many days that is. But it's a number. And every day that goes by is one less, one step closer to the finish line. I let these men do what they're going to do anyway, and it'll end that much sooner. Fighting won't change it. And in the meantime, I'll be treated semi-well, and get three full meals a day.

It could be worse.
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The gag is the only truly uncomfortable part. When he tells me to open my mouth, I comply, but not wide enough, and his rough thumb forces my jaws farther apart. I don't mean to, but I cough and choke as he forces the rubber inside. It's a thick square that forces my tongue down and leaves me unable to close my teeth. A piece of leather is forced up over my mouth to keep it in place and I can feel it just under my nose all the way to the tip of my chin. More than half of my face is covered, and it's all I can do to keep my breathing nice and even so, I don't panic at the claustrophobic feeling.

To my surprise, as soon as he's done tightening the straps, the man strokes the side of my head gently.

"Good girl, you're going to do just fine."

The last piece is a black leather collar with two leads. They each take one, standing to either side of me, as the goon opens the door and I'm marched out into the bright summer sun. It's not even seven yet, but it's as light as midday. I only get a moment to enjoy it before we reach the trailer attached to the truck. I'm shocked to find I'm not their only cargo. Four of the six cages are already full. The other women look to be around my age, or maybe a bit older, but I don't get much time to look before I'm ushered inside. Without my hands to support me, there's not much I can do but lie on my side on the cold metal bars. It's maybe four feet long and two feet wide. I curl up, trying to get comfortable.

I already know it's going to be a long ride. I can't tell who, but one of the girls is sniffling and snuffling into her gag like she's crying. Every eye I see staring back at me is terrified, but I'm strangely impassive. The world was never going to give me a great life. All I can do is make the best of the time I've got.

[image: image-placeholder]

I must have fallen asleep because I'm jolted awake when the trailer jerks to a stop. The other girls whimper and whine as they shift in their cages, afraid that we're at our destination instead of picking up our last passenger. I roll onto my stomach, peering at the door curiously. I'm strangely eager to get there and get started on my new life. My stomach's growling, and I can only hope they'll feed us soon.

We must be there because when the door opens, it's not the two men from before. Instead, there are a nearly a dozen dressed in similar work clothes. They don't speak, at least not to us, as they begin unloading the cages. They don't take us out, instead lifting the entire crate and loading us onto the back of a pargo to move us… wherever it is we go next. I'm the only one who doesn't cry out as I'm lifted.

My response, or lack thereof, seems to amuse one of the handlers, as he stares down at me.

"Y'all drug this one? She's completely unphased," he shouts.

"Nah, I think she's in shock." It's the voice of the man who restrained me. I ponder his words for a moment. Am I in shock? Is that why I don't care? Maybe. But panicking won't help. They're going to knock me up no matter what I do. It's no different from what my father did to my mother. At least this way I won't have to raise my offspring and watch someone sell it.

I have no idea what happens to the children born at the Broodmare Farm and the Hucow Ranch. I don't think anyone does.

Once they have all five cages loaded onto the back, the pargo takes off, and I get one last look at the sky, the position of the sun telling me it's at least afternoon now, before we enter a dark hallway with flickering fluorescent lights. I can't see much as things zip by, but there's a strange smell that I can't identify. The other women cry into their gags and someone hollers at them to be quiet.

"We can shock you until you're pregnant, and don't you forget it!"

The threat works, and everyone falls silent.
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My cage is the first one they take, probably because I just blink up at the men staring at me instead of cowering. There's a big white cross on the door they take me through, but I can't make out the words written there.

The room is all white, sterile, and reminds me of the one doctor's visit I had as a child for inoculations. I get little time to look before I'm hauled out of my cage and placed on my feet. I find myself staring up at a new man with red hair covered by a baseball cap. Is it possible that all the men who work here are exceptionally tall, or am I just short? I've had no one to compare myself to but my family until yesterday.

I barely get my balance before he lets go of me, bending over to remove the chain from my ankle cuffs. As soon as that's done, he whirls me to face away from him, and in another moment, my arms are free, but he holds me tightly by the collar.

"In the shower, girl," he says, nudging me towards a gray metal square in the floor. I stumble towards it obediently, my legs not quite working after so many hours in a confined space. But he doesn't rush or punish me, just helps me along. Then he ties the lead on my collar to the wall, and that's all the warning I get before ice cold water descends from the ceiling. I squeal into the gag, but it does no good. It's not a shower, it's a torrential downpour. The water pressure is beyond incredible. I'm half afraid it's going to take the skin from my flesh with the force.

The shower lasts thirty seconds or thirty minutes. I honestly don't know. A second hose turns on and I squeal as it's aimed between my legs, then his strong arm jerks me around so he can spray my backside. By the time the water turns off, my skin is bee-sting red and everything hurts.

Without drying me off, he undoes my lead and moves me towards a thing made of plastic and metal in the corner. As soon as I'm close enough, he lifts me by the hips, settling me in the seat. I don't fight as he lifts my legs one by one into the stirrups and attaches the ankle cuffs to the chair.

Now I know what this is. My mom told me about it after one of her doctor's visits. So I'm not at all surprised when he cranks the stirrups apart, spreading my legs wide for him. I lay still as he clips my collar to the back of the chair, forcing me to lean back. Then he clips the cuffs on my wrists to the collar, leaving me unable to move.

He frowns down at me. I'm shivering, but I'm not fighting him.

"Did your master give you something before he turned you over?"

I shake my head. At least, not that I remember. I suppose he could have drugged me while I was still asleep.

"I've never seen a new mare so calm. Good for you, I guess."

He reaches over to a table on the side and comes back with the largest pair of scissors I've ever seen. Now I react, jerking back sharply against my restraints even though I don't mean to.

His frown deepens, and a moment later, understanding dawns.

"Someone hurt you, didn't they?"

I barely nod before he keeps going.

"That's why you're not scared. This is better."

I bob my head as much as the collar will allow. He sighs, reaching out to gently stroke my cheek. Twice in one day, this was probably the most kindness I'd ever experienced at the hands of a male.

"Well, you'll be okay now. No one here will hurt you as long as you do as you're told. I'm going to cut your hair. Makes keeping you clean easier, but I promise the blade won't touch you."

He approaches much slower now, letting me see the blade coming, and keeping his free hand between it and my skin. I barely suppress a shudder, and it's all over a moment later, my long blonde braid clutched in his fist as he pulls it away.

"You're already waxed down below, so I'm going to get your IV started, and then you'll wait here for the Vet," he explains. Once again, I should probably feel something as he throws my hair in the trash, but it's barely a passing flutter in my chest. Maybe there is something wrong with me.

He's just as careful inserting the needle in my arm and I stare at the tangerine colored liquid that's now dripping into my blood stream, wondering what it does. Only a few minutes pass before my body starts to feel heavy.

"I'm going to put a blindfold on you so you can sleep. It might be a while," he says before slipping what feels like silk over my eyes. It goes snugly around my head and I'm on the verge of drifting off before I hear the door close.
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Aspeculum being inserted into my vagina wakes me up. I might have thrashed in panic if my body hadn't felt too heavy to move, but my restraints were entirely unnecessary. I couldn't have fought them if I tried, even as the cold metal forced its way into my body. It felt as if someone had injected concrete into my veins.

"Hush," a bitter voice snapped. "The sooner we get this over with, the sooner I get to send you to the Ring. Then you can go to your stall and sleep all you like, you lazy bitch."

If I could move, I would have flinched. The way I was being spoken to was all too familiar. How many times a day had my father called me those very words?

The Vet doesn't say another word, instead apparently preferring to focus on his work. It hurts, and I'm quite uncomfortable, but I do my best to stay still, even under the strange feeling of having my insides swabbed. I'm glad I can't see what he's doing because I feel like that would make it worse.

There's something harder and thicker inserted, and I outright squeal as a liquid that is somehow both hot and cold floods my body. I can't help it. I start to squirm, trying to get away from the sensation but I can't because it's inside me. It's painful and also not. It burns with the strangest heat I've ever felt. In moments, I'm panting around my gag, my nostrils flaring desperately over the leather as I try to keep air moving into my lungs so I don't pass out.

"Pathetic," the voice scoffs at me. I can hear wheels rolling across tile and then there's the sound of a buzzer.

"Send me Gunn and Xander. This mare is ready to move to the Ring."

I've evened out my breathing by the time I hear the door open, but the sensations haven't stopped. They've only gotten worse. I'm rocking my hips against the chair and pulling against the restraints, not because I want to, but because I have to. I don't know what's going to make it better, but I need it and I need it now. My limbs aren't heavy anymore, they're on fire too. Every movement is a struggle but at the same time I can't stop.

My blindfold's yanked off and I flinch against the sudden light, so bright it's painful. They lift me from the chair with no warning, and the two faces looming over me are silhouettes I cannot see.

I barely make out the shaped frame on wheels in front of me before I'm being placed on it. It resembles a hollow box, and they attach my wrists to the top while forcefully spreading my legs apart at the bottom. They make quick work of me, adding a belt around my hips for extra support and anchoring my collar. In a flash, I'm eagle spread, my body forming a giant X, and I'm secured too tightly to move. They don't even give me a second to adjust, they just roll the contraption holding me right out the door. I desperately struggle to lock my knees to take some of the weight off my wrists.

"She needs to be bred as much as possible over the next four hours. I don't want any delays!" the cruel voice shouts after us as they take me down the hall. "Straight to the Ring and make sure the men line up to fuck her!"

For the first time, fear grabs hold of me. But I don't have time to dwell on it because my hips are bucking wildly in mid-air against my restraints. Apparently, my body is already on board with this plan.
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The Ring, it turns out, is a circular room designed to anchor the wheeled frame holding me. I can see cameras up on the walls and two more doors in addition to the one they brought me through.

Four hours. That's not so long. I can survive for four hours.

Suddenly there's a face in front of me, and hands pawing at my breasts. It's painful, but I want more anyway, my breath streaming out of my nose as he rolls my nipple between his fingers.

"How do you like it girl, you wanna be fucked face to face like we're lovers? Or you want me to pound into you from behind like the slut you are?"

His ice-blue eyes glitter inches from mine and I don't know how to answer him. I don't know if I have an answer, but now that I can feel his erection pressing into me through his pants, I know what it is I need. The strange burning sensation. The way my hips won't stop moving.

I need to be fucked. I need to be fucked right now.

I grind myself against him as much as my restraints will allow. I'm strung up like a prize for them to take, and suddenly I don't want to wait another second.

"You want me to fill that pretty pussy up?" He asks, still mere inches from my face and I nod like my life depends on it, because it does. If he doesn't fuck me right this second, I might die. It truly feels that way. Thankfully, he doesn't wait. His hands leave my flesh to undo his zipper, and his finger brushes over my clit for the briefest second. I squeal into the gag, my hips punching forward, my pussy begging to be filled.

Blue Eyes takes his time, dragging his dick along my slit and fixing me with a crooked smile.

"You're soaked, sweetheart. You ready to get fucked?"

My eyes are barely open as I stare at him, but I manage a nod. I'll do anything to get him inside me.

He doesn't hesitate. He surges forward, and that's all the warning I get before he shoves himself deep, our hips slapping together as he fills me.

"You like that, slut?" he asks, his hand sneaking between us to nudge at my clit again. It takes two, maybe three touches, and my body is clamping down around him. My inner walls flutter and I scream so loud into my gag that it comes out as a groan. He laughs at me.

"Well, that was easy," he scoffs. His hands grip my hips tightly, his fingers harsh enough to leave bruises, but I couldn't care less. I'm too busy riding out the first climax I've ever had. He strokes into me, every powerful thrust lifting me off my feet, and there's nothing I can do but take it. My body is pulsing with pleasure as he drives into me, each powerful thrust lifting me up and then pulling me down to the bed again. I can't even think straight, let alone make any coherent sounds as he continues his relentless rhythm. He doesn't touch my clit again, seemingly satisfied with giving me just one orgasm before he reaches his own. But in this moment, I couldn't care less about anything else. The memories of last night's sex are a distant blur compared to the intense pleasure coursing through my veins right now. Unlike the dry, painful experience from before, I can feel my wetness as our bodies slap together in perfect synchronization. Every movement sends shivers of ecstasy up my spine and I'm still riding the aftershocks when he finally finds his release. His hips slam into mine with such force that my feet leave the ground, and I'm practically seeing stars as he empties himself into me. His muscles strain and tremble, matching the intensity of my pleasure.

All too soon, he's sliding himself out of me and the emptiness is too much. I try to cry in protest, but the sound dies in the plastic and rubber shoved in my mouth. He laughs at me again, giving me a playful slap on the ass.

"Don't worry, slut, you're just getting started."
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The next man is broader, but not as tall. He grins at me with a twinkle in his eye, pulling something out of his pocket. I can't tell what it is. Maybe three inches in length, and looks like it's made out of black rubber. He holds it up before me, and there's a telltale buzzing sound. Before I can wrap my mind around what it is, he's holding it between us and his massive cock is burying itself deep.

He's longer and thicker, but the thing he's now holding against my clit is a vibrator. In an instant, I'm hurtling back towards the peak and all I can do is cry out as he powers into me like he's hammering in railroad spikes. He reaches deeper than Clive or the first man, hitting a spot deep inside that I didn't know existed. The sensations are building, building, and all I can do is take it. I'm putty in his hands, limp in the bonds, and I know I'm going to have bruises from how hard I'm jerking against the chains holding me in place.

I don't care.

I can't care about anything except what's happening between my legs. I've never felt like this. It never crossed my mind that sex could be something enjoyable. Some part of me knows my pleasure isn't what's important here. They're getting off on reducing me to this quivering mass, but it doesn't matter. As long as they keep making me feel like this, life here won't be so bad.

My body aches with pleasure as he expertly moves the vibrator away, eliciting whimpers from me. With perfect timing, he slides it back into place, sending us both into an explosive climax. I scream into my gag while he roars, filling me with his hot seed. But he doesn't let go, keeping me pressed against him until my quivering subsides. In a daze, I gaze at him and can only think of how much I want more.

Only then do I notice the line behind him, stretching as far as I can see. I don't know how much time has passed, but I sure as hell hope they all get to me before the four hours are up.

I watch through bleary eyes as he hands the vibrator to the man behind him with a grin. Before he steps behind me, I barely get a look at the young redhead. I can hear the zipper and then he's grinding himself against my entrance, dragging his dick through my slick and the cum spilling out of me. Then his hands snake around me, one wrapping around my breast and giving it a squeeze. The other teases at my clit, a hint of a touch, a brush, but not enough to get me going again. Not yet.

He eases himself into me, slower than the others. He slides in, letting me feel as he stretches me out. The biggest yet. Only once he's fully seated does he push the vibrator up against the sensitive bud.

I scream, my eyes rolling back in my head. He waits, giving a few shallow thrusts, letting me ride out my climax all over his cock. The hand on my breast trails up to my neck, gripping my chin tightly so he can feel it as I shake and cry uselessly into the gag.

Only once I calm down does he move, thrusting in and out of me while the vibrator starts to take me back to the edge. I moan and writhe as he thrusts into me, my senses overloaded with pleasure as he makes his way back down to play with my chest. His grip on my breast tightens, his other hand increasing the pressure on my clit, the vibrator buzzing mercilessly. I can feel myself getting close to climax, but he slows his pace, wanting to prolong my desperation.

Just when I think I can't take it anymore, he turns up the intensity on the vibrator. It's too much and I explode, my orgasm ripping through me like a tidal wave. He follows suit soon after, ropes of cum shooting through my still fluttering pussy.

"Hank, come on," he calls as he eases himself out. Overstimulated and exhausted, there's a part of me that wants to pull away as the next man approaches. He's as old as my father, and his face just as cruel. I'd step away if I could, but the redhead remains at my back, his still hard cock pressing into my ass.

"You've had your turn," Hank pouts even as he reaches for me.

"I'm just gonna play with her ass while you fill her up. Surely you don't mind?"

I sure as hell mind. That was never on the table that I was aware of, but there's nothing I can do. He drags his hands through my wetness, coating his fingers so he can use my own slick as lubrication.

"Gimme the vibrator at least," Hank demands.

"You'll spoil her," the redhead says with a laugh. I squeal as he forces a finger inside my tight ring, venturing into a place no one's ever touched before.

Not surprising since two days ago, I could have said that about the rest of me.

Hank takes his time, letting me squirm under the double penetration, and he waits until they're both fully seated before he turns the vibrator on. His thrusts are weaker, shallower, but with the finger in my ass, I feel fuller than ever. I whimper under the sensations, protesting and somehow asking for more at the same time. I want them to stop… but I also don't.

Hank doesn't last as long, but he doesn't leave me hanging either. He stays buried in me, pressing the vibrator against my clit like his life depends on it. A second finger forces its way inside my ass and I come in an instant, my body clamping down around the invasion as I scream out my climax. Black dots dance across my vision and I slump in my chains when they finally pull out of me.

I hear laughter and someone says, "Oh little one, you're just getting started."
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I'm hovering on the edge of blacking out when the last man pulls out of me. The batteries on the vibrator died ages ago, but after a while I didn't need it. Just the touch was enough. I'm exhausted, soaked with sweat, and unable to support my weight. Someone undoes my wrist cuffs and I'm so out of it that I barely notice my air being cut off as my collar is the only thing that keeps me up. Thankfully, they undo my collar before I can choke, then the belt at my hips.

I hear laughter again as I fall at their feet. Then someone undoes my shackles and lifts me into a strong set of arms before I surrender to unconsciousness.

[image: image-placeholder]


When I come to, I'm laying in a bed of straw. I blink slowly at my surroundings. I'm in a stall with a rubber floor, maybe six feet by six feet. There's a water bottle on the wall like for a small animal and a grate in the floor in the corner. The walls are wooden until about four feet up, and from there I see bars. There's a door on one side, but I don't dare go near it.

I still have my collar, but they swapped out the heavy oppressive gag for a thinner one, a wide piece of rubber resembling a bit. It lets me open my mouth wide enough to suckle at the water bottle, though it takes me a few tries to get the hang of it. Rolling up to my knees is a struggle because of the handcuffs behind my back.

I hurt all over, and I can see the red marks where my chains bit into me. My core feels so sore, as if there might still be something shoved inside me, but I have no way to check if there is.

I take a few paces around my stall, trying to stretch out my legs, but they're too weak to hold me up, and I give up to lie back down after another drink.

I have no idea how long I've been out or how much time has passed. I'm hungry, but not any more than usual, so I close my eyes. I'm sure someone will be by, eventually.

[image: image-placeholder]


The sound of the door opening wakes me up. A handler steps inside, and I recognize him as one of the many men who fucked me, but I can't remember anything else.

"Feeding time, on your feet," he says, not unkindly. He doesn't rush me as I try to get up, giving me time to sort myself out.

"I'm going to walk you through your first one. In the future, you'll do this yourself. If you don't follow the rules, you'll be punished, understand?"

I nod my head obediently.

"Now, when it's feeding time, the lights overhead will flash and the slot for your head will open."

Right on cue, the lights blink four times, and a door in the bars I didn't notice slides upward, leaving a square gap about ten inches tall. He gently takes my collar, leading me towards it and making me bend forward so my head goes through the opening. Right outside is a shallow metal bucket.

"You'll wait here for one of the hands to come remove your bit and put your gruel in the bucket. You'll have until he gets back to finish eating. He'll put your bit back in and you'll go back into your stall. If you're not done by the time he comes back, or you try to talk, there will be severe consequences. Do you understand?"

I bob my head as best I can.

"Good girl. I'll wait with you. Once you're fed, I have to take you back to the vet for your checkup."
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The gruel is a bit like chalky oatmeal. Flavorless, but apparently packed with nutrients. The handler seems happy with how well I ate it, and he praises me as he replaces my gag. Then he leads me over to the grate in the floor where he instructs me to do my business in case we have a long wait at the vet.

Cheeks burning with humiliation, I squat and relieve myself. I can't meet his gaze afterwards, keeping my eyes firmly fixed on the floor as he clips a lead to my collar. I follow him on shaky legs as he takes me out of the stall. After a few paces, curiosity gets the best of me and I start to look around.

The rows of stalls seem to go on forever. I can see some of the other mares still bent over their feeding troughs. They all look like me. Short hair, shoulders straining as they lean forward, thick black collars around their necks. I try to stop when I catch sight of a girl who's hung from the ceiling by all four limbs. She's twisting and writhing, crying into a gag like the one they first used on me.

"She keeps trying to talk to the other mares during feeding time. They'll let her down in a few days," my handler explains before nudging me forward again. I stumble before I find my stride.

Days!? Just for talking?

I really had no plans on disobeying before, but now… I won't utter a peep until I'm away from this place.

I don't know how long we walk before I see another door with a big cross over the top of it, and I'm taken inside. We pass through a couple of doors until we're in an exam room. With practiced movements, he quickly uncuffs my hands and then rechains them in front of me so he can secure them to my collar like they did before. He lifts me into the exam chair, and in a matter of moments, I'm immobilized, my legs spread wide. Then, to my surprise, he sits down on the stool to wait with me, taking a newspaper of all things out to read.

[image: image-placeholder]

I've no idea how much time has passed when the door opens. They blindfolded me the last time I was here, but as soon as he speaks, I recognize the cruel voice of the vet from before.

"Any problems, Ryder?" he asks, and my handler, Ryder, shakes his head.

"Nah, she's a good girl."

The vet rolls his eyes at him, but I try not to let it bother me. It doesn't matter if they like me or hate me. As long as I do what they say, no one will hurt me, and everything will be fine. They're here to do a job, just like I am. It's just that my job is to get pregnant.

Except a quick blood test reveals that I've failed in that job, and the vet is not pleased. Scowling, he hooks me up to a new IV. This one is a dark purple and feels like liquid fire going into my veins, but that's the last thing I see before he pulls a leather hood from a cabinet.

Steel-blue eyes meet mine and I want to shrink from their cold fury.

"You have one job here, you are to get pregnant and carry offspring. The longer that takes, the more resources you use and the more of my time you waste. I want you to think about that, and how lucky you are to be given this opportunity."

He quickly puts the hood over my head, sealing me in blackness. There are two small holes at my nose, but it's tight and claustrophobic. I can still hear what the men are saying, but it comes out muffled.

"Medical to Breeding," he says, and there's a click like he's talking into a radio. "I've got a mare here who failed to become pregnant. I need you to ready the Stand and prepare it for a six-hour session."

"Copy that. Deliver the mare in one hour."

"Copy."

I can hear instruments being moved on a table, and there's a footstep close to me, but that's all the warning I get before a needle sinks deep into my stomach. Despite my attempts at self control, a scream escapes me. It comes out muffled between my gag and the hood, but that doesn't stop the cold stinging slap the vet delivers to my inner thigh in punishment. I do better staying quiet for the next, and the one after that, but it gets harder. Whatever they're flooding my body with isn't like before. I don't feel heavy, my bloodstream is singing. It's alive. Burning with energy, with need, and I squirm helplessly against my bonds. I can feel the wetness gathering on my exposed pussy, flooding the chair with my arousal.

Footsteps approach and I strain towards them automatically, desperately hoping someone will touch me. I feel a gentle hand on my shoulder, and Ryder quietly says into my ear, "It's going to be all right. We'll get you some relief soon."

Then he's undoing my bonds, and before I know what's happening, I've wrapped myself around him like a snake, grinding my hips against him like I can hump myself to satisfaction when I know it'll never be enough. I need him inside me, now. He chuckles and hauls me up over his shoulder, letting me grind and flail uselessly as he carries me from the room.

"Oh, and Ryder," the vet calls just as he opens the door. My knight in plaid stops for a moment as he awaits further instructions. "Make sure they fit her with a belt when she's done. Don't want her leaking this time."
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Isquirm and pull against Ryder the whole time he carries me, fighting my hands being tied to my neck as I try to find any friction and relief I can. I can hear him laughing at me, but I don't care.

Suddenly, without warning, he sets me down. I'm on my feet just long enough for him to unclip my hands from my collar then I'm lifted again, I only have a second to wriggle before I feel something like leather underneath my bare back. Before I have a good idea of what's going on, my arms have been stretched behind my head and anchored in place, my fingertips touching the floor. A thick leather belt goes over my hips, pinning me in place, then they bring my legs up straight like I'm sitting down… except I'm not. I'm on my back and my legs are locked towards the ceiling, spread in a wide V. I'm even more exposed than I was the first time. Clips get attached to my collar and I've lost the ability to do anything but fidget. No thrashing, no grinding. All I can do is wait and hope they give me the relief I need.

"What's with the hood?" someone asks.

"Vet's orders," Ryder answers. "We got six hours to put a baby in this belly, gentleman. Who wants to go first?"

There's no vibrator this time, but I don't need one. I'm gushing already and desperate to be touched. The first cock to sink to me comes with a hand barely brushing over my clit, and I'm already screaming my need for release. He slams into me, his hip bones leaving bruises on my delicate flesh, but I don't care. I'm getting what I need. I can't rock my hips, but I don't need to. He's stroking into me at what feels like the speed of sound. My legs are already screaming from being stretched in the air, and a voice at the back of my head tells me six hours in this position will be torture, so I'd better enjoy it while I can. That thought flees as his thumb comes down over my clit again, in quick, hard circles that hurt but also take me soaring to new levels. I come with a scream, my world ratcheting down to a fine point where all I can do is feel as my body clamps down on the cock inside like it's a lifeline holding me to the mortal plane. He empties himself into me with a grunt, fingers digging into my skin as if I might pull away.

As soon as he's done, another replaces him. There's something freeing about not being able to see the men fucking me. I'm just a cunt for breeding, they're just cocks for filling me up. My life revolves around one simple purpose.

This cock's bigger than the first, reaching that magic spot deep inside. He doesn't even have to touch my clit, the way he hits my g-spot has me climbing the peak again in no time. I'm panting. Sweat rolling down inside the hood, the leather making it hot and hard to breathe, but the struggle is worth it. Everything's worth it if I can just-

Hands suddenly come down on my breasts, pinching and kneading at my nipples, and that's all that it takes. I buck hard as I climax, my muscles straining against my restraints as my body tries to handle the waves of pleasure flooding through it. He finishes with a bellow and pulls out while I'm still going, painting my stomach with sprays of come. I hear laughter around me.

"You're supposed to knock her up, not cover her," someone says.

"I couldn't resist. She just looks so good like this," the voice closest to me says, but he's moving away. I'm still riding out my orgasm as another cock slides home, filling me up so I pulse around him. I cry into my gag. It's too much. It's not enough. I clamp down around him, my hands fisting and releasing uselessly, like they need something to hold.

"We're just get started, don't worry. We'll get her fixed up," another man says reassuringly, though I'm not sure if he's reassuring them or he's reassuring me. "Besides, if she don't get pregnant now, it just means we get to do this again."

Another orgasm immediately follows the previous and any hope I had of following their words leaves me. My mind whites out with pleasure, with pain, with ecstasy, and it's all I can do to distinguish one fucking from the next. I'm soaked with sweat, arousal, and the sticky salt of come that decorates my skin. I'm well fucked, a worn out dishrag, and yet I still keep taking it. They keep pounding into me. I can't tell which way is up or down, where my body starts or ends. My entire existence is just this. Chasing the next orgasm, chasing my next release, and in this moment, I can't remember anything else. Just a life of restraints and fucking.

And strangely, I love it.
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Ihad no idea it was possible to want something to be over and still be dreading the moment it happens. But it comes. I finish, and the man fucking me finishes, and he pulls out but isn't replaced by another. Instead, I feel the leather at my hips being undone, and surprisingly gentle hands lift me off the device holding me. Now I'm not free, my collar and limbs are still attached, but the hands maneuvering my ass up into the air treat me like I'm fragile.

Something that feels like a cock but isn't inserts inside me. It's too hard, and rigid, and cold. I know there's a word for it, but I can't think of what it is. They rub a second, smaller item against my slick folds, coating it in my arousal before they slip it into my ass. It hurts and I know it does, but somehow I don't feel it. It's like the pain's happening to someone else, or in some detached part of me. Something covers me, and I feel another belt being locked into place, keeping the…. dildos, that's the word, locked firmly inside my pussy and ass. I have a vague recollection about someone not wanting me to leak, but that's as far as that thought gets before they undo my restraints. Before the gentle hands can lift me off the ground, I sink into unconsciousness.

[image: image-placeholder]

The next time I wake up, I'm laid flat on my back. My hood is gone, but in its place is a thick leather blindfold. They took out the bit and put in the heavy gag they gave me in the beginning, which covers half my face. I feel sticky, like my body's still covered in sweat, grime, and… other things. The sensation of cocks climaxing all over my belly comes back to me and I let out a muffled groan. The belt is still on, and a lift of my hips tells me the dildos are still inside. Honestly, that should have been the first thing I noticed.

A door opens and I flinch as I hear Ryder arguing with someone.

"I don't know what to tell you, Doc. We did everything you asked. Hell, she's still in the belt. Maybe she needs more time."

"In the history of this Farm, less than 1% of our mares are still without child after two breedings. Clearly, something has gone wrong with this one. I want her left in my care for forty-eight hours, and then she goes on the Sybian. This is not up for debate."

Footsteps tell me Ryder's gone, and I wish he wasn't, but there's nothing I can do about it. Apparently, being in the vet's care means being strapped to a table while I'm given IV after IV, injection after injection. Eventually he swaps my gag out for one with a funnel and forces me to down so much of the chalky gruel that my stomach ends up distended. When night comes, he finally removes the belt with the dildos, and I'm left in a cage with a bucket to relieve myself. The next morning, he hoses me down through the bars before I'm tied to the table and we start the process all over again.

I don't know what a Sybian is, but I figure it's got to be better than this.
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When I'm retrieved at the end of my stay with the vet, for the first time in days, I'm able to see. Ryder removes my blindfold but leaves the gag before he carries me out of the med bay, which I'm grateful for because my body feels like jelly and I don't think my limbs would support my weight at the moment. He takes me to a circular room with chairs all around the edges. There's a platform in the middle with what I assume is the Sybian.

It strangely looks… like a saddle? It's about three feet high, made of leather and plastic. There's a giant rubbery cock that I can see jutting out from the center, and there are stirrups on the side for my legs, but I can also see straps to hold me in place. In front of the cock is a saddle horn with cuffs for my wrists, and a harness dangles from a hook on the ceiling. I barely have time to take it all in, or the crowd of men milling around to watch before Ryder is lowering me down. Someone throws him a bottle of something, and before I know what's happening, he's coating my pussy with a generous coat of lube. Whatever IVs they had me on this time didn't get me worked up before, and I get a sick feeling in my gut as this is the first time I haven't wanted what they were about to do to me. They may have turned my body's biology against me to turn me on before, but that was a hell of a lot better than what was about to happen.

Ryder, though he's been gentle and almost sympathetic with me before, shows none of that now. As soon as I'm lubricated to his liking, he lifts me by the hips, carrying me to the device. He goes to force my legs open, but I do it for him, knowing I'm not going to be able to delay what's coming. He lowers me on to the rubber cock with precision and I gasp as it penetrates me, my weight making quick work of driving it all the way in as Ryder releases me. I sit still, afraid to move, as he straps me in. My ankle cuffs attach at the bottom of the stirrups, and then leather straps run over my skin at the calf, knee, and thigh, keeping me firmly in place. There's a beeping sound as the harness lowers, and he deftly wraps the leather around my shoulders and between my breasts, forcing my spine as straight as a rod to make sure I stay centered. Once they cuff my hands to the saddle horn, there's no chance in hell that I'm going anywhere.

Two men in white coats bring over a large jar of white goo, and it takes me a moment to realize what it is as they connect it to the base of the Sybian. It's the product of the men around me. This is just another breeding, an artificial one this time, because for some reason the two thorough fuckings I've already had haven't been enough.

As the switch flicks and the mechanical breeding machine beneath me surges to life, I wonder how long this one will take.

[image: image-placeholder]

With no stimulation to my clit, and no drugs making me horny, this is different. It's worse and also somehow better. I'm able to chase orgasm after orgasm. There's no break, there's no swapping as one man switches places with another. The machine just keeps on fucking me without empathy or care, but my body knows how to respond. The harness keeps me upright no matter how my hips buck and my body flails, even when my eyes roll back in my head with the force of my climax.

I idly wonder if it's possible to be fucked to death.

I can't even try to count how many times I've come, how many times the machine has shot the contents of the jar deep into my core. It doesn't look any emptier than we started, but I'm soaked with sweat and trembling. If I wasn't strapped in, I would have fallen off long ago. But the machine just keeps going, patiently milking climax after climax from my weeping pussy. The hoots and hollers of the men watching come and go, though I don't think they actually get any quieter. My hearing is coming in and out, and white dances at the edges of my vision. Sometimes I can't see at all. Its hard to breathe with my mouth stuffed full and only my nostrils exposed, and some moments it feels like I'm not getting any air, but I don't black out. I hang in there.

I'm limp, a pile of pliant flesh, and yet my body shows no signs of giving out. Just when I think I can't possibly come again, I do.

My head lolls back. I can't keep my eyes open anymore. And yet I scream out my pleasure into the gag every time I shatter and fall over the edge. It should hurt, I know it should, my body should be rebelling, should be in agony, but all I feel is exhaustion and white hot pleasure. It's a good thing I don't have to buck my hips, because I lack the strength the move, but I clamp down around the rubber cock again and again.

It feels like an eternity has passed when they finally turn the machine off. They give me a moment before anyone approaches, and the harness is the only thing keeping me up. As soon as it's released, I slump, and I fall right into Ryder's waiting arms when he undoes the rest of the restraints.
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When I come to, I'm back in my stall with the bit in my mouth and my hands behind my back. I don't even try to get up, I just stare blandly at the ceiling. It feels like they removed my skeleton from my body, like I'm just muscles and ligament and tissues with no structure to support me. Even so much as twitching a finger takes more energy than I have, so I just flop in the straw. Someone clearly hosed me down at some point because I'm not sweaty anymore, yet I don't feel clean, not really.

I try to lift my head as I realize the sensation of leather wrapped around my core is back, and it takes me an embarrassingly long time to realize they've stuffed dildos in both my holes again. But at the same time, my body doesn't feel like mine anymore. Before I felt like I was in charge of it, now I feel like I'm just my brain shoved in a prison of meat that belongs to someone else. Everything seems very… detached.

Time passes in a haze. The lights flash on overhead and I remember it means it's feeding time, but god, it is such a struggle to get up. I've barely made it to my knees when a handler throws my stall door open. I squeal as he drags me up and shoves my head through the open slot, and my squeals turn to cries of pain as he strikes my rear end with a riding crop several times.

"Next time it'll be a whip if you're not on time for feeding," he snaps as he removes the bit from my mouth, shoving my face down into the gruel. I do my best to slurp it up, and I've clicked the bucket clean by the time he returns to replace my gag. I duck back into my stall and slump into the hay, back asleep before I've even fully hit the floor.

[image: image-placeholder]

The next morning, they bring me back to the vet's office, where my handler expresses disappointment and the vet becomes enraged when my blood test shows that I'm still not pregnant. My cheeks flush, and I'm ashamed even though I realize it's not my fault. I have no more control over this than I do anything else.

"We could artificially inseminate her the old-fashioned way, but this is the first time the Sybian has failed. I'm not inclined to think we'd have better results," the vet says to someone on the phone, glaring at me. "We could attempt to implant a fertilized embryo, but I fear that would just lead to a miscarriage. I think we're dealing with a case of infertility here."

I've never heard that word before, but I have a bad feeling about what it means. I can't hear what is being said on the other end of the phone.

"Of course, sir. I'll run some tests and call you back." He hangs up the phone and looks over at the handler who brought me in. "Put her in the exam chair, please. Blindfold on."

I don't fight as I'm moved. At this point, I'm quite used to being manhandled and I'm still just so tired. I wish he'd just let me sleep through whatever it is he's going to do.

This time they don't attach my wrists to my collar, instead they're cranked over my head so he has better veins for blood draws. But soon the blindfold goes on, and all I have to tell what's happening is sound and the prick of the needles. He takes so much blood I feel dizzy. There's the cold metal of the speculum, but whatever he's doing this time hurts much more. I don't know if it's a different procedure or because my pussy's well worn out at this point, but I whimper as quietly as I can as I try to handle the pain. That's removed eventually, and the next thing I know, I hear them talking about the easiest way to get a urine sample. They raise the chair up. I'm tilted forward, and suddenly I'm being ordered to pee into the jar they're holding against me.

When I don't comply, the vet smacks me across the face before shoving his fingers inside. It's not a sexual touch, it's forceful, and he presses his fingers tightly against one wall, putting pressure until I can't ignore the urge to urinate anymore. Tears roll out from under my blindfold as he pulls his hand away, and my cheeks burn with humiliation when I'm finally able to let go.

What could be twenty minutes or two hours later, I hear the vet on the phone again.

"Sir, this is our first case of infertility. She's only got about a three percent chance of reproducing as things stand now. The only thing I can suggest is contacting her owner and getting a judge to order her being sent over to the Hucow Ranch. I think their Hucow process might fix her, but there's nothing we can do with her here except put her down."
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Apparently, they cannot get a judge and my former owner out to the Broodmare Farm, so after a few hours, they secure my arms behind my back, put me into a cage, and load me onto a truck. They don't remove the blindfold or the gag, and no one explains anything. I'm just drawing conclusions from what the vet says to the handlers.

We reach our destination and I'm surprised when I'm forced into a standing position on hot asphalt. They remove my blindfold, and I'm surprised to see both Ryder and the vet before me. We're in a parking lot at the courthouse, and my naked flesh draws more than the occasional curious glance. Before I have time to take it all in, someone clips a leash to my collar and leads me up the courthouse steps. They march me through the hallways at a brisk pace, not slowing when I stumble. We go directly into a packed courtroom and I flinch as several of the men wolf whistle. This isn't like the farm where it's just ranch hands that are used to exposed flesh. These are ordinary people, some awaiting their own trials, some here just for the free show. I see several other women in the custody of their masters, likely waiting to be handed over or bargained like I was.

The vet slaps my ass to get me moving again, and I'm led right up to the judge. To his left is the witness stand, but the center of the room holds a stockade. Ryder unties my arms and forces both my head and wrists into place, exposing my bare ass to the rest of the room as I'm bent over.

I've been numb until now, but it only takes a moment of listening to the jeers before my eyes well up with tears. I have to focus on taking steadying breaths around the heavy gag in my mouth.

"So, what seems to be the trouble now?" the judge asks, looking at the vet.

"Your Honor, we have our first instance of an infertile specimen being sent to the Broodmare Farm. After three failed breeding attempts, I performed extensive testing on this subject and concluded she only has a 3% percent chance of pregnancy. I believe our only viable solution would be to transfer her to the Hucow Ranch to see if their transformation process will increase her chances."

The judge looks over some papers on his desk.

"They only sentenced her to a three-year term. Her master is expecting her back at the end of her stay," he says, though it sounds more like he's thinking out loud than making an argument.

"Yes sir, but we've expanded a significant amount of resources and taxpayer dollars on her already. I believe his failure to disclose her issues warrants further punishment."

Another reason to punish me for my Master's crimes. A man I hadn't known even two weeks ago. But now if the vet has it his way, I'll spend the rest of my life paying for something that had nothing to do with me.

"And you're certain there's something wrong with her reproductive system? It's not a physical issue in how she was bred?" the Judge asks.

This time, Ryder answers.

"Yes Sir. I was present for all three breedings. We put her through a standard procedure for four hours, and then a more thorough one for six hours. When they both failed, she had a session on the Sybian. As you know, sir, the Sybian has never failed to produce results."

"The subject climaxed as needed? Through all three procedures?"

"Yes, sir."

"And you see no other alternative to sending her to the Hucow Ranch, doctor?"

"Not unless we want to put her down. I'm not opposed to that, sir. I just hate to see tax payer dollars wasted with no results," the vet says.

"And you believe it will not be a further waste to send her to the Ranch? That they will succeed where you failed?"

"I believe the transformation process and the bulls combined will lead to a pregnancy. I'd bet my contract on it."

The judge leans back in his seat, his hand stroking over his scruffy beard as he studies me.

"I'm hesitant to make a ruling regarding his property without the owner present, but there are only two paths forward here. Remove her gag, please."

Ryder hurries to comply, undoing the leather straps holding my jaws apart.

"I'm giving you one chance, girl, and if you do anything but answer my question, you will find yourself on the whipping post. You have two options. The vet can put you down and end this, or you can spend the rest of your life on the Hucow Ranch."

Well, that's no choice at all.

I have to swallow several times before I'm able to form words.

"The Hucow Ranch, please, sir." It comes out as barely a whisper, but he hears me, loud and clear. He bangs his gavel, making me jump.

"Bailiff, take her into custody. The Hucow Ranch can make a case study out of her. I will order her Master to pay a $10,000 fine and send two more mares to the Broodmare Farm after they've been tested for fertility. Furthermore, I will speak to Senator McCloud about legislature that requires all females to be tested for fertility at age eighteen so we can avoid this problem in the future."

I don't have time to feel shock before my gag is replaced by firm hands and I'm being led away.
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Transportation to the Hucow Ranch passes in a blur. For the first time, I can't stop the tears from falling. Not for me, but for all the other girls out there that are now going to be subject to invasive testing as soon as they become adults on the off chance they may have to pay the piper for crimes they didn't even commit. It's not fair. It's wrong. And it's all my fault.

I should have let them kill me.

The truck comes to a stop, but I don't move, even as the double doors open. There's no fight in me. There never was. I was cursed to this fate since the day I was born, I just didn't know it yet. Fifty years ago, women had rights. We had lives and chances. In another fifty years, I wonder if we'll even be permitted to be raised in houses like I was, or if we'll all just be government property for breeding.

Strong arms lift me out of the transport cage and I'm laid facedown on a gurney. Straps reach over my back to secure me, and then I'm being moved. I don't try to turn my head to see where we're going. What's the point? I can't stop it anymore than I can force a baby to grow in my belly. I wonder if they'll put me down anyway if the transformation doesn't resolve my infertility. Maybe that would be best.

I hear the sound of doors opening and there's a cool blast of air conditioning. The wheels rumble against the tile floor as I'm taken down a long hallway. There's two turns before we come to an abrupt stop.

"Hey Doc, this is the one the Broodmare Farm sent over."

"Excellent. I just got off my conference call with Doctor Ramirez and Judge Simons. We're going to use her for a case study at the request of Senator McCloud. It's going to take some time to get it and the documentation team in place. You can put her in isolation for now."

I manage to turn my head to look at the new vet deciding my fate. He's older than the one at the Broodmare Farm, and his face doesn't seem as cruel. But everything else is the same. White coat. Pens in his pocket. Talking about me like I can't hear them. That's as far as I get before I'm wheeled away again, taken to the far end of the building.

Isolation is an all white room, with light so bright it hurts. Even closing my eyes isn't enough, and I try to pull away as I'm lifted from the gurney to be placed inside. They shackled my arms above my head to either side against the wall and secured my ankles as wide as I could comfortably stand. He connects my collar to a ring on the wall and there's nothing I can do but screw my eyes shut and try to look downwards as much as possible.

It isn't enough. My head aches. My eyes burn. It feels like I'm being cooked alive in one of those toy ovens they give little girls to practice cooking for when they're older.
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It feels like a lifetime before the door opens again, but I don't dare peek to see who it is, even as a voice I've never heard before chuckles at me.

"Well, I suspect you'll be on your best behavior now to avoid returning here," he says. With no pretense, he undoes the chains holding me up and throws me over his shoulder like I'm a stack of potatoes. "You've got quite a crowd waiting for you."

I dangle limply over his form as he carries me through the facility. We've gone maybe a hundred or two hundred feet before I dare to open my eyes and I peer around cautiously. The lighting here is dimmer, thank goodness. The muscular man who's carrying me is wearing a thick flannel shirt, but that's all I can make out as we pass over tile that hasn't been mopped in some time. We pass through two sets of double doors and I find myself being deposited in a chair that I'm quite familiar with these days. In no time at all, they secure my arms over my head, strap my feet into the stirrups, and spread my legs wide.

What is new is the crowd of men standing around me. There's the vet before and two more men in white coats, the man in the flannel who just set me down, and two men dressed in all black holding video cameras. As I glance around, I see another camera mounted on the ceiling above me and two more in the corners of the room. I'm sure if I could turn my head, I'd see more behind me.

Despite my best efforts, I whimper into my gag.

"Gentleman, this subject, birth name Carly Robinson, came to the Broodmare Farm ten days ago-" the vet says, seeming to address mostly the men holding the cameras.

Ten days? Only ten days? How does that feel both too long and too short to be right?

"After three breeding sessions, Doctor Ramirez ran some tests and concluded this subject has severe fertility problems that the Broodmare Farm is unequipped to address. Judge Simons had her transferred to our care to be transformed into Hucow #418. Senator McCloud has requested we use her as a case study and document her procedure to help provide insight into preventing this problem in the future.

He rolls a tray of instruments towards me and settles down on a stool between my spread legs. I barely flinch as he raises the speculum and inserts it into my waiting body. I'm perfectly dry, there's no lubrication, but only the slightest shudder rolls through me. I'm very used to being invaded by now.

"Now, we already know this subject has been bred recently and received excellent medical care at the Broodmare Farm, but this is standard procedure. While we wait the required amount of time as if I was doing an exam, does anyone have any questions?"

That's when I notice the white device in his ear and shame rolls through me as I realize this is a live broadcast. He's taking questions from men who are watching this from somewhere else, and I want to die of shame.
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"Caleb, if you'll hand me the razor." Doc explains, finally taking his fingers and speculum out of me. One of the other two white coats scowls, but hands him an electric razor like the one my dad used to use. It only takes him a few moments to shear what's left of my hair from my head. "We'll let Caleb take care of the follicles while I prepare the next stage in the process. Normally I do this all at once, but this will make cleanup a little easier."

The vet moves away, and the scowling man comes closer, glaring at me the entire time as he holds up a strange device that I can't make out. But he holds it against the freshly shaved skin on my head and I howl in pain as the searing feeling takes over my already irritated skin. A sharp slap against my breasts silences me as cold eyes stare into mine.

"Just you wait. This is nothing compared to what's coming for you. If you don't get pregnant, you're all mine. I've been waiting for the perfect cow for my special project."

My stomach sinks like a stone.

No one else in the room hears Caleb's threats, but soon enough, my ability to grow hair has been burned away and tears flow down my cheeks. He scoffs at me before turning to the vet.

"She's ready, Doc."

"Excellent, Vincent, if you wouldn't mind moving #418 to the bench, please."

The ranch hand who delivered me to the room undoes my restraints, but I'm too afraid to struggle even as he lifts me. In a matter of moments, he has me resting on my belly on a padded leather bench, and a series of straps hold me down, from my head all the way to my ankles.

"Due to #418's unique fertility issues, we have made some adjustments to this process. Rather than being put on a feeding tube like the other Hucows, she'll be getting all of her nutrients anally. This will require daily enemas and more hands on care, but we believe it will resolve her problem. Once we've established a fetus, she'll switch to feed like the others," the vet says, patting my ass.

"How does that work?" a voice I haven't heard before asks. Probably one of the cameramen. I can't see who's speaking. All I can see is the tile floor directly in front of me.

"Rather, her food traveling from her mouth to her esophagus to her stomach to absorb the nutrients, it'll be going from her intestines to her stomach. It's quite efficient, really. We're also going to be skipping the voice box, since this will allow us to leave the heavy muzzle gag in place."

Fantastic.

I feel gloved fingers probing at my anus and I whimper even though it won't do any good. I feel lubricant being spread around, and then they force something hard and plastic inside. The vet gives me a moment to recover before forcing it deeper. I try to squirm, even though there's nowhere to go.

"Caleb, if you would get the IV started," the vet instructs. Something else touches my ass, and there's a clicking noise like something sliding into place before the strangest sensation of liquid being forced into my body begins. I squeal and thrash against the bonds, yelping as someone slaps the insides of my exposed thighs. "Stop that," the vet snaps. "Or you can spend a few days in isolation. You've already caused enough problems."

I still instantly, not wanting to go back there, but it seems the vet doesn't trust me.

"Jonah, go ahead and dope her. Caleb put a second IV in her other arm. The green solution," he orders. A moment later, there's a stinging sensation on the side of my neck. It's enough so that I barely notice the needle being threaded into my bloodstream.

"The injection just given to her is both a sedative and a pain reliever. It helps the Hucows tolerate the pain of the transformation process. The green solution causes paralysis. I rarely use it, but I believe it'll serve us well in this case with the long night we have ahead of us."

In a matter of minutes, I can't so much as twitch a finger, and I find it hard to care as a feeling of numbness washes over me. It's like my body isn't mine anymore. These things are happening to someone else. I'm just along for the ride.

As soon as they removed the funnel from my ass, the liquid comes sloshing out because I'm unable to hold it. I can't tighten my muscles to control it, but it doesn't seem to bother anyone. Its immediately reinserted and my guts swell again. They repeat the process over and over again, while I lay there like a dead fish. I sweat, burning up from the inside, but no one takes notice.

After some time, the vet says, "Jonah, you may begin the hormone injections. Normally this is about the time we see the Hucows become needy, but I expect this one to take longer since she's not on the feed formula."

I barely notice the sensation of needles sliding into my flesh. There are dozens of them. I receive injections in my ass, my stomach, and my breasts. I'm vaguely aware that this should hurt, but I've retreated somewhere inside my mind where I'm removed from it all. I barely notice when the Vet says, "Randy, would you go get the branding iron and the piercing kit?"

I want to scream when the heated metal sinks into the flesh on my right ass cheek, but I can't. I can't draw a breath deep enough. The words won't come. I can't think, I can't remember how to scream, but it hurts, it hurts like nothing else has so far. I'm so busy crying that the hand swabbing at my nose startles me, and I look up into Caleb's cruel eyes as the piercing gun goes through my septum. He leaves me with a nose ring the size of a silver dollar and it's all I can do not to sob.
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Somewhere during the night, I passed out, unable to take it anymore. I wake in an unfamiliar place with metal walls and a rubber floor. I'm in a harness with chains dangling from the ceiling so that my hands and knees just barely brush the floor.

The now familiar sensation of my guts being filled with an enema overtakes me, and I realize what woke me. We're starting all over again. I turn my hand and see an unfamiliar face feeding the tube into my ass. I'm no longer paralyzed, but this doesn't hurt. Not with as many times as my body had to get used to the feeling. My new handler pats my side.

"Don't worry, girl, just getting you breakfast. Then we're off to the bulls. Normally we'd worry about getting your milk in first, but Doc wants to see how your body reacts to the treatments." He points up at the camera mounted in the corner of my stall and I instinctively duck my head away from it. I try to take in stock of what they did.

My breasts have doubled, if not tripled, in size. They're heavier than I ever could have imagined. I'm amazed I'm not spraying milk everywhere just from the weight. I can feel something in my right ear like they pierced that too. My nose ring rests awkwardly against my gag. I'd give anything just to close my jaw, even for a few minutes. There's another IV on a pole, with two bags hanging from it. The one currently feeding into me is clear, but I recognize the horrible shade of purple on the second bag. I have a bad idea about what's coming for me.

He makes me hold the enema for nearly fifteen minutes before he lets me expel it into the bucket between my thighs.

"I'd go ahead and pee now if I were you too," he orders. And I try, I really do, but I can't make it come, and I'm rewarded with a harsh slap against the fresh brand. But it does the trick, and the stink of urine fills the air. I put my head down and try desperately to hold back the tears.

He switches the IV, and it's only a matter of minutes before the horrible burning sensation returns. My blood becomes a sea of fire, eating me from the inside, and for once, I can struggle. I thrash in my bonds and my handler watches me with a bemused smirk. My movements are frantic, frenzied, trying to escape the thing that is inside of me, and then I feel it start. That pulsated need that blocks out everything else. My hips buck, rock desperately in the air, looking for friction they'll never find, but I can't stop. I need release. I need to be filled.

I forget the pain. Humiliation isn't even a memory. All there is, my entire existence, is all-consuming need.

"Bryce, the stocks are ready for #418," a voice comes over the loudspeaker and my head jerks. #418! That's me! Laughter fills the room.

"Don't worry, little Hucow. The Bulls aren't going anywhere. You can cook a little longer."

Bastard.
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I'm transported, writhing in the back of a pickup truck, too weak to stand, unable to do anything but move my hips franticly. When I try to place my hand between my thighs, a strange black glove hinders me from making contact with anything important. I cry and moan around the leather stuffed in my mouth, the harsh rubber that holds my tongue now, but all that does is draw jeers from the other ranch hands as we drive by.

The truck pulls to a stop and Bryce lifts me to the ground, swatting me firmly when I try to grind against him.

"You'll get what you want, but you gotta get there. Now crawl," he orders, pointing me towards the door of a building. I let out a frustrated moan and begin the long process of dragging myself across the hot pavement. It takes everything I have, but I only make it ten feet. I'm not even halfway there when I collapse in a heap. I'm given a second to recover before I'm howling in pain, the electric jolt of a cattle prod ripping through my body.

Tears streaming down my face, I start again. This time I make it inside. The two hands who are waiting for me fix Bryce with an exasperated look.

"You made her crawl? We've been waiting!"

"Hey, you've got your kinks, I've got mine."

The one who didn't speak shakes his head, grabbing me up off the ground. His touch isn't gentle. He isn't taking care of me, or being nice. He needs me in place so he can do his job. I'm folded over a soft piece of padded leather. My hips are higher than my head, my wanting pussy neatly on display. A series of straps and cuffs hold me down, too tight to do anything more than turn my head. He places something underneath me, and a belt wraps around my hips. I squeal with delight as it begins to buzz against my clit.

I'm a feast on a platter, waiting to be devouring. Now I just need someone to decide it's dinner time.

The footsteps leave and I whimper, straining to lift and rock my hips, begging them to fuck me rather than leave me. It's all I want, but I never get what I want.

I've nearly started to cry when there's a mechanical hiss. I look around as best I can and see a gate being raised. Through it steps the biggest man I've ever seen, though I quickly realize he's not a man. He's a bull. I could almost weep with relief as he stalks towards me, coming to give me the thing I need so badly.

There's no pretense, no taunting. I get no warning at all before his thick, full cock plunges into my waiting pussy. That's all it takes. Between the pent up need and the vibrator against my clit, I'm screaming my first climax into my gag.

Then he starts to fuck me, and I realize that I've never been fucked before in my life. What my Master did, what the men at the Broodmare Farm did…. that was sex. This is fucking. Every powerful stroke hammers me into my restraints even as my pussy flutters and clamps down around him. He doesn't slow, doesn't give an inch. His hands claw at my sides to keep me still, leaving scratches and bruises in their wake. His dick isn't just inside me, it's impaling me. I'm quite sure he could saw me in half if he wanted to by the force of his thrusts. If this is how I die, I'll die happy. What a way to go.

I shudder as my orgasm finishes, but the bull fucking me has barely begun. Grunting and groaning, he keeps powering into me like a steam train. He doesn't slow. He doesn't falter. It's just a steady rhythm of slapping flesh with the force to bruise. I'm just a vessel for his cock. A thing to fuck. I'm an afterthought.

That doesn't stop me from reaching towards my next climax, urged on by his powerful thrusts and the steady buzz of the vibrator against my clit. My world is a fine point of leather restraints, pleasure, and domination… and I think I love it. If I could always live in this moment, not fearing what comes next, I think I'd be happy.

But nothing lasts forever. Just as my body starts to reach the peak, he comes with a cry, bellowing like a foghorn as he paints my insides in his thick ropes of cum. There are a few more strokes before he pulls out with a squelch noise. I can feel him spilling out of me and down my legs, his body producing more than mine can hold. I gasp and moan as my body no longer has anything to clamp down on and a cramp rocks me so harshly that I cry out. But it's too late. He's trotting back to his cage and I'm alone.

I moan in distress. I wasn't ready for it to be over.

I grind myself down against the vibrator on my clit as best I can, but there's just not enough. I need friction, I need force-

There's another mechanical hiss, and my head snaps around as I hear footsteps. My heart leaps into my throat as I see another bull heading this way.

This isn't over yet.

The next bull is bigger than the first, and he's so eager, he doesn't even realize he's got the wrong hole as he sinks his thick cock into my ass. I squeal in pain, having never had anything so big inside me there before, but he doesn't notice. He mounts me with a frenzy like his dick's on fire and only shoving it inside me will put it out.

His thrusts are sharp, short, and painful, but each one drives me against the vibrator on my clit. At first I can't wait for this to end, but I'm on a slow march towards my next climax. My body's been programmed to respond, and soon enough my hips are rolling in kind as he fucks me. I feel like something's tearing, like I'm bleeding, but I can't bring myself to care. Dying beneath a bull sounds so much better than being put down if I can't become pregnant.

He comes with a roar, and by some miracle, I come right along with him, screaming in both pain and ecstasy into my gag. I never knew something could hurt so much and feel so good at the same time. The heavy leather isn't enough to fully muffle the sound, but it's drowned out by the bull's noises. I guess it would be hard to gag something so powerful.

He finally pulls out of me, and I cry louder than I ever have before. There's absolutely blood. I know it. I'm leaking out of both holes, and now I'm grateful for the muzzle that keeps my sobs from pouring out. So distracted by the pain, I don't realize they've called the bull away until a new one is before me.

The first bull was the biggest man I'd ever seen, and the second one wasn't small either… but this, this is a giant. Dark hair with silver at the temples, his nose ring would fit over my wrist. He grunts down at me, pushing his heavy cock up against my face. It's like a baseball bat smacking me across the face. My head turns this way and that as he grunts in frustration. I can't tell what he wants, I'd gladly give it to him if only I knew. But he keeps coming up against the leather between my lips.

After the fifth or sixth time being struck by his dick, he growls and stalks around to my backside. He doesn't slam into me like the first two. Instead he grabs me harshly and eases his way in, waiting until he's fully seated to begin thrusting. He's angry, growling with each snap of his hips as he punishes me for something, but I don't know what. His nails bite into my skin as he holds me, leaving little half moon bloody slits in my flesh. He's longer than the first, and thicker than the second. Every thrust fills me completely, lifting me up off the leather and against the restraints. I'm riding him as much as he's riding me. It's a good thing the vibrator is secured against my clit, or I'd never feel it with the way he fucks me.

At his punishing pace, we both climax in no time at all, my eyes rolling back in my head. I slump when he finally pulls out of me, his cum trickling down my spread thighs. But there's no recovery time before another bull takes his place, and I start to wonder if I'll get my wish. If they'll truly fuck me to death.
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I've lost all count of how many times I've been fucked when the strangest thing happens. The bull that comes out doesn't start by fucking me. Instead I feel the soft flesh of his tongue draw up over my slit all the way to my ass. My face heats as he starts to lick me there. I shudder, not in a bad way, but not in a way I've felt before. My body's open for business. I'm just a thing for getting fucked in the hopes I get pregnant, but this is strangely intimate in a way I've never experienced. There are voices shouting for him to get on with it, but the bull doesn't stop. He licks every inch of my well used backside and then moves onto my pussy until it's clean to his satisfaction.

I don't even realize I'm crying until he comes around to my front. Dark eyes stare back at me, his face inches from mine, and it's the most cared for I've ever felt in my life. He presses his forehead to mine, nuzzling at me gently. Then he disappears, going around to my back end once more. He slides in with a gentleness I've never experienced. Rather than powering into me, he takes his time. His strokes are slow and soft, coaxing me towards climax rather than forcing me there. Instead of harshly holding my hips, I feel gloved hands stroking at my shoulders, petting at my head.

If the bulls before were fucking me, this is… making love? It's ridiculous, but I don't have another way to describe what's happening. I feel cherished as he brings me to orgasm a split second before he falls over the edge, so we come together. My hips buck against his almost roughly in comparison to his tenderness as he empties himself into me. I coil around him like a spring as I cry out, feeling the most powerful orgasm I've ever felt. He stays with me until I'm done riding out the aftershocks, and he comes back to my front to say goodbye before he leaves.

I cry as I watch him go back to his cell.

He's replaced with another bull, but I'm too wrung out, too emotionally spent to do much more than lie there and take it as the next one mounts me. My body responds as it always does, climbing towards the peak, but my mind is elsewhere. Even though I'm full, I feel empty. The profound sense of loss is astonishing. I've never felt connected to anyone in my whole life, but I already miss him. Even as pleasure overtakes me with each breeding, I wish it was him inside me.

Two more bulls take their turns with me, and then no one else comes. I'm strangely grateful. I want my Bull back, not the others.

Eventually, the hands come back. They removed the vibrator, and I whimper as they shove a thick dildo into my pussy. It's secured with a belt before they undo my restraints and I'm loaded onto a medical gurney.

"Doc wants this one straight away?" one asks the other.

"Yeah. I guess they're having problems getting this one pregnant. They want to run more tests."

They keep talking, but I can't bring myself to follow what they say as I'm carried across the compound.
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I'm left tied to a rolling bed with a thick blindfold over my eyes. Time passes strangely. Neither asleep nor awake, I can feel myself being moved, feel the familiar invasion of the plastic against my anus and the sensation of the water being forced through my system as they administer another enema. I half wonder if they've given me something because while I can move, it just feels like far too much effort.

I finally come fully to when they take off the blindfold. With a groan, I find myself in a familiar chair as the vet removes the dildo from my pussy, only to replace it with the cold metal speculum. I blink blearily as I take in my surroundings. The cameras are back, so is the cruel vet tech from before who glares at me with a sadistic gleam.

"Hucow #418's first session with the Bulls was unsuccessful in producing offspring. In light of this, and to prevent further waste of resources, we're going to try one more round of our most powerful hormone treatment. We will leave her at the stocks for a full two days, long enough for three breeding sessions. If she's still barren at the end of that, we've received permission from the state to turn her over to one of our vet tech's for a special research project. We don't expect the specimen to survive the project, but if she does, we'll consider euthanizing her, since keeping an infertile Hucow is a waste of resources.

Now I understand the look Caleb is giving me. If this last treatment doesn't "fix" me, he'll get to do whatever he wants with me until they kill me.

A shudder runs through me.
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They immobilize me on a table with my ankles spread wide, and finally, after what feels like forever, they remove the heavy gag from my face. I don't get to enjoy my freedom long, however, because they simply pin me down and force a tube down my throat. I choke and cough, but it doesn't stop them until it's threaded all the way through my mouth and into my esophagus. Tears run down my cheeks as I struggle to breathe around it, and I can feel hot liquid being fed through it, burning as it makes its way into my body. It feels like it's lighting me on fire, but I'm held too tightly to squirm.

"After you get her IVs started, going ahead and put a catheter in. She's going to be on this table a long time and I don't want it getting messy with how much of the serum she's getting," the vet orders. "Then we're going to double the amount of injections. If this doesn't fix her, nothing will."

"I wish you'd just let me take her now, Doc," Caleb whines.

"I know, and while I think your research is important, we have a duty to the state and taxpayer dollars already invested in this Hucow to see her through one more time. I won't even make you bring her back to medical. You can test her in the stocks when the Bulls are done with her and take her directly to the operating theater if she's still not pregnant," the Vet placates him. My eyes want to bug out of my head at the words "operating theater" and I try desperately to thrash. The vet frowns down at me, and the next thing I know, there's a nozzle being forced over my nose. I breathe in something sickly sweet, and the fight goes out of me as the world gets fuzzy. It's a stark contrast to the way my body is coming to life. Fire ants of need dance up and down my limbs. I feel hands pawing at my pussy right before I slump.
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I wake to darkness. I try to shake my head to clear it, but it moves with me. There's a maddening buzzing against my clit, and which each passing second I get hotter. My body is alive, and my veins are on fire. Need courses through me, stronger than I've ever felt, and I hump and grind uselessly. I am achingly, horrifyingly empty, and there's nothing I can do about it. I sob miserably.

It takes me several minutes to sort myself out. I can barely think. The need to be fucked consumes my entire body. The heavy leather hood is on my head again. There's a thick rubber ball gag between my teeth. It feels like someone shoved wax in my ears. I can hear sounds, but they're muffled, and oh so far away. I'm on my knees, but they're chained firmly in place as I'm bent over a padded surface. They secure my arms out to either side of me, tying them down. A heavy collar holds at the neck my head, and there's a thick plug shoved securely into my ass.

In the distance, I hear a familiar mechanical hiss and it makes sense all of a sudden. They don't want the bulls fucking my ass this time, so they've only been given one target. The rest of me has been removed, so to speak. I truly am just something for them to fuck now. Nothing but a waiting, wanting pussy. I want it; I need it, and I wish the bull would just hurry the fuck up.

Thankfully, I don't have to wait for long. I can't see him coming, I can barely hear him, but somehow, I know. I can sense him.

And then, I can feel him.

There's no warning, no prep, but I'm already gushing for him, slick spilling down my thighs as my body burns with desire. He slides right in, filling me to the hilt and making me squirm with pleasure. That's all the encouragement he needs, and harsh strokes pound my battered body as he begins to chase his release. In an instant, I'm swept up with him, getting used like I'm meant to and happily clinging on for the ride to the peak. My world has dialed down to a single point, a single purpose.

I scream as I climax, jerking against my bonds as I tighten around the massive cock inside me. My detonation is so powerful that I see stars in the darkness of my hood. I wish they'd just leave me here with the bulls, high on whatever they give me that makes me so needy, with a cock between my legs. This is all I could ever want.
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Time seems to stretch on endlessly as I remain in the Stocks. For once, everything is perfect. Bull after bull takes their turn with me, their thrusts filling me so completely that streams of cum spill out and down my trembling legs. My body can barely contain the overwhelming amount of pleasure coursing through it, causing every inch of me to ache in both pain and ecstasy. And yet, I never want it to stop.

Some part of me remembers I need to fear what comes next, but I forget the thought as soon as another bull is at my back.

As each bull mounts me, some are rough and fast, while others take their time, savoring every inch of me. Every so often I get to feel him, my bull. His touch is so tender and sweet that even though I can't see him, I know it's him. He tries to clean me again the first time, but I hear a noise like he's in pain and I bleat in panic before he mounts me. He's still gentler than the rest, but after that first time, he doesn't try to take care of me, he just fucks me.

I don't mind. As long as I keep climaxing, as long as he keeps touching me, as long as the bulls keep coming, I don't mind anything at all. Even when I black out from pure exhaustion and wake up with another bull fucking me, its pure bliss.

But nothing good lasts forever.

Eventually there's too long a pause, and I know something's changed. My time is up. My hips are still rolling, still bucking with need, but I'm empty, and no one is coming to fill me with relief.

Out of nowhere, I feel hands on me, and I recoil from the harsh light as someone yanks the leather hood from my head. I tremble as I stare up at Caleb's vicious face, the vet standing right beside him with a medical bag over his shoulder. He reaches forward and tugs the wax plugs from my ears.

"All right, let's see if we were successful. Otherwise, she's all yours, Caleb," the vet says, taking a blood draw from my arm. "I'll radio you with the results when I'm done. You wait here."

I whimper as he hands Caleb the medical bag and walks off, leaving me alone with the cruel tech. As soon as the vet's gone, he grabs my chin, forcing me to look up at him.

"You literally have one job, one basic fact of biology, and you can't even do that, you stupid cow? After all this time? Well, don't worry, I'm going to put you to go use," he snarls before letting go of me. He stalks around behind me and I hear the sound of a zipper. He's pitifully small as he shoves himself inside me after so many bulls stretching me out, but I jerk my hips anyway, my body instinctively trying to use him to work towards another climax.

"God you, horny little slut. We're going to have so much fun together, aren't we? You won't mind what I do to you as long as I fuck you, will you?" he grunts as he begins to fuck me. Even his deepest thrusts don't come close to filling me. I bring my hips back to meet him, trying to encourage him to go deeper, but he just doesn't have it in him.

"You're going to help me prove that you stupid sluts have it too good. You don't need as much food as we give you, or care. One by one, we're going to remove your organs and alter your diet until you're perfect. We'll streamline everything. You don't need a full digestive system if you're only eating formula feed. We'll be able to reduce your resource consumption. And once we prove we can do it with the Hucows, eventually it'll spread to women everywhere. This system is good, but you whores have too much freedom. The idea that any of you are out there walking around instead of being caged like the animals you are makes me sick. You're incubators, and that's all you're ever going to be," he taunts. "You're going to be the next step in helping me change the world."

I whimper, but before he can keep ranting, the radio crackles to life.

"Caleb, Hucow #418 is not pregnant. You may proceed."

Pain explodes in the side of my head and I scream as my collar holds me fast. Caleb begins to pummel me even as he keeps fucking me, striking out with both hands.

"You're mine now, slut. I can do whatever I like. You're going to help me change the world, but first you're going to pay for failing at the only thing your gender is good for."

His fists rain down on me and there's nothing I can, no way I can stop it. I scream and squeal against the ball gag, but the sound comes out as muffled squeaks. He keeps hitting me, thrusting harder as he does. It takes him no time at all to finish, clearly turned on by having me at his mercy. I sob as he climaxes inside me, filling me with seed that I now known will never take. I'm not needy any more, even though my hips haven't quite gotten the message. He pulls out of me even as he's still releasing, spraying my legs with his cum and leaving me a sticky mess.

"Now personally, I'm not a big fan of the gags. They get in the way. I'll probably go ahead and remove your teeth so you can suck dick better, but I still need a way to keep you from making noise. But I'm so glad I came prepared," he says, pulling a vial and a syringe out of the bag. I watch nervously as he draws out nearly the entire bottle. He grabs my collar, holding me still as he injects it right over the collar into the skin of my throat. It feels like he just injected me with ice and it's so cold it burns as it spreads through me.

"Permanent paralytic. Your vocal cords will never work again," he explains with a smile before picking up the radio. "Please let the operating theater know I'll have Hucow #418 over to them in about half an hour. We have some business to finish first."

I shudder as he pulls out a chain.
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Caleb begins to beat me with the chain. I howl, or I try to, whatever he did to my throat. It was instant, and it worked. No noise comes out. Instead of cries, the heavy sound of chain hitting flesh fills the arena. I shudder and sob, tears rolling down my cheeks. I try desperately to pull away, but I'm held too tight. There's nowhere to go.

I'm distantly aware of bellows and groans in the distance, but I'm too wrapped up in my own pain to decipher what they mean. Caleb doesn't stop, he doesn't slow, he simply changes it up as his arms get tired, alternating the chain with his fists.

At this rate, I'll probably be dead before I ever reach the operating theater.

Suddenly, there's a horrible crash like the end of the world as metal rips in a way it's not supposed to. I see Caleb turn in shock, but I'm too grateful for the respite to look myself until I hear the thunder of footsteps. My head snaps around just in time to see my Bull plow into Caleb, taking him to the ground in one fell swoop with a roar of fury. His arms windmill, but he's no match for the brute strength of a beast twice his size. Even when my Bull jerks to a stop, howling in pain and clawing at the collar around his throat, he still kicks out at Caleb. My eyes widen in horror as I realize he's being electrocuted, the shock collar punishing him for saving me. I try to cry for him to stop, to tell him I'm not worth it, but the words don't come. He looks at me, steely determination in those eyes that were so warm once before, and both hands grip his collar. With a mighty roar, he yanks, breaking the steel like its cheap plastic. It shatters in pieces around him, but he doesn't even take a minute. He simply goes back to beating Caleb to death, even as the cruel vet tech screams for help.

No help comes.

There's no contest at all. Without the chain, without any weapon at all, in what feels like the blink of an eye, Caleb is laying in a bloody pulp, his face beaten beyond recognition. My bull stands over him, shaking with rage and adrenaline, but when he turns to look at me, I'm not afraid. Somehow, I know he'd never hurt me.

Using his teeth, he rips the leather gloves off his hands before he reaches for me. Even free of their constraints, his fingers fumble over the buckles holding me in place. After several failed attempts, growling in frustration, he simply rips the leather apart until I'm free, my collar and restraints in shreds. I try to stand on shaky legs, but I end up falling at his feet. He sinks to knees before me, using the softest touch as he rips my gag off.

"Hurt?" he asks, his voice rough and unsure, like he's not used to using it. I start to shake my head, but my eyes well up with tears and I fall into his chest. His muscular arms wrap around me and scoop me into his arms. I sob silently into his shoulder as he carries me back towards his cell.

"Name?" he grunts, and I shake my head miserably. My throat still burns icy hot from whatever Caleb gave me to destroy my vocal cords.

My Bull has to duck his head and stoop carefully as we reach the ruined remains of his cell door. He destroyed the metal to get to me, to save me.

I hold him tighter even as he tries to set me down in the straw. When I don't let go, he sits, settling me in his lap.

"Name?" he repeats. I shake my head sadly. I know I had a name before they called me #418, but I don't remember it, even if I could make the words come. He points at himself, "Atlas."

Atlas. What a perfect name. But all I can do is cry as he points at me again, and I point at my now ruined throat, shaking my head.

It dawns on him.

"No talk?" he asks, frowning. I respond by sniffling and burying my face in his shoulder as I cry. His arms tighten around me, comforting me in a way I've never had.

"Flower," he says quietly after a few moments, murmuring into my hair. "You Flower."
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It doesn't take much for me to cry myself to sleep in Atlas's arms. I love the name he gave me, and I love the way he holds me. I can't remember anyone being so kind in my whole life.

As I said before, nothing good lasts forever.

We wake in the morning surrounded by ranch hands holding cattle prods, and I flinch back from the sight. Atlas carefully lifts me and deposits me in the cell's corner furthest from the openings, putting himself between me and them as he squares up like he's going to charge. I peek out behind him just enough to see what's going on.

A tall man in a cowboy hat I've never seen before stands next to the vet, frowning.

"What do you want to do, Doc?" he asks.

"Well Foreman, if it was any other bull, I'd say put him down and reclaim #418. But Senator McCloud will not be happy if we dispose of this one. I don't want to think what kind of trouble he could make for us," the vet says, stroking his chin thoughtfully. "We never got her producing milk, so we're not losing anything if we leave her with him. You saw the security footage of what Caleb did, it's not like she's going to draw attention to herself. She can't."

"You want to just leave a Hucow in here with a Bull? Permanently?"

"Want is a strong word, but I don't see a viable alternative. He was already hard to handle. That was the strongest shock collar we've ever made, and he destroyed it. Even if we tranq him and take her, it's going to be a headache. If we fix the door and install cameras, I bet we could find more than a few customers who would be interested in watching them," the Vet says. "We didn't expect her to survive more than a few weeks as it was. This might give a chance to study new bull behavior and find an additional revenue stream."

The Foreman seems to take that in slowly, rocking back on his heels.

"God, I wish we could just shoot him. He made a mess of your man, Doc. But you're right. All right boys, knock 'em out with the gas and fix that door. They can fuck each other to death for all I care."

The vet and the Foreman walk away as the other men pull bandanas up over their noses. That's all the warning we get before one of them throws something that explodes into a puff of smoke. It only takes a moment before the world starts to go fuzzy and I swoon. I hear Atlas cry, feel his hands on my cheeks, but that's the last thing I'm aware of before it all goes black.

[image: image-placeholder]

When I wake, I see Atlas hunched over me, concern written in the lines on his face. I yawn and reach for him hesitantly, sure I'm dreaming. He can't still really be here. They would have taken me away…

Until I touch him and his skin is warm to the touch. He is absolutely real, and he hefts me into his arms, holding me against his chest. I hug him tightly and look around. We're in the same cell from before, but a new door has replaced the ruined one. We're alone, and I'm safe, thanks to him. Even if I can see the blinking lights of cameras in the corners.

Need pulses through me. Before I know what I'm doing, I'm grinding my hips against Atlas. Confused, he pulls away, looking at me curiously.

"Flower?" he asks as I reach for his cock. I can already feel the wetness building, and I'm certain they gave me something while I was out. But I don't care. I can finally have what I want, my Bull, fucking me forever.

I try to say his name, but a wordless gasp of air is all that comes out as I fit myself down over his massive erection. In an instant, Atlas is a thousand percent on board with what I'm doing, and his hands wrap around my hips gently. He raises and lowers me with the tenderest of care, bouncing me on his cock.

If only I could cry out. Instead, I buck my hips, encouraging him to pick up the pace. It only takes a moment for him to get the idea. He's still gentle, still careful, but he rocks his hips with a speed and power I can only imagine, fully seating himself in me with each thrust. I rock against him, trying to get friction on my clit, and I realize for the first time in what feels like my life, I have the use of my hands. I plunge one hand between us, beginning to play with my clit. My fingers feel thick and clumsy, but it's enough to get the job done, and in no time at all I'm climbing towards what I know will be the best orgasm I've ever had.

Atlas brings his face to mine, his huge nose ring bumping against me, but I don't care as I brush my lips over his. I don't know what I'm doing, but it feels right. This feels right. He picks up his pace against, slamming into me just as I hit my clit in the perfect spot, and I come with a soundless scream.

Somehow, in the back of my needy little Hucow brain, I know the Foreman's right. Men will pay a lot of money to watch us. But I don't care. As long as I get to stay with Atlas and be his Flower, I don't care about anything else.

I'm happy

THE END
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