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Content Warning


This is a story of dark Hucow erotic fiction, full of bondage, medical play, and dark and disturbing themes that may be upsetting to some readers. This book is intended only for those eighteen and up. Please proceed with caution.


Chapter one


Isit silently through my father’s entire trial. Accused of embezzlement and fraud by the Senator he works for, I’ve known how this was going to end since the cops showed up at our house eight months ago.

“Guilty!”

The only thing left to determine is how many of my siblings will pay for his crimes. In a world where women are nothing more than property, men don’t face jail time. Our justice system doesn’t work like that. The justice system can sentence any number of slaves to serve out the punishment instead. Being forced to reproduce at the Broodmare Farm, or sent to live out their lives as a breeding and milking machine at the Hucow Ranch. Unfortunately for me and my sisters, my father never sent any of us to the auction houses, so we’re all up for grabs now.

“Mr. Livingston, how many children do you have?”

“Seven, Your Honor.”

“And how many are girls over the age of eighteen?”

“Four, Sir.”

“Do you have a favorite?” the Judge asks. My father blanches and looks at my youngest half-sister where she sits with my eldest brother before he shakes his head.

“No, Your Honor. I love them all equally.”

“Which is your favorite?”

“Sir, I-”

“Which is your favorite, Mr. Livingston? I won’t ask again.”

My father’s gaze lands on me and icy panic washes over me. I’m not his favorite. I never have been. He hates me because my mother died giving birth to me, and he had to pay for a new caretaker for us.

“Her sir, the blonde. Elsie.”

“Elsie will go to the Hucow Ranch to serve out a life sentence. The other three will face five years at the Broodmare Farm. You must provide three more women for two-year terms at the Broodmare Farm. They may come from your stock at home, or you may purchase new stock. We will take your daughters into custody immediately.”

With the bang of a gavel, my life is over. Doomed from the moment I was born.

***

I don’t get to say goodbye, not that I had words for my father, but I would have liked to say something to my sisters. At least they’ll be free at the end of this. I’m marched away immediately by two guards, their harsh grip leaving bruises on my arms even though I’m not struggling in the slightest.

To my surprise, I’m not taken to a cell or a truck for transport. Instead, I find myself marched into a fancy-looking office where I’m forced to my knees on a stone floor. The short skirt I’m wearing offers no padding. The guards keep hold of my shoulders like I might make a run for it any minute. I want to ask what’s happening, but I’m too afraid to open my mouth. Until the Judge walks in with my father’s employer, Senator McCloud.

“This is the one he chose? I always thought he liked the brunette more,” the Senator scoffs, though he doesn’t direct his comment at me. They’re staring at me like I’m a piece of meat, not a person. Which I guess might be fitting based on where I’m heading.

“He said her name. I wanted to make sure you approved before I sent our plan for her to the Ranch.”

“Yes, she’ll do just fine. She’s a perfect fit for our first subject.” McCloud says, reaching down to grab my chin. I can’t help myself. I jerk my head free of his grasp and he lets out a big belly laugh. “Oh yes, she’ll do wonderfully.”

“Elsie Livingston, do you consent to being sent to the Hucow Ranch and being the first test subject for the Compliance Project?” the Judge asks, and I’m startled to realize he’s asking me.

“Do I… do I get a choice?” I ask. It’s the first word I’ve said since I entered this building this morning.

“I could send one of your sisters instead.”

I don’t hesitate.

“I consent.”

“Excellent. You may strip and get into that cage over there for transport.”

My head snaps around, and sure enough, there’s a dog kennel waiting for me. They planned this from the start. I don’t move a muscle. Not yet.

“Did my dad really commit a crime, or was this all a setup?” I ask.

“He fucked what didn’t belong to him, and now you and your sisters will belong to everyone,” the Senator says with a sneer.

I have to hold back a scream of frustration as a single tear rolls down my cheeks. I give myself one moment, one tiny second to feel all the grief and rage and pain at the world I live in. And then I pull my shirt over my head. I fold it neatly on the ground, hesitating only a minute before doing the same with my bra. I go to stand to take the skirt off, but hands force me back down and hold me in place as the guard cut it free, along with my underwear. Then I’m nudged forward until I resign myself to crawling across the floor and into the cage. The senator locks me in, and then the guards lift the cage, carrying me from the room.


Chapter two


Upon arrival at the Hucow Ranch, they carry my cage directly into the medical building and I'm turned over to two men in lab coats. They open the cage and instruct me to climb into an exam chair. I'm horribly familiar with the device. My sisters and I had to go to the doctor once every three months so our father would know we were still "intact". I guess he wanted to be sure he'd get the most profit if he ever decided to sell us.

Unlike the one I'm used to, this one comes with restraints. I'm attached to the arms with my wrists, my ankles are kept in cuffs by the stirrups, and my waist is secured with a belt.

"Open your mouth," one orders. He has a nametag, but I can't read. I never learned. His hair is jet black, and his brown eyes are the color of caramel. I hesitate when I spot the piece of black rubber and leather in his hands. But like everything else in my freaking life, I don't get a choice. I haven't made a sound since I entered the cage, but that doesn't stop them from shoving a gag into my mouth. It's a horrible thing, holding my tongue down, and the leather that wraps around my head to hold it in place covers half my face. I glare at them for all the good it does me.

"They want her in the viewing room," the other one says. He's taller with white blonde hair, and to my surprise he moves my whole chair, pushing me towards the door. Black Hair opens the door for him and my face flushes as I'm pushed into the hallway with all of me on display. The cage was bad enough, but now my pussy is forced into the open for everyone to see.

We enter a massive room full of medical equipment and a mirrored wall to one side. Two more men in white coats are waiting for us, though one is much older than the rest. And there are two more men dressed in all black with cameras.

"Excellent, thank you, Toby, Peter. Gentleman, this is the subject we were waiting for." The older gentleman steps forward as they lock the chair into place, but he's not talking to me, or even the men in the room. He's addressing the mirrored wall and the cameramen. I try to will down the urge to cry as I realize this is being recorded or possibly going out live.

"Hucow #499 has been chosen by Senator McCloud as the first test subject for the new Compliance Program. We've been working to develop this over the last two years. If it works, this program will cause better behaved and calmer Hucows. This means we will use less staff per Hucow, while maintaining and possibly increasing milk production. Once we've perfected the process, the eventual goal is being able to tame the Bulls enough to put them to use as hard labor in addition to breeding. Right now, the Bulls consume a vast amount of resources with little reward. As many of you know, Atlas broke loose a few months ago and killed one of my vet techs. We've been unable to remove Hucow #418 from his possession for fear of what he might do. Hucow #499 will be our first step in ensuring this never happens again."

Settling down on a stool between my spread legs, he rolls a tray of instruments towards me. He pulls on a pair of rubber gloves, but that's all the warning I get before he's probing at my entrance with two meaty digits. With a frown, he reaches for a bottle of lubricant. He coats me in a generous helping before lifting a metal device I recognize all too well. I barely flinch as he inserts the speculum into my waiting body. Over the years, I've had lots of practice, even though no one has ever tied me down for an exam before. At least before I had a blanket instead of a sea of onlookers.

"Now, we know nothing about Hucow #499's health, so I'm just doing a basic check here."

I shift uncomfortably as he pokes around.

"I do believe we might have a virgin on our hands," the vet pulls back to look me in the eye. "Are you a virgin, #499?"

I hesitate, at a loss for what to do, but I nod. What good will lying do me now?

"Excellent! That means we'll be able to charge extra for your first breeding. While I'm finishing up here, does anyone have questions?"

That's when I notice the white device in his ear and shame rolls through me again. He's taking questions from men who are watching this from somewhere else. Possibly on the other side of the mirror, or somewhere far away from the safety of their homes.

"How does the compliance program change the Hucow Transformation Process? Well, for starters, it will allow us to speed her through the medical process. Normally, it takes myself and one or two assistants to get a Hucow through the first stages, as they become needy and require stimulation in order to keep them on track. After her first VR session, we will sedate #499 for her physical modifications. While we'll go ahead and shave her head, and burn off her hair follicles to keep things clean on the front end now, the rest of the process will take place while she's asleep. This will cut the required staff members down to one per Hucow. Our theory is the mental conditioning will take better if they experience the change all at once instead of going through it gradually. She'll essentially go to sleep human, and wake up as a Hucow. Hopefully, with little or no memory of her previous life," the vet explains, even as his gloved fingers continue to probe inside me. "Then when she's awake, she'll go through three more VR sessions as we wait for her milk to come in."

"Don't the Hucows adapt pretty easily now, Doc? None of them give us trouble after the first few weeks," one cameraman asks.

"Yes, they do, but remember, our end goal is not about the Hucows. If we can make them totally passive and agreeable, they might enjoy their lives here more, but the goal is to make the Bulls into something easier to handle. Toby, if you'll hand me the razor." Doc explains, finally taking his fingers and speculum out of me. The man with the black hair hands him an electric razor like the one my dad used to use. It only takes him a few moments to shear my long blonde tresses from my head. I watch them fall to the floor and feel a profound sense of loss, which is ridiculous given everything else going on.

"Removing of the hair is essential for the next stage so the VR calibration device fits correctly. Calibration Industries designed these VR devices. They've had some success in their early testing. They expanded their beta to include us on the condition we share the results and provide them with a number of test subjects for their own projects." The vet says. "We'll let Toby take care of the follicles while I go over the features of the VR device for you, gentleman. Then we can set up her first round of IVs and first VR session."

The vet moves away, and Toby comes closer, grabbing 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 flesh. A sharp slap against my breasts silences me.

"You can't make us look bad. A lot of important people are watching this."

My stomach sinks like a stone.

The vet returns a moment later, and together they set up IVs in either arm. I look away from the sight of the clear and blue liquids being fed into my bloodstream.

Then the vet is up close in my face, and to my horror, he uses medical grade tape to force my eyelids to stay open. I can't close my eyes. Can't even blink. I squeal, but it just gets me swatted again.

"Hush now, you're all right," the Doc says, turning to take what looks like a strange set of goggles from Peter. He carefully lowers them over my eyes and I feel straps being tightened, sealing me in. I can't see anything, even when I turn and try to flail my head. No one tries to stop me. Instead, they just laugh.

"As you can see, she can't remove it. Once the headphones are in place, she won't be able to hear or see anything other than the compliance training program. The first program runs for three hours-"

That's the last thing I hear before something slips over my ears, shutting out all the noise. It's eerie, and I immediately start to struggle, but more hands descend on me. In no time at all, I can't move an inch. My head is securely fastened into place, and additional straps secure the headset to my gag. I'm trapped.

Then the world before my eyes comes to life in a vibrant blast of light.

It's a swirl of bright colors that hurt to look at, but of course I have no choice. They've made it so I cannot blink. Stars, patterns, and meaningless shapes roll before my eyes. The abstract forms dance in a sea of color, a rainbow brought to life, and it takes no time at all for me to get lost in it. I've seen nothing so beautiful. It's mesmerizing. The patterns and shapes morph and change, like a living canvas unfolding before me.

And then the whispers start. What is a symphony without sound?

Peaceful music lulls in and out. There's a voice, but I can't hear what it's saying. Words echo and bounce off the walls of color, lost in the ocean of reds, yellows, blues, greens, pinks, purples - shades I have never seen or even imagined. It's like being underwater and trying to catch bubbles as they float by. I try to chase the sounds, but I can't catch them. It comes closer and closer, only to dart away again. I feel serene like I never have in my entire life, like everything will be okay if only I find out what the voice is saying. Every whisper, every word draws me in, even though I can't understand their meaning.

I float through a cloudless sky at sunrise, bathed in color and light washing everything anew. I'm detached from everything. I have no form; I have no weight. Just this deep sense of calm at the end of a storm. Time ceases to exist. There is only the kaleidoscope of colors shifting and swirling all around me. Only the whisper on the wind, promising me things that I cannot understand.

I'm quite certain I'd give everything I have just to make out what the voice is saying.

White light begins to move between the colors, growing brighter and brighter. It hurts, but I'm unfamiliar with pain. This is new, this is… burning. Searing. I don't like it. I want to turn away, but it's everywhere.

The whispers grow louder, harsher, but I still can't make out what they say. Before, they were a teasing caress, and now they feel like claws digging into my soul. I still chase after them. I can't stop myself.

The white light grows brighter, spreading outwards until it takes over the other colors in a fiery burst of blinding light. I'd forgotten how to scream until this moment, but I scream and scream, though something muffles the sound. I'm drowning in the white light, the whispers drag me down.

And then there's nothing.


Chapter three


Icome to in a room that feels familiar, but it’s so brightly lit that it hurts. I try to shrink away, but I can’t. Lying facedown on a padded table, my limbs are secured down the sides. My head waves and bobs wildly, but that’s the only part of me that’s free to move. I feel strange, like someone filled my head with gravel. My breasts feel heavier. My nose hurts and I can feel a strange weight, it takes me a moment to realize there’s a ring hanging between my nostrils, and there’s another painful tug on my right ear. I try to say something, but the strange collar strangling my throat buzzes to life and instead of words coming out, a loud, “Moooooooooooooooooo!” fills the room.

I panic. Absolutely panic. I cry out again and again, but it just keeps coming out as frantic mooing.

The doors burst open and one of the vet techs skids in. He doesn’t hesitate. He reaches forward and spanks my ass, hard.

“Shut up! No one wants to hear that!”

I whimper, but quiet instantly. His eyebrows shoot up in surprise that it didn’t take more, but somehow I’m thoroughly placated. He takes the radio off his belt.

“Hey Doc, #499 is awake earlier than expected. You might want to get the camera guys and get in here.”

“Excellent, we’ll be right there,” hisses through the room.

“It might be a few minutes. You should probably close your eyes and try to sleep until they’re ready for you,” he orders, staring at me curiously like I’m a puzzle he can’t figure out. But he’s right, I’m tired, and my eyes close at once.

***

“Hucow #499, I need you to wake up for me now,” the vet’s voice jerks me out of my nap and I blink blearily as I peer around the room. I’m still fastened down over the bench, but the Vet, the other vet tech, and the two cameramen have returned. “Go ahead and open your mouth for me, #499.”

Without thinking about it, my mouth automatically falls open for the vet to place a thick rubber ball gag between my teeth. I don’t flinch as he secures it around my head.

“Now,” he says, addressing the cameras rather than me, “we usually only use the feeding gags once a Hucow’s voice box is in place, but I don’t want her mooing and messing up our sound recording. Tell our audience what you told me, Peter.”

“I heard #499 crying and mooing and making a big fuss, so I came running. I spanked her and told her to shut up, and she quieted in an instant. She didn’t calm down or work herself down from the panic, she just stopped like a switch had flipped. And then I told her to go to sleep, and she didn’t hesitate. She shut her eyes and went right to sleep,” Peter explains. “I’ve never seen anything like it.”

The vet leans down and stares at me, a curious smirk on his lips as he shines a penlight into my eyes.

“Her pupil’s response is much slower than normal. Well, gentleman, I take what Peter’s reporting as a good sign that our first test of the compliance program is going smoothly. As you can see, she has her voice box, ear tag, brand, and nose ring, just like any other Hucow. Her breast size has increased slightly less than a typical Hucow, but that’s no problem. That will come with time. The only thing she hasn’t had yet is the serum, as we can’t give that to a sedated subject. She received the rest of her hormone treatments and procedures while unconscious. Normally, they would assign a pair of handlers to keep her climaxing without penetration until her milk comes in, since she’s a virgin. I spoke to the Foreman and the Senator. They want us to focus on the experiment without being concerned with preserving her hymen, so we will move on to step two of the compliance project. We will put #499 on our new prototype fucking and milking machine for her next VR session.”

The vet clicks a button and a screen behind him comes to life, even though I can’t see it.

“On the left, you have the standard machines we are currently using. As you can see, the Hucow is on all fours with the tubes attached to her udders, and being penetrated from behind. There was concern that gravity might dislodge the VR headset, so the new setup keeps the subject upright, allowing her to mount the machine. Once the project is complete, #499 will transfer to the barn and put on a normal machine like the other Hucows. Toby, if you will please retrieve the prototype.”

I watch him leave the room, uncertain I’m going to like what comes next.

“#499, I am going to unstrap you, but you will stay still until I tell you to move,” the vet orders me. Nerves seize me, but I do as I’m told, trying my best to keep from shaking as he undoes the leather restraints keeping me in place. I only dare to turn my head towards the door as Peter comes back with a strange metal contraption that he locks into place in the center of the room.

“Rise,” the Vet commands, beckoning me. Before I know what I’m doing, I’ve followed him to the device. He pushes down on my shoulders and I sink to my knees, letting him nudge me into place. My stomach and chest press up against a cold metal bar that’s vertical, running between my heavy breasts. I try to recoil, but a quick ordered, “Be still!” leaves me motionless. A leather belt comes around my hips to hold me in place, and a second strap is under my arms. They cuff my hands behind my back and clip them to the belt. Then he forces my knees apart, strapping them in place as well. The collar includes a hole for the voice box, which securely holds my neck in place. Then I feel the vet’s hands between my spread legs, clipping something to the front of the belt and running the straps between my legs so something’s held tightly against my clit. There’s an electrical hum and suddenly I feel something prodding at my entrance.

“Pass me the lubricant, Toby,” the vet orders. “As she hasn’t had the serum yet, she’s dry. The goal is after the third VR session, she’ll be in a permanent state of readiness, even more so than the Hucows on the feed formula.”

I want to pull away, but my body won’t let me as he spreads the lubricant over my folds until he’s got enough that he can slip the dildo inside me. I sit there awkwardly embarrassed and exposed as the vet goes to wash his hands before he comes back with more of that blasted tape. There’s nothing I can do, but I want to shrink away and fight so badly as he tapes my eyelids open again. In a moment, he has it so I can’t blink or close my eyes, and he slips the goggles over my head again, sealing me in total darkness. I feel him tighten the straps, attaching it to my gag. I want to struggle, but the urge leaves me as soon as I have it.

“Now, even though her milk won’t be ready quite this soon, we’re going to inject the serum and put on the milking cups. As soon as we turn the VR and the machine on, she won’t notice the pain, but it’s important we turn everything on at once,” he explains.

I feel something cold and plastic against my sensitive nipples and a whimper escapes me as whatever it is suctions itself into place. I’m swatted on the rear in response, and that leaves me silent as I feel a needle sink into my arm in a new IV. Headphones are placed over my ears and I’m plunged into a deafening silence.


Chapter four


Ifind myself in a world of black and white. Checkered patterns and shapes dance across my vision, leaving me lost in their swirling trails. As soon as I try to focus on one spot, to find clarity, I lose it in a dizzy rush. I have the most overwhelming sense of vertigo, like I'm falling, but I'll never reach the ground. I will remain lost in this monochromatic abyss for eternity. Falling down, down, down the rabbit hole.

And then sensations between my legs spring to life, something I've never felt before. My body sings, my hips rolling against the feelings flooding me. I've never felt such a dizzy rush of pleasure in my life and it's so much that colored spots flicker on the edges of my gaze. I'm climbing a peak, reaching a crescendo, racing, racing towards something, though I don't know what. There's a spark, a burst, and suddenly my whole body shudders, clamping down on something inside. I moan, though no sound comes from me. I can't hear it, my voice lost in a sea of black and white.

Did I ever even have a voice? I can't remember.

The whites grow impossibly brighter as my world turns hot white with bursts of pleasure. I'm weightless, yet I can't move. All I can do is tremble. I've lost form. I can't see myself. All I can do is feel. Just as I think it can't possibly get any better, any brighter, any more, I shatter as an orchestra plays; the sound drowning out my thoughts. I'm swept up in the music even as I tremble through aftershocks, and my body already wants to chase that high again. I want it deeper; I want it harder. I just don't know what it is.

I remember whispers, but now I hear echoes. Hints of a word, of a phrase, though I can't make out what it says. I catch snatches here and there.

"Surrender…"

"Obey…"

"Pleasure…"

I don't know what they mean, only that I want to hear more. The symphony swells and I feel my body start to contract as I tighten again, finding that blissful precipice I was on just moments ago but have somehow already forgotten what it feels like. I need more. I need to never forget this feeling again. I want to feel like this forever.

"Submit…"

"Obey…"

"Surrender…"

The feelings surge through me again and I swear I scream even though I can't hear it as the pleasure takes me. My world tightens down to a point, to a black speck on the horizon that races towards me like a meteor, hurtling towards me like it's coming to end my existence. My hips buck, my body ripples, and every muscle contracts as I cry my release in this silent void of color and music. I'm the only being in this world. I don't have form; I don't have voice, or weight, or shape, just unimaginable pleasure. It's too much as it takes me, and somehow I know I need more. I'll never be complete. I need this again and again. This is all I need. All I want. This endless pleasure in this lifeless world. It's all there is. All I am.

I lose track of how many times the pleasure rips through me. I don't have words for what's happening, don't understand how my body feels when I have no body, but it's everything. Every now and then I'll catch another hint on the wind.

"Surrender…"

"Submit…"

"Obey…"

I feel content, complete like I never have. Each surge is new life, is a new day, makes me feel like I'm finally becoming something I was always meant to be, even as my energy starts to leave me, each ripple of pleasure taking more than it gives so that it drains me.

The patterns have become spirals, bewitching, wonderful spirals, that leave me in a daze even as my body clamps down again. The spirals get smaller and smaller, turning into tiny pinpricks until the world is nothing but hot, burning, white light that encompasses everything, sweeping over me as the pleasure crashes through my body.

I hear it one more time as I fade into nothingness.

"Surrender…"


Chapter five


This time I return to the world in a cage. It's small, so I'm curled up on my side. I'm naked and free of restraints except for the collar around my voice box and the gag between my teeth. An IV runs to my arm, and as I sit up, I feel sort of heavy, as if someone injected liquid metal into my veins. I get an instant sense of vertigo and have to grip the bars of my cage to steady myself.

I try to remember what happened or how I got here, but it hurts to try to think. I know I'm a Hucow. I know I'm on the Ranch. The vet gagged me so that my mooing wouldn't mess up the recording of the research, and I know not to pull out the IV. However, I don't remember what the research is or why they chose me.

A voice comes over the intercom.

"Go back to sleep, #499. We'll start your next session in a few hours."

#499! That's my name.

I curl back up and go right back to sleep.

***

A knock against the metal wakes me, and I find the room full again. Peter holds the door to my cage open.

"Crawl on out, #499. Do not stand up," he orders. I shift to my knees, wincing as they press into the metal bars, but I hurry to follow instructions. I crawl across the cold tile floor and stop beside him. He bends down and unclips my gag, removing it from between my jaws, then points to a metal bowl on the floor.

"Eat up," he says. I move towards it hesitantly. It looks like some sort of mixture between oatmeal and paste. I go to pick up the bowl to drink it, and there's an instant slap against my flank.

"Bad Hucow," he snaps and I flinch, dropping it immediately. In a flash, he has my hands cuffed behind my back before he pushes my head towards the bowl. I hesitate only a second before he smacks me again, and I give a squeal that comes out as a "MOO!" before lowering my face to the food. It's awkward eating without my hands, but I do my best. It tastes super bland, but I finish it as quickly as I can.

"As you can see, she's still showing some hesitation and thought synapses. She's continuing to attempt to think for herself, which is what we expect at this stage in the game. By the end of VR session four, we should see no attempt at autonomy. As soon as she's done eating, we'll begin session three, which will take twelve hours. By the time it's over, we should see #499 producing milk."

I lick the bowl clean, and Toby comes over with a wet rag to wipe my face off. His touch is surprisingly gentle as he clears away the flecks of feed on my chin. Then he forces his thumb into my mouth, forcing me to open so he can replace the gag. I barely hold in a groan, my jaw aches from being held constantly in the uncomfortable position. That's all the warning I get before I'm led back over to the machine. I sit back on my knees without being told so he can strap me in.

"This is #499's third VR session," the vet explains, though he's not talking to me. He's talking to whoever's watching us on camera. "This session will take twelve hours, as I said. If it works as intended, we will see #499 in a constant state of arousal and readiness when it's over. She should also be producing milk by the end of the day. We'll leave her on the milk machine overnight, then start session four tomorrow-"

That's the last thing I hear before the headphones appear over my ears. As much as I want to squirm, I sit still like a good Hucow as they tape my eyes open and lower the headset, locking me in my prison of light and sound.


Chapter six


It's still dark. The world hasn't come to life as I expect it to, but I hear whispers on the wind. Some of the words are clear and easy to decipher, while others are sounds I'll never understand.

"You were made to surrender…."

"You were made to be milked…"

"You were made to be bred…"

There's a tiny speck of color in the dark. A dancing blue light, no bigger than a firefly. It dances and swirls through the eternal night, leaving mesmerizing trails as I try to follow it. I'm dizzy, and it's hard to breathe. My head spins the more I watch it, and yet I can't look away.

"You are a Hucow. You are eager to be milked. You want to be fucked…"

My body tightens at those words, and I feel pleasure building inside me, though my body doesn't feel like mine. It doesn't matter though, as I race towards the precipice like an eager little lemming, waiting to fall into a sea of pleasure. I can't remember what it's like to not have restraints. I don't remember what it was like before. I've always been here. I've always been waiting for my next climax, waiting to be told what to do. I only have two purposes in life: being milked and being fucked.

The little blue light now has a friend, a yellow spotlight dancing in the dark. Trying to follow them both makes my head hurt, but I do anyway, even as my hips work in a rhythm as the pleasure builds. I can't stop chasing it. I need to come; I need to climax, I need to fulfill my purpose-

I shatter with a cry, my body convulsing as it tightens down on a fine point, ecstasy ripping through my body.

It continues on like that. Every time I climax, another light appears until there's a rainbow of dancing little lights against the black. Every color imaginable. They build and multiply and multiply. I can't hear the words anymore. The voices are there, but I'm too busy screaming out my release to listen to what they say. The words float through the nothingness.

My chest is tight. There's pressure building. It's constricting, tighter and tighter, until it feels like I might burst. It's too much, it's too much–suddenly, the pressure bursts and I feel it explode from me, a steady release that hurts but feels like nothing I've ever felt before. My next climax is the strongest I've ever felt, my world spinning around a vortex, tossing, churning to a fine point of unbelievable pleasure. It's everything I never knew I needed. I damn near black out from the strength of it, and slowly come back to myself as the next one builds. And still the little lights dance. And dance.

I can't remember not being here, in this void of darkness and color. I can't remember anything about my life before, or how I got here. I just know this is what I'm meant to be. A passive thing that's a slave to pleasure, who gives in and gets what she needs. It's a wonderful thing. I don't have to do anything but let it happen. I give in and I'm rewarded. This is what I'm meant for. This is what I am. I don't have to surrender. This is all I was made for.

As more lights appear, the world grows brighter. Before it was like a night sky with stars made of color, but now the sun is starting to rise. The color outnumbers the dark, the pleasure outnumbers the pain, and still I ride each high like it might be my last. I should be wrung out, exhausted, and yet my body knows it can keep going. One more, just one more, and then another, and another. One orgasm chases the next and I'm just along for the ride. It's all I can do, following each wave of pleasure to the top and then plunging over the edge.

Only when there's no more darkness left does my body give out, surrendering and giving in as the world turns into a field of wildflowers. I sink into the void like a toy whose batteries have died.


Chapter seven


Iwake on my belly on the cold tile floor, in a small empty room. I whine as soon as I'm conscious, though the gag in my mouth muffles the sound. Before I even realize what I'm doing, I've sat up and my hand has reached between my thighs. I feel empty, incomplete, and I hate it. Somehow, not having something in my pussy is the most distressing thing I've ever felt. I try to finger myself, but my hands are encased in thick black mitts that prevent me from doing what I so desperately need. I try to rub at my clit anyway, try to find any friction, but it's not enough. It only takes a moment before I'm crying, wet, hot tears splashing down my cheeks as I wail my distress. My thighs are wet and sticky with my need, but I can't do anything about it.

I flail and struggle for what feels like forever before the door finally opens.

"#499, come here!" the vet's voice calls. I whimper and moan, but roll to my knees so I can crawl to him. It doesn't even occur to me to stand. As soon as I reach the hallway, I kneel at his feet and whine into my gag, begging for him to touch me.

"Follow me, and we'll get you what you need," he orders, giving me a brief pat on the head. Trying to rub my thighs together, I crawl after him. I can't help it. I can't think of anything except how empty I am. I don't notice the other men we pass, and though I hear their taunts and jeers, I don't really register their presence. All I can think of is getting to wherever we need to go so they can fill me up again.

We make it back to the medical building, and he leads me through to the viewing room where the camera crew is waiting.

"Toby, get her back on the machine please," he orders and I could cry with relief.

"I thought we were doing an exam first, Doc," he says and I bleat out my horror. No exam, I need to be filled now. He seems surprised, but reaches for me to comply. One hand slips over my sopping wet folds, and Toby lets out a wolf whistle. "She's soaked."

"She's been crying and trying to get herself off for the last half hour. We may have done too good a job in getting her into a constant state of arousal. I've never seen a cow in such distress."

As soon as the dildo is in place, I don't wait for them to turn the machine on or get my headset. I go right to work, humping and grinding away like my life depends on it. I hear them all laughing at me, but I don't care.

"As predicted, #499's milk came in during her third session. She produced two gallons last night, and as you can see, our horny little Hucow can't think of anything but getting fucked. I think we can safely say this project has been a success. She has her final VR session today, which will last three hours, and then tomorrow we'll take her to the Breeding Shed for a demonstration of our results and her first breeding. For the Hucow's comfort, I recommend we plug her up before and after the breeding to prevent further distress until we can get her in the milking barn."

I hear what he's saying, but I don't care as Toby pinches my clit, letting me fall over the edge and into the abyss of the pleasure I need so desperately. As he attaches the tubes to my chest to milk me, I can't help but sigh. I'm practically foaming at the mouth by the time they've got the headset ready to go and I dive headfirst into my world of color, sound, and pleasure.

This time it's a world of white with pale swirls dancing across it. It's hard to see, and harder to follow, but I do my best. The build up is slower this time, and the ensuing climax is all the stronger for it. In no time at all, I lose myself.


Chapter eight


I'm back in a cage when I wake again, but this time there's a snug leather belt keeping a dildo inside me and a huge plug in my ass, so I'm content. I hump the floor, not caring how undignified I am as I chase the elusive climax I need. Getting off is all I can think about, all I can care about. I've orgasmed two or three times when the door opens and the vet comes in, chuckling at my display.

"Don't worry, #499. By the time today is over, you'll be in the milking barn and you'll live on one of the fucking machines. You'll never be empty again."

I perk right up like a puppy that's seen her owner, thrilled at the idea.

"Follow me, we need to get you to the Breeding Shed for a demonstration."

I do as I'm told, crawling all the way across the compound. I barely notice the hot pavement beneath my bare flesh, or the jeers of the many ranch hands we pass. Without question, I obediently follow along like a good girl on a leash. Except I'm not on a leash. The only thing leading me is the promise of getting what I need. It takes ten or twenty minutes, but I never lag more than a few paces.

We come to a building I've never seen before and I'm led into a small arena with a soft floor.

"Stop right there, #499," he commands and I halt beside him, sitting back on my haunches. Instead of ranch hands, there are three men in suits before us, looking very out of place. Two of them seem oddly familiar, but I have no idea why.

"Senator, as you can see, #499 is exceptionally well-behaved. She accompanied me across the compound without a lead or encouragement. She effortlessly executes any command given to her. Our test has yielded positive results," the vet says.

"What's the belt for?" the Senator asks, looking down at me like I'm a particularly interesting piece of trash.

"She's very needy, sir. Her arousal level is much higher than expected. We added it for her comfort."

"Since when do we care about the Hucow's comfort, Doctor?"

"I will not be cruel, Senator McCloud. Once they've gone through the process, they don't understand that this life in a punishment. I will not make them suffer needlessly. Now, are you ready for the demonstration?"

"I suppose."

"#499, climb onto the altar," the vet orders me, and my gaze snaps to the strange wooden contraption in the middle of the room. I crawl over to it and position myself so it's supporting my torso and displaying my pussy to the men behind me. They'll have a very good view of the leather.

"#499, work yourself to orgasm." Comes the next command, and I eagerly start to hump and roll my hips to move the dildo inside me. The angle I'm laying at makes the leather belt push against my clit, and it only takes me a few minutes before I'm screaming my release out into my gag.

"Any questions?" the vet asks.

"Tie her down and take the belt off. I can't wait to tell her father I fucked his little girl," the Senator says.

I don't know what that means, but my heart pounds. I can't wait to finally have the real thing.

The vet quickly secures my wrists and ankles to the altar with padded cuffs, leaving me completely exposed and helpless. I whimper as he slowly unfastens the leather belt, sliding the dildo out of my aching pussy. The emptiness is unbearable, and I squirm desperately against my bonds. I whine, desperate to be filled again.

"Easy there, #499," the vet soothes, patting my flank. "You'll get what you need soon enough."

The sound of a zipper fills the quiet room, making my heart jump. My pussy clenches around nothing, dripping with need.

The Senator's rough hands grab my hips as he positions himself behind me. I moan wantonly into my gag as I feel the head of his cock pressing against my entrance. I push back eagerly, trying to impale myself on him.

"Eager little thing, isn't she?" the Senator chuckles.

Without warning, he thrusts into me hard, burying himself in me to the hilt. I cry out in ecstasy, finally getting the fullness I crave. He sets a brutal pace, rocking me in my bonds.

"Look at her. Fucking slut can't get enough," he grunts as he pounds into me mercilessly.

I don't care about his cruel words. All I care about is the delicious fullness, the friction, the building pleasure. My world narrows to the sensations between my legs.

"That's right, take it like the brainless cow you are," the Senator taunts. "If only Daddy could see his precious little girl now, moaning like a whore as she's bred like cattle."

I barely register his words, lost in a haze of pleasure. All that matters is the feeling of being filled, used, fucked. My body responds eagerly, pussy clenching around his cock as I chase my release.

The Senator's thrusts grow erratic as he nears his climax. With a guttural groan, he slams into me one final time, emptying himself deep inside me. The feeling of his hot seed flooding my womb pushes me over the edge. I scream into my gag as waves of ecstasy crash over me. My pussy clenches rhythmically around the Senator's cock as I shudder through my climax.

As the Senator pulls out, I whimper at the loss.

“Quiet,” he orders, and I obey at once.

"Gentlemen, as you can see, #499 is fully receptive to breeding," the vet explains clinically. "Her enhanced libido ensures enthusiastic participation, while her mental conditioning prevents any resistance. She’ll do anything she’s told."

"Impressive work, Doctor," one of the other men comments. "And you say the process is irreversible?"

"Completely," the vet confirms. "Once the conditioning is complete, there's no going back. She’ll be fully compliant for the rest of her time with us.”

“How compliant is she?” The senator asks. “If I told her to walk in front of a moving car, would she do it?”

“Only further testing will tell,” the doctor says.

“I can’t wait to find out,” the Senator says.
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Content Warning


This is a story of dark Hucow erotic fiction, full of bondage, dub-con, non-con, medical play, and dark and disturbing themes that may be upsetting to some readers. This book is intended only for those eighteen and up. Please proceed with caution.


Chapter one


Yesterday, by Executive Order, the Rightful Custody Act came into effect. This means that females of any age, and male children age seventeen or younger, must now be in the custody of a male adult over the age of eighteen if they are outside their residence. Leaving a residence unattended is strictly forbidden for females of any age, and will result in criminal charges. By default, children belong to their biological father. If alternative arrangements need to be made, please visit your local processing center. Unmarried adult females are encouraged to return to their father's households if they cannot find a male to take custody. Married females are now the property of their husbands.


Chapter two


Because of the dwindling population, beginning next month, our new judicial system will go into effect. We demolished most existing prisons, but four labor camps remain open. Two new facilities will open on the first. The first, the Broodmare Farm, is a breeding facility where female criminals, and the selected representatives of select male offenders, will serve out terms of up to five years producing offspring to pay their legal fees. The Hucow Ranch is where they will carry out life sentences. Scientists will use an experimental process to transform the selected females into Hucows, permanently altering them to be used for both milk production and breeding.


Chapter three


Isit nervously between my step-father's eldest son and my step-father in the courtroom. I haven't been around this many people since the Custody Act went to effect. Hell, I barely leave the house since it I sit nervously between my step-father's eldest son and my step-father in the courtroom. I haven't been around this many people since the Custody Act went to effect. Hell, I barely leave the house since it passed two days before my eighteenth birthday. But three weeks ago, my step-brother got caught dealing drugs, and my parents gave me a choice. Take his punishment, or they'd send me to the market to take my chances. Neither option sounded great, but a few years away would give Connor time to grow up and get out of the house. By the time I got back from the Broodmare Farm, maybe I'd be safe from his wandering hands.

I couldn't have been more wrong.

"Due to the amount of product sold, we are seeking the maximum punishment in this case, Your Honor," the prosecutor says and a shudder runs up my spine. There's quite a bit of arguing between the lawyers, but I don't follow most of it until the Judge bangs his gavel.

"I find the defendant guilty on all charges. Is this the female you have selected to serve your sentence?" The Judge asks.

Connor's hand tightens on my neck, but he nods.

"Yes, sir. This is Cassie, my step-sister. She's of age, and willing to serve."

I nod my head, but the judge frowns.

"I need to hear you consent," he says.

I barely hold in a sigh.

"Yes, sir, I consent to serving Connor's punishment. I wish to be punished in his place."

"Congratulations, Cassie, you will be the first inmate on the Hucow Ranch. Bailiff."

That's all the warning I get before I'm forced to stand up, a large bald man cuffing my hands behind my back and leading me away before I have the chance to protest. I thought I agreed to a few years, not a life sentence. My eyes well with tears, but it's too late. I'm taken to a holding cell and left to await my fate.

Hours pass. I lose track of time. Exhaustion takes hold of me, and I eventually slump over on the cold, hard bench, succumbing to sleep.

I'm jerked awake as a hand forcefully grips my jaw, prying my mouth open. I feel the intrusion of a thick gag being wedged between my teeth and rough hands tighten it around my head. The figures that loom over me remain shrouded in shadows, their features obscured by the dim light.

They put a heavy leather collar around my throat, constricting my breathing. I am then lifted effortlessly, as if weightless, by one of the figures who hoists me over his shoulder like a lifeless sack of potatoes.

The air grows musty as I am carried out of the cell and placed inside the back of a cargo van. They lay me out on my belly, vulnerable and exposed. They inject a needle into my trembling flesh, causing a sharp sting to shoot through my rear. My skirt offers no protection.

I hear an engine start just before I slip into unconsciousness once more.


Chapter four


When I come to again, I'm in a world of horror. I squint against the harsh, blinding lights of an operating room, struggling to raise my head and to see what's happening, only to find myself firmly restrained. Both my collar and gag are tightly secured to the cold metal table. Chains bind my hands above my head, while my legs are splayed wide, held in place by unforgiving cuffs. A thick strap encircles my midsection, holding me in place. I don't have a single scrap of clothing on, leaving me naked and exposed. An intrusive IV pierces my right arm, injecting a vivid orange fluid into my veins.

"Ah, splendid, you're awake," a man donning a lab coat remarks, casually strolling towards me. He brandishes a penlight, which he shines into my eyes, forcing me to flinch. Unfazed by my discomfort, he proceeds with his examination, as if this were an ordinary medical procedure. He meticulously inspects both my eyes, peeks into my nose and ears, before finally retrieving a stethoscope to monitor my racing heartbeat.

"Hmm, slightly elevated. I wouldn't want to sedate you again so soon," he mumbles, withdrawing a tape recorder from his pocket and holding it to his mouth. "Subject's heart rate shows signs of elevation. Recommend exploring injectable relaxants or anti-anxiety medications for future subjects."

The doctor releases the button and locks eyes with me, a wicked, almost sinister grin creeping across his face.

"I have been eagerly anticipating your arrival, my dear. Welcome to the Hucow Ranch. You hold the esteemed title of Hucow #1. Isn't that exhilarating? Now, I am still refining the formulas, so this will be a gradual process with potential adjustments along the way. Before we proceed, I did want to confirm you are a virgin?"

I nod as best I can within the confines of my restraints, grateful that my step-brother never crossed that line.

"Excellent. I had hoped for that. Rest assured, we aim for our Hucows to experience both contentment and good health. So, do not fret. Aside from some initial discomfort, I believe you will find your time here rather enjoyable."

He walks over to an intercom on the wall, pressing the button down.

"Gentlemen, our subject is awake if you'd like to come observe the first procedure."

I can't see what he's doing. I only hear the rolling of a cart and the clink of metal instruments. He occasionally makes notes in his tape recorder. I stare at the ceiling and wish I was still unconscious.

Eventually the door opens, and footsteps fill the room. Five men of varying ages file in, staring at me eagerly. The youngest still probably has a decade on me, and he comes over to the table, his fingers trailing over the soft skin between my breasts.

"Wonderful, you're all here. We can begin," the doctor says. Without warning, he picks up a large needle and injects it directly into the heavy flesh of my breast so that I squeal into the gag in pain. "This will begin our subject's transformation into Hucow #1. Over the next several hours, she will be given fourteen different hormone injections and a dose of something I have termed 'the serum'. This is the key to getting our Hucows to the readiness level that will be required for breeding. Without the serum, it would take months for the hormones to get her to the same level of milk production."

He holds up what looks like a plastic white gun.

"Our subject is showing signs of distress, so I've prepared this to help her relax. We don't need her fighting us throughout the procedure," he explains. "Now, if this works correctly, as soon as I inject the serum, she should enter a state of heightened arousal. While she won't be ready for breeding until the procedure is complete, I have a selection of devices you all are welcome to use on the specimen if you so choose. This will help keep her relaxed, and should speed the process along."

The man still stroking my skin grins sadistically.

"You mean you've got toys for us to play with, Doc?"

The doctor frowns, blinking at him.

"Well, yes. The more the subject orgasms, the faster the transformation process will go."

His hands trail down to my core, his fingers ghosting over the lips of my pussy.

"I can think I can make that happen, Doc. Where do you keep them?"

I watch as the man removes his suit jacket, going over to the drawer the doctor indicated. Another man appears, older still, with salt and pepper hair. He leans over me, blocking out the light. It's just enough distraction that I don't see the doctor coming until he fires whatever is in the gun into the side of my neck, just over the collar.

Fuzziness spreads through my body in an instant.

"Shooo, Doc. Look at her."

The damn penlight is back in my face, shining in my eyes.

"Ah yes, it's working even quicker than expected. She should be aroused in a matter of minutes."

It's like he said the magic words. For the first time in my life, I feel wetness start to pool between my legs.

"Don't you worry, Doc. You want her to orgasm, I can do that," the youngest man says. He's now standing at the end of the table between my legs.

"Come, give me a hand, Johnny," he says, and the man staring into my eyes goes to join him, standing next to my waist. He reaches down and drags his fingers through my sopping wet folds.

"That was fast," Johnny says with a laugh. His finger lands on my clit and I jump against my restraints at the sensations that run through me at his touch.

I moan into the gag as Johnny's finger circles my sensitive bud. The youngest man, whose name I still don't know, slides two fingers inside me without warning. I buck against the restraints, overwhelmed by the feelings coursing through me. I’ve never touched myself before, always too afraid I’d get caught.

"Excellent, gentlemen. Keep going," the doctor encourages. "I'm going to administer the next hormone injection now."

I barely register the prick of the needle in my thigh as the two men continue their ministrations. My body feels like it's on fire, every nerve ending electrified. I've never experienced anything like this before.

Johnny's fingers continue to explore my most sensitive areas, sending waves of unwanted pleasure through my body. I try to resist, to focus on anything else, but the drug coursing through my system makes it impossible. Every touch feels electric, amplified beyond reason.

"Look at her squirm," the younger man says with a chuckle. "I think she likes it."

I want to protest, to tell them they're wrong, but all that escapes around the gag is a muffled whimper. To my horror, it sounds more like a moan of pleasure than distress.

The doctor makes another note on his recorder. "Subject showing strong response to physical stimulation. Arousal levels continuing to increase."

"Look at how responsive she is," Johnny marvels, increasing the pressure on my clit. "I bet we can make her come in no time."

The other man pumps his fingers faster, curling them inside me. "Let's see who can get her there first."

The two men work in tandem, their fingers moving in a frenzied rhythm as they compete to bring me to climax. My body betrays me, responding eagerly to their touch despite my mind's protests. Waves of pleasure crash over me, building to a crescendo I can't fight.

"She's close," Johnny grunts, rubbing furious circles on my clit. "I can feel her tensing up."

The younger man thrusts his fingers deeper, hitting a spot that makes me see stars. "Come on, little cow. Let it go."

But it’s not enough. Not yet.

A third man approaches from behind my head, running his hands over my breasts. He pinches and rolls my nipples, sending jolts of electricity straight to my core. I feel myself climbing higher and higher, unable to stop the inevitable.

With a muffled cry, my body convulses as my first orgasm crashes over me, forcing me to arch off the table as far as the restraints allow. My vision goes white as pleasure unlike anything I've known pulses through me in waves. Pleasure rips through me with shocking intensity, leaving me trembling and gasping for air around the gag. The men don't let up, drawing out my climax until I'm trembling and oversensitive.

I’m vaguely aware of the doctor chattering away, thrilled with the quickness of the results. He’s making notes in his recorder and messing with some vials. I stare dazedly up at the man above my head. He’s old enough to be my father, and there’s a coldness in his eyes even as he lazily continues to play with my nipples. My eyes widen with desire as heat floods me, but I can’t look away.

Suddenly he stops, his hands leaving my body and going to his own neck. With deft fingers, he removes his tie. I barely process what he's doing before he’s laid it across my eyes, tying it securely around my head.

A shudder runs through me, dancing up my spine.

“Ian, what are you doing?” The doctor questions.

“You want her aroused, right? To help her transformation? The more she orgasms, the better?” Ian questions.

“Well, yes, but I need to be able to monitor her vitals.”

“She likes it Doc, doesn’t she, Nick?”

The young man between my legs speaks, his fingers still buried inside me.

“Oh, she likes it alright. She just soaked my hands. She’s gripping me like a vise. You afraid I’ll pull out, girl?”

I nod my head the fraction of movement I can.

“See Doc, you just keep doing what you need to do, and leave this to us.”

The doctor sighs but doesn't argue further. I hear him moving around, the clink of instruments and vials as he prepares the next injection.

I feel a rush of cool air as Nick withdraws his fingers, leaving me aching and empty. The loss is short-lived, however, as something hard and plastic presses against my entrance. I tense instinctively, but my body is too aroused to resist as Nick slowly pushes the object inside me.

"There we go," he murmurs. "Let's see how you like this, little cow."

A low buzzing fills the air, and suddenly the object inside me begins to vibrate. I cry out into the gag, overwhelmed by the intense sensations. My hips buck involuntarily, seeking more stimulation.

"Look at her go," Johnny laughs. "She's loving it."

I feel hands on my breasts again, kneading and squeezing. The stimulation is almost too much, but I can't escape it.

"Her breasts are already starting to swell," Ian notes, kneading the tender flesh. "Is it supposed to work this fast, Doc?”

“I’ll admit this is faster than I anticipated. It could be the result of the physical stimulation, or the relaxants I added to the serum to calm her down.”

I moan as Nick shifts the vibrator again, hitting that spot that makes me see stars behind the blindfold. I’m anything but calm.

"That's it, little cow," Nick croons. "Let's see how many times we can make you come before the doc's done with his injections."

The others murmur their agreement, and I feel a new surge of arousal wash over me. My body responds eagerly to their touches, hips bucking as much as the restraints allow.

I can't see what they're doing, but I feel hands roaming all over my body - pinching, caressing, exploring.

Nick begins to thrust the vibrator into me, pulling back out like I’m really being fucked.

The vibrator buzzes relentlessly inside me as Nick works it in and out. My body trembles, overwhelmed by the intensity. I can feel another orgasm building rapidly, my inner walls clenching around the intrusive object. I'm lost in a haze of unwanted pleasure, unable to resist as my body responds eagerly to their touch.

"She's close again," Nick announces. "Who wants to push her over the edge this time?"

"Allow me," says a new voice. I feel rough hands on my breasts, pinching and twisting my nipples hard. The sharp pain mixed with pleasure sends me spiraling. I feel myself climbing towards another peak, my muscles tensing as the pressure builds. Just as I'm about to tumble over the edge, a sharp prick in my thigh makes me jolt as a needle sinks in, but I’m too far gone to stop. Teeth clamp around my nipple, Nick drives the vibrator in, hitting my g-spot, and I scream into the gag as my second orgasm crashes over me, even more violently than the first. My body convulses, straining against the restraints. Through the haze of pleasure, I vaguely register the doctor's excited voice.

"This one should accelerate breast growth and milk production, but as you can see, the physical changes are already beginning. Her chest has already increased in size from when we started, gentlemen. Oh, this is going so well.”

"That's two," Nick says smugly, forcing me to ride out the aftershocks on the vibrator. "Let's see how many more we can wring out of her."

I lose count of my orgasms as they continue to stimulate my oversensitive body. The vibrator buzzes relentlessly inside me while hands and mouths roam across my skin. Each climax leaves me more drained yet somehow more aroused, my body responding eagerly despite my mind's protests. The constant stimulation keeps me riding waves of unwanted ecstasy.

Through the haze of pleasure, I vaguely register the doctor's excited chatter as he administers injection after injection. The burning sensation intensifies with each one, spreading through my veins like lava. My breasts feel heavy and swollen, aching in a way I've never experienced before.

"Remarkable progress," the doctor marvels. "The physical changes are progressing much faster than anticipated. Her body is responding beautifully to the treatments. Look at how her breasts have swelled - they've nearly doubled in size already!"

Rough hands squeeze my tender flesh, eliciting a pained whimper. "They feel heavier, too.”

I whimper into the gag as he pinches my nipples hard, sending jolts of electricity straight to my core. The pain mingles with pleasure in a confusing cocktail of sensations.

"Excellent progress," the doctor says excitedly. "We're nearly finished with the initial round of injections. Just two more to go."

"Look at how responsive she is," Johnny marvels, his fingers ghosting over my flushed skin. "I bet we can get at least two more out of her before the doc's done."

"Challenge accepted," Nick replies with a wicked chuckle. He angles the vibrator, hitting that spot inside me that makes me see stars. I arch so the leather restraints bite into my skin. "Let's see if we can get her to squirt this time," he says with a dark chuckle.

His fingers find my clit again, rubbing furiously as he pumps the vibrator in and out. The dual stimulation is overwhelming, pushing me rapidly towards another peak. I feel a strange pressure building, different from before.

I feel my body climbing towards another peak, muscles tensing as the pressure builds. Just as I'm about to tumble over the edge, a sharp prick in my thigh makes me jolt, but they don’t give up.

"That's it, little cow," Nick encourages. "Let it all out."

The pressure intensifies until I feel like I might burst. With a muffled scream, I climax hard, my body convulsing. A gush of fluid rushes out of me, soaking the table beneath me.

"Holy shit, she actually did it!" Johnny exclaims.

"Fascinating," the doctor murmurs. "I hadn't anticipated this level arousal. We may need to tone down the formula.”

“Why, Doc? Look at this horny little cow. She’s in heaven.”

“Come on, we can get her to climax one more time before the doc finishes up," Ian says, his voice thick with excitement. His fingers twist on my nipples.

The vibrations intensify, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my oversensitive body. I'm trembling, teetering on the edge of another orgasm. Hands roam across my skin, pinching and caressing. Someone's mouth latches onto my nipple, sucking hard. The combination of sensations pushes me over the edge once more.

I convulse against the restraints, crying out into the gag as yet another climax rips through me. My body feels like it's on fire, every nerve ending electrified. Through the haze of pleasure, I barely register the sharp prick of the final injection.

"And that completes the initial treatment," the doctor announces triumphantly. "Gentlemen, you may cease stimulation now. We need to let her heart rate return to normal before I can sedate her for the next part of the process.”

I’m not sure who’s more disappointed.


Chapter five


The next time I wake, I’m in a similar but different nightmare. I’m in a harness that has me situated on my knees. My breasts feel like someone attached weights to my chest, heavy and uncomfortable. They’re easily four times the size they were before. They have tightly fastened my arms behind my back. A thick gag still sits between my teeth, painful straps around my head. Something is off about my collar. It feels strange.

The doctor steps in front of me, making notes on his clipboard.

“Good morning, #1. How are we feeling today?” he asks cheerily. “We shaved your head while you were out and gave you a good thorough wash down. I’m going to remove your gag, and we’re going to test your modifications, all right?”

I nod because I don’t know what else to do.

He takes the gag from my mouth, and I work my jaw repeatedly, trying to stretch the sore muscles.

“Go ahead and try to speak for me,” the Doc orders.

I have to swallow several times and take a few deep breaths before I can try to do as I’m told.

Words don’t come. It’s a long, low sound.

It almost sounds like…

“Oh excellent! It’s working exactly as intended!” the Doc claps his hands with glee and goes over to the intercom.

“Gentlemen, I believe you’ll want to be in here for this next bit.”

In no time at all, I’m surrounded by the same men from before.

Johnny reaches out and strokes my face gently. I lean against him despite myself.

“You miss us, girl?” he says, and I can’t tell if he’s mocking me or not.

“Speak #1. Show them what a good cow you are,” the Doc orders.

I shudder, my eyes burning at what is about to happen, but knowing I don’t have a choice.

“Mooooooooooooooooooooooooo!”

Humiliation floods me and tears well up in my eyes as they all laugh.

“You did, Doc! We got ourselves a cow!” Nick yells.

“We certainly do,” the doctor exclaims. “I expect we’ll have milk in another day or so.”

“Do you need to give her more injections, Doc?” Johnny asks, fixing me with a hungry look.

“I hadn’t planned on it, but it might speed things along…” Doc trails off.

“And I guess that means she’ll need to climax some more,” Ian adds. I feel him at my back and his hand slides between my spread thighs. “Oh, she’s soaking wet already.”

The doctor smiles.

“I’ll fetch my injection kit. You gentlemen get started.”

That’s all the warning I get before Ian slides two fingers inside me, spreading them wide. I can’t help it.

A moan slips out, though it comes out as a Moooooooooooooooooooo!

“Good girl. You make all the noise you want,” Johnny says, his hands going to my breasts.

I shudder as Johnny’s hands knead my swollen breasts, each touch sending jolts of unwanted pleasure through my body. Ian’s fingers pump in and out of me at a steady pace, curling to hit that spot inside that makes me see stars.

“Moooooo!” I cry out, unable to stop the animalistic sound from escaping. The sound of my own voice, so alien and inhuman, sends a fresh wave of humiliation through me. Tears of shame and arousal stream down my face.

Nick appears in front of me, unzipping his pants. “Open wide, little cow,” he says with a wicked grin. “Time to put that new mouth of yours to use.”

I try to clamp my jaw shut, but the collar around my neck tightens painfully. Reluctantly, I part my lips, and Nick wastes no time in shoving his length into my mouth. I gag as he hits the back of my throat.

The doctor returns, syringe in hand. “Excellent work, gentlemen. Let’s see if we can’t accelerate her milk production even further.”

I feel the sharp prick of the needle in my thigh, followed by a burning sensation as the doctor injects whatever concoction he's devised this time. Almost immediately, I feel a tingling heat spread through my body, concentrating in my swollen breasts.

Nick thrusts deeper into my mouth as Johnny continues to knead and squeeze my tender flesh. Ian's fingers pump faster, his thumb finding my clit and rubbing furious circles. The combination of sensations is overwhelming, and I feel myself rapidly approaching climax.

"Mmmmph!" I cry out around Nick's length, the sound muffled but still distinctly cow-like. The vibrations of my moo seem to excite Nick further, and he grabs my head, setting a punishing pace as he fucks my mouth.

"That's it, little cow," Ian growls from behind me. "Let it all out. Let's see if we can make you squirt again."

I'm helpless to resist as pleasure builds within me. My body trembles, muscles tensing as I approach the edge. With a muffled cry around Nick's cock, I tumble over, convulsing in ecstasy. A gush of fluid rushes out of me, prompting a cruel laugh from Ian. I can’t even enjoy the orgasm because Nick is fucking my mouth like his life depends on it. I gag as his cock hits the back of my mouth, and I struggle to breathe through my nose. Tears stream down my face.

Nick's pace grows frantic as he nears his own climax. With a guttural groan, he buries himself deep in my throat, holding my head in place as he empties himself down my gullet. I choke and splutter, struggling to swallow around his pulsing length.

"That's it, drink it all down like a good little cow," Nick pants, slowly withdrawing from my mouth.

I gasp for air, coughing and drooling. Before I can catch my breath, Johnny roughly grabs my face, forcing me to look up at him.

"My turn," he growls, freeing his own erection.

I whimper, trying to turn away, but the collar tightens again, holding me in place. Johnny slides into my mouth with a groan of satisfaction.

Meanwhile, Ian hasn't let up his assault on my lower half, his fingers are replaced by something larger - his cock, I realize with a jolt. He sheathes himself inside me in one swift thrust, stretching me out and causing me to roll my hips. Whether I’m recoiling from the invasion or trying to work him deeper, I can’t say.

There’s a sharp burning feeling as another needle sinks into my skin, this time in my breast. I bleat in pain and discomfort as fire spreads through me from the injection site. The reaction is instant. My breasts start to swell, feeling heavier immediately.

“I think we’re making progress, Doc. Look at that.”

He fondles my breast roughly, but I hardly notice the touch under the swelling heat and the feeling of Ian fucking me.

I moan around Johnny's cock as Ian pounds into me from behind, each thrust sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. The new injection burns through my veins, making my breasts feel impossibly heavy and tender. Johnny grips my head tightly, setting a brutal pace as he fucks my mouth.

"Moooo!" I cry out, the sound muffled but still distinctly bovine. The vibrations seem to excite Johnny further, and he groans in appreciation.

"That's it, little cow," Ian grunts from behind me. "Take it like the breeding bitch you are."

I feel my body responding eagerly to their ministrations, building towards another peak despite my shame and humiliation. The doctor circles us, making notes and muttering to himself excitedly.

"Remarkable progress," he says. "Her breasts are visibly swelling. We may see milk sooner than expected!”

Johnny's thrusts become more erratic as he nears his climax. His hands grip my scalp tightly, holding me still as he fucks my mouth with abandon. I gag and choke, tears streaming down my face as I struggle to breathe. With a guttural groan, he buries himself deep in my throat, his cock pulsing as he empties himself down my gullet.

"Swallow it all, you filthy cow," he growls, slowly withdrawing from my mouth.

I gasp for air, coughing and spluttering. Drool and cum drip from my chin onto my swollen breasts. Before I can catch my breath, Ian's pace picks up, slamming me into my restraints. His fingers dig into my hips as he pounds into me relentlessly.

"Fuck, she's so tight," he grunts. "Come on, little cow. I want to feel this pussy choke my cock while I put a baby in your belly.”

The terror that shoots through me at the thought of being impregnated is quickly replaced by a rush of pleasure as Johnny starts to play with my tits.

I moan helplessly as Ian's thrusts grow more frantic, my body betraying me as I feel another orgasm building. Johnny's hands knead my swollen breasts roughly, sending jolts of pain and pleasure through me.

"That's it, milk her tits while I breed her," Ian growls.

Johnny twists my nipples cruelly, and the sensation pushes me over the edge.

"Mooooooo!" I cry out as I climax hard, my body convulsing in ecstasy. My inner walls clench rhythmically around Ian's cock, milking him for all he's worth.

"Fuck yes," Ian groans, his thrusts becoming erratic. "Take it all, you fucking cow!"

He slams into me one final time, burying himself to the hilt as he empties himself inside me. I whimper as I feel his hot seed flooding my womb, the reality of what just happened crashing over me. Unable to support myself, I slump into the chains holding me in place with a whimper. My head falls forward, held only by the collar.

My collapse doesn’t stop Johnny from continuing to torment my breasts, little shivers of aftershock running through my body.

“It’s unlikely a pregnancy will take until she’s producing,” the vet remarks.

I sigh in relief.

“Just means I get to breed her again,” Ian says.

Why do I like the sound of that?


Chapter six


The next time I wake up, I’m on the floor of a cell. It’s a rubber pad with a drain in the corner. There’s a trough of water in front of me. I try to get up to walk towards it, and I can’t. My breasts are so heavy and swollen, I literally can’t sit upright. I’m not strong enough to support their weight. With no other choice, I’m forced to crawl across the floor, my breasts swaying and… sloshing? I’m horrified as I see tiny squirts of white liquid straining out.

I lap at the water clumsily, but it feels so good against my parched throat I don’t even care. Then I sit back on my haunches, staring at the strange leather contraptions on my hands. My fingers are sealed inside thick leather gloves.

Hooves. I think slowly. I have hooves.

Time passes. Minutes. Hours. I have no idea. Eventually I lay back down, my breasts too heavy to even sit.

When the door opens, revealing Johnny and the Doctor, I’m almost relieved.

“How’s our cow doing?”

“Mooooooooo!” I respond.

Johnny chuckles and attaches a lead to the collar around my neck. I shift clumsily back to all fours and follow him out the door as he tugs.

“Look how full those udders are. You ready for the milk machine?” he taunts.

“Moooo!”

The walk to the machine feels so long, my hands and knees ache by the time we get there. I get no warning before I’m lifted, and Johnny fits me into the frame. Straps run below my breasts and under my hips, another attaching to my collar. It only takes him a moment before I’m completely immobilized.

The vet comes around to look at my face. He pinches my chin, turning my head this way and that.

“There’s too much understanding in her gaze. Too much intelligence. If she wanted to fight us, she could. We’ll need to find a way to make them more passive.”

“A little fight might be fun, Doc,” Johnny says, slapping my ass so I jolt.

“This is an operation, Johnny. Once we have a barn full of cows, we won’t have time to break them all. We need them broken by the process,” Doc says sternly. “Please attach the milk cups.”

“With pleasure.”

Something clamps onto my breasts one at a time, and I squeal in pain as the suction begins. There’s a strange pressure in my chest, then all at once, it compresses, and I sigh in relief as a stream of milk comes out, disappearing down the tubes.

The doctor claps his hands with delight, scribbling frantically on his clipboard.

“Can I go get-?”

Johnny’s question is cut off by the doctor.

“Yes, go get Nick and Ian! She’ll need to be fucked for the whole milking process.”

Johnny hurries off excitedly while the doctor continues to observe and take notes. I moo softly, overwhelmed by the sensations of the milking machine. The rhythmic suction on my swollen breasts is uncomfortable yet oddly soothing.

Soon Johnny returns with Nick and Ian in tow. They circle around me, eyeing me hungrily.

"Look at those udders go," Nick says appreciatively, reaching out to squeeze one of my swollen breasts. I moan involuntarily as a fresh stream of milk flows from me. "How long will she need to be milked, Doc?"

"At least an hour, maybe two," the doctor replies. "Feel free to use her as you see fit during that time. The stimulation should help increase milk production."

Ian wastes no time, moving behind me and running his hands over my exposed backside. "Don't mind if I do," he growls.

I feel the blunt head of his cock pressing against my entrance. Despite my shame, my body responds eagerly. I can feel arousal dripping down my spread thighs.

Nick runs his hand down my flank.

"So full of milk. I bet it feels good to have them emptied, doesn't it cow?"

I can only respond with a low "Mooooo," as the milking machine continues its relentless suction. The relief of having my swollen breasts drained is overwhelming, but it’s also maddening. I’m so very horny, needy, and Ian is taking his sweet time.

Ian teases me with the tip of his cock, rubbing it along my slick folds but not entering. I whimper and try to push back against him, desperate for more stimulation.

"Listen to her moo," Johnny laughs. "She's begging for it."

"Mooooo!" I cry out, unable to form words. The sound is pathetic and needy to my own ears, but I can’t care.

"That's right, little cow," Ian says, finally starting to push inside me. "You want this big bull cock, don't you?"

He grips my hips tightly and slams into me in one swift motion. I moan loudly as he fills me completely, stretching me in the most delicious way. The force of his thrust rocks me forward, causing my breasts to sway in the milking cups. I moan and moo. Being fucked and being milked, it’s the best thing I’ve ever felt.

Nick moves to stand in front of me, freeing his own erection. "Open wide," he orders.

I part my lips obediently, too swept up to dream of protesting. I’ll do anything they want as long as they fuck me.

Nick grips my chin and guides his cock into my waiting mouth. I moan around him as he slides in deep, the vibrations causing him to groan in pleasure.

Ian sets a punishing, almost bruising, pace, pounding into me from behind. Each thrust drives me forward, pushing Nick deeper into my throat. I gag and choke but don't try to pull away. I’m swept away in the rush of pleasure-the relentless suction on my breasts, Ian's cock stretching me wide, Nick fucking my mouth. My body is on fire with need.

Johnny moves to stand beside me, running his hands over my trembling flanks. "Look at how much milk she's producing," he marvels. "The fucking is definitely helping."

The doctor circles us, scribbling notes furiously. "Fascinating," he mutters.

I moan and whimper around Nick's length, unable to form words. My mind is hazy with pleasure and arousal. All I can focus on is the feeling of being filled and used.

"Moooo!”

The slaps against flesh echo through the air and I strain to breathe through my nose again, tears streaming down my face as I fight my gag reflex.

“Johnny, I want you to fuck her ass when Ian’s done,” the vet orders.

“Can do.”

“Give me a minute and you can have her,” Ian laughs, picking up his pace.

His thrusts become frantic as he nears his climax, hitting deep inside me in a spot that makes me see stars. His fingers dig into my hips, sure to leave bruises. With a guttural groan, he slams into me one final time, burying himself to the hilt as he empties himself inside me. The feeling of his hot seed flooding my womb sends a shudder through my body. The Doc’s words about being impregnated after producing milk flash through my mind like a beacon, but they’re forgotten almost as quickly as he pinches my clit, forcing me to come with a scream as I convulse in my restraints. I’m lost in a sea of need.

Nick continues to fuck my mouth relentlessly as Ian pulls out. I whimper at the loss, feeling empty and needy. But I'm not left wanting for long.

"My turn," Johnny says eagerly. I feel his hands spreading my ass cheeks apart. Something cold and slick drips between them. "Gotta lube you up good for this, little cow."

I try to protest, to tell them I've never done this before, but all that comes out is a muffled "Moooo!" around Nick’s cock.

Johnny's fingers probe at my virgin hole, spreading the cold lube around. I tense involuntarily, nervous about what's to come.

"Relax," Johnny murmurs, working one finger inside me. "The more you fight it, the more it'll hurt."

I try to force myself to relax as he stretches me, adding a second finger. The burn and stretch is uncomfortable, but not unbearable. I can’t help squirming. Nick continues to thrust into my mouth, keeping me distracted.

"I think she's ready," Johnny announces after what feels like an eternity. He lines himself up, the blunt head of his cock pressing against my tight entrance. "Here we go, little cow."

I panic, I can’t help it, I try desperately to pull away.

"Relax," he says, slapping my ass hard enough to make me jolt. "You're going to take this cock whether you like it or not."

I whimper as I feel the blunt head of his cock pressing against my tight entrance. Nick grips my head tightly, holding me in place as Johnny starts to push inside. The stretch burns, and I cry out in pain around Nick's length.

"Fuck, she's tight," Johnny grunts, slowly working his way deeper. "Gonna have to train this hole good."

Tears stream down my face as Johnny forces his way inside me, inch by agonizing inch. The pain is intense, but there's a strange undercurrent of pleasure too. My body is so sensitized it’s like every nerve is on fire. The burn of the stretch mingles with the pleasure still coursing through my body from my recent orgasm and the relentless suction on my breasts.

Nick's thrusts become more erratic as he nears his climax. With a groan, he buries himself deep in my throat, holding my head in place as he empties himself down my throat. I gag and choke, struggling to swallow around his pulsing length. It’s just enough distraction for Johnny to begin thrusting, each movement sending shockwaves through my body as I’m invaded.

Nick withdraws from my mouth, leaving me gasping for air. Drool and cum drip from my chin onto my swaying breasts. I can't even form words anymore, just low, animal sounds of pleasure and pain.

"Mooooo! Moooooo!" I cry out as Johnny pounds into me, the sounds raw and animalistic.

"That's it, take it like the good little cow you are," Johnny grunts, his pace increasing.

The relentless suction on my breasts continues, milk flowing freely as Johnny takes from behind without mercy. The pain is starting to fade, replaced by a strange, intense pleasure. My body betrays me, responding eagerly to the stimulation.

"Look at how wet she is," Ian remarks, running his fingers through my dripping folds. "Our little cow loves being used like this."

I moan helplessly as Ian's fingers find my clit.

The doctor comes around to my front to watch, still scribbling furiously on his clipboard.

“Want to feel her come while you’re in her ass?” Ian asks Johnny.

“See if you can get her to squirt again,” Nick says.

I moan helplessly as Ian's fingers circle my clit, sending jolts of pleasure through my overstimulated body. Johnny continues to pound into my ass relentlessly, each thrust pushing me forward into the milking machine. It’s all too much - the stretch and burn in my ass, the suction on my breasts, Ian's skilled fingers on my clit.

"Mooooo! Moooooo!" I cry out, unable to form words. My body trembles as I feel another orgasm building rapidly.

"That's it, little cow," Ian croons. "Let it all out. Show us how much you love being used like this."

His fingers move faster, applying more pressure to my sensitive bud. Johnny's thrusts become more desperate as he nears his own climax. The pressure builds and builds until I feel like I might explode.

With a final, animalistic cry, I tumble over the edge. My body convulses in ecstasy, my hips bucking helplessly as Johnny continues to drive into my ass. A gush of fluid rushes out of me, splashing onto the floor below.

"Holy shit!" Nick exclaims. "She actually did it again!"

Johnny groans, his pace becoming erratic. "Fuck, I can feel her squeezing me. I'm gonna come!"

With a final, brutal thrust, he buries himself deep inside me as he reaches his climax. I whimper as I feel his hot seed flooding my ass, the sensation foreign and intense. My body trembles with aftershocks as Johnny slowly pulls out. My whole body aches, but there's a strange satisfaction too. I feel thoroughly used and emptied.

I slump in my restraints, utterly spent. My breasts continue to be milked relentlessly, but I barely notice the sensation anymore. I'm vaguely aware of the men talking around me, their voices sounding distant and muffled.

"Remarkable progress," the doctor says excitedly. "Her milk production has increased significantly during intercourse. We'll need to implement regular breeding sessions to maintain optimal output. She seemed to respond best to all three holes being utilized."

"I volunteer for that duty," Nick says with a chuckle.

"Look how much milk she produced," Ian marvels, gesturing to the collection tanks. "We might need a bigger tank.”

“Turn off the machine,” the vet orders.

Nick disappears to do just that, and Johnny begins to reach for my restraints but the vet stops him.

“No, I want to leave her here. I want to see how long it takes her to fill back up, and I don’t want to lose time transporting her again.”

“You got it, Doc.” Johnny says, squeezing my ass.


Chapter seven


The first time, it takes my udders almost twelve hours to fill again. After I’m milked and fucked again, the Doc has Ian stuff me full with plugs. I’m ready to milk again in eight hours. When they get vibrating toys to fill me with, it only takes six.

Which leads to today’s experiment.

I’m surrounded by unfamiliar faces. I see Johnny, Nick, and Ian, but there are least half a dozen men I do not know as the vet turns on the milking machine.

“Gentlemen, our experiment today is to see if fucking our little hucow speeds up her milk production. You’re going to fuck her through her milking until she’s empty… and then continue to milk her until she starts producing again. Understand?”

There’s an eager chorus of yeses.

“Ian, if you’ll get us started.”

“With pleasure, Doc.”

He steps behind me, dragging his cock through my sopping folds.

“Gonna put a calf in this cow,” he taunts. I’m not pregnant yet, or wasn’t yesterday when the Doc ran a blood test, but it’s only a matter of time.

Ian’s hand comes down on my clit, and I forget all about my fears of pregnancy. I just want Ian’s cock inside me.

Ian slides into me with a groan, filling me completely. I groan and shift around, moving my breasts and the milking cups, my body responding eagerly despite my exhaustion. The constant stimulation and breeding has left me in a perpetual state of arousal.

“That’s it, take it like the good little cow you are,” Ian grunts, setting a punishing pace. “Take my bull cock like the breeding bitch you are.”

I moan loudly, the sound coming out as a long “Moooooo!”

The other men crowd around, stroking themselves as they watch Ian fuck me. I can hear the doctor making notes, muttering excitedly about increased milk flow.

I’m lost in a haze of pleasure and shame, my body responding eagerly to his rough treatment, spiraling towards my climax like a lemming towards a cliff. Ian’s thrusts grow more frantic as he nears his own orgasm. With a final groan, he buries himself deep inside me, flooding my womb with his seed. As he pulls out, another man immediately takes his place.

“My turn,” a gruff voice says. I feel hands gripping my hips tightly as he slams into me.

I lose track of how many men use me, their faces and voices blurring together. My body is wracked with orgasm after orgasm as they take turns fucking me, driving me to climax and filling me up. The milking machine continues its steady suction, drawing out every drop of milk from my swollen breasts.

Time loses all meaning. I exist only as a vessel for their pleasure and a source of milk. My mind drifts, unable to process the constant onslaught of feeling. Its all too much. I moo and whimper, no longer capable of forming coherent thoughts.

Eventually, I feel the flow of milk slowing to a trickle. The doctor’s excited voice cuts through my haze.

“Excellent! She’s nearly empty. Keep going, gentlemen. Let’s see how quickly we can get her producing again.”

The fucking doesn’t stop. If anything, the men grow more enthusiastic, determined to coax more milk from my exhausted body. Hands grope my tender breasts, squeezing and kneading roughly. The next man who takes me fingers my ass as he buries his cock in my pussy, causing me to cry out.

“I’ll give you something to do with that mouth.”

Nick steps up, grabbing my hair and guiding his cock to my mouth.

“Open wide,” he orders.

I part my lips obediently, too far gone to even think of resisting.

Nick slides his cock into my waiting mouth, groaning as he pushes deep into my throat. I gag reflexively but don’t pull away, accepting him eagerly. The man behind me continues to pound into my pussy while working his fingers in my ass.

“Look at her take it,” someone says admiringly. “Such a good little cow.”

I moan around Nick’s length, the vibrations causing him to grip my head tighter. I’m blissed out, lost in the overwhelmingness of everything. The cock in my pussy, fingers in my ass, Nick fucking my mouth. My body trembles, teetering on the edge of another orgasm.

“I think she’s close,” the man behind me grunts. “Her pussy’s clenching like a vise.”

Nick pulls out of my mouth, allowing me to cry out as I tumble over the edge. “Mooooooo!”

Then he sprays all over my face, his cum landing in my open mouth, coating my lips, my nose, my cheeks.

I detonate, coming with a scream as the climax barrels through me like a tidal wave.

“Look at that,” the doctor says excitedly. “Her milk flow is increasing again already! Remarkable!”

I feel a trickle of fluid leaking from my swollen breasts, the sensation both a relief and torment.

“Keep going!” the doctor orders. “Who’s next?”

The men take turns using me, fucking all my holes as the milking machine continues its steady suction. I lose track of time, existing in a haze of pleasure and pain. My body responds eagerly to their rough treatment, climaxing over and over until I’m a trembling, mooing mess.

“Look at how much she’s producing now,” the doctor marvels. “The constant stimulation is working wonders for her output.”

I feel hands groping my swollen breasts, squeezing to coax out more milk. Another man slides into my well-used pussy, setting a brutal pace.

“Such a good little cow,” he grunts, slapping my ass hard. “Taking all our seed, making all this milk for us.”

I can only moan in response, the sound coming out as a long, low “Moooooo!”

My mind drifts. Thoughts are impossible now. I’m so far gone that I’m only aware anything has changed when the suction cups are removed.

Tears of relief stream down my face.

“So what are the results, Doc?” Ian asks.

“That cows will produce almost eighty percent more milk with constant stimulation.”

Someone slaps my ass as they whistle and I whimper. I continue to lie there in a daze as the vet takes another blood draw.

Five minutes before he announces, “We are with calf, gentlemen! She’s pregnant! I’ll have to type this all up and get it to Senator McCloud, but this means we are a success. The Hucow Ranch is a go!”

Cheers echo through the room.
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Chapter one


Ialways knew it would end like this. Not because I wanted it to, but because justice in this part of the world has a very specific flavor—bitter, brutal, and final. Smuggling isn’t just illegal—it’s treason. And smuggling women, well… that’s unforgivable. In the eyes of the law, I’m not a rebel or a freedom fighter. I’m a thief. A trafficker. A criminal.

But in my own eyes—and in the tear-filled eyes of the women I help across the border—I’m something else. A lifeline. A risk worth taking. Hundreds of them are free now. Hundreds who will never be bought or bred or branded again.

I stand tall in the courtroom, spine straight, despite the shackles biting into my wrists. The judge, draped in black, looks down at me like I’m something to scrape off the bottom of his boot. His voice is cold and unfeeling, the kind of voice that hands out sentences like he’s dealing cards.

“Amy Dawson. You have been found guilty of a serious crime. But the state is merciful—when it chooses to be. You will be offered a choice.” His lips curl into something between a sneer and a smirk. “The electric chair… or the Hucow Ranch?”

There’s a stir in the courtroom.

The Hucow Ranch.

The fact that they’re offering it is unusual. My crimes are so severe, death is expected.

For a second, my blood runs cold. I didn’t expect a choice. It might the last one I ever make. I’ve stared down armed patrols, corrupt enforcers, and trackers with dogs. But this… this is something else. The Ranch isn’t a prison. It’s a sentence with no bars, no exits, and no end. But I can’t plan an escape if they kill me.

Being transformed into livestock and getting bred is better than the chair.

Still, I meet the judge’s gaze, unflinching. I can’t help anyone if I’m dead.

“The Hucow Ranch,” I say, my voice steady. “I’ll take the Ranch.”

“You consent to life as a Hucow? You choose being bred and milked?”

“Yes,” I say with zero hesitation.

The judge nods once, like its nothing. Like he hasn’t just sent me to a place people call a farm but whisper about like a myth. His gavel comes down with a sharp crack, the sound final and unforgiving. Like a door slamming shut.

And just like that, my fate is sealed.

***

Being labeled a high-risk prisoner means I don’t travel like the others. No cramped bus, no whispered chatter between cells. I’m in solitary, even in transit. The guards shove me into the back of a transport truck, the kind that smells like oil and old sweat. They yank my arms up and secure them to a metal bar above my head. My wrists are bound so tightly the circulation starts to fade within minutes.

Then comes the gag—thick, suffocating rubber shoved behind my teeth and strapped so tight around the back of my head that my jaw aches instantly. They don’t say a word to me. Just slam the door and lock me in.

The drive is long. Hours pass in heat and silence. I try to keep track of time by the shifting light through the tiny cracks in the wall, but it’s impossible. I sway with every bump in the road, arms straining, shoulders screaming. Sweat rolls down my spine. The air grows thick and stagnant, and my legs start to go numb from standing too long. At some point, I piss my pants, unable to hold it any longer.

We stop eventually, but no one opens the door. I’m left in the back of the sweltering truck, my body trembling from dehydration and exhaustion. My tongue is dry, my head fuzzy. I shift my weight from one foot to the other, biting back the panic clawing up my throat. If they meant to kill me in here, they could’ve done it already. This is worse. They’re letting me stew—reminding me that I’m not in control anymore.

When the door finally creaks open, the sunlight hits me like a slap. Harsh. Blinding. Beautiful. I squint against it, barely able to make out the shape of the man standing there.

He steps into view slowly, deliberately, like he’s savoring the moment. He’s young—late twenties, maybe, only a few years older than me—fit, with tanned skin and piercing blue eyes that catch the light. His dark hair is mostly hidden under a weathered cowboy hat. He looks like someone who’d be charming in a bar. Someone you’d trust if you didn’t know better.

“You Amy Dawson?” he asks, voice smooth and slow, like he’s asking if I’m the girl he’s been waiting to meet. “The woman who smuggled girls across the border?”

I glare at him, which is all I can do with a gag stuffed in my mouth. He knows that, the bastard. His smirk widens.

“I thought so,” he says, chuckling to himself. “You’ve got that look. All fire and no fear.”

He climbs up into the truck like he owns it—and maybe he does. He doesn’t rush. He takes his time walking toward me, eyes roaming over every inch of my restrained body. Not clinically. Not professionally. He’s enjoying it.

“I’m Winn,” he says, pausing a few inches from me. “Foreman’s son. And my daddy says I get to take you for a special project.”

I breathe through my nose, force myself to stay still, to not flinch. He’s trying to get a reaction, and I won’t give it to him. I won’t.

He leans in closer, voice dropping.

“We figure someone of your… reputation… deserves special attention.”

His gaze slides down my body like he’s already imagining what comes next. It’s not curiosity—it’s possession. Like he already owns me.

I don’t cower. I don’t tremble. I meet his stare with steel in my eyes.

Maybe I shouldn’t.

Before I can brace or move or even think, he pulls something from his pocket. He pulls a pocketknife out, and without a word, begins to cut away my bright orange jumpsuit. He strips me down to my bra and panties, and with a smirk, he cuts them away too. When I’m naked before him, he takes a long look over me, appraising, leering, and he likes what he sees.

Then there’s a flash of silver. A needle.

And then—pain. Sharp and fast. He jams it into the side of my neck, and I gasp behind the gag, heart pounding as cold liquid floods my veins.

The last thing I see before the blackness swallows me whole is his smile.


Chapter two


Iwake up in a shed. Wooden walls, sawdust floor, and a lot of fancy medical tech that looks out of place. I can’t identify any of it. Much more concerning is that I’m still stark naked, and I’m strapped to a chair.

Winn is standing across from me, drinking a beer.

“Normally, new cows go through processing over in the medical center, but I have something special planned for you. Got Doc to loan me all the equipment I needed. He gave you the first round of injections while you were out.”

He motions to my arm and I glance down to see an IV trailing from my flesh. I shudder as I hate to think what’s in it.

“But I wanted you awake for this.”

To my surprise, he pulls out a razor and begins to shear my long blonde hair from my head, letting it fall in clumps. He’s rough as he holds my head, manhandling me into place and enjoying it as I squirm.

Only once I’m bald as a baby does he stop, stepping back and grinning down as he studies me. He sets the razor down and retrieves a strange-looking pair of goggles. Winn holds them up for me to see.

“We’ve come a long way since we used these for the first time on Hucow #499, and I think it’s the perfect tool for us to get along. I think you’ll be feeling much more… cooperative after this.”

He lets me get a good look before setting them down again. Before I know what’s happening, he’s taped my eyelids open. I can’t close them. I can’t blink. Then he slides the goggles over my head, sealing me in. Headphones are placed over my ears, blocking out all sound.

A swirl of color roars to life as deafening music pours through. I cower under the force of the sound, trying desperately to free my hands so I can yank the headphones off, but I can’t move. My restraints are too tight.

I can’t follow any thread of the music, can’t identify a single instrument, but it’s overwhelming. Deafening. I cower under it.

The colors swirl and pulse in time with the music, forming patterns that seem to reach out and grab at my mind. I try to look away, but I can’t close my eyes or turn my head. The images burn themselves into my retinas, searing abstract shapes and impossible geometries directly into my brain. The music pounds, seeming to reverberate through my entire body.

I try to focus on something, anything else, but it’s impossible. The sensory overload is too much. I can’t even feel the chair beneath me anymore. There’s only the waves of color and the thundering music.

Time loses all meaning. I have no idea how long I’ve been strapped here, bombarded by this sensory assault. Minutes? Hours? Days? It never stops.

Gradually, I become aware of words and phrases repeating in the cacophony. Barely a whisper.

“Surrender…”

“Obey…”

“Pleasure…”

They echo and reverberate, burrowing into my subconscious. I try to resist, to hold onto my sense of self, but it’s slipping away like sand through my fingers.

“Submit…”

“Obey…”

“Surrender…”

My thoughts become muddled, confused. My mind feels like it’s unraveling, unable to process the onslaught of stimuli. Fragments of thoughts and memories flash through my consciousness, but I can’t hold onto any of them.

The words get louder.

“Surrender…”

“Submit…”

“Obey…”

The colors grow impossibly brighter. My eyes water and burn, tears spilling over. More words whisper in the background like static. I can catch only the barest phrases.

“You are a cow.”

“Your purpose is to serve.”

“You want to get milked.”

“You want to be bred.”

I try to shake my head, to deny these insidious whispers, but I can’t move. The restraints hold me fast as the barrage continues. My mind feels like it’s being stretched and twisted, reshaped by the kaleidoscope of colors and the pulsing, insistent words.

“You are a cow.”

“Your purpose is to serve.”

“You want to get milked.”

“You want to be bred.”

The phrases repeat, over and over, burrowing deeper into my psyche with each iteration. I struggle to hold onto my identity, my sense of self, but it’s slipping away. Who am I? Why am I here? The questions fade as quickly as they form, drowned out by the color. There’s only the swirling colors, the thundering music, and the words.

“Surrender...”

“Submit...”

“Obey...”

It keeps going. This has been my whole life. My entire existence. There was nothing before this. There’s nothing after this. I’ve been trapped in this sea of color and sound forever. I’ll never escape.

The colors turn white and that’s the last thing I see. Like a switch was thrown, I black out instantly.


Chapter three


When I wake, my body feels out of whack. I’m sore. My front is heavy, and sitting up is impossible. Strangely, I feel empty, aching. My hips roll before I know what I’m doing, and I realize I’m seeking friction. I’m so needy it hurts. I try to reach between my legs, but I’m stopped cold. My hands are wrapped in strange leather mitts so that I don’t have fingers anymore. Much more pressing is the metal and leather belt running between my legs, barring access to my aching pussy.

I moan around my gag, trying desperately to rub through the metal.

I thrash against the restraints, desperate for relief, but it’s no use. The belt is unyielding, denying me any satisfaction. My mind feels foggy, and I’m struggling to piece together how I got here or why I’m in this state. All I know is the burning need coursing through my body.

Footsteps approach, and I look up to see Winn entering the room. He smiles, a predatory gleam in his eyes. I don’t know how his name, or why I’m afraid of that sick smile.

“Well, well. Look who’s finally awake. How are you feeling, cow?”

I whimper around the gag, unable to form words. Part of me wants to scream at him, to demand answers, but another part - a growing, insistent part - just wants to beg for his touch.

He runs a hand over my newly bald head, then down to cup one of my swollen breasts. I arch into his hand, moaning. My mind feels like mud, and it’s a struggle to form coherent thoughts.

Winn chuckles. “Don’t worry, you’ll get used to the new hardware soon enough. Those udders look nice and full - I bet you’re aching for a milking, aren’t you?”

At his words, I become acutely aware of the heaviness in my chest. I glance down to see two massive, swaying breasts, far larger than what I remember having before. They’re swollen and tender, and I realize with a jolt that they’re leaking milk.

“Stay right there,” he orders, and I find myself frozen in place. I can’t move an inch. Winn returns a moment later, rolling some sort of contraption into the room.

“On all fours, put that ass in the air,” he says, and I obey instantly. It’s a reflex. I don’t even have time to process the command before it’s done. I sit still as he attaches two tubes to my breasts, suctioning them painfully tight. A whimper slips out, and he laughs before he throws the switch. The machine whirrs to life and the tension is unbearable at first. I want to squirm, I want to scream. The pressure builds in my chest so tight, and then suddenly, sweet relief as it begins to drain my milk.

Desire spirals through me, starting at my breasts and going through my core. I whimper, shifting my hips in my distress.

Winn laughs.

“Wait until you’re empty. Then we’ll see about what you deserve.”

I hate how much I like the sound of that. I rub my thighs together, desperate. The longer it goes on, the emptier I feel. It’s maddening.

The milking machine continues its relentless suction, drawing every last drop from my swollen breasts. I moan and whimper, overwhelmed by the intense sensations. My mind struggles to make sense of what’s happening, but all I can focus on is the building pressure between my legs.

Winn circles me slowly, drinking in the sight of my predicament. “That’s it, let it all out,” he croons. “Good little Hucow.”

After what feels like an eternity, the machine finally slows to a stop. My breasts feel lighter, but the ache in my empty core has only intensified. I look up at Winn with pleading eyes, silently begging for relief.

The bastard smirks at me, barking out a laugh. He detaches the milk cups and pushes the machine to the corner, out of the way. Then, to my surprise, he takes my gag off.

“What do you remember?” he asks.

I open my mouth to respond, but stop short. I don’t remember anything. I know his name his Winn. I know I’m a Hucow. But I don’t know anything else.

“I’m a Hucow,” I say, the words clumsy on my tongue.

“Yes, you are. You did a bad thing, a very thing bad. And you need to be punished. Do you remember that?”

I shake my head.

“You stole. You were a bad girl, so now you have to pay the price. So you’re going to spend the rest of your days here with me, as my personal Hucow. Only good Hucows get to come, so you have to show me you can be a good Hucow.”

Tears well in my eyes as I realize he isn’t going to do anything about my aching, needy pussy, and he laughs again.

“Do you want to know how to be a good Hucow?” he asks.

“Yes,” I say eagerly, nodding.

“Yes, Master,” Winn corrects.

I hate him so much and I don’t even know why.

“Yes, Master.”

“To be a good Hucow, it’s not enough to do as you’re told. You have to be eager and want to please your Master. Twice a day, I’ll come in here to feed you. You have to show me how sorry you are, how you want to be good. Every day you’re going to beg me to me to milk you. You’re going to beg me to fuck you. You’re going to suck my cock like a good girl. And you’re going to do anything else I tell you. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Good,” Winn says, taking his dick out. The sight of it sends a throb through me, and I want nothing more for him to bury it inside of me.

“Now open up.”

I hesitate for just a moment, a flicker of resistance passing through me. But the ache between my legs and the fog in my mind quickly overpowers any lingering doubts. I open my mouth obediently, my tongue lolling out in anticipation.

Winn grins wickedly and steps forward, pressing the tip of his cock against my lips. “That’s it,” he murmurs. “Show me how sorry you are. Show me what a good little Hucow you can be.”

I lean forward eagerly, taking him into my mouth. The taste and feel of him on my tongue sends a jolt of pleasure through my body. I moan around his length, desperate for more.

“Look at me while you suck,” Winn commands. I raise my eyes to meet his, seeing the cruel satisfaction in his gaze. “Good girl. Now use that tongue.”

My tongue swirls around his shaft as I bob my head, taking him deeper with each pass. I moan around his length; the vibrations making him groan with pleasure. Drool runs down my chin as I work to please him. My core aches with need, but I try my best to ignore it.

Winn grabs the back of my bald head roughly, beginning to fuck my mouth. He hits the back of my throat and I gag, but he doesn’t give me a moment to recover. He just picks up the pace as I choke. I struggle to breathe, but he doesn’t let up, not for one second. He’s fast and rough, and my jaw aches by the time he climaxes, forcing me to swallow every drop. Only then does he let me go, and I cough and sputter as I try to catch my breath. Winn chuckles, pacing around and reaching to grab a handful of my ass, kneading the globes roughly. Then he grinds his hand over the belt, teasing me so I moan, my hips arching into him like a cat.

“If you want me to unlock you, you’ll have to earn it,” he says firmly and I whimper. “I’m going to go get your feed. I want you to put your nose on the ground and your ass in the air. Stay like that until I get back.”

I comply instantly, dropping my head and pressing my ass upwards. He’s gone a long time, so long my legs quiver and my muscles tremble. I want to rub my thighs together. I want to rock. Try anything to find the friction I so badly need. But I don’t. I stay still, shaking with the effort.

It feels like a lifetime later when the door finally opens. Winn deposits a tray of food on the ground in front of me.

“Eat,” he orders.

I stare at the tray for a moment before lowering my head, beginning to lick up the slop. And it is slop, it looks like oatmeal. Chunky, thick, and bland. Winn watches until I finish every drop.

Almost instantly, my arousal goes to the next level. My hips begin to rock. I can’t stop them. I’m whimpering with need, my arousal leaking out around the metal between my legs, soaking my thighs. I’m dripping. Desperate.

Winn laughs at me again.

“Well, well,” Winn says, circling me slowly. “Looks like someone’s feeling frisky. That feed really gets you going, doesn’t it?”

I whimper and nod, unable to form words through the haze of lust. My hips continue to rock involuntarily, seeking any kind of friction or relief. My pussy aches. It’s so empty it hurts.

“Beg me,” Winn commands, his voice low and dangerous. “Beg me to touch you, to fuck you. Show me how desperate you are.”

“Please,” I gasp out, my voice hoarse and needy. “Please, Master. I need you. I need to be touched, to be fucked. Please, I’ll do anything. I’m sorry for being bad. I’ll be good, I promise. Just please, please touch me.”

Winn grins, clearly enjoying my desperation. He reaches down and runs his hand along my flank, the touch light and teasing. I lean into him and get slapped on the ass for my trouble.

“Please,” I whimper. “Please, Master. I need... I need...”

“What do you need, cow?” he asks, his voice thick with amusement.

“I need to come,” I sob. “Please, Master. I’ll do anything. I’ll be so good. Just please, please let me come.”

Winn circles me slowly, drinking in my desperation. “Anything, you say? Are you sure about that?”

“Yes!” I cry out. “Anything, Master. Please!”

Winn stops in front of me, considering. “Alright then. If you want to come so badly, you’re going to have to earn it.”

He reaches down and unlocks the chastity belt, sliding it off. I gasp as cool air hits my overheated flesh. My pussy clenches around nothing, desperate to be filled.

“Don’t move,” Winn orders as he walks away. I hear him rummaging through drawers, but I keep my eyes forward, not daring to look. When he returns, he’s holding something, but I can’t see what it is.

“Since you say you’ll do anything,” he says with a wicked grin, “let’s see just how much you mean that.”

He moves behind me and I feel something cold and hard pressing against my ass. I tense up instinctively.

“Relax,” Winn orders, and my body complies instantly, as if I’ve been sedated. He drags the plug through my soaked folds, coating it in my arousal before he begins to work it into the tight virgin hole. I whimper and moan as he forces it inside. The stretch hurts so badly, but somehow also feels good. My toes curl as the pleasure sweeps through me, overwhelming the pain. Once its fully seated inside, Winn lets go, running his hands over my flanks.

Then, to my horror, I feel the metal being locked back into place.

I can’t help it. I cry out.

“No!”

That gets me hit for real, more than a spank. It’s a painful slap that’s going to leave a bruise on my hip. It knocks me onto my belly.

“Bad cow,” Winn snaps, locking me back into my chastity belt. “You’ve got a long way to go to prove yourself to me. I was going to unlock you in a few hours to see how you handle the plug, but I think you need to wear it overnight.”

I moan again, shaking my head, and Winn just scoffs. He stalks out of the room.

“Bad cow,” he repeats.

I sob as I lay there.


Chapter four


Ilie there in agony, my body betraying me with every movement. Each shift sends the plug deeper, making me gasp as it rubs against sensitive nerves I never knew existed. The metal belt presses cruelly against my swollen, needy sex, denying me even the slightest relief.

Hours pass. Maybe days. Time has no meaning anymore in this small room. My breasts begin to swell again, filling with milk until they ache and leak, soaking the sawdust beneath me. I whimper, rolling onto my back to ease the pressure, but it only makes the plug shift inside me, sending sparks of unwanted pleasure through my core.

My thighs are slick with arousal that has nowhere to go.

The door finally opens. Winn stands there, watching me with that predatory smile.

“Look at you,” he says with a smirk. “Pathetic.”

I don’t argue. I can’t. He’s right. I am pathetic—desperate and needy and willing to do anything for his touch.

“Please, Master,” I whisper, my voice cracking. “I’m sorry. I’ll do whatever you want.”

Winn studies me for a long moment, his eyes traveling over my trembling body. “Whatever I want, hm? We’ll see about that.”

He approaches slowly, deliberately, like a predator stalking wounded prey. His boots crunch as he circles me. I turn my head to follow his movement, desperate not to lose sight of him.

“Your udders need draining,” he observes clinically. “But I’m wondering if you’ve learned your lesson yet.”

I nod frantically, desperately. “Yes, Master. Please. They hurt so much.”

He kneels beside me, running a calloused finger over one swollen nipple. The simple touch sends a jolt through me so intensely that I arch my back, moaning shamelessly.

“Pathetic,” he repeats, but there’s satisfaction in his voice now. “Up on all fours, cow.”

I scramble to obey, moving onto all fours despite the discomfort of the plug shifting inside me. My arms tremble with the effort of supporting my weight, and milk drips steadily from my swollen breasts onto the sawdust below. Tears of desperation leak down my cheeks.

Winn brings the milking machine over again, attaching the cups to my aching nipples. I gasp as they seal around me, anticipating the relief that will come. When he flips the switch, the suction begins, drawing the milk from me in rhythmic pulses. I moan, my head dropping forward as the pressure in my chest begins to ease.

“That’s it,” Winn murmurs, running his hand down my spine. “Good little Hucow.”

He circles behind me, and I feel his fingers tracing the edge where the chastity belt meets my flesh.

“You’ve been leaking all over my floor,” he observes, his voice low. “Making a mess like a filthy animal.”

“I’m sorry, Master,” I whisper, my voice barely audible over the sound of the machine.

“Sorry doesn’t clean my floor,” he says, his voice hardening. “But I might be willing to unlock you if you can convince me you’ve learned your lesson.”

The milking machine continues its relentless rhythm, drawing every drop from my swollen breasts. With each pull, waves of pleasure radiate through my body, intensifying the ache between my legs. I’m so empty there, so needy, I can barely think straight.

“Please, Master,” I beg, my voice breaking. “I’ll be good. I’ll be so good for you.”

Winn’s hand slides up my spine to grip the back of my neck, forcing my face down into the sawdust. I breathe in the woody scent, feeling it stick to my tear-dampened cheeks.

He moves to face me, unzipping his pants. His cock springs free, already hard. “Show me,” he commands, grabbing me roughly around the neck, forcing me to look up at him.

I open my mouth eagerly, pushing myself back up, desperate to please him. He shoves himself inside without warning, hitting the back of my throat so hard I choke.

I manage to control my gag reflex this time, relaxing my throat as he pushes deeper. Tears stream down my face, but I work my tongue along his shaft, hollowing my cheeks with suction. The milking machine continues its relentless rhythm on my breasts while I service him, creating a strange harmony of sensations that leaves me dizzy.

“That’s it,” Winn groans, his grip tightening. “Fucking take it all.”

My jaw aches as he uses my mouth roughly, but I don’t resist. I can’t. Something inside me has shifted, broken, rearranged. I want to please him. Need to please him. The thought of his approval sends another gush of wetness between my thighs, soaking around the unyielding metal belt.

When he finally pulls out, I chase his cock with my tongue, not wanting to lose him, but I’m not quick enough. He comes with a groan, spraying all over my face. I pant like an animal, trying to catch my breath.

The machine finishes draining my breasts, leaving them lighter but somehow more sensitive.

“I think you’re ready for the next step in your training,” he says.

My breasts feel lighter, but the emptiness only makes the other hunger more acute. My hips are rocking despite my efforts to stay still. He detaches the cups from my nipples, giving me a look I can’t decipher.

Winn moves behind me, his hands tracing the curve of my spine. I hear a key turn in a lock. The small metallic click as it opens sounds like salvation. I nearly sob with relief as he removes it, cool air hitting my swollen, soaked flesh.

I exhale shakily, feeling cool air against my swollen, sensitive flesh.

“Don’t move,” he warns, his voice low.

I freeze, trembling with need and anticipation. His fingers trace the base of the plug still lodged inside me, giving it a slight twist that makes me gasp.

“We’re going to play a little game,” he says, his breath hot against my ear. “If you can stay perfectly still while I fuck you, I’ll let you come. If you move even an inch without permission, you go back in the belt for a week. Understand?”

“Yes, Master,” I whisper, my voice barely audible.

He circles behind me, his boots crunching through sawdust. I feel his hands on my ass, spreading me open, examining me like livestock. One finger traces the rim where the plug stretches me wide, and I whimper.

“This stays in,” he says, tapping the plug.

I feel the head of his cock pressing against my entrance, sliding through my dripping folds.

Winn slides the head of his cock up and down my slit, coating himself in my wetness. “So wet,” he growls. “Like a bitch in heat.”

I bite my lip hard, fighting the instinct to thrust back against him. The struggle is excruciating—to remain perfectly still while every nerve ending in my body screams for movement, for friction, for release.

Every muscle in my body strains against the instinct to push back, to impale myself on him.

“Please,” I whisper, the word escaping before I can stop it.

“Please what?” Winn asks, his voice dripping with mock innocence.

“Please fuck me, Master,” I manage, my voice breaking with need.

“Good girl,” Winn murmurs, his voice thick with satisfaction as he slides into me inch by torturous inch.

My inner walls clench around him desperately, but I keep my hips locked in place, trembling with the effort. The plug in my ass makes everything tighter, more intense. Each sensation magnified beyond reason as he fills me completely.

“So fucking tight,” he groans, gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. “Your cunt was made for this.”

He begins to move, slowly at first, then building to a punishing rhythm. I’m shaking, tears streaming down my face as pleasure builds to an unbearable peak. The plug shifts with each of his thrusts, creating a fullness I’ve never experienced. The sensations make my vision blur, my reality fracturing at the edges. I’m close, so close, but I don’t dare move. I keep my body rigid, my muscles screaming in protest as pleasure builds to an unbearable crescendo.

“Good cow,” Winn pants, his rhythm growing erratic. “Taking it so well. Maybe you deserve to come after all.”

His words send a fresh wave of arousal through me. The thought of finally getting release after so long makes me dizzy with need.

“Master,” I gasp, “I can’t—I need—“

“Not yet,” he snarls, his pace quickening. “Not until I say.”

One of his hands slides around to find my clit, circling it roughly. The touch is like electricity, making me jolt before I can stop myself.

“I said don’t move,” he growls, slapping my ass hard enough to leave a handprint. “One more chance.”

I freeze again, a sob catching in my throat. I’m so close, balanced on the knife-edge of pleasure and pain. His cock fills me so completely that I can feel every vein, every pulse. The plug makes everything tighter, more intense.

“One more chance,” he warns, his fingers returning to my clit, circling it more gently this time. “Fail me again, and you go back in the belt.”

I bite my lip so hard I taste blood, focusing all my willpower on staying motionless as he works my body. His cock pounds into me relentlessly while his fingers play me like an instrument. The plug fills me from behind, leaving no empty space, no relief from the overwhelming sensations.

“That’s it,” he murmurs. “Good little Hucow. So obedient now.”

Pressure builds inside me, a tidal wave threatening to make me fall apart.

“Beg me,” he demands, his voice rough with exertion. “Beg me to let you come.”

“Please,” I sob, the word barely recognizable through my gasps. “Please, Master, let me come. I need it so badly. I’ll be good, I promise. I’ll be your perfect cow. Please, please, please—“

His rhythm grows punishing, each thrust driving the air from my lungs. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh fills the small shed, mingling with my desperate pleas. His fingers work my clit with cruel precision, building the pressure until I’m certain I’ll shatter into a million pieces.

“Come for me,” he finally growls. “Now.”

The permission breaks something inside me. I scream as pleasure tears through my body, my inner walls clamping down around his cock in violent spasms. The orgasm is unlike anything I’ve ever experienced—brutal, all-consuming, endless. Wave after wave crashes over me, each more intense than the last. My vision goes white, then black at the edges. I’m drowning in sensation, lost in a sea of pleasure so intense it borders on pain.

Winn groans behind me, his hips stuttering as he empties himself inside me. I feel his release, hot and pulsing, filling me completely. I feel every pulse, every twitch as he fills me, marking me from the inside. The feeling triggers another orgasm, smaller but no less intense, wringing every drop of pleasure from my body.

For a moment, there’s only our ragged breathing and the scent of sex hanging heavy in the air. My arms finally give out, and I collapse onto the sawdust.


Chapter five


Winn leaves me lying there, discarded. He lights a cigarette, watching me from the other side of the shed as my body twitches with aftershocks.

“Stay,” he says, like I’m some kind of pet. My limbs tremble with the effort of holding myself up. I don’t think he cares. I hear a door creak open, then slam shut. He’s gone, just like that, leaving me panting and used, the taste of him still in my mouth.

Minutes later, Winn returns with a tray of food. He sets it in front of me with a look of indifference. “Eat,” he commands, snapping his fingers. The sound jolts through me like electricity. My instincts take over, shameless and degrading, as I scramble back onto all fours. I bury my face into the bowl, licking up the sloppy, soupy mush like an animal. I don’t even know what it is, but I know I need it.

Before I’ve even finished eating, the need begins to swell inside me again. The heat. The desperation. It’s all I can think about as I gulp down the last bits of food. My hips rock and I shift uncomfortably, feeling empty already. My pussy aches to be filled. How can I be so needy again, so soon? I choke back a sob and keep eating, face buried in the unknown meal like a pig at a trough.

The bowl is empty, and the feed hits me in full force. The need consumes me, filling every part of my mind with its greedy demands. I struggle to concentrate, to stay still, but my body convulses, throbbing around the emptiness. Winn watches me with a smirk, like he knows exactly what’s happening. Because he does.

“Something wrong, cow?” he taunts, taking a drag off his cigarette. He gives me a cocky smile. “Doc’s new feed formula works wonders, doesn’t it?”

I whimper in response.

“It’s got all kinds of good stuff in it,” Winn continues, blowing smoke toward me. “Hormones to keep those udders full, nutrients to keep you healthy, and a special little cocktail to keep you...” he gestures at my trembling thighs, “...cooperative.”

I shake my head, trying to clear the fog of lust that’s already reclaiming my mind. This isn’t right. I shouldn’t be this desperate again so quickly. But my body betrays me, hips rolling, seeking friction that isn’t there. I try to fight it, to cling to some semblance of dignity, but the emptiness inside me grows with each passing second. My breasts start to feel heavy again already, filling with milk at an unnatural rate.

“Please,” I whisper, hating myself for begging but unable to stop. “Please, Master.”

Winn laughs, a cruel sound that echoes off the wooden walls.

“Already? Greedy little cow.” He circles me slowly, boots crunching through sawdust. “You think you deserve to be fucked again so soon?”

Suddenly his hand is on my back, forcing me down into the sawdust. My face smacks into the tray. Winn kicks at my legs, spreading them wide so I’m splayed out for him. He drags his other hand through my soaking wet folds, giving me the stimulation I need so badly. I whimper.

“No,” he says cruelly. “You don’t deserve it.”

I feel the straps start to wrap around my hips again, and a desperate need fills me, panic and horror overwhelming sense. I can’t let him lock me up again. I need to be filled too badly. My hips buck and I start to thrash.

It’s the wrong thing to do.

Winn’s hand cracks across my ass with blinding force. I yelp, freezing in place. Pain blooms, hot and sharp, but it only makes the ache between my legs worse.

“Bad cow,” he snarls, his fingers digging into my flesh. “Very bad cow.”

I freeze instantly, terror cutting through the haze of lust. I’ve made a terrible mistake.

“You think you get to decide what happens to this body? You think you have any say at all?”

“No, Master,” I whimper, tears streaming down my face. “I’m sorry, Master.”

I whimper as he continues securing the chastity belt around my hips, the cold metal pressing against my swollen, aching flesh. The plug shifts inside me as he tightens the straps, sending unwanted sparks of pleasure up my spine. When he locks it with a definitive click, I let out a broken sob.

“Please,” I whisper, my voice cracking. “I’m sorry, Master. I’ll be good.”

“Not good enough,” he growls, reaching for something I can’t see. There’s a metallic click, and then something cold circles my neck. A collar. He fastens it tight—not enough to choke me, but enough that I’ll never forget its presence.

“Since you can’t behave, we’ll have to try a different approach.”

He walks to a corner of the shed I hadn’t noticed before, returning with a strange-looking contraption. It’s some kind of harness with straps and buckles, and I can’t quite make out its purpose until he starts fitting it around my head.

“Open,” he commands, and I part my lips automatically. A rubber bit is forced between my teeth, pressing my tongue down. Straps secure it behind my head and under my chin, rendering me completely mute except for muffled whimpers.

“Much better,” Winn says with satisfaction, stepping back to admire his work. “Now you look like the animal you truly are.”

My cheeks burn with humiliation as he attaches a leash to my collar, tugging it experimentally. The bit in my mouth forces me to drool, saliva running down my chin and onto the sawdust floor. I can’t wipe it away with my mittened hands.

“Up,” he orders, yanking hard on the leash. He drags me to the corner and hooks it to a metal ring embedded in the wall.

“You’re going to stay here and think about what you’ve done,” Winn says, his voice eerily calm now. “No more milking until tomorrow. Maybe longer, depending on your attitude.”

I make a whimpering sound, trying to beg with my eyes what I can’t say with my gagged mouth. My breasts already feel heavy, filling rapidly with milk that will have nowhere to go. The thought of spending hours like this—plugged, belted, and unmilked—makes me tremble with dread.

Winn seems to read my thoughts, his lips curving into a cruel smile. “That’s right. By morning, those udders will be so swollen you’ll be crying. Maybe then you’ll learn your place.”

He runs a hand over my bald head in a mockery of affection, then turns to leave. The door slams behind him, and I’m left alone in the dim shed, tethered to the wall like an animal.

Hours pass. The ache in my breasts grows unbearable. They swell visibly, becoming hot and tender to the touch, engorged with milk that has nowhere to go. I moan around the bit gag, drool pooling beneath me in a sad puddle that mixes with the milk dripping from my nipples. I whimper and moan, but there’s nothing I can do. My leash is so short I can’t even lie down.

It’s going to be a long night.


Chapter six


The night stretches on endlessly, a cruel and unrelenting torment. It must be hours, but feels like weeks. Time loses all meaning. The need builds and builds until it consumes me entirely, the agony never relenting. I can’t take it. I can’t survive it. I sob around the bit, but it solves nothing. There is no relief. By the time morning comes, I’m nearly insane with desperation. My breasts feel impossibly swollen, throbbing with pain as they drip milk onto the floor, leaving the sawdust soggy beneath me. The metal biting into my flesh is constant, unyielding. I can’t think of anything except how badly I need, how desperately I need it all. I groan, trying to find some kind of friction. My mind is fractured, lost to the need and the pain and the shame.

I’m like this when Winn enters the shed, used up and broken into something barely human.

“Looks like you’ve had a rough night, cow,” he says, the amusement clear in his voice.

I whimper at him, my eyes full of tears. He gives me a wicked, cruel smirk and I duck my head.

“I brought you a surprise,” he says in a way that makes me certain I won’t like what he has planned.

He grabs me by the collar, forcing me to sit up on my knees as he pins me against the wall. The wood is rough against my sensitive breasts, and I moan my distress, which just seems to amuse him.

Then he turns to unlocking the belt, and hope fills me. My heart leaps into my throat. Winn can tell how excited I am, because he only laughs.

“No, not that. You’re still a bad cow. You don’t deserve to get fucked.”

The belt unlocking still sounds like a chorus of angels.

Then something hard and rubbery slides through my arousal soaked folds. I can’t see what it is, but I feel it press against my entrance, larger than I expected. Panic and excitement mingle in my blood as Winn pushes it inside me with slow, deliberate pressure. It stretches me wide, wider than his cock did, and I moan around the bit gag as it fills me completely. I hate how my hips instinctively roll to take it deeper.

“There we go,” Winn says, patting my flank like I’m livestock. “That should keep you company.”

I whimper as he adjusts it, pushing it deeper until it’s seated fully inside me. It’s so large that I feel impossibly full, stretched to my limit.

Before I can process what’s happening, I feel him reattaching the chastity belt, locking the dildo inside me. It fills me completely, pressing against every sensitive spot, but it’s static—immovable, unable to provide the friction I so desperately crave.

“This is special,” he explains, tapping something that makes the dildo suddenly vibrate to life inside me. The sensation is immediate and overwhelming, making my knees buckle as pleasure shoots through my core. I moan around the bit gag, drool running freely down my chin.

“It has three settings,” Winn explains casually, as if discussing the weather. “Low, which is what you’re feeling now. Medium, which might actually get you off if you’re lucky. And high, which will drive you absolutely insane.” He adjusts something and the vibrations intensify, making me cry out around the gag. My body trembles uncontrollably as the sensation builds, pleasure coiling tight in my abdomen.

“Here’s the fun part,” Winn continues, his voice thick with cruel amusement. “It’s remote controlled. I can change the intensity whenever I want, from anywhere in the facility.” He holds up a small device with buttons. “And it has one more special feature.”

He presses another button, and suddenly the dildo begins to expand inside me, stretching me even further. I scream around the gag, my eyes rolling back as the pressure builds to an almost unbearable point before stopping.

“It can grow bigger or smaller at my command,” Winn explains, watching my reaction with obvious pleasure. “Perfect for training a cow’s holes to take whatever size it needs to take.”

The vibrations suddenly increase again. My back arches involuntarily, a muffled cry escaping around the gag as pleasure spikes through me. My thighs tremble, muscles clenching around the intrusion as I’m brought to the edge of climax—only for the vibrations to cut off completely, leaving me gasping and desperate.

Winn laughs at my distress. “See? Fun, isn’t it?”

He moves to my front, unclipping the leash from the wall. I slump forward, relieved to be free from my tethered position, but he immediately yanks me back to all fours.

“Time for your morning milking,” he announces, leading me by the collar to the center of the room. My limbs shake with each step, the massive dildo shifting inside me, creating sparks of pleasure that lead nowhere. “These udders look ready to burst.”

He’s right—my breasts are swollen beyond recognition, veined and leaking steadily as he drags me across the stall.

The milking machine sits ready, its tubes dangling like hungry mouths waiting to feed. Winn positions me on all fours again, forcing my back to arch unnaturally. My swollen breasts hang heavy, aching for release. When he attaches the suction cups, I cry out around the gag, the sensation almost too much for my oversensitized nipples.

“Beautiful,” he murmurs, running a hand over my back as he starts the machine. The familiar rhythmic suction begins, drawing milk from my engorged breasts. The relief is immediate and intense, drawing a long, muffled moan from behind my gag.

As the pressure in my breasts begins to ease, Winn reactivates the vibrator inside me. I groan and my hips buck up. The vibrations start low, a dull hum that sends shivers through my core, then suddenly ramp up to medium. I jerk forward, nearly pulling away from the milking machine. Winn’s hand clamps down on the back of my neck, forcing me to stay in position.

“Stay still, cow,” he growls. “Or I’ll turn it off and leave you like this all day.”

I whimper around the gag, fighting to keep my body from writhing as the feelings overwhelm me—the rhythmic pulling at my nipples, the relentless vibrations inside my stuffed pussy. Pleasure builds in slow, torturous waves, bringing me to the edge only to recede before I can topple over. Tears stream down my face, mixing with the drool that continues to leak around the bit gag.

The milking machine draws the pressure from my breasts, and it’s the only relief I have.

Winn circles me as the machine works, his boots crunching through the sawdust. Occasionally, he adjusts the settings on the remote, making the vibrator pulse or intensify without warning. Each time, I jerk and moan around the gag, my body betraying me with its desperate responses.

“Your milk production is impressive,” he notes clinically, checking the collection bottles attached to the machine. “Better than most of our cows manage in their first week. Your body was made for this.”

I want to scream, to rage against him, but all that comes out is a muffled whimper. The machine continues its relentless rhythm, drawing every drop of milk from my swollen breasts while the vibrator inside me keeps me balanced on the knife-edge of pleasure without release.

When my breasts are finally empty, Winn turns off the machine with a click. The sudden absence of suction leaves me off balance, unprepared for the shock of losing the only relief I had. My body tips sideways, and I cry out as Winn undoes the cups and the vibrations fill the void left by the milking. I topple over, writhing now that I’m free to react to the onslaught of pleasure consuming me. The static, relentless pressure inside me becomes a thousand times more intense without the machine’s distraction. I’m frantic, my body a tangle of needs and sensations that can’t find release. Every time I get close, the vibrations let up, leaving me a trembling, frustrated mess. I let myself sob freely, overwhelmed by how desperately I need it all.

Winn steps back, watching me squirm and shake on the floor, his face a mask of cruel satisfaction. “How’s it feel, huh? Like riding that edge?” He taps the device in his hand, and the dildo flares to life again, swelling larger inside me. The sudden pressure makes me cry out, my body clenching around the intrusion as it threatens to drive me out of my mind. The vibrations crank up to medium, spinning my fractured thoughts into chaos. I thrash in the sawdust, barely human, unable to think of anything but the unbearable desperation.

“Maybe I’ll just watch you for a while,” Winn muses, circling me like a predator with his prey. “See how long you can take it before you break.” The vibrations suddenly cut out again, leaving me gasping. My back arches, seeking any kind of friction as tears spill down my cheeks. I’m nothing but want, pure and raw and all-consuming.

He laughs at my distress, and the vibrations start up again, taunting me with their rhythm. I can’t survive this. I can’t take this. The shameful truth is that I need it to go on.

I lose control and sob as the vibrating dildo won’t let me reach climax.

Winn kneels down next to me, his hand patting my face softly.

“A week, I think. That should teach you your lesson.”


Chapter seven


This is hell. The despair is all-consuming, leaving me nothing to hold on to except the agony. I can’t sleep. My body rebels against it, vibrating and trembling and crying from the overwhelm. I pass out sometimes, but it’s not restful. It’s fitful and plagued with terrible dreams, and every time I wake up, it’s with a choked sob and tears streaming down my face. The pressure is too much. Winn comes by the shed twice a day to feed me and milk me, but he won’t touch me, no matter how I moan and beg. He watches every humiliating moment without saying a word, knowing what it’s doing to me. Even the low hum of the vibrations is enough to leave me writhing, just out of reach, desperately arching and bucking my hips to find friction. Each time I try to plead with him, he spanks me hard and replaces my bit, leaving my cries of pain and need barely audible.

Time loses all meaning as it stretches into a blur of pure suffering. I know it’s only a week, but it feels like lifetimes. There’s nothing pleasurable about this. It’s pain and need and shame, and it’s enough to break me. The vibrations taunt me with an unbearable, relentless rhythm.

Winn watches as I slowly lose my mind with a smile.

***

Finally, blessedly, I feel the vibrations stop. It takes a moment for the sensation to register, and I’m almost sure it’s a trick, a cruel new way to taunt me. I whimper, unsure what to make of it, as my body is still and silent for the first time in what feels like a lifetime. I lay there, hardly daring to breathe, terrified it will start up again. Tears run freely down my face, but for once, they’re tears of relief.

Winn comes into the shed, bending down to look at me with dark amusement in his eyes. I’m terrified of what he has planned next, what new cruelty he’ll think of now that he’s pushed me this far. He clips a leash to my collar and yanks it hard, forcing me up to my feet without a single word. I crumple immediately back onto all fours, body too weak and frail to do anything else, and I tremble as he pulls me forward. The familiar signs of the milk machine are nowhere to be seen. It should comfort me, but the empty space is more frightening than anything. It means he has something else in mind.

Instead of the machine, for the first time, he leads me out of the stall. The sudden change scares me so much that I try to stop my unsteady legs from moving. I let out a desperate cry, but Winn jerks impatiently on the leash, the force of it almost choking me.

“It’s time to breed you,” he announces with a flat, cutting finality, giving me another cold, satisfied smile as he jerks me forward and marches me out across the yard. The shock of his words splits through me, almost making me collapse as he drags me over the dirt. I can hardly crawl. I have no energy. My limbs are weak and my body has no strength left from the torment. Trying to keep up with him is exhausting, and I lag behind no matter how hard I try. We cross what seems like the entire ranch, and I see the sun for what feels like the first time in a lifetime. It blinds me, the light overwhelming to eyes that have only known darkness. I stumble and blink and fall, but Winn just pulls me harder, like a farmer with a stubborn animal. Then we go back into a building, and he takes me into what feels like a small arena. My heart pounds at the sight of it. It’s new, unknown, and that makes it terrifying. A leather padded table sits in the middle, the surface large and ominous. Winn forces me up on it on my belly, strapping me down harshly before I can even register what’s happening. Leather bites into my wrists, pulling tight until I can’t move at all. My legs are next, then my neck, strapped down with cold efficiency. I whimper as he removes the belt. I feel sticky and disgusting, and still a moan slips out as he pulls the toy free from my grasping heat. Then he removes the plug in my ass, and for the first time in ages, I am blessedly, achingly, empty. Winn adds another strap over my hips, holding me tight and open for anyone to see.

He steps around to my front, and he undoes my bit before holding a bottle to my lips.

“Special formula,” he says. “Drink up.”

He gives me no choice, pinching my nose closed so I can’t breathe, and I have no option but to choke it down as quickly as possible. Then he puts the gag back in my mouth, muzzling my sounds.

“She’ll be ready in a few minutes. She reacts fast,” he shouts to someone I can’t see.

The formula hits my bloodstream like liquid fire. Whatever it is, it sears through me, igniting every nerve ending with such force that I convulse against the restraints. My vision swims, blurring at the edges as heat explodes in my core. It’s worse than the vibrator—so much worse—because now there’s nothing inside me to ease the desperate emptiness.

I hear boots on concrete, multiple sets approaching from behind. Men’s voices, laughing and crude. My heart pounds with terror even as my body betrays me, my hips straining upward against the restraints, seeking contact.

“This your special cow?” someone asks. Not Winn. A new voice.

“Yeah,” Winn replies. “Fresh import. Been conditioning her for a week. This is her first and only time out of the shed.”

“She looks ready,” another voice chuckles. “Look at her squirm.”

I feel rough hands on my ass, spreading me open. I whimper around the gag, my body betraying me as it responds to the touch with a fresh gush of wetness. The drug they gave me makes every sensation a thousand times more intense. I can feel the air against my skin like a caress, the leather straps like burning brands.

“She’s soaked,” one of the men comments. “Dripping like a faucet.”

“Told you,” Winn’s voice is smug, satisfied. “She’s been my special project.”

Someone runs a finger down my spine, and I arch into the touch involuntarily. My skin feels electrified, hypersensitive. I hate how much my body craves contact, any contact.

I feel someone else position himself behind me, the blunt head of his cock pressing against my entrance. I should be fighting, screaming, doing anything to stop this. Instead, my treacherous body arches toward him, desperate for relief from the burning need consuming me from within.

He slams into me with brutal force, bottoming out in one thrust. I scream around the gag, the sound muffled.

The sensation is overwhelming—pleasure and pain twining together until I can’t tell them apart. The man grips my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh as he sets a punishing pace. Each thrust sends shockwaves through my overstimulated body, dragging me closer to the edge I’ve been denied for so long.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” the man groans, his voice strained. “You weren’t kidding, Winn.”

I can’t see anything but the padded table beneath me, can’t move against the restraints holding me immobile for their use. I’m nothing but a vessel for their pleasure, and the worst part is how my body responds to it—clenching hungrily around the invading cock, welcoming the violation like its salvation.

He explodes inside me, groaning out his release as he fills me with seed.

“Who’s next?” Winn asks. “We’re not stopping until she’s pregnant.”

My body shudders as the first man pulls out, his seed dripping down my thighs. I have no time to process what’s happening before another takes his place, thrusting into me with even greater force. The drug courses through my system like liquid lightning, making every nerve ending scream. My mind fractures further with each brutal thrust.

“Damn, she’s responsive,” the new man grunts, his fingers digging painfully into my hips. “Look at her taking it.”

I feel tears streaming down my face, soaking into the gag. The worst part isn’t what's happening—it’s how my body responds to it, how I can feel myself tightening around this stranger’s cock, how close I am to the edge.

“Fucking hell,” he grunts, slapping my ass hard enough to leave a handprint. “She’s milking my cock already.”

My body betrays me completely, clenching around him as pleasure builds despite my horror. Tears run down my face even as I tip into a climax that makes me quiver and clamp down on the cock impaling me. I hear laughter from the men as my body convulses, my muffled screams turning to pathetic moans as the waves of unwanted pleasure crash through me.

“Look at her milk-makers bounce,” someone else says.

A hand snakes beneath me, rough fingers pinching my nipples until I cry out around the gag. Milk streams down in thin rivulets, spattering onto the leather beneath me as the man behind me speeds up, his rhythm growing erratic. He groans, emptying himself deep inside me before pulling out with a satisfied grunt.

“Next,” Winn calls out, like he’s organizing a queue at a deli counter.

I lose count after the fifth man. They blur together—different sizes, different rhythms, but all using me with the same brutal efficiency. Some are quick, others take their time, exploring my body like it’s their property. Which, I suppose, it now is. My mind retreats further with each new violation, seeking shelter from what’s happening to my flesh.

The drug never lets me come down. If anything, it intensifies, building with each new deposit inside me. Shame wars with desire, and I both want this to be over and to last forever.

“Fuck, she’s tight even after this many loads,” he grunts, starting a slow, deliberate pace that’s somehow worse than the frantic rutting of the others. He takes his time, drawing out each thrust until I’m on the verge of another climax.

His pace quickens suddenly, and I’m overwhelmed by another unwanted orgasm that tears through me like a wildfire. My body convulses, inner walls clamping down on him as he groans his release. I feel his seed join the others, filling me so completely that it leaks out around his cock, running down my thighs in thick rivulets.

When he pulls out, I’m left gaping and dripping, used beyond recognition. But the drug ensures I still crave more, my hips still straining against the restraints.

“I think that’s enough for today,” Winn announces, his voice cutting through the fog in my mind. “We’ll check her in a few weeks. See if any of those swimmers took.”

Relief floods through me, but it’s short-lived. The emptiness when the last man pulls out is almost worse than being filled. My body aches for more, even as my mind recoils in horror at what’s been done to me. I feel hollowed out, used up, nothing more than a receptacle for their pleasure, and still I want more.

Rough hands undo my restraints, but I can’t move. My limbs are like jelly, useless and trembling. Winn flips me up over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes and I sink gratefully into blackness as he carries me away.


Chapter eight


When I wake, I’m back in my stall. My vision blurs into focus, registering the same four bare walls, the floor covered in old straw, the smell of sweat and animal. Every muscle screams as I try to move, the aftermath of their use palpable in the aching of my limbs. I’m left painfully empty—no toy, no plug, just bare and hollow down to my core. The belt is buckled tight around my hips again, caging me in, but it’s almost a relief compared to the relentless torment of the past weeks. I’m not chained to the wall anymore, but the heavy collar around my neck feels like a cruel joke, a stark reminder of what happens when I misbehave. Freedom is a lie, and I know it.

I’ll do anything not to have that fucking vibrator locked inside me again. Just the thought of it sends a desperate shudder through me.

I try to shift against the belt, seeking friction, but it’s no use. The drug lingers like a phantom, turning absence into agony, twisting my nerves until I want to scream. I’m nothing but raw, exposed need.

The door swings open, and Winn saunters in with a bowl in his hand, the smell of the slop pungent and familiar. He towers over me, grinning with satisfaction.

“How we feeling today, cow?” he asks, setting the feed down in front of me with a mocking flourish. He undoes my bit, pulling the gag from my mouth so I can eat like the animal he thinks I am.

The hunger that’s been gnawing at my belly makes me want to dive into the bowl, but I eye the food suspiciously, hating what I know it’s about to do to me. Hating what it will make me become.

“I’ve got good news for you. Doc says you’re expecting triplets,” Winn says gleefully as I begin to lap up the gruel. Each bite is a battle, the knowledge of its consequences making me choke it down.

“We haven’t had triplets on the ranch in a long time. That means we have to be extra careful with you, so the pregnancy goes to term. That means no sex for you until you calf.” His joy is infectious, but for me, it’s devastating.

A fresh wave of horror crashes over me. I feel the need rising in my blood like a relentless tide, the emptiness inside turning monstrous. I look up at him, eyes wide, silently begging for something—anything— to relieve the ache.

Winn pats my cheek, grinning wildly at me.

“You heard me. No sex. You’re going to be locked in that belt until you give birth.”

I forget my place in an instant.

“Master, no, please-”

He strikes like a cobra, grabbing my chin faster than I can blink.

“I can’t hit you now, but I can do much, much worse things. You do not speak cow, unless I tell you to. Now finish your food, or you can find out all the ways I have to punish you.”

I drop my gaze immediately, fear strangling my protest. The thought of worse punishment makes my blood run cold. I return to lapping at the gruel, each mouthful becoming harder to swallow as despair settles heavy in my gut.

“That’s better,” Winn says, releasing my chin with a satisfied smirk. “You’re learning. Slowly, but learning.”

The drug in the food works quickly, spreading through my system like wildfire. Heat blooms between my legs, and I whimper as the familiar desperation builds. My hips rock involuntarily against the unyielding metal of the belt, seeking friction that isn’t there.

Winn watches my suffering with obvious pleasure, circling me as I finish the last of the feed. “Look at you,” he murmurs. “So needy, and nowhere to put it.” He crouches beside me, running his hands over my flank.

“Nine months,” he says, his voice dropping to a husky whisper. “Nine months with that belt locked tight. Nine months feeling what you’re feeling right now, every single day, with no relief.”

I choke back a sob. The thought of enduring this torment for nine months is worse than any physical pain he could inflict. My body trembles with need, the emptiness inside me a hollow ache that grows more unbearable by the second.

His touch is like fire against my skin, and I arch into it helplessly, desperate for any kind of contact. My body betrays me completely, craving his hands even as my mind recoils from what they represent.

“Your udders need draining,” he says matter-of-factly, moving to retrieve the milking machine. “Pregnant cows produce even more milk. We’ll need to milk you three times a day now.”

I whimper as he sets up the machine, attaching the suction cups to my swollen breasts. The relief when it starts is instant and overwhelming, drawing a moan from my lips before I can stop it. Winn smiles, watching as my eyes flutter closed.

“That’s it,” he murmurs.

The sensation of being emptied sends a jolt straight to my core, making the ache worse. I press my thighs together, seeking friction I know I won’t find, but I can’t stop myself.

“You like that, don’t you? The only pleasure you’ll get for months.” Winn runs his hand along my spine, a gesture almost tender if it weren’t so possessive. “Doc says the hormones will make you produce double what you were before. Your body’s changing already.”

I glance down at my breasts as the machine steadily drains them. They do look different—fuller, veined, the skin stretched tight. The realization that my body is no longer my own hits me with fresh horror. I’m just a vessel now, a container for the life growing inside me, a producer of milk for their profit.

The milking machine hums steadily, drawing every drop of milk from my swollen breasts. The relief is bittersweet, overshadowed by the relentless ache between my legs that has no hope of satisfaction.

“I’ve been thinking,” Winn says, circling me like a predator sizing up its prey. “Since you’re carrying triplets, you’re going to need special care. Doc’s ordering a new regimen for you.”

I stay silent, terrified of speaking without permission. The milking machine continues its rhythmic pulling, the only sound in the small shed besides my ragged breathing.

“You’ll be getting special supplements with every meal. Stronger hormones to keep those calves healthy.” He runs a hand over my belly, the touch making me flinch. “And to keep these udders producing.”

The machine finishes its work, leaving my breasts empty but still aching. Winn detaches the cups, examining the tubes of milk with satisfaction, before turning his attention back to me.

“And since you can’t have any... physical relief,” he continues, his voice dropping to a cruel whisper, “we’ve got something else to keep you occupied.” Winn reaches for a box I hadn’t noticed before, pulling out what looks like another set of goggles—similar to the ones he’d used on me that first day.

“These are new,” he says, holding them up for me to see. “Upgraded version. Doc says they’ll help keep you nice and docile while those babies grow.”

Fear lances through me, momentarily eclipsing even the desperate need between my legs. I remember the swirling colors, the invasive words burrowing into my mind. The thought of going through that again makes me tremble.

“Please,” I whisper, forgetting myself in my panic. “Not that again.”

Winn’s expression darkens. “What did I tell you about speaking?”

I lower my eyes immediately, my heart hammering against my ribs. “I’m sorry, Master.”

“Sorry isn’t good enough,” Winn snarls, grabbing my chin and forcing my face up. “Maybe you need a reminder of what happens to bad cows.”

He slips the bit gag back into my mouth before I can protest, buckling it tightly behind my head. Then he forces the goggles over my eyes, sealing me in darkness for a moment before they flicker to life. The headphones follow, cutting off all sound from the outside world.

This time, instead of abstract colors, I see images—women with swollen bellies and enormous breasts, their faces rapturous as they’re milked. Women on all fours, mooing like cattle. The pictures flash faster than I can process, burning themselves into my retinas. The music begins, pulsing in time with the images, and underneath it all, those whispered commands:

“You are a cow.”

“You want to be fucked.”

“You want to be milked.”

The images pound into my brain, relentless and invasive. Each flash burns deeper, searing away pieces of whatever humanity I have left. My thoughts scatter like frightened birds, impossible to gather as the barrage continues. I try to close my eyes behind the goggles, but it makes no difference—the images project directly onto my retinas, inescapable.

“Your purpose is to provide milk.”

“Your purpose is to breed.”

“You are livestock.”

Hours pass, maybe days. Time loses all meaning in this sensory prison. The images grow more explicit, more degrading—women with udders instead of breasts, women being mounted by shadowy figures, women mooing in ecstasy as machines drain them dry. And always, always the whispers:

“You are a cow.”

“You are happiest when milked.”

“You crave to be bred.”

My mind begins to rebel.

I thrash, trying to use my gloved hands to get the goggles off, body already drenched with sweat, aching for release even as part of me begs it to stop. The images and music and those damn words won’t leave me alone. They’re searing themselves into my mind, changing me at a fundamental level.

“No,” I moan around the gag, but even I don’t recognize the needy whine in my own voice anymore. “Please, no more.”

Unbidden, my hips buck against nothing, seeking friction that isn’t there. I’m needy, desperate all over again.


Chapter nine


The goggles finally come off after what feels like days, leaving me blinded by the dim light of the shed. My eyes burn, unable to focus after the relentless barrage of images. My mind feels hollowed out, scraped raw, filled with nothing but those whispered commands echoing endlessly.

“There she is,” Winn says, his voice cutting through the fog. “How are we feeling today?”

I blink up at him, struggling to form a coherent thought. My body feels different somehow—heavier, fuller. When I look down, my belly has a noticeable swell that wasn’t there before. How long was I trapped in that sensory hell?

“Two weeks,” Winn says, as if reading my thoughts. “You’ve been under for two weeks. The pregnancy is progressing nicely.”

I whimper around the gag still lodged in my mouth.

“You were so deep you didn’t even notice when we fed you. It’s quite impressive, really. I wanted to leave you in, but Doc wanted to do a checkup.”

Another man suddenly appears, wearing a white coat and holding a stethoscope.

“On your back please,” he commands.

I roll over slowly, but it’s a struggle. My legs fall open for him. Winn immediately palms my covered entrance, gathering arousal and chuckling dryly.

“Not now, Winn,” the Doctor says.

He starts by checking my pulse, fingers pressing into the side of my neck. Then he slides a cuff around my arm and inflates it, jotting notes into the tablet. His hands are clinical, brisk, unfeeling.

I shiver.

“Heart rate is stable. Blood pressure slightly elevated—understandable,” he mutters.

Then he begins pressing along my lower abdomen, checking growth, nodding as he feels the swelling of my uterus beneath the skin. I try to pull away from his hands, but the table’s too narrow and I’m too tired.

He checks my breasts next—palpating with firm fingers, assessing tenderness, and out of nowhere, he squeezes hard, forcing milk to burst from my udders.

“How often do you have to milk her?” he asks Winn.

“We’re up to three times a day.”

“Are you sure you don’t want to put her on the automatic milker like the others?”

Winn shakes his head.

“Nah, I like having this one all to myself.”

The doctor makes a few more notes.

“I’ll watch while you milk her.”

“Of course. Up, cow.” Winn commands, and I’m struggling to all fours in an instant.

The doctor observes clinically as Winn hooks me up to the milking machine. I’m so used to it now that my body responds automatically, my udders letting down milk before the suction even begins. The rhythmic pull is almost comforting in its familiarity, the only predictable sensation in my new reality.

“Production is excellent,” the doctor notes, examining the flow.

“Yeah, but her arousal levels are what’s really impressive,” Winn replies with undisguised pride.

They discuss me as if I’m not even present, as if I’m just another piece of equipment to be assessed. The doctor jots more notes on his tablet while my milk flows steadily.

“How’s she handling the belt?” the doctor asks.

Winn chuckles. “Not well. Gets desperate after every feeding. But that’s what makes the milk so rich.”

“The hormones in the feed are working, then,” the doctor muses.

The machine finishes its work, leaving my breasts empty but tender. Winn detaches the cups with practiced efficiency, not bothering to wipe away the drops that spill onto the floor.

“I’d like to examine her progress more thoroughly,” the doctor says. “Remove the belt.”

My heart leaps at the words, a desperate hope flickering to life. Winn hesitates, then complies, unlocking the mechanism with a click that sounds like salvation. Cool air hits my sensitive flesh as the metal falls away, and I can’t help the moan that escapes me.

The doctor’s gloved fingers probe my entrance, clinical and impersonal. I flinch at the touch, but he continues his examination without concern for my discomfort.

“Significant engorgement,” he notes.

His fingers push inside me without warning, and I gasp around the gag. My body betrays me instantly, clenching around the intrusion, desperate for any contact after weeks of denial.

“Muscular response is excellent,” he continues, adding a second finger and curling them forward. “We want to maintain this level of sensitivity throughout the pregnancy.”

I whimper as he finds a spot inside me that sends electric pulses through my body. My hips buck involuntarily, seeking more pressure, more friction. The doctor withdraws his hand, leaving me aching and empty once more.

“You were right to keep her in the belt,” he says to Winn. “For sake of the calves, I’d recommend continuing the protocol, with one modification.”

He reaches into his bag and produces what looks like a new version of the belt—similar, but with subtle differences I can’t quite discern. It’s shinier, more metal and less leather.

“This new model has sensors that monitor arousal levels,” he explains. “When they detect that she’s reaching too high a plateau, it administers a mild cooling agent to bring her back down. Keeps her in a constant state of low-level need without letting her adapt.”

Horror washes through me at his words. This sounds worse than the damn toy. I shake my head, begging Winn to say no.

“Put it on her,” the doctor instructs Winn. “I want to observe the initial reaction.”

Winn takes the new belt, fitting it around my hips with ease. The metal is cold against my overheated skin, the front panel pressing firmly against my swollen, sensitive flesh. There’s a click as it locks into place, followed by a soft humming sound as it activates.

Immediately, I feel it—a gentle vibration that sends tendrils of pleasure curling through my core. My breath hitches as the sensation builds, my body responding instantly. Just as the pleasure begins to concentrate, to focus into something that might lead somewhere, there’s a sudden cooling sensation that spreads across my sex. The contrast is jarring, dousing the building heat like ice water on embers.

I cry out in frustration, my hips jerking helplessly as the device repeats the cycle—warming vibration followed by cooling restraint, never allowing me to either peak or relax.

“Perfect,” the doctor says, watching my reaction with detached interest. “The sensors are calibrating to her specific responses. Within a few hours, it will have mapped her arousal patterns completely.”

I sob around the gag, tears streaming down my face as I realize what this means. There will be no rest, no relief, just this maddening cycle of almost-but-never-quite for the remaining months of my pregnancy.

“The measurements look good,” the doctor says, packing away his stethoscope. “She’s progressing well. The triplets are developing normally.”

He turns to Winn, lowering his voice slightly, but not enough that I can’t hear. “Remember, the first trimester is crucial. Keep her stress levels manageable—aroused but not panicked. That belt will help maintain the perfect balance.”

Winn nods, looking down at me with that predatory smile that makes my stomach clench. “Don’t worry, Doc. I know exactly how to handle her.”

The doctor gives me one last clinical glance before heading for the door. “I’ll be back in two weeks for another check-up. Call me if there are any complications.”

The door closes behind him with a final-sounding click, leaving me alone with Winn once more. The new belt hums against my skin, already beginning its torturous cycle of tease and denial.

“You should be grateful,” Winn says, crouching down to my level. “Most of the other cows don’t get this kind of special attention.”

He removes the bit gag, allowing me to work my aching jaw for the first time in what feels like forever. I swallow hard, my throat dry and scratchy.

He retrieves a bottle of water, but instead of handing it to me, he pours it into a shallow bowl and sets it on the floor like he does my food.

I hesitate only for a second before lowering my face to the bowl, lapping at the water like the animal he’s determined to make me. The belt chooses that moment to shift into its warming cycle, sending tendrils of heat through my core. I moan against the bowl, the water splashing as my body trembles.

“Look at you,” Winn murmurs, watching me struggle. “Can’t even drink without getting worked up.”

The cooling sensation hits just as the pleasure begins to build, dousing the fire and leaving me whimpering with frustration. I finish the water, my face wet and dripping, and sit back on my heels, awaiting further instructions.

“Good cow,” Winn says, and despite everything, a flush of pride warms my chest at his approval.


Chapter ten


Days blur into weeks. The routine becomes my entire existence—feeding, milking, all while the belt maintains its perfect balance of torment. My belly grows rounder, my breasts heavier. The doctor visits regularly, checking my progress with clinical detachment. I’m going out of my mind with need. Every so often, Winn puts the goggles back on when he thinks I’m getting too fidgety.

He comes in for my evening feeding. I lower my face to the bowl without being told, lapping at the mush with growing expertise. The familiar warmth begins to spread through me as the hormones take effect, but I barely notice it anymore. The belt’s cycle has become as natural as breathing—pleasure building, then cooling, never reaching completion. An endless loop of frustration that has become my normal.

After I finish eating, Winn hooks me up to the milking machine. The cups seal around my swollen breasts with practiced efficiency, and the familiar suction begins. I close my eyes, letting the rhythmic pulling lull me into a trance-like state.

“Beautiful,” Winn murmurs, watching the milk flow.

I say nothing, focusing on the sensation of being emptied. It’s the closest thing to pleasure I’m allowed, and I’ve learned to savor it.

When the milking is complete, Winn detaches the cups and wipes my breasts clean with a damp cloth—an unusual tenderness that makes me wary.

“You’ve been very good today,” he says, his voice low. “I think you’ve earned a reward.”

My heart leaps in my chest.

I don’t dare hope for what that might mean. Rewards from Winn have never been kind.

He circles behind me, and I hear a key turning in the lock of my belt. The metal loosens, sliding away from my body. Cool air hits my overheated flesh, and I gasp at the sensation.

“Don’t get too excited,” Winn warns, his voice thick with amusement. “This isn’t what you think.”

He returns to my line of sight, holding something small and metallic. I can’t make out what it is until he kneels before me, pushing my legs apart with rough hands.

“Since you’ve been so good, I’m going to give you something to keep you company.” He holds up what I now recognize as a small, smooth plug, similar to the one he’d used before, but smaller. “This won’t get you off, but it might make the aching more...interesting.”

My breath catches in my throat as he slides the small plug between my folds, coating it in my ever-present arousal before pressing it slowly into me. It’s not large enough to satisfy, just enough to remind me constantly of what I’m missing. I whimper as he seats it fully inside, my inner walls clenching desperately around the intrusion.

“There,” Winn says, patting my cheek condescendingly. “A little friend to keep you company.”

Before I can process what’s happening, he’s reattaching the belt, locking the plug inside me. It shifts with every movement, a maddening presence that heightens my awareness without providing any relief. The belt resumes its cycle immediately, the warming vibration traveling through the plug and intensifying the sensation tenfold. My inner walls clench around it desperately, trying to draw it deeper.

“Better?” Winn asks, knowing full well it’s worse.

I bite my lip and nod. The plug shifts inside me with every breath, a constant reminder of what I’m denied. It’s torture—worse than before—but I’ve learned that showing displeasure only brings harsher punishment.

“Good girl,” Winn says, his voice dripping with mock affection. “I think you’re finally starting to understand your place.”

He circles me slowly, admiring his handiwork. My swollen belly protrudes prominently now, five months into this nightmare. My breasts hang heavy, veined and tender, perpetually filling with milk. The belt hums against my skin, sending alternating waves of heat and cooling through the plug, making my thighs tremble with the effort of staying still.

“You know,” Winn muses, crouching down to my level, “when you first arrived, I thought you’d be harder to break. But you gave right in. It’s almost like you wanted this.”

He palms my heavy breasts, almost weighing them in his hands.

“Doc says your hormones are peaking. These next few months are going to be... intense for you.” The way he says it makes my skin crawl with dread and anticipation.

My body betrays me again as another wave of heat from the belt triggers a fresh flood of arousal. The plug seems to grow warmer inside me, making me shift uncomfortably on all fours. Winn notices and laughs, a sound that sends chills down my spine despite my body’s heat.

“That’s what I like to see,” he says, stroking my bald head like I’m a pet. “Always desperate. Always needy.”

The belt switches to its cooling cycle, sending a shock of cold through my core that makes me gasp. The contrast between the lingering warmth of the plug and the sudden chill is maddening. I whimper, unable to help myself. “Doc says we need to start preparing your body for what happens after birth,” he continues, his thumb tracing my lower lip. “Your milk production will need to increase dramatically to feed both calves. So we’re changing your regimen.”

My stomach clenches with dread. Every change so far has only made things worse.

“Starting tomorrow, you’ll be milked four times a day instead of three. And we’re adding a new supplement to your feed.” He reaches into his pocket and produces a small vial filled with a viscous red liquid.

“This is going to make everything... more. Doc’s been developing it for months. You’re the first to try it.”

I eye the vial with trepidation, my insides clenching around the plug as another cycle of warmth begins. The belt hums against my skin, a constant reminder of the torment I can never escape.

“We’ll start with just a few drops in each feeding,” Winn explains, turning the vial in his fingers so it catches the dim light. “Work our way up to a full dose by the time you’re ready to deliver.”

He tucks the vial away and stands, stretching his arms above his head.

“Good night, cow.”

I dream of being milked, of hands on my body, of fullness and emptiness and desperate need. I see myself—round with child, breasts heavy with milk, mooing with satisfaction as machines drain me. I see myself servicing a line of faceless men, grateful for the opportunity. I see myself as livestock, and in the dream, I’m happy.

When I wake, something has shifted inside me. The belt still cycles, the plug continues its torments, but there’s a new, insidious thought whispering from the back of my mind: Maybe this is where I belong.

The door opens, and Winn enters with my morning feed. The scent hits me immediately, familiar but with a new, coppery undertone that must be the red supplement. My stomach growls with hunger, my body craving whatever nutrients will sustain the lives growing inside me.

“Morning, cow,” Winn greets, setting the bowl down in front of me. “Sleep well?”

I nod, not trusting myself to speak. The belt cycles to warmth again, making me shift uncomfortably.

“Good,” he says, watching as I lower my face to the bowl. “Eat up. We’ve got a busy schedule today.”

I lap at the feed, the taste different with the addition of the red liquid—metallic, almost tangy. Heat blooms in my core as soon as I swallow the first mouthful, more intense than ever before. By the third bite, I’m trembling, the belt’s warming cycle amplified tenfold by whatever is in this new supplement.

“Feels it already, doesn’t she?” a new voice says.

I glance up to see the doctor standing in the doorway, tablet in hand, watching me with clinical interest.

“Told you it would work fast,” Winn replies, pride clear in his voice.

I continue eating, unable to stop despite the building inferno inside me. The plug shifts as I move, sending jolts of sensation through my overstimulated nerves. By the time I finish the bowl, I’m panting, my thighs slick with arousal that has nowhere to go.

“Remarkable,” the doctor murmurs, approaching to examine me more closely. “Pupil dilation, increased respiration, vascular flushing—all the physiological markers of extreme arousal.”

He crouches down, lifting my chin to look into my eyes. “How do you feel?”

“Hot,” I whisper, the word escaping before I can stop it. “Empty.”

“Excellent,” he says, making a note on his tablet. “The formula is working perfectly.”

The belt switches to its cooling cycle, but instead of the usual relief, it seems to intensify the heat somehow. I whimper, shifting restlessly as the conflicting sensations war inside me.

“Time for the morning milking,” Winn announces, moving to set up the machine.

The doctor nods, continuing to make notes as he observes. “I’ll monitor this session, see how the supplement affects production.”

Winn attaches the cups to my swollen breasts with practiced efficiency. The moment the suction begins, a moan tears itself from my throat. The sensation is different today—more intense, more connected to the heat between my legs. Each pull of the machine sends a corresponding pulse through my core, making the plug feel larger, more intrusive.

“Oh my,” the doctor murmurs, watching me closely. “The compound is working even better than anticipated.”

Milk flows freely from my breasts, filling the collection bottles faster than usual. The rhythmic pulling of the machine becomes the center of my universe, each suction drawing not just milk but sounds from me I can’t control. My vision blurs at the edges, overtaken by the sensation.

“Flow rate is increasing,” the doctor notes, examining the collection bottles. “And the consistency appears richer.”

Winn circles me slowly, his boots crunching on the straw. “Bet you’re feeling that plug now, aren’t you, cow?”

I nod desperately, beyond shame or pride. The plug seems to pulse in time with the milking machine, growing impossibly larger inside me as my arousal builds. The belt’s cycles have no meaning anymore—everything is heat, need, desperation.

“The supplement creates a direct neural connection between lactation and sexual arousal,” the doctor explains. “The more aroused she is, the more milk she produces. The more milk she releases, the more aroused she becomes. A perfect feedback loop.”

“Genius,” Winn murmurs appreciatively.

The machine continues its relentless rhythm, drawing every drop from my swollen breasts. I’m lost in sensation, barely aware of their conversation as pleasure-pain builds to an unbearable peak. My hips buck involuntarily, seeking friction that the belt denies me.

“She’s close to overload,” the doctor observes, checking his tablet. “Heart rate approaching threshold.”

Winn chuckles. “Let’s see if she can take it.”

The machine’s suction increases suddenly, pulling harder, faster. A scream tears from my throat as milk rushes from my breasts in a flood. The sensation is overwhelming, teetering on the edge between pleasure and pain as my body convulses.

“Fascinating,” the doctor murmurs, watching me writhe. “She’s experiencing a lactation-induced orgasmic response without direct sexual stimulation.”

My vision whites out as waves of pleasure crash through me, radiating from my breasts to every extremity. It’s not like a normal orgasm—it’s drawn out, unending, rising and falling in intensity with each pull of the machine. I’m dimly aware of sobbing, of begging incomprehensibly as my body surrenders completely to the sensation.

When the machine finally stops, I collapse onto the straw, trembling uncontrollably. My breasts feel empty but still sensitive, my core still aching around the plug that feels both too much and not enough.

“Record production,” the doctor notes, examining the full bottles. “Almost double her previous output.”

Winn crouches beside me, running a hand over my heaving flank. “Good cow,” he murmurs, something like genuine appreciation in his voice. “Very good cow.”

I should feel shame, horror at what they’ve reduced me to. Instead, a flush of pride warms my chest at his approval. The thought terrifies what’s left of my former self, but that voice grows fainter with each passing day.

“We’ll continue with the current dosage for the next week,” the doctor instructs, packing away his tablet. “Then increase gradually until delivery.”

“Already planned on it,” Winn replies with a satisfied smirk.

When they leave, I’m alone with the aftermath of whatever just happened to my body. The belt resumes its normal cycles, but it feels almost irrelevant after the intensity of what I just experienced. The plug sits heavily inside me, a constant reminder of what I’m denied.

I curl up on the straw, exhausted and confused. Sleep claims me quickly.


Chapter eleven
Months Later


Days blur into weeks, marked only by feedings, milkings, and the ever-present cycle of the belt. Each session grows more intense as they gradually increase the dosage of the red supplement. My body changes further—belly swelling with the growing calves, breasts producing more milk than seems possible, mind slipping further into the fog they’ve created.

The doctor visits regularly, monitoring my progress with clinical detachment. Winn watches me with growing satisfaction as I respond more eagerly to the milking machine, as I lap at my feed without hesitation, as I arch into his touch when he inspects me.

The eighth month brings new challenges. My belly is enormous now, the triplets active and strong. Moving becomes difficult, and Winn finally removes the belt, replacing it with a simpler device that keeps the plug locked inside me but allows my expanding belly more freedom. The loss of the belt’s cycles is both relief and torment—no more maddening alternation, but also no stimulation at all except the plug’s constant presence.

The milkings continue, four times daily now, each more intense than the last as the red supplement works its magic. The doctor increases my dosage again, and the feedback loop between lactation and arousal grows stronger. Each session leaves me a trembling, moaning mess, my body convulsing with pleasure-pain as milk flows freely.

“She’s ready,” the doctor announces during his ninth-month visit. “The calves are positioned correctly, and her milk production is at optimal levels. We should schedule induction for tomorrow.”

Winn nods, running a hand over my distended belly possessively. “What about immediately after? When can she be bred again?”

The doctor consults his tablet. “Two weeks should be enough of a recovery period.”

They continue discussing me as if I’m not present, planning my future use with clinical efficiency. I should be terrified, should be plotting escape or resistance. Instead, I find myself listening with a strange detachment, as if they’re discussing someone else entirely.

The night before my scheduled induction, Winn comes to the shed alone. He sits beside me on the straw, something almost like tenderness in his expression.

“Big day tomorrow, cow,” he says, his voice unusually soft.

“Now look at you,” Winn murmurs. “Ready to birth triplets calves, producing more milk than any cow on the ranch. You’ve found your purpose.”

Has this become my purpose? The questions swirl in my increasingly hazy mind, impossible to answer with certainty. All I know is the constant need, the relentless arousal that never finds release, the strange pride when Winn praises me.

He stays with me longer than usual that night, his hand resting on my swollen belly as the calves shift beneath his palm. For once, there’s no cruelty in his touch, no mockery in his voice. Just possession, pure and simple.

When he finally leaves, the pulsing sound fills the shed once more, lulling me to sleep.

I wake to Winn and the doctor entering the shed, accompanied by two assistants I’ve never seen before. They carry equipment—medical supplies, monitoring devices, the milking machine prepared and waiting.

“It’s time,” the doctor announces, snapping on latex gloves. “Get her into position.”

Winn helps me onto all fours, positioning me over a clean area covered with fresh straw. The plug is removed for the first time in months, leaving me feeling strangely empty despite the fullness of the calves inside me.

“Administering the induction agent now,” the doctor says, approaching with a syringe.

I feel a sharp prick in my thigh, then a spreading warmth as whatever drug he’s given me enters my bloodstream. Within minutes, the first contraction hits—a wave of pressure that starts in my back and wraps around to my abdomen.

“Good,” the doctor murmurs, checking his tablet. “Responding quickly to the agent.”

The contractions build rapidly, faster than I imagined possible. Each one stronger than the last, the pressure intensifying until I’m groaning with the effort of remaining on all fours.

“Perfect,” Winn says, satisfaction evident in his voice. “Just like that.”

The doctor positions himself behind me, monitoring the progress. “First calf is crowning,” he announces. “Push with the next contraction.”

The pain is intense, burning and stretching as I bear down with all my might. I moo again, louder this time, the sound tapering into a groan as pressure builds to an unbearable peak.

“Head is out,” the doctor reports. “One more big push.”

I gather what strength remains, pushing through the pain as the next contraction crashes over me. There’s a moment of incredible pressure, then sudden relief as the first calf slides free.

“It’s a girl,” the doctor says, passing the tiny, squirming infant to one of the assistants. I catch only a glimpse of my calf—a flash of pink skin, a tiny fist—before she’s whisked away, her first cries fading as she’s taken from the shed.

I have no time to process the loss before the next contraction hits, signaling the second calf’s imminent arrival. The process repeats—pushing, burning, mooing, relief.

“Another girl,” the doctor announces.

Again, I barely see my calf before she’s taken away, her cries joining her sister’s in the distance. Something primal in me wants to follow, to call them back, but my body is too exhausted to move, too conditioned to obey. The third comes just as quickly, and I don't even get a glimpse before she's gone.

“Excellent work,” the doctor says, examining me clinically. “Minimal tearing, vital signs stable. Hook her up to the milking machine immediately—her production will be at its peak right now.”

Winn moves quickly, attaching the familiar cups to my sensitive breasts. The machine hums to life, and the sensation is different this time—more intense, more overwhelming. Milk flows freely, rich and plentiful after months of preparation.

A moan escapes me as the feedback loop the doctor created kicks in. Despite the pain of childbirth, despite the exhaustion, arousal builds instantly, my body responding to the milking with pavlovian precision.

“Look at that production,” Winn says admiringly, watching the bottles fill. “Best we’ve ever seen.”

The doctor nods, making notes on his tablet. “The combined conditioning protocols were remarkably effective. I recommend continuing the supplement regimen to maintain these levels.”

I barely hear them through the haze of sensation. The milking machine pulls rhythmically, drawing not just milk but sounds from me I can’t control. My body trembles, oversensitive and drained, yet still desperate for something I can’t name.

“Two weeks,” the doctor reminds Winn. “Then she can be bred again. As soon as she’s pregnant, I want her back in the belt.”

Their words should horrify me, should ignite some final spark of resistance in what remains of my former self. Instead, I find myself nodding slowly, looking forward to how much I’ll climax when they breed me again.


The Hucow Ranch: The Virgin Hucow


A Dark Hucow BSDM Erotica

Cheralee King


Copyright © 2025 by Cheralee King.

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.


Content Warning


This is a story of dark Hucow erotic fiction, full of bondage, dub-con, non-con, medical play, and dark and disturbing themes that may be upsetting to some readers. This book is intended only for those eighteen and up. Please proceed with caution.


Contents


1. Chapter 1
2. Chapter 2
3. Chapter 3
4. Chapter 4
5. Chapter 5
6. Chapter 6
7. Chapter 7
8. Chapter 8
9. Chapter 9
10. Chapter 10
11. Chapter 11
Get Your Free Book
The Ranch Series
Also by Cheralee King



Chapter one


The town is quiet at this balmy hour of nearly half-past three, draped in thick shadows, the only sounds the distant hum of machinery from the district border and the occasional shuffle of something unseen in the alleys. I move quickly, on the balls of my feet, sticking close to the buildings, my breath held tight in my chest. I've never been out at this time of night. Not once.

But I have a mission.

My entire life, Father has been waiting for the day he could sell me. He wanted to on my eighteenth birthday, and Mother begged and pleaded with him not to. I guess he has at least one shred of humanity left because he let me stay.

Or he did.

Mother passed last week, and my reprieve only lasted four years.

We would have to go to the auction house two towns over to make it official, but he was selling me to his best friend come morning. A dirty old man named Peter Hodge. He'd given me the creeps all my life.

Father doesn't know I have a plan to stop him. I came up with it more than a year ago, when his best friend expressed interest in me when the day came because he knew my virginity was perfectly preserved by my father's refusal to let me out of the house. Was it crazy to choose a life as livestock? Maybe. But I'd be well fed and well taken care of, two things I wouldn't be in Peter Hodge's house.

I'd take being a Hucow over being his sixth wife.

I keep my head down, my hood low, my footsteps light as I weave through the familiar streets, ducking behind crates and broken-down carts when I heard movement. My heart slams against my ribs, but no one shouts. No one notices me. I slip through the night.

By the time I reach the tavern at the heart of town, my hands are slick with sweat. I haven't been this far from home in more than five years. The lock on the back door is older than dirt. It takes me all of five seconds to force it open with the rusted crowbar I swiped from the shed. The door groans on its hinges as I slide inside, the scent of stale beer and smoke clinging to the air like ghosts of the night before.

I hesitate just inside, letting the darkness swallow me whole. My pulse thrums in my ears, loud and insistent. I have never been inside before, but I know what happens here. What they have. Father comes home stinking of the place most nights.

The silence presses in around me, thick and expectant. I run my fingers along the bar, my touch tentative at first, then bolder. The wood is smooth beneath my fingertips, worn down by years of drunks and patrons.

I reach behind the bar, my hands ghosting over the bottles until I find one that feels expensive. I don’t bother with a glass, but it takes me almost a full minute to wrench the damn thing open. I can't read the bottle, but I think it's whiskey. The first sip burns all the way down, setting fire to my insides. The second goes down smoother. By the third, I’m floating.

The world blurs pleasantly at the edges. I tip my head back, staring at the ceiling, imagining what tomorrow will bring. I wonder how long before I'm discovered, how much I'll get to enjoy.

I've finished more than half the bottle when a door opens.

“Son of a-”

The man in the doorway is massive. Broad shoulders, thick arms, a face weathered by time and exhaustion. He blinks at me, eyes narrowing.

“The fuck do you think you're doing?”

I push myself to my feet, swaying slightly. My brown hair falls around my face as I draw myself to my full height. He still towers over me, probably more than a foot.

"Drinking, what does it look like?"

His brow furrows and he get a good look at the bottle in my hand.

"What the hell were you thinking? Who's your master?" he demands.

"Lee Simmons," I say, or try to. It comes out slurred.

He shakes his head in disgust before grabbing me by the arm, his massive paw wrapping all the way around as he nearly yanks me from my feet, dragging me towards a chair.

"I'm calling the cops."

"Can I at least finish the bottle?"

***

The bastard does not let me finish. He shoves me into a chair and glares at me like I might suddenly make a mad dash for it, but I'm far too past drunk for that. The world's tilting off its axis.

Before I know it, two cops are in front of me.

"Breaking and entering, consumption of alcohol, running away from your master, being out in public without an escort, and removing your collar. You, young lady, are in a world of trouble," the shorter one drawls.

"Don't I know it?" I say with a smirk.

I push up from the chair, the alcohol still making the floor sway beneath me, but I don’t care. I lunge at them, fists swinging wildly. One punch glances off an officer’s cheek, another lands square in the chest of the taller one. They grunt, caught off guard for a second, but it’s not enough.

Rough hands grab my arms, twisting them behind my back. I thrash, kicking out, my breath coming in ragged pants. Someone curses, and then there’s a sharp, electric crackle.

Pain explodes through me. My muscles seize, my limbs locking up as volts rip through my body. I crash to the floor, my head smacking against the wood. White sparks dance in my vision. My body jerks, helpless against the shock, and I barely register the weight pressing down on me, pinning me in place.

The last thing I hear before the black swallows me whole is the metallic snap of cuffs around my wrists.


Chapter two


The fluorescent lights buzz overhead, their glare stabbing straight through my skull. My head pounds, my stomach churns, and my tongue feels like sandpaper. The lingering effects of this morning’s whiskey sit heavy in my veins, but I don’t care.

I got exactly what I wanted.

I stand in the center of the courtroom, wrists shackled in front of me, the scratchy orange jumpsuit hanging loose around my frame. The guards on either side of me keep their grips firm and one keeps his baton at the ready, like he might need to shock me any second. Little do they know I’m going to be the best behaved prisoner ever… unless this doesn’t go the way I want.

The judge, an older man with thin lips and tired eyes, clears his throat. “Isabella Simmons. You stand accused of breaking and entering, destruction of property, alcohol consumption, resisting arrest, running away, and,” he pauses, his gaze flicking down at the papers in front of him before settling back on me, “being in public without an escort.”

However, I don’t respond. I know better than to speak without permission.

“You leave us little choice, Miss Simmons. Given the severity of your actions, you leave us only one choice. You are herby sentenced to the Hucow Ranch where you will serve a life sentence. Your offspring will be sold to pay for the damages to the tavern,” he says, banging the gavel as he seals my fate.

A smile spreads over my face at Father’s outraged cry.

“Your Honor! Please! I had plans to sell her!”

“Then you should have kept better control of her and not let her wander off, now shouldn’t you?” the Judge answers.

“Please, just let me take her to the auction house! She's never been out of the house, never had contact with men! I'll make a fortune! Let me pay the fines!”

The judge pauses, looking over at me. He shakes his head in disgust, but there’s also a sparkle in his eyes that wasn’t there a moment ago.

“Is she a virgin?” he asks Father, who hesitates before saying, “Yes, Your Honor.”

The judge’s face morphs into a sadistic smile.

“Notify the Ranch they have a virgin on their hands. They’ll be able to sell her first mounting for a hefty fee.”

Father howls in outrage as I’m dragged from the courtroom. I can still hear him even as I’m taken through the door to the outside.

The world outside feels too bright, too harsh. My eyes squint against the morning sun, and the headache grew into a dull roar. I trip over my feet as I’m wrestled towards the back of an open truck. They force me up the steps when I don’t move quick enough for them. The air inside is thick with the smell of sweat, metal, and something else I can’t place. My feet scrape against the floor as I stumble, trying to steady myself, but there’s nowhere to go. The guards don’t waste time. One of them shoves me forward, his hand like iron on my shoulder. “Stand there,” he orders, pointing to a spot at the front of the truck, just below the ceiling.

I do as I’m told, not fighting as they hoist my arms over my head and chain them to the ceiling.

“Open wide,” he barks, pulling something from his pocket. It takes me a second to understand what he’s saying, but he doesn’t give me time to obey his command. His partner grabs my jaw roughly, squeezing the side of my face to force my mouth open. They fix a ball gag into my mouth, straining my jaws wide as they fasten it around my head.

“Virgin, huh? I can’t wait to watch them breed you,” one taunts.

Then I’m left alone in the dark.

The silence is suffocating. There’s no sound but the clinking of chains whenever I shift. My feet ache, pressed flat against the cold metal floor.

Minutes stretch on. I can’t tell how long it’s been. My wrists throb with each passing second, my head pounding in time. I shift, trying to find some relief from the tension in my shoulders, but there’s no comfortable way to stand here like this. I’m too exposed. Too vulnerable. The cold metal against my bare arms makes my skin crawl, and the weight of the cuffs pulls at me, forcing me to stay rigid, unmoving.

I glance around, desperate for something to focus on, but there’s nothing. The walls are bare, dark, and unfeeling. The floor is grimy and cold, covered in old stains that I don’t want to look at too closely.

More time passes. I don’t know how much. I try to ignore the ache in my bladder, the growing desperation clawing at me, but it’s impossible to push it away. I’ve been here too long. Alone, waiting, and aching.

I can hear the truck doors opening again, and the shuffle of footsteps. The officers are back, but they don’t acknowledge me. They don’t even glance in my direction. They’re too busy ushering another woman into the truck, shoving her forward until we’re shoulder to shoulder, chaining her beside me. They don’t speak to us.

Then another gets added. And another. The hours go on for what feels like forever.

My head hurts, my mouth is dry, and fuck, do I need to pee. I don’t know how long I last before I finally give in, soaking my jumpsuit. The woman next to me squeals in disgust and tries to move away, but there’s nowhere to go. I try not to smirk when she wets herself an hour later.

Finally, the truck is full. The last woman is shoved inside, and the door slams shut behind her with a metallic bang.

The truck jerks forward with a heavy rumble, and we begin to move, the engine’s roar the only thing that drowns out the noise in my head.


Chapter three


The truck lurches to a stop, jolting me awake from a half-conscious state. My body is stiff from the hours of waiting, every muscle aching with the cold and strain. The muffled sound of the engine cuts off, and the door at the back of the truck creaks open, flooding the dark interior with harsh light. Every part of me aches. This is seeming like less of a good plan than before, but I still know in my core it's better than being sold to Hodge. I would have been dead before the next year.

I squint against the sudden brightness, my body protesting as I try to shift. My arms are screaming, my jaw throbbing. My bladder aches again, and the wetness between my legs is a constant reminder of how long I’ve been left in this state.

I hear the shuffle of feet outside, the voices of the guards low and muffled. The others are being taken out one by one, dragged out of the truck with the same lack of ceremony as they were shoved inside. Each of them disappears into the harsh daylight.

Finally, after what feels like forever, I hear footsteps approaching. The heavy clank of boots on metal echoes as two figures appear in the doorway, their silhouettes dark against the light behind them.

One of them, tall, broad-shouldered with dark hair, leans in, peering into the truck with a sneer. "Is this the virgin?" his voice is rough, with a hint of glee in it.

The second guard, thinner, with a sharp, almost predatory gaze, looks over me and nods. "Yeah, broke into a bar because her dad planned to sell her. Almost like she wanted this," he says, his voice slow, deliberate. He stares at me for a long moment, like he’s sizing me up, before a cruel smirk spreads across his face.

My stomach flips, and I instinctively try to shrink back, but the chains hold me in place. The guard’s eyes narrow as he steps forward, one hand gripping my jaw hard enough to bruise, forcing me to look into his pale green eyes.

"You’ve wet yourself, huh?" he says, his tone mocking.

Heat floods my cheeks, but I refuse to feel bad. That is the one thing today that wasn't my fault.

The first guard grunts, looking at me with a mix of disdain and amusement. "We’ll have to clean you up before we process you," he mutters.

They move quickly, uncuffing me and jerking me out of the truck. My legs are weak, and I stumble, the cold ground beneath me unforgiving. They don’t help me steady myself; instead, they shove me forward, hands on my back, pushing me towards a round metal pen. In minutes, they have me secured against the metal rails, trembling before them. The metal bites into my skin, forcing me to hold my arms out at an awkward angle.

I try to breathe, to focus, but all I can think about is the sharp pain in my arms and the strange feeling crawling up my spine. The new position is a relief because it's different, but my muscles scream all the same. I feel exposed, vulnerable, like a piece of meat being prepared for some twisted kind of slaughter.

"You wanted this, didn't you? Wanted to end up here on the Ranch?" the cold guard asks, his grin widening. "You wanted to become a Hucow, didn't you? You get off on the idea?"

I shrug because it's the only answer I can give. I don't know if I get off on it, but if I'm going to spend my life being told what to do by a man, yeah, I might as well be well taken care of and get some pleasure out of it. Everyone knows Hucows need sex to function. They always told us the horror stories like it was something bad but… getting tied up and being forced to climax? Well, it sure sounded better than the alternatives life had to offer.

Maybe I did get off on it. I should hate this, but there was a weird heat pooling in my stomach.

The other guard moves towards me, his face twisted with disdain as he pulls out a large, sharp knife. The metal gleams, and I can feel my breath catch in my throat.

“Hold still,” he growls, his voice low and threatening.

I don’t have a choice. I can’t move, can’t do anything but stand there as he brings the blade to the front of my jumpsuit. His hands are rough and calloused as he slides the knife through the fabric with quick, practiced movements. The sharp sound of it slicing through the material echoes in the empty air, and my heart hammers in my chest.

I flinch, but the guard just presses harder against me, the blade cutting through the jumpsuit like its nothing. The fabric rips open in quick, forceful movements, the roughness of the cuts making my skin prickle with cold dread, but he never slips, never cuts me. The knife moves with cruel precision, cutting through the jumpsuit until it falls away in tatters around my feet.

The guard pulls it off in one motion, tossing the ruined fabric aside. I’m left standing there, naked and exposed, my body trembling from the combination of fear and the dry air against my wet skin. The bindings around my wrists are the only thing keeping me upright, my arms aching.

Before I can even process what’s happening, the cruel guard steps forward, holding a hose in his hands. Without a word, he turns the nozzle, and cold, unforgiving water bursts from the end with a deafening roar. The stream hits me with brutal force, splashing against my chest, soaking my hair, and drenching my skin in seconds.

I gasp in shock, the cold so intense it makes my body freeze in place. The water splashes against my face, and I squeeze my eyes shut, trying to block out the sting. It rushes down my body, soaking me through, and I feel it crawling over my skin, washing away the remnants of the jumpsuit, the dirt, the sweat, and... everything.

When they finally stop, the water runs clear, dripping off my body in a steady stream. The cruel guard smirks at me again.

"You need to piss again, don't you, girl?" he asks and shame rushes over me. I try to shake my head, but I can't. Not with the intense pressure on my bladder. "Yeah, you do," he continues, stepping closer. "Better out here than inside. Get to it."

When I don't, he leans forward, putting one meaty hand on my stomach and pushing down hard. I whimper into the gag, and he only increases the force until I let go, a warm stream of urine spilling down my legs. He smirks, relishing in my shame, and a rush goes through me, something dark and forbidden that he's enjoying this.

"There you go," he says when I finish, and then he steps back, turning the hose on me again. I squeal as he sprays off my bare body.

"Clean enough," he grunts. "You'll wait here until they're ready for you at the vet's."


Chapter four


Finally, after what feels like an eternity, the guards return. They don’t speak to me, don’t offer a word, not even to taunt me, just unbind my wrists with less care than you'd use with a sack of flower. My arms feel like they’ve been cut off, unable to move or function, as they drag me forward again.

I’m stumbling, half-dazed, head lolling. I don't even look around, my gaze fixed on my feet. Lifting my head is out of the question.

Suddenly we're inside and the cold air bites at my skin like a relief and a punishment all at once. It’s so different from the stifling heat that a shiver runs through my body. We move through several more doors, and then I'm in a lab. The only thing keeping me upright at this point is the tight grip of the guards.

A man in a white coat suddenly appears before me. He looks me over with a hungry, assessing gaze.

"Ah, this is our virgin?" he asks.

"Yeah, Doc. Twisted little thing. I think this is what she wanted."

His eyes rake over me with clinical precision, taking in the dripping wetness of my skin, the trembling of my body, and the obvious signs of exhaustion.

He smiles slightly, a small, satisfied curve of his lips that makes my stomach churn.

“Very good,” he mutters to himself, his voice too pleased. “Very good indeed.”

The Doc turns, picking up a clipboard as he begins to make notes.

"Welcome to the Hucow Ranch, #561. It sounds like you'll be very happy here. Gentlemen, if you could put her on the bench, please. Colt should be in any moment."

I can barely hold my head up, dizziness swirling in my vision, but I catch glimpses of the room as they move around me. Medical instruments lie scattered across a counter, and the fluorescent lights buzz overhead, too bright and unrelenting. There's a padded leather bench looming in the center. Before I know what's happening, they have me bent over it on all fours. I don't have a chance to squirm before they begin to fasten the leather straps, binding me in place.

There's a padded leather bench looming in the center of the room, like something out of those illegal films Father likes to watch. It seems to grow larger, more imposing, as the guards drag me forward. My breath quickens with the rush of adrenaline. Before I can process what’s happening, they push me down onto it, bending me over on all fours. I’m sprawled, limbs pinned beneath me, my body arching over the surface like an animal ready for slaughter.

The smooth leather feels cold against my bare skin, a jolt of sensation that makes me gasp. They don't give me even a second to find my bearings before they begin their work. The straps are thick and unyielding, wrapping around my wrists and ankles, binding me cruelly in place. I jerk instinctively, trying to pull away, but the bindings are too strong. I'm caught, completely helpless, unable to move or even shift without the leather biting into my flesh. More straps run over my hips and shoulders, a heavy collar is put around my neck, and another strap goes over the top of my head. I’m pinned like a butterfly on display.

It’s like being in the truck all over again, but worse. This is where it really begins. This is where it all happens. My breath is ragged, the weight of my own body pressing down on my lungs. I feel the guards’ hands, impersonal and mechanical, tightening the straps until they’re satisfied that I’m going nowhere. The bench groans beneath me as I struggle to breathe, to focus. Everything seems too bright, and sounds echo in my ears like I’m underwater.

They step back, and I can almost feel the sneers on their faces as they leave me there, trembling and alone.

"All ready for you, Doc," one of them calls, and I hear the heavy door close behind them as they leave, a final, resounding boom that makes me shudder.

I flinch when the cold antiseptic swab touches my skin just above my hip. The needle follows, a sharp, burning sensation as whatever is in the syringe empties into me. The pain is quick but intense, a flash of fire beneath my skin that makes me whimper against the gag.

"Hold still," he scolds, moving to my side. "That was the smallest one."

Behind me, I hear the door open, heavy footsteps approaching.

"This is our new virgin?" a deep voice asks. "The one the judge sent over this morning?"

"Yes," the Doc says. "Perfect timing, Colt. You can start prepping her."

There's another swab, cold and damp against my skin. The second injection is worse, the needle sliding deep into the sensitive flesh at the side of my breast. Tears spring to my eyes as the liquid fire spreads through the tender tissue. My muffled sounds of protest are ignored.

The newcomer, Colt apparently, moves into my field of vision briefly. He's tall, broad-shouldered, with calloused hands and eyes that study me with professional assessment. Not cruel, but not kind either.

"Where do you want me to start?" he asks.

"Swap that gag out and then get started on shaving her."

Colt moves behind me, and I hear the metallic scrape of tools being arranged on a tray. His fingers find the buckle of my ball gag, working it loose like he's done this a hundred times.

The ball slides free, and I gasp, working my aching jaw. The relief is short-lived. Before I can utter a single word, Colt slides a metal ring between my teeth, forcing my mouth open in a perfect O. The straps tighten around my head, locking it in place.

"There we go," he says, patting my cheek. "That's better."

I make a choked sound of protest, but all that comes out is a garbled moan. Drool immediately begins to pool at the corners of my mouth, unable to swallow properly. It's a great distraction until a needle sinks into my ass, making me squeal in pain. The burn spreads outward, a radiating heat that makes me squirm against my restraints.

Colt moves out of my sight again, and I hear the buzz of electric clippers. The vibration against my scalp is strange, almost soothing in its rhythm. Long strands of my brown hair fall to the floor in clumps, severed from my head in swift, efficient strokes. I feel oddly detached, watching pieces of myself scatter across the floor, as if I'm shedding my old identity with each pass of the clippers.

As soon as all the hair is gone, there's a strange burning sensation, like there's a heat gun being held to my head.

"Burning away the follicles," Colt explains, though I didn't, couldn't ask.

Another needle drives into my other hip, and I squeal in pain. The Doctor tsks.

"You better dope her, Colt, or we'll never get through this."

There's a faint hiss, a tiny pinch, and then warmth spreads through my veins like honey as something injects into the side of my neck. The sensation crawls outward from the injection site, slow and thick, until it reaches my fingertips and toes.

"Give it a minute," he says to the Doc, his voice sounding distant and far away.

The room begins to blur at the edges, colors smearing together like wet paint. My brain starts to go fuzzy. The pain from the earlier injections fades into a dull, forgettable throb. Something is starting to pool in my belly and I flash back to the strange rush I had when the guard made me pee in front of him.

Colt's fingers snap in front of my face, and I blink sluggishly. "She's ready," he announces.

He moves out of my sight again, and I hear the clink of metal on metal. When he returns, he's holding what looks like a small silver gun and a thick needle that gleams under the harsh lights. My drugged brain registers danger, but my body refuses to respond. I don't even struggle.

"Hold her head steady."

Firm hands grip either side of my skull, fingers digging into my freshly shaved scalp. I feel the cool press of what must be a clamp against my septum, pinching the cartilage between my nostrils. There's pressure, a brief flare of pain that cuts through the fog, and then a strange sensation of something sliding through.

"Perfect," Colt murmurs, and I feel him threading something cool and metallic through the fresh hole. "What a good Hucow."

The fingers release my head, and I hear the soft clink of a ring being closed. I try to sniff, to feel the strange weight now hanging from my nose, but it's hard to focus on it.

Drool pools at the corners of my mouth, spilling past the ring gag and onto the floor beneath me.

"What do you think, Doc? Feed next?"

"Yes, I've got eight more injections to do, then we'll brand her. I want her to have a good bit in her belly before we get that far."

Colt reappears in front of me, holding a clear plastic tube attached to some kind of machine. Without warning, he snaps the tube into a socket on my ring gag that I hadn't noticed before. It clicks into place with a sickening finality.

"Feed cycle starting," he announces, flipping a switch on the wall.

The machine hums to life, and seconds later a thick, grayish paste begins to ooze through the tube. It hits the back of my throat, and I gag reflexively, choking as the substance fills my mouth. There's no option but to swallow. The ring gag holds my jaw open wide, leaving me no way to spit it out or stop the steady flow.

The paste tastes vile—a bland, medicinal mixture with the consistency of oatmeal but none of the warmth or comfort. It coats my tongue and slides down my throat in heavy, viscous globs.

"Good girl," Colt murmurs, patting my cheek. "The more you eat, the better you'll feel."

Behind me, the Doc continues his work. Another needle plunges into the soft flesh of my thigh, and I flinch as much as my restraints allow. The burn spreads outward, but it's different from the earlier injections—hotter, more intense. Three more injections follow in quick succession, each one driving the strange heat deeper into my body.

By the fifth injection, something odd begins to happen. The heat centralizes, pooling in my lower abdomen and between my legs. My skin feels hypersensitive, every point of contact with the leather bench suddenly electric. My nipples tighten painfully, and an involuntary moan escapes around the tube in my mouth.

"Ah, the hormones are kicking in," the Doc nearly purrs. "Perfect timing."

The paste continues to flow, forcing me to swallow and swallow as my body betrays me, responding to whatever chemicals they've pumped into my system. The arousal builds like a tide, unwanted but unstoppable. My hips shift unconsciously, seeking friction against nothing but air, and shame burns alongside desire in my veins.

I try to focus on the disgusting taste in my mouth, on the humiliation of drool running down my chin, on anything but the growing ache between my thighs. But the drugs make it impossible to control my thoughts, and the heat continues to build, a relentless, pulsing need that I have no way to satisfy.

"Alright, that's enough," the Doc decides. He slides another needle deep into my breast. The injection burns like acid in my breast, the pain cutting through the haze for just a moment before dissolving back into that strange, floating sensation. I'm hot all over, my skin feverish and tight. Between my legs, I'm slick and throbbing, a need so primal it makes me whimper around the feeding tube.

I try to shift my hips, desperate for more of friction, any relief from this maddening ache, because the two orgasms I've already had are not enough. The movement is barely perceptible, but Colt notices immediately. His hand cracks across my ass, the sharp sting making me jolt against my restraints.

"Hold still," he barks, his voice hard with authority. "Hucows don't move unless they're told to."

My skin burns where he struck me, but instead of dampening my arousal, it only intensifies it. A muffled whine escapes through my nose, my body betraying me in every possible way.

The Doc chuckles, the sound cold and cruel. "Don't worry, Colt. Once we get the brand on her, she'll learn quickly enough."

The word "brand" filters slowly through my mind, but before I can process what it means, Colt's already moving away, his footsteps echoing on the tile floor.

"Got it heating up earlier," he says, his voice coming from somewhere behind me. "Should be ready now."

There's a metallic clatter, then the hiss of something being removed from heat. The sound makes my stomach lurch.

"Hold her tight," the Doc instructs. "Even with the sedatives, this is going to hurt."

Hands press down on my shoulders, my hips, everywhere they can find purchase, pinning me against the bench. I feel something heavy and hot hovering near my right ass cheek, the heat radiating off it in waves that make my skin prickle with fear.

"Three... two... one..."

The world explodes into white-hot agony as the brand makes contact with my flesh. I scream around the feeding tube; the sound ripping from my throat in a garbled, inhuman shriek. The smell of burning skin fills the air, acrid and sickening. The pain is beyond anything I've ever experienced, a searing, all-consuming torture that cuts through whatever they gave me, through arousal, through thought itself.

Tears stream down my face, mingling with the drool at the corners of my mouth. My body convulses against the restraints, every muscle straining to escape the unbearable pain, but there's nowhere to go. The brand seems to burn forever, melting into my flesh.

Through the haze of pain, I hear metal clinking against metal. Colt moves into my peripheral vision, holding what looks like a large, industrial stapler and a yellow plastic tag.

"Don't move," he warns, though it's an unnecessary command. I couldn't if I wanted to.

His fingers grasp my ear roughly, pulling it taut. I feel the cold press of metal against the cartilage, followed by a sharp, piercing pain as the device punches through. It's nothing compared to the brand, but it still draws a pathetic whimper from my throat. There's a loud click, and then the weight of something plastic hanging from my ear.

"Perfect," the Doc says, leaning down to inspect their handiwork. "The tag suits her."

Colt steps back, admiring his work with a satisfied nod. "There we go," he reads aloud, flicking the yellow tag so it swings from my ear like a grotesque earring. "Now she's officially #561."

My body sags against the restraints, too exhausted to fight anymore. The edges of my vision have gone fuzzy, the room swimming in and out of focus. The brand on my ass throbs with each heartbeat, a constant reminder of what I've become—livestock, property, a thing to be numbered and tagged. But the arousal is flooding back in... so clearly some demented part of me enjoys this.

I feel another needle slide into my neck, but this time there's no pain, just a cool rush that spreads outward, numbing everything in its path. The drug hits my system like a tidal wave, dragging me under almost instantly.


Chapter five


Iwake slowly, my consciousness returning in fragments. The first sensation is pressure—not pain, exactly, but the awareness of my body being supported by something unyielding. My hands and knees rest on padded surfaces, but I can’t move them. A chill runs through me as I realize I’m still completely naked, my skin prickling in the cool air.

My eyes flutter open to a dimly lit space. I’m in some kind of stall, like those in a barn but modified. The walls around me are solid on three sides, with metal bars forming the fourth halfway up so I can’t see out. A metal frame cradles my body, keeping me perfectly positioned on all fours, my back straight and my head slightly elevated. Thick leather straps encircle my wrists, elbows, ankles, thighs, and hips, binding me to the frame with no slack to move.

The ring gag is still locked in my mouth, stretching my jaws painfully wide. A fresh feeding tube connects to it, leading to a clear container mounted on the wall filled with that same grayish paste. My throat feels raw.

Something heavy hangs from my neck, a thick leather collar with a substantial weight dangling from it. When I try to shift my head, the weight pulls uncomfortably, forcing me to maintain the position they’ve set for me.

But the most shocking change is my breasts. They hang beneath me like heavy pendulums, swollen to at least twice, no, three times, their former size. When I breathe, I can feel them sway, the unfamiliar weight pulling at my chest with each tiny movement. A mixture of horror and fascination washes over me.

A mechanical click sounds from somewhere above, and suddenly the feeding tube activates. Thick paste oozes into my mouth, forcing me to swallow or choke. I’ve been eating for maybe a minute when something unexpected happens, a cascade of sensations that starts in my core and radiates outward. Heat floods between my legs, a sudden, shocking arousal that makes me gasp around the tube.

With each swallow, the feeling intensifies. It’s like a direct line has been established between my throat and my pussy, every gulp sending a new pulse of need through my body. I whimper, confused and overwhelmed by how quickly my body responds to the feed.

Instinctively, I rock my hips, seeking friction, relief, anything to address the building ache. The movement is limited by my restraints, but I can’t help myself. Even as I continue to swallow the tasteless paste, sounds of frustration escape around the tube, groaning, desperate noises I barely recognize as my own.

The heavy door at the front of the stall slides open with a metallic groan. Colt steps in, hands in his pockets, his expression shifting from professional detachment to amused interest as he watches me struggle against my bindings, hips still rocking uselessly in the air.

“Well, well,” he says, leaning against the bars. “Looks like someone’s hormones are kicking in nicely. Hungry and horny—exactly how a good Hucow should be.”

His eyes rake over my body, lingering on my swollen breasts and the desperate movement of my hips. Shame floods me, but also desire.

“Keep eating,” he instructs. “When you’re finished, I’ll bring in the milking machine.”

I try to glare at him, but another wave of arousal crashes through me as I swallow, and my eyes roll back instead. My nipples have hardened to painful points, and I can feel wetness trickling down my inner thighs. He watches as I struggle to choke down the gruel for ten or fifteen minutes, my belly heavy with the feed and my mind wild with desire. I can see his cock hardening under his pants.

Eventually he switches the feed off and pulls the tube from my mouth. To my shock, he pulls the ring gag out of my mouth. Colt gives me a sadistic grin.

“Go ahead, try to speak.”

I work my aching jaw, swallowing desperately several times before I can even attempt to form words.

I try to speak, try to demand answers, to curse at him, but when I open my mouth, what comes out isn’t human at all. A long, plaintive “Moooooo” echoes through the stall. The sound is so foreign, so alien, yet it’s coming from my own vocal cords. Panic surges through me as I try again—“Moooo”—the sound rumbling from deep in my chest, like something primal, something not mine.

My mind spins. This isn’t real. This can’t be real.

Colt steps closer, his fingers tapping gently on the heavy weight hanging from my collar. The cold metal sends a shiver down my spine as he grins, clearly enjoying my shock.

“Voice modulator,” he says, his voice casual but laced with amusement. “State-of-the art. It intercepts the signals from your brain to your vocal cords and transforms them. You can think whatever words you want, but all that comes out is exactly what you are now—a cow.”

My eyes widen in horror. No. This isn’t happening. I try to scream, but all that comes out is a frantic, high-pitched lowing, the noise unnervingly frantic and helpless. Colt chuckles darkly.

“You’ll get used to it,” he adds, ruffling my freshly shaved head. “Most girls do. And you wanted this, didn’t you? That’s why you got yourself arrested, isn’t it?”

I moan—a miserable, resigned sound, the noise escaping my throat without my permission. My body trembles as the reality of what’s happening crashes down on me. The drugs coursing through my veins do nothing to dull the horror. If anything, they make the arousal, the sickening warmth flooding my core, more vivid—more undeniable. I try to focus, but it slips further from my grasp with every breath, every sound I make.

“I’ll be right back with the milking machine,” Colt announces, turning to leave. His words are casual, almost bored. “You just hang tight, #561.”

The door slides shut behind him with a metallic clang, leaving me alone in the stall. I’m shaking, my body wracked with a mix of fear, confusion, and all-consuming arousal. I try again to speak, to make human words, but each attempt only produces more variations of bovine noises—some plaintive, some frantic, none of them anything close to human. My chest tightens with panic, and the humiliation claws at my throat.

I don’t know how much time passes before Colt returns. When he does, I’m still making distressed cow sounds, my eyes wild with panic. He wheels in a machine, sleek and unnervingly clinical, its clear tubes and collection bottles reminding me far too much of medical equipment.

“Settle down,” Colt says, his voice firm, almost cold. “The more worked up you get, the harder this will be.”

He moves with ease, attaching what look like large suction cups to the ends of the tubes. I’m so dizzy with fear and confusion that I barely register what he’s doing until he grabs one of my swollen breasts. The rough squeeze sends a jolt of unwanted pleasure straight to my core, and I can’t stop the low, sensual moan that escapes me—a sound that still unmistakably belongs to a cow.

“See?” Colt murmurs, like he’s explaining something simple. “Your body knows what it wants, even if your mind hasn’t caught up yet.”

His fingers are cold as they work the suction cup into place over my nipple. The click of it attaching echoes in the small stall. My body stiffens, but there’s no escaping it. The sensation—strangely, terribly—feels too familiar, too right. It terrifies me.

He moves to my other breast, squeezing it roughly like the first before attaching the second cup. The weight of the cups pulls at my tits, stretching them further. I can feel the wetness pooling between my thighs, the twisted arousal I can’t suppress.

Colt checks the gauges on the machine, tightening the connections with the same detached precision.

“First milking’s always special,” he says with a soft, almost affectionate tone. “Might hurt a bit at first.” His hand slides down my back, coming to rest on my freshly branded skin, his fingers lingering on the mark and I whimper. My breath catches in my throat, but I can’t speak. All I can do is tremble, feeling the machine hum to life.

Colt flips a switch, and the sound of the machine filling with air sends a fresh wave of panic through me. The suction pulls at my sensitive breasts, and a low, involuntary moan slips from my throat. It starts slowly, a gentle pull that quickly builds into an insistent pressure. I try to prepare myself, but nothing could have readied me for the sensation that rips through my body as the machine truly engages. A moo, a strangled, bovine sound, tears from my throat as my milk begins to flow.

The pain is sharp at first, radiating from my nipples outward like lightning strikes across my chest. I try to pull away, to escape the merciless draw of the machine, but the frame holds me perfectly immobile. The suction cups tug at my sensitive flesh with rhythmic persistence, every pull sending new waves of sensation through my swollen breasts.

And then it shifts.

The pain doesn’t disappear, it transforms, melting into something else entirely. Pleasure builds underneath the discomfort, rising like floodwater, impossible to contain. Each pull of the machine sends dual sensations shooting straight to my core, the line between agony and ecstasy blurring until I can no longer tell where one ends and the other begins.

I watch in horrified fascination as my milk flows into the clear tubes, white and thick, streaming from my body into the collection bottles. The sight of it—the evidence of what I’ve become—should disgust me. It should break me. Instead, my hips buck involuntarily against nothing, seeking friction, relief, completion.

“That’s it,” Colt murmurs, his eyes fixed on the filling bottles. “Good girl.”

His approval shouldn’t matter. It shouldn’t send that spike of warmth through me, that perverse pride that makes me arch my back and present myself more fully to the machine. But it does. My body betrays me completely.

I hate this. I hate the helplessness, the humiliation of being displayed and used like livestock. I hate the sounds that escape me—inhuman, needy moans that echo against the stall walls. I hate how my milk flows freely now, my body yielding to its new purpose with shameful eagerness.

And yet... I’ve never felt so alive. Every nerve ending sings with sensation, every pull of the machine bringing me closer to some precipice I both fear and crave. Between my legs, I’m slick with need, throbbing in time with the rhythm of the milking. The pleasure builds and builds until I’m trembling, until I’m making desperate noises even I don’t recognize.

When the orgasm hits, it crashes through me with devastating force. It starts at my nipples and radiates outward, a supernova of pleasure that consumes everything in its path. My vision blurs, my body convulses against the frame, and the sound that tears from my throat is primal and raw—a long, guttural moo that fills the stall.

Wave after wave of pleasure rolls through me, each one as intense as the last. The milking machine continues its relentless rhythm, drawing out both my milk and my pleasure until I’m left shaking, gasping, utterly spent.

As the tremors finally subside, reality comes crashing back. Colt lets out a whistle.

“You came just from milking. I didn’t even touch you, you horny little Hucow. You love this, don’t you?”

I moo frantically again and he laughs.

“God, I can’t wait to fuck you.”


Chapter six


The machine slows its rhythm as the flow dwindles, giving a few final, gentle pulls before shutting off with a mechanical sigh. My breasts feel strangely hollow, lighter, the relief both welcome and disorienting. I hang my head, exhausted and dazed, the aftershocks of pleasure still tingling along my nerves even as shame burns hot in my chest.

Colt approaches, his footsteps echoing on the concrete floor. He examines the collection bottles with an appraising eye, nodding in satisfaction at the quantity.

"Not bad for your first time," he says, detaching the suction cups from my tender nipples with brutal hands. The sudden release makes me gasp, a sound that emerges as a soft, pathetic moo. "Most new cows barely produce half this much."

He runs his fingers over my empty breasts, checking for any remaining milk. His touch is clinical, impersonal, yet it still sends unwanted sparks of arousal through my sensitized skin. When he's satisfied, he wipes my nipples with a cold, antiseptic cloth that makes me flinch and whimper. Then he reattaches the feeding tube.

"Rest up," he instructs, patting my flank like I'm truly an animal. "I'll be back to check on you."

With that, he wheels the milking machine away, the door clanging shut behind him. The silence that follows is deafening. I hang in my restraints, my body slowly recovering from the intensity of what just happened. My thoughts are fragmented, shattered by the force of that unwilling pleasure, the betrayal of my own flesh.

Time passes in a haze. The feeding tube clicks on automatically at some point, filling my mouth with that tasteless paste once more. With each forced swallow, the familiar heat begins to build again, rekindling the embers of desire that had barely cooled. By the time the tube clicks off, my breasts are beginning to feel heavy again, filling with new milk at an alarming rate.

I don't know exactly how long it's been when the door slides open again. Colt strides in, looking exactly as he did before—unaffected, unbothered by what's happening to me.

"Let's see how you're coming along," he says.

His hands cup my breasts, lifting their weight assessingly. His eyes widen slightly, a look of pleasant surprise crossing his features.

"Well, well," he murmurs, squeezing gently. Droplets of milk form at my nipples, pearling on the sensitive tips before rolling down the curves of my flesh. "Aren't you the productive little thing? You've refilled already."

There's something in his tone—pride, perhaps, or satisfaction—that makes my stomach flip. I shouldn't care what he thinks. I shouldn't feel that flicker of perverse pleasure at his approval. But my twisted mind takes it as a compliment. Was I always wired this way, or did they do this to me?

"This is exceptional," he continues, more to himself than to me. He presses harder, and a stream of milk sprays from my nipple, spattering on the floor. The feeling makes me groan, the sound emerging as a long, low moo through the gag. "Most new cows take at least three or four hours to refill. You really were made for this, weren't you?"

I try to shake my head, to deny it, but my body betrays me. As he continues to squeeze and manipulate my breasts, checking their fullness, I feel that same treacherous heat building between my legs. My hips rock unconsciously, seeking friction that isn't there.

Colt chuckles, noticing my movements. "Horny again already? That's how it works for Hucows—the more you're milked, the more you need it. It becomes an addiction." His smile is knowing, almost cruel. "And it looks like you're already hooked."

He steps back and wheels in the milking machine once more. My heart races, a confused mixture of dread and anticipation coursing through me. I don't want this. I shouldn't want this. And yet, as he attaches the suction cups to my aching nipples, I can't deny the relief I feel, the sick excitement that courses through me at the thought of being emptied again.

"This is who you are now," Colt says, his voice a soft murmur as he flips the switch. The machine hums to life, the suction beginning its relentless rhythm once more.

As the milk begins to flow from my body, as the pleasure builds rapid and unstoppable, I know with terrible certainty that he's right.


Chapter seven


The door to my stall slides open with that familiar metallic groan. Colt enters, accompanied by the cruel guard from the truck—the one who sprayed me down and made me urinate in front of him. My stomach twists at the sight of them both, a confused mixture of fear, conditioning, and something else I don’t want to name.

“Good news, #561,” Colt announces, checking something off on his clipboard. “Your numbers are through the roof. Time to take you to the Breeding Shed.”

The cruel guard gives me a smirk. “Ready for your debut, cow?”

They move quickly, efficiently, as if they’ve done this countless times before. Colt disconnects the feeding tube from my gag, pulling it free from my mouth. The other guard, Colt calls him Max, works on the restraints, unbuckling the thick leather straps that have held me in place for days.

As the last strap comes free, I collapse, my muscles weak and trembling from disuse. My limbs feel foreign, uncooperative, my joints stiff and aching. I try to push myself up, but my arms give out beneath me. The men watch impassively, making no move to help.

“You’ll be crawling from now on anyway,” Max says with a shrug. “Might as well get used to it.”

Colt reaches into a bag he’s brought with him, pulling out thick, padded knee and hand protectors. They’re made of some kind of rubber, black and industrial-looking. Without warning, he straps them onto my limbs, tightening them until they bite into my skin.

“These will protect your joints,” he explains. “Can’t have you getting injured. Injured Hucows don’t produce well.”

Once I’m outfitted with the pads, Max clips a heavy leash to my collar. He gives it a sharp tug, forcing my head up to look at him.

“Time to go for a walk,” he says, his voice dripping with mock sweetness. “On all fours like a good cow.”

I try to rise to my feet—some last, desperate attempt at defiance—but Max’s boot comes down hard between my shoulder blades, forcing me back to the ground.

“I said,” he growls, his voice dangerous now, “on all fours.”

Shame burns through me as I position myself on my hands and knees. The pads cushion my joints against the hard floor, but nothing protects my dignity as Max tugs the leash again, urging me forward. My swollen breasts hang heavily beneath me, swaying with each awkward movement. My freshly shaved head feels cold and exposed, the yellow tag on my ear catching the light.“Let’s go,” Colt says, holding the stall door open. “The others are waiting.”

Others? The word sends a chill through me as I crawl forward, following the insistent pull of the leash. My movements are clumsy, uncoordinated after days of immobility. The corridor outside my stall stretches before me, clinical and bright, lined with similar stalls on either side. I can’t see inside, the walls blocked off just like mine.

The journey is humiliating. Every few feet, Max gives the leash a sharp tug, making me scramble to keep up. My knees and palms quickly grow sore despite the padding. My breasts ache, already beginning to fill again without the machine to empty them. But worse than the physical discomfort is the degradation of being led like this—naked, crawling, struggling on all fours. Every handler we pass stops to watch like I’m being led to the gallows.

We move out into the sunlight, and I flinch, so used to artificial lighting. They don’t give me a moment, forcing me across the rough dirt to a small barn in the distance. It’s a long, slow journey, and Max just loves to jerk me along.

We enter a small arena with televisions on the walls and cameras hanging from the ceiling. Max prods me to follow Colt to a bench similar to the one from the vet’s office, but it’s taller on one side.

Colt and Max maneuver me toward the bench with ease, like they’ve done this a thousand times. Before I can process what’s happening, they’ve hoisted me onto it, the padded leather cool against my overheated skin. The bench is angled, higher at one end, forcing my hips elevated while my upper body slopes downward. The position is deliberately exposing, humiliating.

“Hold still,” Max growls, though resistance is the furthest thing from my mind. My muscles are too weak from days of immobility to put up much of a fight.

They work in tandem, securing thick leather straps across my body—ankles, calves, thighs, waist, shoulders, and wrists. Each strap tightens with a final, definitive click, leaving me completely immobilized. Colt reaches for my head, removing the ring gag that’s been locked in my mouth for days.

The relief of having it removed is short-lived as I realize its purpose is not mercy.

“Let’s hear those pretty sounds you make,” Colt says, patting my cheek almost affectionately. “Everyone loves a vocal Hucow during mounting.”

I open and close my jaw tentatively, feeling the strange emptiness where the gag had been. My lips are dry, cracked from days of forced extension. Max slides a hand through my pussy, wet though not soaked, and I bleat in surprise.

Several handlers watching from the sidelines chuckle, their eyes hungry, eager for the spectacle about to unfold.

Colt reaches into his deep pockets, pulling out a baby bottle filled with thick pinkish liquid. It’s different from the grayish paste they’ve been feeding me, thinner, almost iridescent in the harsh light.

“Special formula,” he explains, holding it up for me to see. “Modified just for breeding days.”

He uncaps it with a flick of his thumb, the seal breaking with a soft hiss. The scent hits me immediately, sweet but with an underlying chemical tang that makes my nostrils flare. I’m salivating already.

Max grips my chin, forcing my head back as Colt brings the bottle to my lips.

“Drink,” he commands, tipping the bottle. The liquid floods my mouth, cold and sweet and strange. I try to turn away, to spit it out, but Max’s grip is iron, and Colt pinches my nose, giving me no choice but to swallow or choke. I gulp reflexively, once, twice, again and again as the bottle empties.

The effect is instantaneous and overwhelming. Heat explodes in my core, radiating outward in waves that make my vision blur at the edges. It’s like nothing I’ve experienced before. Not the gradual build of arousal from the regular feed, but an immediate, all-consuming inferno that obliterates thought itself.

My hips buck against the restraints with such force that the entire bench shudders. A sound tears from my throat—not a moo this time, but something more primal, a keening wail that doesn’t even sound like it came from me. My nipples harden to painful points, and I can feel wetness pooling between my thighs, running down to the bench below.

“That’s it,” Colt murmurs, watching my reaction with a sadistic smile. “Special cocktail of hormones and stimulants. Sends fertility through the roof and makes them desperate for it.”

Through the haze of arousal, I’m dimly aware of movement around me. The cameras on the ceiling adjust, focusing in as monitors flicker to life on the walls. I can see myself on the screens, splayed out, restrained, my body flushed and trembling, my expression a mask of desperate need.

“Look at her go,” Max says with a low whistle. “I’ve never seen one respond that strongly to the breeding formula.”

The need builds and builds, a pressure so intense it’s almost pain. I writhe against the restraints, my body no longer my own. There’s no thought anymore, no shame, no fear—only this terrible, consuming desire that claws at me from the inside out.

“Mooooo!” The sound rips from my throat, long and loud and pleading, and I don’t even care anymore. I don’t care who hears, who watches. I just need relief from this torment.

Max laughs, a dark, satisfied sound. “She’s ready.”

Colt nods, stepping back to address someone I can’t see. “Bring him in.”

They step away, moving beyond the sight of the cameras. A voice comes over a loudspeaker.

“Hucow #561 got herself arrested to she come to the Hucow Ranch. Yes, that’s right gentlemen, this little Hucow went right out and went on a crime spree because she wanted to spend her life here with us rather than letting her Father sell her. Our Vet was able to confirm her virginal status, and Mr. Sinclair has paid a hefty sum for the privilege of being the first to mount her.”

The heavy doors at the far end of the arena swing open with a metallic groan. A man strides in—tall, broad-shouldered, dressed in an expensive suit that seems oddly formal against the clinical backdrop of the breeding shed. His salt-and-pepper hair is neatly combed, his face bearing the weathered lines of someone in his fifties who’s lived well and hard.

Mr. Sinclair’s lips curl into a satisfied smile as he looks me over. He removes his suit jacket with deliberate movements, tossing it on the ground. His cufflinks follow, small gold pieces that catch the light as he deposits them in his pockets. He rolls up his sleeves with methodical precision, revealing tanned forearms corded with muscle.

The formula burns through my veins, making me arch and twist against my restraints. Shameful, needy sounds escape my throat—lowing, mooing noises that fill the arena despite my desperate attempts to maintain some shred of dignity.

Mr. Sinclair watches my struggle with clear pleasure, making no move to touch me yet. He’s savoring the moment, drawing out my desperation, my need.

“So, you went and broke into a bar so you could end up here? And now just look at you.” He laughs, the sound echoing off the walls.

His hand finally makes contact, trailing over my heaving chest, down to my swollen breasts. His touch is surprisingly gentle at first, almost curious, as he weighs them in his palms, testing their fullness.

“Impressive production already,” he comments, fingers finding my sensitive nipples. When he pinches them, hard, twin jets of milk spray forth, and I cry out—a strangled, bovine sound of mingled pain and pleasure.

The smile that spreads across his face is predatory, victorious.

“I paid a small fortune to be your first,” he tells me, hands moving lower now, over my trembling flesh, to the slick heat between my thighs.

His fingers slide over my soaking wet pussy.

The touch, after days of nothing but the milking machine, is electrifying. My hips buck involuntarily, seeking more contact, more pressure, more of anything to relieve this burning need.

“So responsive,” he murmurs, more to himself than to me. “They’re going to make a fortune off you.”

He positions himself behind me, at the elevated end of the bench where my hips are raised and exposed.

“I’ve broken in dozens of new Hucows,” he says, hands gripping my hips with bruising force. “But none quite so... enthusiastic as you.”

He doesn’t wait. He slides right in, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth thrust. The sensation is overwhelming, filling me completely, and a long, low moo escapes my throat.

“That’s it,” he growls, his controlled facade cracking slightly. “Let me hear you.”

I moo loudly, my body shaking from the force of his thrusts. Each one sends waves of pleasure radiating through me, and I moan in response. Every fiber of my being is focused on the sensation of him inside me, his sweat dripping down onto my back like a reward for my obedience.

“Yes,” he growls again, his voice a low rumble that vibrates through the room and into my core. “Let me hear you. Show me how much you want to get bred.”

He picks up his pace, his grip on my hips tight and bruising, but I love it.

I moo and moan, encouraging him further, my body arching to meet his every thrust. I can feel his breath on my back as he pounds into my pussy, the intensity of our connection threatening to overwhelm me.

“That’s it,” he hisses, his hands sinking into my skin like claws, his grip on my hips becoming more brutal with each passing second. The sensation of him filling me up, relentless and forceful, is indescribable, a burning need that courses through every vein, making my entire body quake. It builds and builds until it threatens to consume me whole.

“Take it,” he growls, barely recognizable over the sounds of our bodies slapping together. “Take it all.” His voice is savage, demanding, and every thrust matches the primal intensity of his words.

The force of his movements jolts through me, and I can’t hold back any longer. His words are all I need to push me over the edge. A wave of pure ecstasy washes over me as I come hard against him, my pussy clenching. My vocalizations turn from moos to bellows as the intensity of my climax consumes me completely, seizing every muscle in my body.

“Moooooooooooooooo!” It’s too much, but I don’t want it to end. The pleasure is overwhelming, drowning me, and my mind goes blank with the ferocity of it.

He keeps thrusting, even more determined as the final spasms pulse through me, dragging them out until I have nothing left but ragged breaths and gasping moans. “Yes,” he says, not slowing, not easing up. “You’re not done yet.”

He pounds into me, faster, harder, driving me to the brink again with merciless precision. I can feel another climax threatening, more intense than the last, and I can’t stop it. I don’t want to stop it.

I’m lost in sensation, pure need and desperation, my body shaking uncontrollably from the relentless onslaught. I can’t hold back anything—not my cries, not the frantic way my body arches to meet him. Every thrust sends blistering heat through me, until I know I can’t take it anymore.

Then I’m coming again, harder than before, my pussy tightening around him. It’s everything and nothing all at once. My moos echo loud and wild, mingling with his grunts and the harsh sound of our skin colliding. There’s no holding back, nothing but the raw power of it.

“Fuck,” he groans, feeling my body convulse around him. “So fucking tight.”

He keeps going, friction building until I’m sure I’ll explode from it. Every fiber of my being is on fire, and the cameras capture it all: my restraint, my release, my surrender.

Everything fades except the sound of him and me together, the heat of his skin, the unstoppable force of his possession.

He’s not easing up, not giving me a moment to breathe, to think, to recover from the wild pleasure of that last orgasm. Every thrust is faster, harder than the one before, driving all reason from my mind. Skin slaps against skin, raw and loud and primal. Heat pools in my belly, and I can’t stop the moans that pour from my throat, the breathless cries that echo off the walls. I’m stretching, straining against the restraints, desperate for more, for everything, willing to let it consume me. Then one hand reaches around suddenly and grasps my breast, squeezing rhythmically in time with his thrusts, pinching my nipple with brutal force and forcing streams of milk to arc through the air.

The sight of it pushes me over the edge again.

Another wave builds, swelling, choking, drowning me in another climax that rips through my entire being. I don’t even know where I end and he begins. I’m nothing but sensation, raw and overpowering and endless, and then I feel him explode inside me, dumping his hot seed into my waiting cunt, filling me up, flooding me with it.

“Moooooo!”

The sound tears from my throat as the last spasms pulse through me, and we ride out the final aftershocks together, both of us shaking from the intensity. He stays inside me, not moving, not speaking, his breathing heavy and labored. Finally, he withdraws, and I cry out at the loss, my pussy clenching at air. My own ragged breaths fill the silence.

He watches me for a long moment, a gleam of satisfaction in his eyes, then stands and moves away. My body is trembling, sore, overwhelmed by what he’s done to me, by how much it’s taken out of me, by how much I wanted it. I collapse against the bench, my limbs twitching uncontrollably.

I lay there spent, for I don’t know how long, until footsteps approach. They’re heavy at first, echoing across the floor, then light as if the person is trying to move without disturbing me. I don’t care. I’m still shaking, my limbs twitching, my breath coming in ragged gasps. Everything is throbbing, the bench, the metal, my aching body. Even my mind throbs and pulses with the memory of him filling me up, his hot cum spilling into me like it was meant to be there. The world fades in and out, disjointed flashes of light and darkness where nothing makes sense. I try to remember, try to figure out where I am and how I got here, but all I have is the burning emptiness between my legs. It claws at me, raw and unsatisfied, and I moan at the shame of admitting that I want more. I don’t know how much longer I can take this.

Finally, I see Colt looming, something I can’t make out in his hand. My vision blurs, then focuses, then blurs again. I can’t make sense of it, this sudden intrusion, this new torment. Isn’t it over? Isn’t he done with me? My stomach churns with something like fear, or maybe hope.

He steps behind me, and I feel something hard and rubbery pushing up against my folds. It’s cold at first, but that disappears as my body swallows it up, taking it in, eager and desperate and all too willing. I gasp when I realize what it is, when the fog in my head lifts just long enough for me to understand.

“Don’t even need lube with you, #561. This will slide right in.”

He pushes a toy deep inside me, causing me to bleat and shift my hips. I can’t help myself; I arch up to meet it, hungry and aching and not caring about anything but the pulse of heat between my legs. The slippery plastic moves smoothly, too smoothly, and my mind reels. Are we going again? I don’t know whether I want the answer to be yes or no, whether I want to be ravaged or left alone. The emptiness leaves me wild and panting, but the thought of more is terrifying, overwhelming, too much.

“No, don’t get excited. Just stopping you up and keeping the seed inside you to make sure the calf takes.” Colt produces a thick leather belt. Worn and creased from frequent use, it’s designed specifically for this purpose. With quick, deft movements, he wraps it around my waist, the leather cold against my feverish skin. The buckle clicks into place at the small of my back, tight enough that I can feel it with each breath.

“Can’t have you pushing out our investment, now can we?” he mutters, reaching between my legs.

His fingers hook through a sturdy strap attached to the front of the belt. He pulls it back between my thighs, the rough material pressing the toy deeper inside me. I moo in surprise as the pressure increases. With a few practiced tugs, he secures the strap to the back of the belt, creating a harness that ensures the plug remains firmly lodged inside me.

“There,” he says, giving the belt a final adjustment. “That should keep everything nice and sealed up.”

My legs tremble as they unbuckle me from the bench. I collapse to the floor when they’re finished, my muscles refusing to cooperate after the intensity of what just happened. The toy shifts inside me with each movement, a constant reminder of its presence, of Sinclair’s seed trapped within.

Max clips the leash back onto my collar, giving it a sharp, unnecessary tug. “Up, cow. On all fours.”

I struggle to comply, the belt digging into my waist as I position myself on hands and knees. My swollen breasts hang heavily beneath me, sensitive and aching.

“Look at her,” Max sneers to Colt as he leads me toward the door. “First breeding, and she’s already addicted. Bet she’s hoping there’s a line of men waiting back at her stall.”

He jerks the leash again, forcing me to crawl faster despite my exhaustion. The knee pads scrape against the ground as I struggle to keep pace.

“That’s right, keep moving,” he taunts, loud enough for the other handlers to hear. “Got to get you back before you start begging for another round. Greedy little Hucow, aren’t you?”

Handlers stop and stare as we pass them, hungrier than before.

“Don’t worry, #561,” Max murmurs, his voice dropping to a whisper as he leans down close to my ear. “That was just the beginning. Once that calf takes, your real training starts. By the time we’re done with you, you’ll be begging for the breeding shed.”

The plug shifts with each crawling step, a persistent presence that makes ignoring Max’s words impossible.

By the time we reach my stall, my knees are raw despite the padding, and every muscle screams in protest. Max shoves me inside with his boot, sending me sprawling onto the padded floor.

“Sleep tight,” he calls, sliding the door shut with a metallic clang. “Dream of all the studs who’ll be lining up for you.”

In the sudden silence, I curl into myself, the belt tight around my waist, the plug a cruel constant taunt of what I still desperately want and can't have.


Chapter eight


Iwake to the harsh clang of metal against metal as my stall door slides open. Disoriented, I blink against the bright overhead lights that suddenly flood my small space. My body aches in places I didn’t know could ache, and the belt around my waist has grown uncomfortable during the night, the leather stiff and unyielding against my skin.

Colt stands in the doorway, his silhouette familiar now. “Up and at ’em, #561. Time to see if that premium breeding took.”

I stare at him blankly until he snaps his fingers in front of my face. “Today, cow. Let’s go.”

He doesn’t wait for me to comply, simply clips a leash to my collar and tugs, forcing me to scramble onto my hands and knees. The toy shifts inside me, a constant reminder of yesterday’s events, and I wince as the movement sends a jolt through my tender insides.

“If you’re sore now, just wait,” Colt remarks, noticing my discomfort with a smirk.

The journey back through the facility feels longer this morning, my muscles protesting each movement. Handlers stop and watch as Colt leads me past, their eyes following our progress with undisguised interest. One whistles low as we pass, earning a sharp laugh from Colt.

“Everyone’s excited to see if our newest investment is going to pay off,” he tells me, giving the leash another unnecessary tug. “Bet you are too, right, #561?”

I don’t respond—I can’t, not with anything intelligible—but the truth is more complicated than I want to admit. The thought is terrifying and exciting.

We enter the familiar clinic space where I was processed what feels like a lifetime ago. The antiseptic smell hits me first, sharp and clinical, cutting through the haze of my thoughts. The Vet is already there, adjusting a large machine that hums softly in the corner. A gynecological chair dominates the room, its stirrups raised and waiting.

“Morning, Doc,” Colt greets him. “Got her here nice and early for you.”

The Vet nods, barely glancing up from his preparations. “Get her in the chair. I want to check before we waste time on an ultrasound.”

Colt unclips my leash and motions toward a small stool beside the chair. “Up,” he commands, as if I’m a dog learning a new trick.

When I hesitate, his hand finds the back of my neck, fingers digging into pressure points that make me gasp. “I said, up.”

With his help—or more accurately, his force—I manage to climb onto the stool and then the chair. The padded surface is cool against my bare skin, but not uncomfortable. That changes quickly as Colt begins securing the restraints.

First my ankles, locked firmly into the stirrups. Then straps across my thighs, waist, and chest. My wrists are bound to armrests that extend out to my sides. Finally, a padded clamp secures my head in place, forcing me to stare at the ceiling.

Only when I’m completely immobilized does Colt reach for the belt around my waist. His fingers work the buckle, and I feel the pressure ease as it comes undone. The strap between my legs follows, and then his hand is there, fingers wrapping around the base of the plug.

“Deep breath,” he warns, though it’s hardly for my comfort.

With one smooth motion, he pulls the toy free. I gasp at the sudden emptiness, my body clenching around nothing. A trickle of fluid follows, warm against my skin, and Colt chuckles.

“Looks like Mr. Sinclair left quite the deposit.”

The Vet approaches now, snapping on latex gloves with a sound that makes me flinch. His face is expressionless as he positions himself between my spread legs, clinical eyes assessing me like a piece of machinery.

“Let’s see what we’re working with,” he murmurs, almost to himself.

His gloved fingers are cold as they probe inside me, and I tense involuntarily at the intrusion.

“Relax,” he commands, pressing deeper, his touch impersonal and efficient. “Hmm, cervix is still open. That’s good. Increases the chances of conception.”

He withdraws his hand and turns to the ultrasound machine, squirting clear gel onto a wand-like instrument. “Let’s take a look, shall we?”

The probe is cold against me, and I close my eyes, unable to watch the screen he studies so intently. The room is silent except for the soft whirring of the machine and the occasional click as the Vet captures images.

“Anything?” Colt asks after what feels like an eternity.

The Vet makes a noncommittal sound. “Too early to see an embryo, of course. But her uterine lining looks good. Very receptive.” He twists the wand slightly, and I bite back a sound of discomfort. “Ovaries show recent activity. I’d say our chances are excellent.”

He removes the probe and wipes me clean with a disinterest that somehow feels more invasive than the examination itself. When he steps back, he’s smiling slightly, a cold, satisfied expression.

“We’ll know for certain in a few days, but I’m optimistic. In the meantime, keep her on the fertility feed and hook her up to the fucking machine.”

Colt nods. “What about milking? Continue as scheduled?”

“Yes, as much as possible.”

They discuss me as if I’m not there, as if I can’t hear or understand them. But I’m focused on the fucking machine, wondering what on earth that is.

The return journey to my stall is silent, Colt unusually pensive as he leads me through the facility. My thoughts race, trying to process everything I’ve learned, everything that’s happening to my body. The cool concrete beneath my hands and knees grounds me in reality, each step a reminder of what I’ve become.

When we reach my stall, Colt slides open the door to reveal something new. My stomach drops at the sight. The familiar frame is there—the one that holds me on all fours—but beside it sits a machine I don’t recognize. It’s sleek and mechanical, with a control box connected to what can only be described as a motorized arm. At the end of the arm, unmistakable in its purpose, is a flesh-colored silicone phallus, thick and intimidating.

“Meet your new best friend,” Colt says, noticing my wide-eyed stare. “The Doc wants to make sure that seed takes, and this is how we do it.”

He tugs the leash, urging me inside. My legs feel leaden, each step requiring deliberate effort as I approach the frame. The machine sits ominously beside it, the silicone attachment gleaming under the harsh lights.

“Don’t worry,” Colt adds, misinterpreting my hesitation as fear rather than resignation. “It’s programmed to be gentle. At first, anyway.”

He positions me in front of the frame, and I assume the now-familiar position without being told. My body knows what’s expected, muscle memory taking over as I place my hands and knees on the padded rests. Colt works quickly, securing the straps around my limbs, waist, and neck. The weight hanging from my collar settles against my throat, its presence a constant reminder of my inability to speak, to protest.

When I’m firmly secured, unable to move more than a few inches in any direction, Colt turns his attention to the machine. He wheels it closer, adjusting its height and angle with practiced precision. The mechanical arm extends, positioning the silicone phallus directly behind me. I can’t see it anymore, but I can feel its presence, sense it hovering mere inches from my exposed center.

“This is the fucking machine,” Colt explains, his voice taking on that clinical tone he uses when explaining procedures. “State-of-the-art breeding assistant. Keeps you stimulated, keeps those hormones flowing, and makes sure any seed deposited stays right where it needs to be.”

He kneels beside the control box, fingers dancing over the settings.

“It has different modes—gentle, moderate, intense. We’ll start you on gentle, work you up over time.” He glances up at me, a smirk playing at the corners of his mouth. “Though from what I’ve seen, you might be ready for moderate.”

The machine hums to life, a low, mechanical drone that makes my skin prickle with apprehension. Colt moves behind me, his hand coming to rest on my lower back.

“Let’s get you ready,” he murmurs, his other hand reaching between my legs.

His fingers probe my entrance, checking for wetness. Despite everything—the humiliation, the fear, the resignation—my body responds to his touch. I roll my hips eagerly.

“Already wet,” he observes with satisfaction. “Such a horny little cow.”

He positions the silicone phallus at my entrance, the cool material making me flinch. With careful adjustments, he aligns it perfectly, then steps back to the control panel.

“Here we go,” he announces, pressing a button.

The machine whirs, the mechanical arm extending slowly until the phallus presses against me, then into me, a smooth, controlled penetration that makes me gasp. It slides in completely, filling me, then begins to withdraw just as slowly. The pace is deliberately gentle, almost teasing, nothing like the frantic coupling with Sinclair.

“Perfect,” Colt says, watching the machine work. “This will run for an hour, then rest for thirty minutes, then start again. By the time I come check on you tomorrow morning, you’ll have had about twelve cycles.”

He approaches the feeding apparatus next, adjusting the settings on the tube connected to the wall.

“And of course, you need to eat,” he continues, bringing the tube to my mouth.

I open without resistance, allowing him to connect it to the socket he reinstalls in my mouth. The familiar taste of the paste floods my senses, bland and medicinal, but it’s comforting somehow.

“There we go,” Colt says, stepping back to survey his work. “All set up for a productive night.”

The machine continues its relentless rhythm behind me, each thrust sending small waves of unwanted pleasure through my body. The feeding tube dispenses its paste in measured intervals, forcing me to swallow. Between the two, I’m completely occupied, my existence reduced to the most basic functions, and I love it.

“If you’re wondering about the milking,” Colt says, pausing at the door, “don’t worry. We’ll be in every few hours to empty those udders. Can’t have you getting uncomfortable, can we?”

His laughter follows him out as the door slides shut, leaving me alone with the mechanical hum of the machine, the rhythmic dispensing of the feeding tube, and the growing warmth between my legs that tells me, despite everything, my body is responding.

The silicone phallus continues its steady pace, each thrust a little more welcome than the last as my body acclimates to the invasion. The pleasure builds, mounting in my body as I work towards my orgasm. It’s slow and steady, building like a wave.

When I scream out my climax, my eyes rolling back in my head, I realize I’ve gotten exactly what I wanted.


Chapter nine


Aweek passes in a blur of sensation and routine. Time loses meaning in the endless cycle of feeding, milking, and the relentless attention of the machine. My world narrows to the space between pleasure and pain, between sleeping and waking, between one session and the next. The only markers are the handlers who come to milk me every couple of hours, their faces blending together until they're just hands that hook me up to the pumps, voices that occasionally praise or scold.

When Colt finally appears with the Vet in tow, the break in routine is jarring. I blink up at them, disoriented by the interruption. My mind feels foggy, dulled by days of nothing but physical sensation.

"Time for your check-up, #561," Colt announces, unstrapping me from the frame with quick, efficient movements. The machine powers down with a whir, the silicone phallus withdrawing from my body with a wet sound that should embarrass me but doesn't anymore.

When I don't immediately move, Colt snaps his fingers in front of my face. "Wake up, cow. The Doc's here special for you."

I struggle onto all fours, my muscles weak and trembling. How long has it been since I've moved freely? My joints creak as I crawl toward them, following Colt's pointed finger to a portable examination table they've wheeled into the stall.

"Up," the Vet commands, patting the surface.

With Colt's less-than-gentle assistance, I climb onto the table, lying back as instructed. The surface is cool against my skin, a shock after days of the padded frame. The Vet snaps on latex gloves while Colt secures my legs in stirrups attached to the table, spreading me open for examination.

"Let's see how our investment is coming along," the Vet murmurs, reaching into his bag for a handheld ultrasound device.

The gel is cold on my stomach, making me flinch. The Vet ignores my reaction, pressing the wand firmly against my abdomen and moving it in slow, methodical patterns. His eyes remain fixed on the small screen attached to the device, his expression giving nothing away.

The silence stretches, broken only by the soft whirring of the ultrasound machine. Colt shifts impatiently beside me, his eyes darting between my face and the screen I can't see.

"Well?" he finally prompts.

The Vet's mouth curves into a satisfied smile. "Confirmed," he says simply. "The implantation is successful."

Colt's face breaks into a wide grin. "I knew it! She took it first try."

"Indeed," the Vet agrees, moving the wand to get a better angle. "And based on hormone levels, she's likely to carry to term without complications. Excellent breeding stock, just as we predicted."

He turns the screen, allowing Colt to see what I cannot. "See there? Right on schedule."

Colt's eyes widen, his expression shifting from satisfaction to something almost like awe. "Will it be one or...?"

"Too early to tell multiple fetuses," the Vet says, wiping the gel from my stomach with clinical efficiency. "But her hormone levels are unusually high, so twins wouldn't surprise me."

The news should shock me, should fill me with dread or rage or something. But I feel strangely detached, as if they're discussing someone else entirely. My body is no longer my own—hasn't been since I arrived—so why should this development be any different?

The Vet packs away his equipment, making notes on a tablet. "We'll adjust her feed starting tomorrow. Increase calories by fifteen percent, add the prenatal supplements to the morning feeding." He glances at me, his eyes assessing. "She's producing milk well already?"

Colt nods enthusiastically. "Better than most veterans. Fills up once an hour, like clockwork."

"Move her to continuous milking. Full automation," the Doc says. "You can supplement the fucking machine as needed."

Colt lets out a groan.

"You've been very patient, Colt. You've earned this."

They take me out of the chair, moving me back onto the frame. Then the vet leaves with a cursory nod, taking the exam chair with him, and the door sliding shut. Colt remains, staring down at me with an unreadable expression. His fingers tap against his thigh, a restless rhythm that betrays his excitement despite his controlled breathing.

"You heard the Doc," he says finally, his voice dropping lower.

He moves to the door, engaging the lock with a decisive click. The sound echoes in the stall, final and irrevocable. When he turns back to me, his eyes have darkened, pupils dilated with barely contained desire.

"Been waiting for this since you first showed up," he admits, approaching the table where I still lie restrained. "Watching you take the machine, watching Sinclair mount you... it's not the same as feeling you for myself."

His hand trails up my leg, callused fingers rough against my sensitive skin. "Don't worry," he continues, voice dropping to a murmur. "I'll take care of our little investment. Just like the Doc ordered."

He begins unbuckling his belt, the leather sliding free with a soft hiss.

My body responds traitorously, a flush spreading across my skin as his hands continue their exploration. The week of constant stimulation from the machine has left me hypersensitive, perpetually ready.

"That's it," Colt murmurs, noting my response with satisfaction. "Good girl. Show me how much you want my cock."

As he positions himself between my spread legs, as his hands grip my hips with possessive force, I groan and grind back against him eagerly. Colt's hands are everywhere at once, rough and demanding as they explore my body. He touches me with the confidence of someone who knows exactly what he's doing. His fingers find my nipples, pinching and rolling them between calloused digits until twin streams of milk spray forth.

"Look at that," he murmurs, watching the white liquid arc through the air. "So responsive."

He leans down, his mouth closing around one sensitive peak. The sensation of his tongue against my nipple sends a jolt straight to my core, and I arch against my restraints. He suckles hard, drawing the milk directly from the source, and the relief is immediate and overwhelming. A moan escapes me, a long, bovine sound that seems to excite him further.

"That's it," he growls against my skin, moving to the other breast. "Let me hear you."

His mouth works hungrily, draining me with an efficiency that rivals the milking machine but with a heat, a humanity, that the mechanical device could never match. When he finally pulls away, milk dribbles down his chin, and his eyes are wild with desire.

"Fuck," he breathes, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

He finishes undressing quickly, dropping his pants to the floor. His body is lean and muscled, honed by physical labor. The evidence of his arousal juts proudly from between his legs, thick and imposing.

He positions himself between my spread thighs once more.

He doesn't ease into it, doesn't start slow. With one powerful thrust, he buries himself to the hilt inside me, and the sudden fullness makes me cry out—a strangled, inhuman sound that echoes off the stall walls. The intrusion is different from the machine—warmer, more insistent, alive in a way silicone could never be.

"Fuck, you're tight," Colt groans, his head falling back as he savors the sensation. "Machine's kept you nice and ready, but nothing beats the real thing, does it?"

He begins to move, establishing a rhythm that's both punishing and precise. Each thrust hits something deep inside me, a spot the machine never quite reached. My body responds instantly, my walls spasming.

"That's it," he encourages, watching my reactions with hungry eyes. "Show me how much you need this. Show me what a good breeding cow you are."

A surge of heat goes through my core.

I moo loudly; the sound torn from my throat as the pressure builds. My hips lift off the frame, meeting his thrusts with a desperate energy. He laughs, a dark, satisfied sound.

"Look at you," he taunts, increasing his pace. "Born for this. This is what you wanted, isn't it? With your tits full of milk and your belly full of calves?"

His hand slides between us, finding my clit. His thumb circles it ruthlessly, adding a new dimension to the pleasure already building inside me.

"Come for me," he commands, his voice a growl. "Let me feel that tight little cow pussy squeeze my cock."

The combination of his words, his movements, and the relentless pressure of his thumb pushes me over the edge. The orgasm crashes through me with devastating force, a tsunami of sensation that tears a long, loud moo from my throat. My body convulses around him, squeezing and pulsing as the pleasure overwhelms every nerve ending.

But Colt doesn't stop. He works me through the climax, maintaining his pace even as my body shudders beneath him. When the final tremors subside, he smiles wickedly.

"That's one," he says, slowing briefly. "Let's see how many we can get out of you today."

Before I can fully recover, he shifts positions, lifting my hips higher to change the angle. The new position drives him even deeper, and I gasp at the intensity. His rhythm changes too, slower but more forceful, each thrust deliberate and powerful.

His fingers dig into my flesh, holding me in place as he continues his relentless pace. The pressure builds again, impossibly fast, as if my body can't get enough. My second orgasm approaches like a freight train, unstoppable and overwhelming.

When it hits, it's even more intense than the first. My vision blurs at the edges, my back arching off the table despite the restraints.

Colt's pace falters briefly, his own control slipping as my body clenches around him. "Fuck, yes," he hisses through gritted teeth. "Take it. Take all of it."

He drives into me with renewed vigor, chasing his own release now. His movements grow erratic, his breathing ragged. With a final, powerful thrust, he buries himself deep inside me and groans, his body tensing as he finds his climax.

But even as he pulses inside me, his hand returns to that sensitive spot between my legs, working me toward a third peak. My overstimulated body responds immediately, hurtling toward yet another orgasm with alarming speed.

"One more," he insists, still hard inside me despite his release. "One more for me, cow."

The third orgasm is almost painful in its intensity, a white-hot explosion that leaves me limp and gasping. My throat is raw from the sounds I've made, my body slick with sweat.

Colt finally withdraws, his expression one of smug satisfaction as he surveys my trembling form. "That's more like it," he says, reaching for a towel to clean himself. "Much better than that machine, isn't it?"

A moo slips out.

"Don't worry," he continues, pulling his pants up. "You're going to have a line out the door in no time. I'll be back in a little while so we can get you started on the automatic milking machine."


Chapter ten


The door slides open with that now-familiar metallic groan. Colt enters, followed by Max, both pushing large equipment carts. My stomach tightens at the sight of them, at the gleaming machinery they've brought. The encounter with Colt earlier has left me exhausted, but somehow still sensitive, still aware of every sensation.

"Rise and shine, #561," Max calls, his voice echoing in the small space. "Time for your upgrade."

They wheel the carts to either side of my frame, Colt immediately beginning to unpack what looks like an elaborate system of tubes and bottles, while Max fiddles with something electronic.

"You're going to love this setup," Colt says, holding up what looks like a modified version of the milking cups I've become accustomed to. These are sleeker, more anatomically shaped, with soft silicone linings that shimmer slightly in the harsh light. "Continuous milking. No more waiting for handlers to hook you up every few hours."

He takes the gag and feeding tube out of my mouth.

Max approaches with something in his palm: a small capsule, no bigger than my thumb, metallic gray with tiny blinking lights.

"Open wide," he commands, holding it near my face.

When I hesitate, Colt's hand finds my jaw, fingers pressing into pressure points that force my mouth open in a gasp of pain. Max seizes the opportunity, dropping the capsule onto my tongue and then covering my mouth and nose until I have no choice but to swallow.

The small device slides down my throat with a painful scrape, and I cough reflexively.

"That's a sensor," Max explains, watching with satisfaction as I struggle to regain my breath. "Monitors the level of feed in your stomach, tracks your nutritional intake, even measures your hormone levels. The feeding tube will adjust automatically based on its readings. No more scheduled feeds, just constant nutrition as your body needs it."

Colt moves behind me, his hands cold as they lift my swollen breasts. "These new cups are something special," he continues, his voice taking on that clinical tone he uses when explaining procedures. "Self-adjusting suction, temperature regulation, and built-in stimulation to keep production high. Once they're on, they stay on. Permanent attachment."

The word "permanent" sends a chill through me, but there's no opportunity to protest. Colt positions the first cup beneath my right breast, the soft silicone ring cold against my sensitive skin. With a soft hiss, the cup activates, forming an airtight seal around the entire breast. The sensation is immediate and intense—not painful, exactly, but overwhelming. The cup warms quickly, conforming to my shape with unnerving precision.

"Perfect," Colt murmurs, reaching for the second cup. "See how it molds to her? Latest technology. These things cost a fortune, but for prime producers like her, it's worth every penny."

The second cup attaches with the same hissing sound, encasing my left breast completely. As soon as both are secured, a subtle vibration begins within them, a gentle stimulation that sends immediate signals of arousal through my body. I moan—a low, bovine sound that seems to please both men.

"She likes it," Max observes with a smirk. "They always do."

Colt connects the cups to a complex system of tubes leading to a sleek, metallic machine that now sits beside my frame. It's smaller than the previous milking apparatus, but clearly more sophisticated, with digital readings and soft, pulsing lights.

"This is the control unit," he explains, adjusting settings on a touchscreen. "It monitors production rates, adjusts suction as needed, and collects everything automatically. No more stopping and starting—it'll milk you continuously, extracting only when there's enough accumulation to make it efficient."

Max, meanwhile, has been setting up the new feeding apparatus. Unlike the simple tube I've been using, this one connects to what looks like a small computer mounted on the wall. The tube itself is thinner, more flexible, and splits into two sections near the end.

"Dual-channel feeding system," he says, noticing my confused stare. "One line delivers the base nutrition, the other handles supplements and medications. They mix just before entering your mouth for optimal absorption."

He approaches with the end of the tube, which terminates in a sleek mouthpiece designed to fit around my teeth.

"Open up," he orders, and this time I comply without resistance, too overwhelmed by the sensations from the breast cups to fight.

The mouthpiece slides between my lips, fitting snugly against my gums. It's more comfortable than the previous feeding tube, designed to allow for some movement of my jaw while still ensuring delivery of the feed. Once positioned, Max secures it with thin straps that wrap around the back of my head.

"Bite down," he instructs. "It needs to mold to your teeth."

I comply, and the material softens slightly, conforming to the shape of my mouth. When it hardens again, it's locked in place, impossible to dislodge without the proper tools.

"Perfect," Max says, stepping back to admire their handiwork. "Feeding schedule is automated now. The sensor in your stomach will communicate with the system, delivering nutrition when needed. It'll even adjust the formula based on your hormone levels—more calories during high production, more supplements when the calves need it."

Colt flips a switch on the milking machine, and the gentle vibration in the cups intensifies. A rhythmic pulsing begins, a sensation both familiar and new. It's not the steady suction of the previous machine, but a more complex pattern designed to stimulate production while extracting milk efficiently.

The effect is immediate and overwhelming. My back arches as much as my restraints allow, a moan escaping around the feeding tube. The pleasure is intense, radiating outward from my breasts to pool heavily between my legs.

"Ah, she's responding beautifully," Colt observes, checking the digital readout. "Production is already up fifteen percent from her last manual milking."

He turns to Max with a satisfied grin. "I told you she was special. Born for this."

Max nods, his eyes raking over me with renewed interest. "The guys are going to love her. Once word gets out about the twins, the breeding requests will pour in."

Colt makes a few final adjustments to the machines, then steps back to survey their work. I'm completely integrated into the system now—the cups permanently attached to my breasts, the feeding tube locked in place, the sensor monitoring my every physiological response. My autonomy has been reduced to zero, my body now just a component in their efficient production line.

"All set," Colt announces, his hand trailing possessively over my flank. "Just one more thing."

He reaches into his pocket and pulls out what looks like a small remote. With a press of a button, the fucking machine behind me whirs to life, the familiar silicone phallus positioning itself at my entrance.

"Can't forget about this," he says with a smirk. "The Doc wants to make sure those calves get all the stimulation they need to grow big and strong."

The machine begins its rhythmic movement, the phallus sliding into me with no resistance. My body, conditioned by days of constant use, accepts it readily, eagerly even. Combined with the sensation from the milking cups, the pleasure is overwhelming, building faster than I can process.

"Look at her go," Max murmurs, watching as my body responds to the dual stimulation. "She's going to break records, I'm telling you."

Colt nods, his expression one of professional pride. "We've got her dialed in perfectly. Continuous milking, optimized feeding, regular stimulation. By the time the Doc comes back to check on her, those calves will be right on schedule."

They gather their equipment carts, preparing to leave. At the door, Colt pauses, looking back at me with a satisfied smile.

"Comfortable, #561? You'd better get used to it. This is your life now. Day and night, for as long as you're productive."

The door slides shut behind them, leaving me alone with the relentless machines. The milking cups continue their rhythmic pulsing, the feeding tube delivers precisely measured nutrition, and the fucking machine maintains its steady pace. Every few minutes, a wave of pleasure crashes through me, my body responding to the constant stimulation with programmed precision.

As the first of many mechanically induced orgasms washes over me, I realize this is exactly what I wanted when I broke into the tavern.


Chapter eleven


The first contraction hits like a wave crashing against the shore, powerful, unstoppable, all-consuming. I'm jerked from a half-conscious state, the familiar haze of pleasure-pain from the milking machines instantly replaced by something sharper, more insistent. My body tenses against the frame that has held me in place for months, a groan escaping around the feeding apparatus that's become as much a part of me as my own teeth.

The machines continue their relentless work, unaware of the change occurring within me. The milking cups pulse rhythmically against my swollen breasts, now four times their original size after months of continuous production. The fucking machine maintains its steady pace, oblivious that changes are coming.

But my body knows. Something is different. Something is happening.

The second contraction comes faster than I expected, stronger than the first. A low, bovine noise escapes me—a sound of distress that triggers an alert somewhere in the facility. The door to my stall slides open with that familiar metallic scrape, and Colt appears, tablet in hand, his eyes quickly assessing the situation.

"Well, well," he says, checking the readings on the monitors. "Looks like today's the day, #561."

He approaches, his movements unhurried but purposeful. He begins shutting down the machines, first the fucking apparatus, then the feeding system. The tube retracts from my mouth for the first time in months, leaving me gasping at the strange emptiness. The milking cups, however, remain attached—those haven't been removed since the day they were installed.

"Let's get you ready," Colt murmurs, unstrapping me from the frame that has held me in position for the better part of a year.

When the last restraint falls away, I collapse, my muscles too weak to support me. Nine months of immobility have left me trembling, helpless. My massive belly hangs beneath me, the weight of it pulling me toward the floor. Colt catches me before I fall completely, his muscular arms supporting me as he guides me to a special delivery table that's been wheeled in while I was distracted by the contractions.

The table is unlike anything I've seen before—padded but with strategic cutouts and supports. Colt positions me on it with the help of another handler, arranging my body so that I'm on all fours, but with my belly suspended in a sling-like contraption. The milking cups hanging from my breasts are connected to a portable unit that continues the extraction process even as another contraction rips through me.

"The Vet's on his way," Colt informs me, though I can barely focus on his words through the pain. "Just breathe through it. Your body knows what to do."

I try to respond, forgetting momentarily that I can only make cow sounds. A mournful "moooooo" escapes me, long and low, as another contraction builds. Colt chuckles, his hand moving to my lower back, where he applies firm pressure.

"That's it, good girl. It won't be long now."

The door slides open again, and the Vet strides in, looking exactly as he did the first day I arrived—clinical, detached, professional. He's followed by several assistants wheeling equipment and monitors.

"How far apart are the contractions?" he asks Colt, not bothering to acknowledge me directly.

"About three minutes now," Colt replies. "Started about forty minutes ago, according to the monitoring system."

The Vet nods, pulling on latex gloves with practiced precision. "Perfect timing. Let's see how she's progressing."

His hands are cold as they examine me. I moan at the intrusion, another contraction building as his fingers probe inside me.

"Eight centimeters already," he announces, sounding pleased. "She's progressing rapidly. First-time mothers usually take longer, but her hormone levels have been exceptionally high throughout. The twins are well-positioned."

He turns to his assistants. "Prepare the incubators and monitoring equipment. I want both calves transitioning seamlessly."

The contractions intensify, coming faster now, barely giving me time to breathe between them. Sweat pours down my body, soaking the padding beneath me. The milking cups continue their rhythmic pulsing, adding another layer of sensation to an overwhelming experience.

"She's fully dilated," the Vet announces after another examination. "It's time to push with the next contraction."

I hardly need the instruction. When the next contraction hits, I bear down instinctively, a guttural moo tearing from my throat as I push with all my might.

"Good, good," the Vet encourages, his hands positioned to receive the first calf. "I can see the head. Keep pushing."

The pressure is unbearable, a burning, stretching sensation that seems impossible to endure. But there's no choice, no escape. Another contraction comes, and I push again, feeling something shift, move, begin to emerge.

"That's it," Colt murmurs from beside me, his hand on my shoulder. "You're doing great, #561. The first one's almost here."

With one final, monumental effort, I feel the calf slide free, the sudden relief so profound I nearly collapse. A tiny, mewling cry fills the stall, high-pitched and unmistakably human.

"It's a girl," the Vet announces, quickly passing the infant to an assistant who whisks her to one of the waiting incubators. "Perfectly formed. Eight pounds, four ounces, by my estimation."

There's no time to process, to think, to feel. Another contraction is already building, the second calf making its way into position. The cycle begins again—the pressure, the pushing, the pain. But it goes faster this time, my body already knowing the way.

The second birth is quicker, more efficient. With just a few powerful pushes, another cry joins the first, this one slightly lower in pitch.

"Another girl," the Vet says, handing the second infant off. "Slightly smaller, but excellent coloration and lung capacity."

From where I'm positioned, I can see the incubators, the small, writhing forms of the infants—my calves—being cleaned, wrapped, monitored. They look so human, so normal, with their tiny fists and scrunched faces. I can't wrap my mind around it.

"Excellent job, #561," the Vet says, his attention back on me as he delivers the afterbirth. "Two healthy specimens in record time. Your first breeding has been remarkably successful."

Colt appears at my side again, a smile of genuine pleasure on his face. "You should be proud," he tells me, his voice uncharacteristically gentle. "Most first-timers struggle with twins. You handled it like a champ."

As the vet finishes tending to me, cleaning and checking for tears or complications, I watch the assistants working with the calves. They're so efficient, so practiced, scanning and measuring and documenting.

The Vet nods, clearly satisfied. "Excellent. Prepare them for transport to the nursery. I want full monitoring for the first forty-eight hours, then we'll begin the standard feeding protocol."

"What about #561?" Colt asks. "Standard recovery period?"

The Vet considers for a moment, his eyes assessing me with that clinical gaze. "Given her exceptional performance, I'd say we can expedite. Twenty-four hours rest, then back on the continuous milking. Her production numbers are too valuable to waste. As for breeding..." He pauses, making a note on his tablet. "Let's give her body a week to recover, then start prep for the next round. With these results, I'd like to try for triplets next time."

Colt nods in agreement. "I'll update her feeding regimen accordingly. Any supplements you want to add?"

"The usual post-delivery package, plus an extra twenty percent calcium to support milk production. We'll reassess hormone levels next week."

As they discuss me like a particularly promising piece of machinery, I watch the incubators being wheeled from the stall. I should feel something but I don't. I just want to sleep.

"Welcome to motherhood, #561," Colt murmurs as he moves me back to the frame. "You're going to make us very, very rich."
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