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Istare out the one window in our tiny cabin at the darkening sky. Sunset isn't for a few hours, but a thunderstorm is rolling in, casting the world in shadow. I hope it's not a sign of things to come. The situation is grave, but not dire. Not yet, at least. If I thought there were any gods left to pray to, I'd be on my knees right now.

"He's not getting better," my mother's voice comes from behind me. I hold in a groan and struggle to school my features before I turn to face her. Until a few years ago, she looked half her age. Now she wears every bit on her face, lines wrought by stress and worry brought on by life without my father. Her Master, and mine.

Nearly fifty years ago, when she was still a child and the world believed in things like freedom and elections, civilization was on the verge of collapse. As things deteriorated, a group of politicians concluded women were not capable of managing their own lives. Almost overnight, women went from being fully fledged citizens to the property. It was simple. If you were married, your husband became your Master. Fathers had ownership of their children, both male and female, although sons had privileges that daughters never had, such as going to school and making friends. Settling what happened to females over the age of eighteen and unmarried became a little more complicated. Some returned to their parents, siblings or even friends took custody of others. They rounded up the rest and sold them, and it became illegal to be out in public without your Master. One tech company, still clinging to life, made a fortune by partnering with the government to develop a micro-chipping system that could store ownership information and require a hand scanner for revealing it.

Those chips are the reason my father's body is in the chest freezer in the basement, and my mother and I haven't set foot outside this cabin in four years, twenty-seven weeks, and four days. I was seventeen when he passed, but my younger brother was only eleven. Three more years, and he can take custody of mom and me, and we can stay together. If someone found us now, they would sell both mom and me, and send him to the military academy. Our plan was working perfectly. Simon hunts, mom and I cure the hides, and he sells them in town to buy what we need. Occasionally, he's had to steal for us to survive, but we've kept off the radar. Two years ago, he even "borrowed" an electric cattle prod from a nearby ranch after he heard a rumor that a direct shot of electricity could fry the chips. It hurt like a bitch, and we could never test to see if it worked, but it was a comforting notion.

Everything was fine. Until five days ago. Simon came home and collapsed with a fever. He hasn't gotten up since, and nothing mom and I have done has lowed his temperature.

"Kendra, did you hear me?" Mom asks. "He isn't getting better. I don't know what to do at this point."

I roll my lip between my teeth. I came up with a plan last night when even the ice bath wouldn't bring his temperature down.

"He needs medicine," I say quietly, not able to look her in the eye.

"That's not an option," she says quickly, shaking her head like she can't even bear the thought.

I take a deep breath, working up the courage for what I have to say. I've thought of little else for the last twenty-four hours. This is our only choice.

"If we don't bring his fever down soon, Simon's going to die. Without him, we won't make it. We won't be able to get supplies or food. Eventually, we'll have to go to town. We'll get caught, and they'll find out Dad's dead, and they'll take us. I'll never see you again," I say, trying not to shudder at the thought. Going to auction and subjected to the whims of a stranger would be so much worse knowing that the same thing was happening to her, though she's thankfully past the point in her life where she could bear more children. No, she'd probably end up as someone's housekeeper or nanny. A far kinder fate than what might befall me, but I'd miss her terribly every day. I'd worry constantly.

"But if you get caught-"

I cut her off.

"If I get caught, and that's a big if, you'll still have a chance to save Simon and that you two can live out the rest of your lives together."

"Your chip will lead them back here!"

I shake my head.

"We fried them, remember?" I ask. But Mom shakes her head frantically, her gray hair flying every which way.

"We don't know if that worked," she worries.

"I waited until you were asleep, and I had Simon shock me until I was unconscious. There's no way mine is still readable," I say, fingering the spot on the back of my head. The repeated treatment had burned the skin, leaving two tiny scars at the base of my skull. Mom had never seen it because I made sure my hair always covered it.

"But what if you get caught?" She asks again. "Then Simon still might die and I'll be all alone."

"We have to try," I say, determined.


2


I'd always known this day might happen, and I'd had Simon help me plan for it. Tucked in the back of the closet was a chest full of dad's old clothes, and a few more items. I quickly pull my dark brown hair back into a braid, my fingers expertly entwining the strands so I can tuck it up under an old newsboy cap. I take the thick bandages and wrap them around my chest, constricting and concealing my breasts. It had been a long time since I'd seen anyone besides mom to compare myself to, but while I wasn't small, I wasn't large either. Just middle of the road enough to make them harder to hide. Thankfully, our sources of food were too limited to give me any true curves, so two sweatshirts and a jacket bulk up my form. I have to wrap the belt around my waist twice to hold up the baggy pants. A set of dad's boots stuffed with old newspaper complete the look, and I smear grease paint across my face to try to hide my feminine features.

A few moments later, I stand back in the living room before my mother, gathering money from the old mason jar we keep it in. I don't know what medicine will cost, so I take more than I hope I'll need.

"What do you think?" I ask hoarsely, dropping my voice a few octaves in an attempt to sound as if I was a young man instead of a twenty-one-year-old woman.

"Here," Mom says, wrapping a thick scarf around my neck. "Be quick, be careful."

"I will," I promise, giving her a quick hug before opening the door and stepping outside for the first time in almost half a decade. Despite the nerves swarming my system, the feel of the rain on my skin is amazing.

[image: image-placeholder]

Though it has been years, I still know the way to town. It takes less than half an hour to get there, and only a few minutes to duck into the general store. I keep my eyes on the ground, desperately hoping that no one will pay me any mind. I spend far too long in the medicine aisle, fretting over what might help Simon the most, before I finally decide and hurry to the register. My heart beats like a hummingbird fluttering its wings, and I feel like there's a neon sign over my head saying "Unregistered Female", but no one looks twice. As the clerk hands me my change, I clutch my important package to my chest and race towards the door.

And right into trouble.

I'm too quick as someone opens the door, and I don't have the chance to stop before I plow right into the local beat cop. We both go down in a tumble and my hat falls off my head. I go to snatch it up as he yells at me to watch where I'm going, but it's too late. His friend has seen my braid.

"What are you doing out without your master, girl?" he demands, reaching down to help his friend up. They're both dressed in green uniforms, signifying they're the lowest rank among law enforcement. They carry guns, but no scanners. The one I knocked down is tall and lanky, as thin as a rail. I'm not surprised I could knock him down so easily. Beady eyes stare back at me under dark hair that spills out from under his cap. The one asking questions is shorter, stockier, and built like a linebacker. His eyes are blue and his blonde hair makes him look boyish, yet my gut tells me he's the one to fear.

"He's sick," I stammer quickly. "He sent me out for medicine."

I hold out the bottle clutched tightly in my hand, but my muscles tense. I'm ready to run if need be.

"He should know better," the taller one says as he gets to his feet. "Women cannot go outside the home unless their master or another male is accompanying them," he says.

He gestures angrily at the nearest people in the store, a couple that looks to be in their mid-thirties. A red-haired woman walks along obediently beside the man, a black leather collar wrapped around her throat and a leash clutched in his hand.

"I know, sir," I start to say, trying to come up with an explanation on the spot, but the stocky one cuts me off.

"We'll escort you home. He'll have to be ticketed. Stand up," he says, taking his cuffs off his belt.

I don't hesitate. I leap to my feet and shove past them with all my might, sprinting out into the rain.

"HEY!" I hear one shout, but I don't stop, I don't look back. I run towards the woods at the edge of town with everything I have. If I can lose them in the trees, I make my way home later. But I can't let them escort me home. Being arrested would be better than that. I can't lead them to Mom and Simon.

Unfortunately, the clothes I put on to disguise my appearance also slow me down. I trip over the size thirteen boots that seemed like such a good idea just an hour ago, and my pants begin to sag. I hike them up as best I can, but there's no time to adjust the belt. Not when I can hear them behind me.

"STOP!"

"Dispatch, we have an unaccompanied female fleeing custody. Please send backup."

Shit!

Why can't law enforcement have something better to do? Surely there are actual crimes happening somewhere instead of a girl just trying to purchase some medicine for a sick family member. Not for the first time, I curse the men who made these laws.

I've nearly reached the end of the street when the sound of sirens echo through the evening air, drowning everything else out. I'd nearly forgotten how loud they are. I dare a glance back and I see the two cops still chasing me on foot, but more pressing is the car with the flashing lights barreling down the road.

I should have listened to Mom.

I barely have time to finish the thought before the bumper of the car connects painfully with my side. I'm weightless as I'm tossed up into the air, and for the briefest moment, I pray to the gods I no longer believe in for this to kill me before my body slams down on the hood.

Everything goes black.
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When I wake up, my body feels like one giant bruise. My whole side aches and it feels like a weight is pressing down on my skull. I blink blearily and recoil from the stark, bright light illuminating the room. Everything is white from the cabinets to the floor, even the sink, and it smells sterile, like I remember hospitals from when I was a child. I try to sit up, and to my alarm, I can't.

In a second, I'm wide awake, panic rushing over me.

When I was thirteen, my cycle started, and my parents took me to the gynecologist for my first exam. I'd cried my eyes out when he pushed the speculum into me, telling my father that he'd fetch an excellent price for me when I came of age. They inserted the chip at the base of my skull on the same day.

Now I am seated in that very same type of chair, but instead of a paper gown, my only covering is a straightjacket, pinning my arms to my body. Two straps run across my chest and another over my hips, holding me tightly. Cuffs around my ankles bind them in the stirrups, my legs spread wider than I ever remember a doctor placing them, with my bare pussy on display. Two more straps around my knees fix my legs firmly in place.

Immediately, I begin to scream, thrashing against the restraints holding me down. My sore side cries out in protest, but I ignore the pain, pure panic and terror giving me strength. But there's no give, no bend at all, no matter how fiercely I struggle. In minutes, my throat is raw and my words turn hoarse. My movements slow and eventually, after what might have been twenty minutes, I fall still. My skin is red where the straps cut into it as it held firm, and my throat feels like I've been gargling with acid. I pant as I go limp, my chest heaving. Sweat and tears stream down my face. I'm soaked.

Not five minutes pass before the door opens and my eyes snap wide as three sets of footsteps echo throughout the room.

"Got that out of your system?" A cocky voice asks. I panic as I realize it's the shorter of the cops from before. He's accompanied by another cop, this one in a black uniform, signifying he's a sergeant. If I wasn't already in trouble, I am now. The third man wears a white lab coat and carries a tray of instruments.

"What do you want with me?" I demand, trying to sound braver than I feel. I already know it's a dumb question.

"Speak without being spoken to again, and you can spend the next eight hours waiting here with a gag in your mouth before we're ready to question you again," the sergeant snaps as he takes a seat on the counter.

I have to physically bite my tongue to keep from retorting. I have no doubt he'll do as he says.

"You'll keep quiet while the Doc does his exam to ensure you are in fact female, and we'll proceed from there," the cop adds, leaning back against the wall and crossing his arms over his chest. Red heats my cheeks as I glare at them. As if stripping me naked wasn't evidence enough. Did they think I was somehow concealing a penis under a fake pussy?

I hardly dare to breathe as I watch the doctor slip rubber gloves on, coating his fingers in a generous amount of lubricant. A hiss escapes my lips as his fingers press into me, both exploring and getting my body ready for what comes next. I do my best not to squirm as he reaches for a speculum, but I can't stop my thighs from tensing against the restraints. He slaps the inside of my thigh, almost bored, and I recoil from the pain.

"This will go easier if you relax," the doctor taunts, before expertly slipping the device into my opening. A whimper slips out as it widens and his fingers resume prodding at me. He carries on for several minutes, far longer than necessary, before he looks at the sergeant, his fingers still inside me.

"Definitely female, and I'd dare say, intact by the tightness. Have you ever been fucked before, girl?" he asks. My eyes widen, but I dare not answer. A girl of my age would get fucked on the regular if she was owned by someone other than her parents, but I don't want to give them any information that might lead them home.

"A virgin? That won't last long," the cop chuckles, but the sergeant isn't amused. I can't tear my gaze away from the menace in his eyes, even as the doctor removes the speculum and then slips his fingers back inside my pussy, pulsing them in and out.

"So slave," the sergeant begins, and I flinch at the term. While I've known my whole life what some men consider us, I've never been called one. Girl, pet, yes, but never slave. "You told my men your Master sent you out for medicine, but instead of graciously accepting their offer to escort you home, you bolted. Why is that?"

I swallow roughly even as the doctor's fingers press deeper inside of me. He curls against a spot that shoots a wave of pleasure through me despite the uncomfortableness of the situation. The silence hangs heavy in the air and I force myself not to whimper as he does it again.

"I… I panicked, sir," I say in a faint whisper.

"I can understand why," he continues. "When we scanned your chip, it came up empty. It's still in your body, but the information was wiped clean. Are you aware that this is a felony?"

My heart feels like it's going to beat right out of my chest, even as the doctor curls his fingers once more. My hips attempt to roll but are held fast. I find myself breathing in quick pants.

"No, sir," I finally manage to say, doing my best to mask my relief. It did work. I hadn't shocked myself into oblivion for nothing. They won't be able to find Mom and Simon that way.

"If you were simply without a chip, this would be easy. In the morning, you'd be off to the auction blocks. But you have a chip, which means you have a master, but we cannot return you to him without that information. If you tell us who your Master is, and he agrees to pay the fines for your misadventure and new chip, we can release you back into his care."

"What happens if he won't pay?" I say too quickly, trying desperately to lead them down the wrong train of thought.

"What makes you think he won't?" The doctor asks, his fingers making quick work against my inner walls and his other hand descends on my clit. A moan escapes me despite my terror. "If I had a hot little piece of ass like you, I'd do anything to get you back."

"If he won't pay or can't," the sergeant continues as if the doctor hadn't spoken. "You go to the Broodmare Farm until you've bred enough offspring to pay the fines."

A shudder runs through me that has nothing to do with the doctor's fingers and the reactions he coaxes patiently from my body. In a world where every woman is a prisoner, jail just doesn't have the same effect it did before. So, a clever judge created the Broodmare Farm, a place where they could breed women and their offspring sold to settle their legal fines. Sometimes Masters even agree to have their women serve out sentences in their stead. When their sentences are over, the Masters take back the women, and they never get to see their children again.

"What if you can't find him?" I blurt out, my words coming out as a cry as my hips buck up against the restraints. The doctor chuckles, pleased with himself as I tremble with a building climax. However, the sergeant does not see it as amusing. He jumps down off the counter and jerks the doctor back, ripping his hands from my folds. I shudder, unsure if I'm angrier at being cut off from my orgasm or more terrified of what comes next.

"If you don't tell us where to find him, in three days you get sent to the Broodmare Farm, and will stay there until you've paid for the resources it takes us to mount a man-hunt to find him. The fact that he destroyed your chip, or let you do it, makes finding him a top priority target for the state. We need to know how it was done, so it never happens again."

I swallow dryly, my heart speeding up as panic floods my system once more. My voice shakes more than I'd like as I finally get the words out.

"I'll never tell you where he is."

The slow smile that spreads over the sergeant's face fills me with terror, like he was hoping I'd say that.

"You're sure she's a virgin, Doc?" he asks.

"There's no way to be medically certain, but yes, I think so."

"Fit her with a chastity device and send her to interrogation. The Farm will be able to charge extra for her first mounting."
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"Wait!" I shriek just before the sergeant opens the door. I strain with all my might to sit up, though it does me no good.

"Yes?" the sergeant gives me another smile, like he was expecting this reaction. I have to swallow several times before I'm able to speak.

"What if I told you how we destroyed the chip? Would that be enough?" I ask.

"Your Master still needs to face the repercussions of his actions," the sergeant says, shaking his head. Tears well in my eyes.

"I can face them for him. You can punish me," I say. "Take me away from him permanently. Loss of his slave, isn't that the ultimate punishment?"

"We can't sell you at auction without permission from your Master, and the Broodmare Farm's maximum sentence is five years. They're not capable of keeping livestock healthy for longer than that."

"But the Hucow Ranch is," I say, having to rush to get the words out before I can stop myself. Every woman has heard the stories her whole life: the place for women with no other purpose. The last place on earth you ever want to end up. But I'd do anything to save my family, even sign up for a lifetime as livestock. The Broodmare Farm only takes women on for five years, so there's less chance of permanent damage. The Hucow Ranch alters its slaves on day one so they can safely reproduce for the rest of their miserable lives.

Both the doctor and the cop look horrified at my suggestion, but the sergeant looks intrigued.

"You want to go to the Hucow Ranch?" he asks.

"Want is a strong word," I say, trying to keep the tremble from my voice. "But I'll tell you how I destroyed the chip and I'll sign myself over the Hucow Ranch if you agree not to look for my Master."

"Do you know what they do to girls like you at the Ranch?" he asks and I barely manage a nod. "You're what, twenty?"

"Twenty-one."

"And you'll spend the rest of your life on the Ranch and tell me how you destroyed your chip if I don't pursue your Master?"

I swallow, my dry throat screaming for relief.

"Yes, Sir."

"You consent to going to the Hucow Ranch?"

"Yes, Sir."

"Done. Austin, go start the paperwork. Make sure they know they've got a virgin on their hands, a devious one," he says to the cop. Once he's left the room, the sergeant comes to stand between my open legs, one hand casually cupping my pussy. I manage to suppress a shudder. I just agreed to much worse than this.

"Now, how did you wipe the chip?"

"Electricity. Enough of it shorts it out," I explain. It's awkward in the restraints, but I tilt my head forward and try to shake my hair off my neck. He sees what I'm doing and brushes it away, revealing the twin scars.

"What did you use?"

"Cattle prod," I say, and he barks out a laugh.

"I guess you're going to the right place then, aren't you? How much did it take?"

"I'm not sure. We kept going until I blacked out."

Two fingers slip inside my folds.

"Oh yes, the Ranch is going to have its hands full with you. Are you a virgin?"

I hesitate only a moment before I answer. I don't want him to change his mind and go back on his word.

"Yes, Sir."

Instantly, his fingers plunge deeper and his thumb comes down on my clit, picking up where the doctor left off. A gasp tears out of me as he begins to fuck me with his fingers.

"Have you ever climaxed before?" he demands, and I buck my hips as he adds a third finger to the two already inside me.

Heaven knows I'd tried. It wasn't like I could send my little brother to buy me a vibrator with our limited funds, but my own fingers had never been enough.

"No, Sir," I whimper. He groans in response, watching me as his fingers pick up speed and suddenly it's hard to think.

"I wish I could fuck you myself, but the Ranch will want the spectacle of broadcasting a virgin being bred for the first time. I'll have to settle for being the first to learn what you look like when you come."

"What?" I gasp.

"Oh, you do not know what you've signed for, do you?" he asks, his free hand comes up to wrap around my throat. He doesn't squeeze or cut off my air, but there's a sense of control as he angles my head exactly as he wants it. He pushes me back and forth like a doll. Despite my terror, there's some part of me that likes the control. The surrender. It's not your fault if it's out of your control.

"Well, it's too late, Slave. Or should I say, Cow? They'll be here for you in the morning. Not many willingly choose the Ranch, and they are going to love you." His grip tightens just a touch, and I feel my inner walls begin to clamp down again around him as my orgasm builds, his fingers speeding up as they drive me to a place I'm no longer sure I don't want to go. "That's a good girl. Now come for me!"

It's not instant. It takes two, three more touches to my clit, and then I'm screaming out my climax. My body shudders in the restraints as I fall over the edge, the world lost in white hot bliss. The stirrups creak with the force of my legs pressing down on them, and by the time I slump, spent, he's undoing the straps holding me down.

"That's a good girl. You keep behaving like that and I'll keep my word about your Master," he murmurs. "Come on, we'll get you to a cell for the night. You can enjoy one last night in a bed."

I barely have time to wonder what that means before he tosses me over his shoulder in a fireman's carry and takes me from the room.
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He takes me to another all white room. He removes the straight jacket only to suspend my arms over my head, but my bare feet comfortably rest on the ground. A pimply looking intern enters the room, and I refrain from making any noise while they take photographs of my entire body. The process takes maybe half an hour before I'm taken to my cell.

I spend the night on a rickety cot that smells of both urine and vomit. He refused to give me anything to wear, so I spent the night wrapped in the thin sheet, shivering. I'm exhausted but too wound up to sleep. My mind switches from worrying about Mom and Simon to worrying about tomorrow. I thought I knew what would wait at the Hucow Ranch. All little girls hear the horror stories told to us from a young age so we behave. The idea is to scare us so we never want to end up there. Meanwhile, I volunteered for it like a lamb for slaughter.

Or a cow, I guess.

They treat women like cattle and breed them like rabbits. That part I'm sure of… but what did he mean broadcast? I'd never heard of that, even back when we had a television before my father died. At least I didn't have to worry about my mother or Simon seeing it by accident. Mom… she must be so worried. By now, she would know that they caught me. I could only hope she found another way to help Simon and forgot all about me. A few more years and he'd be eighteen. They'd be safe without me.

A few more years and I probably wouldn't even remember them if what they say about the Ranch is true. I almost hope I break quickly. I signed up for this. The sooner I get used to it and forget the rest of my life, the easier it will be. The sergeant's veiled threat about behaving scare me more than what is waiting for me. If I act up, will he start looking for my family?

The sun peaks through the window, the first hints of dawn and I still haven't slept. I'd been so sure I'd sink into it after the sergeant gave me my first orgasm. It was so much… more than I expected. If that's what waits for me at the Ranch, maybe this won't be so bad.

[image: image-placeholder]

I must have finally fallen asleep, because the sound of my cell door opening startles me awake. The sergeant stands there with the keys as two men in jeans and plaid shirts make their way inside. The taller of the two has sandy brown hair that falls past his ears, and his piercing green eyes seem hungry as they look me over. Even the shorter one still towers over my 5'7" frame with ease. His jet black hair is in a ponytail, and his dark brown eyes resemble melted chocolate. Distracted by their beauty, I realize too late that they both have leather restraints in their hands.

"Stand up, cow," Green Eyes says. I flinch, my brain and body not quite caught up with the situation we agreed to, but hurry to obey. Green Eyes wraps a thick brown leather collar around my neck while I remain frozen. For half a moment, I dare to hope that this won't be so bad, and then a thumb presses into my jaw, forcing my mouth open. He inserts a ball gag between my lips and tightly strap it at the back of my head before I even have time to realize what's happening. Green Eyes runs a soothing hand over my cheek as Black Hair cuffs my hands behind my back.

"Good girl," he says. They both attach leashes to my collar and the next thing I know, I'm being led out of the cell with one on either side of me. I blanch as I realize cops are lurking in the halls, waiting to watch as I'm led outside.

"When do you think they'll first breed her?" the sergeant calls as we walk away. "I want to make sure I catch it."

"Probably Friday night. I think they'll want plenty of time to acclimate and market this one," Green Eyes yells over his shoulder.

What have I gotten myself into?

They take me to a pickup truck with what looks like a dog kennel in the back. I only have a moment to panic before I'm lifted off the ground and shoved inside without ceremony. They leave the leashes attached to my collar, fastening them to either side. Despite the brave face I am trying to put on, a whimper slips out.

"It's a six-hour ride to the Ranch. Be a good girl and we'll stop halfway to let you use the bathroom and have something to drink."

The very idea of something to drink makes me want to be a very good girl. I have had nothing at all since I left the house last night. My mouth is drier than the Sahara Desert. I bob my head eagerly and Green Eyes pats my head before he shuts the door. I do my best to find the most comfortable position I can on my knees, with a feeling it's going to be a long ride.

[image: image-placeholder]

The first hour is pure terror. There are other cars swerving to get a glimpse of me and honking as we barrel down the highway. I have no protection from the wind. It's cold and my eyes water unless I clamp them shut. Eventually I curl up on my side, my neck at an uncomfortable angle because of the collar. At some point, I either pass out or fall asleep because the next thing I know, I'm being pulled out of the cage.

"How is she, Julian?"

"Looks like she fell asleep, Sam. What a good girl," Green Eyes, whose real name is apparently Julian, coos at me. "Come on, get up, it's time for that bathroom break I promised you."

I lift my head as he undoes one leash from my collar and the other from the cage, using it to lead me out as I awkwardly shuffle on my knees. I look around and freeze. Horror crashes over me as I realize we're in a rest area with other people. The other women are on leashes, of course, but none of them are naked or restrained.

"It's okay, girl," Julian coaxes, pulling gently on the leash to encourage me forward. "I know this is new to you, but you'll get used to it. Come use the bathroom, and you can have that drink."

I swallow awkwardly around my gag but nod my head. Right now, I'd do just about anything for one measly sip of water. He has to help me down from the back of the truck as my legs don't want to support me, and he carefully sets me on my knees on the pavement. I cock my head at him and try to stand, but a sharp shake of his head makes me freeze in place.

"Crawl. That's something you'll be doing a lot of it so it's best you get started now," he orders, and I duck my head, ashamed. I volunteered for this. I couldn't mess it up, not if I wanted my mom and Simon to be safe.

I shuffle forward on my knees, struggling to follow as Julian leads me towards the grass, fumbling awkwardly with my arms still fastened behind my back. I try not to look at the people gawking at me. While everyone is used to seeing women enslaved, this is a level most don't take it to. Despite my best efforts to hold them back, the tears welling up in my eyes spill over as humiliation burns in my gut. I am certain my face is the shade of a tomato as two little boys point and laugh at me.

Julian brings us to a stop in the grass and my head snaps up to him, then over to the building in front of us. It takes a moment before realization clicks in my brain and I look up at him, giving the tiniest shake of my head in a wordless plea.

"That," Julian says, pointing at the building, "is for humans. You are a Hucow, or you will be."

He points at the grass.

"You go here, right now, or you won't get that drink." His voice is firm, but he drops into a crouch next to me. Gentle fingers brush away my tears. "It's okay if you take a minute. The first time is the hardest."

Face burning, I look down at the grass beneath me and widen my knees as far apart as I can. It still takes me several minutes before I can let it go, and tears stream down my face as I piss in the dirt like an animal for the whole world to see.

Not an animal. I correct myself sternly. A cow.
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I'm asleep in my cage again by the time we reach the ranch. Sam let me drink an entire bottle of water before putting my gag back in, and I can feel the pressure in my bladder as the slamming of the truck door causes me to stir. I manage to sit up again and I can't help but stare at my surroundings.

For some reason, when they called it a ranch, I expected, well, a ranch. Instead of the sprawling acres and corrals you see in the movies, it's a series of metal barn-like structures. There's what looks to be a covered arena to one side, but there are no pastures. At the moment, I don't even see any other women. There are ranch hands everywhere, though, and several are looking at me with interest.

"Is this the one that volunteered?" someone asks Julian and Sam as they drop the tailgate.

"The criminal who removed her chip and murdered her Master?" Another voice calls and I feel as if someone has plunged me into an ocean of ice water.

Murdered her WHAT?!

"Yes, she volunteered. Yes, she removed her chip, but we don't know what happened to her Master," Sam answers, already sounding bored with them. Relief overtakes me.

"She volunteered to come here instead of them trying to find her, so the best guess is he was abusive and she doesn't want to go back to him," Julian yells. Instead of opening my kennel, he's unbolting it from the truck bed. While his theory isn't correct, I'm more content to go with that story than the first one.

"But isn't she a virgin?" Another man asks, coming to assist as they lift my cage from the truck. I whimper into my gag as I lose my balance and topple forward.

"So they say," Sam mutters. In a moment, they have me, crate and all, loaded onto a small trailer attached to a golf cart.

More questions ring out, too many for me to keep up. I shrink against the floor, making myself smaller and smaller as the men get rowdier and their comments more lude. I'm shaking. Finally, Sam throws his hands in the air, having had enough.

"Look, I know you all have questions. I don't care. They assigned her to us, but I'm sure they'll ensure she's available for everyone to sample once her first breeding is over. We have to get her to processing, so if you'd all kindly shut up and get out of our way, we'd appreciate it," he yells over the crowd. I barely have time to wrap my brain around the word "sample" before we're under way, speeding across the compound.

"She's going to be popular," I hear Julian say.

"Maybe too popular," Sam murmurs, casting a worried glance back at me.

[image: image-placeholder]

In no time at all, we're at the door to the smallest building I've seen so far, yet it's still twice as large as the cabin I called home. Julian unlatches the door to the cage, and it takes a moment to get myself moving again as he tugs me out by my leash. My head waves wildly as I try to find my balance. Both my legs seem to have gone to sleep. Rather than giving me a chance to fix myself, Sam scoops me right up into his arms.

"Get the door," he grunts.

"Going soft on her, are we?" Julian taunts, even as he holds the door open wide and Sam carries me inside.

"The sooner she gets through processing, the sooner we get her to her stall, and away from these dumb fucks," he grumbles. I'm oddly touched by how protective he sounds.

"They'll get their chance with her eventually," Julian says quietly and Sam's arms tighten around me.

"Yeah, but by then she won't be so scared," Sam answers. Julian doesn't get the chance to respond before a man in a white coat walks in. After my experiences with the last doctor, I shrink against Jet.

The doctor arches an eyebrow at the three of us, peering over his spectacles.

"She spent six hours in the truck. She was having trouble moving," Sam explains gruffly. The doctor gives a shrug that makes me think he knows Sam's full of shit, but he doesn't care.

"Bring her on back. Once she's settled, you can head out. She'll be ready for you to pick up this time tomorrow," he says, his voice booming. Panic wraps around my heart like a fist at the idea of being left here alone. My terrified gaze shoots to Sam even as he carries me into the back.

"You'll be okay. Just be good for the vet and everything will be just fine," he whispers.

Vet. Not a doctor. Vet.

I swallow and try to give a brave nod as he sets me down. As they remove my cuffs, I don't resist. I just give a sigh of relief as my arms flop uselessly at my sides. Julian, Sam, and the vet make quick work of positioning me on what seems like a leather… I don't know what to call it. A bench? There's a piece about eight inches wide that they bend me over at the waist. It runs the length of my torso, and there's a padded arch with a hole for my face. There are smaller, similar supports for each limb, and before I know what's happening, I'm immobilized. Every inch of me is strapped down, too tightly to move, even my head. The ball gag still fills my jaws, muffling any sound of protest I might make. Once again, my pussy is on display, but now my ass is presented as well. A shudder runs through me at how exposed I am.

"Thank you, gentleman," the vet says. "I'll see you both tomorrow."

I desperately try to lift my head as I hear their footsteps walk away, but the straps are too tight.
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"Well, I must say, you've caused quite a stir around here. It's been years since we've had a volunteer," the vet murmurs, his hands trailing over me. "But don't worry, you'll take to it, just like all the other cows. I'll make sure of it."

Somehow being able to see, but not being able to see anything but floor and his feet makes everything worse so I screw my eyes shut tight. There's the sound of something plastic hitting concrete, and they snap open for just a moment. I catch a glimpse of a giant plastic bucket being placed beneath me before I close my eyes again.

"Sometimes this gets a little… messy," the vet says, and I don't know how, but it sounds like he's smiling. "If you need to relieve yourself, you just go ahead. There are never any punishments in processing. You haven't learned what's going to happen to you yet, so it's not fair to ask you to behave the way we expect down the road."

There's the sound of metal on metal and I flash back to the doctor from last night, my whole body tensing. But instead of feeling him probing at my pussy, his hand is on my arm, and a squeak slips out as a needle pierces the inside of my elbow.

"Just an IV. You're dehydrated, and this is much faster," the vet says, stroking my side. While I'm sure he's right, I'd give anything for another drink right now. My throat still feels raw from all the screaming I did when I woke up in that damn chair. He steps away and in a moment, another needle is sinking into my skin. This time at my hip.

"Hormone shot," he explains. "The first of several. Now I hate this next part, but it's best to get it out of the way quickly. How are you with pain?"

If I could glare at him, I would. How the hell does he expect me to answer that? I guess he doesn't because he carries on with what's doing. There's the sound of the buzzer and a staticky voice says, "Yeah, Doc?"

"Can you bring the branding iron please?"

For the first time since I made this deal, I begin to fight my restraints. I trash and pull with everything I have, trying desperately to dislodge the leather holding me down. I scream into the gag in my efforts.

There's another buzzer and I hear the vet say, "Can you go ahead and bring the piercing kit too? I'm going to have to dope her."

"You got it," the staticky voice answers cheerfully.

Before I have time to consider why the hell he needs a piercing kit, I cry out as it feels like a staple is being fired into the side of my neck, making a clicking noise similar to a loaded gun. Almost immediately, the strength leaves my limbs, and with every second that passes, it's like the world feels farther away. A sort of fuzzy feeling gradually overtakes me, like I'm floating. Like this is a dream and what happens here doesn't matter because it's not real. Any minute now, I'll wake up safe at home, and all of this struggle will have been for nothing.

A door opens, but it sounds like an echo.

"Wow," a rough voice says. "This is Sam and Julian's new cow?"

"That is correct. The volunteer."

"Those lucky sons of bitches," the rough voice murmurs and lets out a wolf whistle. "You ready for the brand?"

I don't know how much time passes before the vet's voice answers with a cheery, "Yes!"

Scorching metal sinks into my left ass cheek and for a moment, the white hot flash of pain is too much and I don't feel a thing. Then he yanks the metal away and the searing agony hits. I've never felt anything like it, and my peaceful floating feeling is gone in an instant. Sobs pour out of me. When I broke my wrist as a child it didn't hurt this bad. Even without the metal touching me, it feels like it's still pressing into me, burrowing deeper as the burn eats into my skin. I shake and shudder, and before I realize what's happening, the no longer staticky voice is laughing at me.

"Good thing you put the bucket there, Doc, she pissed herself."

"They often do. Poor things can't help it. She'll learn."

I want to shake my head. I don't want to learn. At this moment, I'd take it all back. But then the thought of my mother being sold off and Simon shipped to a military school overtakes me, and the pain suddenly seems worth it. I need to be good, so they keep their end of the deal.

It takes several minutes, but I get my crying under control. The floaty feeling slowly returns and I gladly sink into it, not ready for what comes next.

"Ready for the piercing kit?" The rough voice asks, and I desperately wish I had a face to go with the sound.

"Let's give her a few more minutes. If she's shaking, it'll mess everything up. I can give her more hormone shots while we wait. Why don't you get the salve?" the vet answers. Still wrapped up in the brand's pain and the strange floating sensation, I barely feel the needles that press into me. Some at my hip, some in my other ass cheek, and several in my stomach.

Then a hand settles over the burn and the pain ratchets back up again, even as the rough fingers spread some sort of cool gel over the blistered skin. In an instant, I'm crying again.

"Dante, why don't you see if you can relax her?" the vet says, pacing around me.

"I thought you'd never ask, Doc," Dante says. "Got any toys?"

"Over there," the vet mutters, clearly distracted by something.

In an instant, Dante holds something buzzing tightly to my clit, and he sinks two fingers inside me. His hands are bigger than the sergeant's and I gasp as he stretches me. Its a brand new feeling.

"Oh, she's definitely a virgin. They're going to make some good money off this one," Dante says. "God, she's so fucking tight."

He shifts the toy ever so slightly and my hips rise involuntarily, bucking against the padded table.

"Responsive too," he groans. His fingers curl and in an instant, I'm seeing stars. That's all it takes as my body surges through a climax that makes last night feel like a raindrop in the ocean. "How long has she been on the IV?"

"Only an hour. I haven't even started her on the rest of the treatments."

"God damn. I can't wait until I can sink my cock into this one. She's going to be one hell of a fuck," Dante says, and I don't have time to wonder what he means or what other treatments the vet is talking about before I'm rising to another peak. A twitch of the toy and his fingers stroking against my g-spot, and Dante has me on the edge again in minutes.

By my third climax, I'm as limp as a box of boiled pasta. They could brand me again, and I'm not sure I'd have the energy to lift my head. The floaty feeling has returned in full force, and I think I could be content to lie there and have Dante touch me for the rest of my life.

"I think she's ready Doc," Dante says, not pulling his fingers from my folds but removing the vibrator. "I'll stay right here, just in case."

"If you make her move, I'll use that branding iron on you," the vet warns, but I can't bring myself to care. I'm spent. Sated. I have nothing left to give.

The vet sits on the ground below my head, peering up at me.

"Oh, you are good and out of it. Good job, Dante," he murmurs.

I don't move as he swabs at my nose with something that smells like alcohol. Instead, I close my eyes, not wanting to see what's coming.

"Take a deep breath, girl," the vet says and I obey. I feel something press against the inside of my nose.

"Now let it out." I comply and there's a sharp pinch. My eyes fly open and I squeal around my gag as the piercing slides into my septum. I can't see it, but I can feel the ring he's locking into place, and tears once again stream down my face.

"That's a good cow," the vet says as Dante starts to fuck me with his fingers again.
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I'm on my third IV and I've lost track of how many shots when the vet removes my gag. I don't even try to speak, I'm just grateful to close my aching jaws. A moment later, the padded ring holding my head disappears and I try to look up around the room. Instead, I find Dante staring down at me.

He's a giant of a man, an absolute brute. He looks like he could bench press me one handed. His dark hair is in a buzz cut, and he looks down at me with his nearly black eyes that seem to sparkle. His hand cups my face, his thumb pressing gently against my new nose ring and wiggling it ever so slightly. A whimper slips out, but I don't protest further.

"Good girl. It'll heal quick," he murmurs. "You're going to be such a good Hucow, aren't you?"

I nod my head into his hand. I want to keep my family safe, so yes, I will be the best Hucow ever.

He seems to stare down at my side, and it takes me a moment before I realize he's staring at my bruises. His eyes darken as he looks back at my face.

"How could anyone ever hurt you?" he growls, and I realize that he probably believes Julian's theory. That I came here to flee an abusive master. I don't correct his assumption or tell them that the cops did this to me while I was trying to run. Better to let them all keep thinking my Master left those bruises.

"Hold still for me, sweetheart," Dante says and a buzzing sound feels the room. For a moment, my heart leaps, thinking he's about to use another toy on me. Instead, a razor sinks into my hair and I watch in horror as he shears off my long, brown locks. Tears spill down my cheeks as I see it fall piece by piece, but I don't make a sound.

"Such a good girl," he says, using the hand holding me to turn my head this way and that until it's all gone, laying at his feet. He switches it off and then takes a quick look around the room like he's looking for someone.

"Just keep being a good girl, and we'll take care of you," he promises. His lips descend on mine in the softest of touches, kissing me gently. I get a strange butterfly feeling in my belly and another whimper escapes when he pulls away. "I know," he murmurs, glancing over his shoulder. He steps away from me just in time for the door to fly open and for the vet to return, something brown and made of leather dangling from his hand.

"She try to speak?" the vet asks. Dante shakes his head before smiling at me and I feel the stupidest rush of pride, like he's pleased with me.

"Good," the vet says. "Open her jaws for me."

Without warning, Dante pushes his thumb into my mouth, prying my sore jaws open once more. I panic and give a bleat when I realize Dante is directing the leather towards my head, but his hold is too firm for me to even think of struggling or disappointing him. They force a metal ring between my lips and wrap leather straps around my head. Unlike the simple ball gag from before, these snake up and between my eyes so I can see them in my peripheral vision. As soon as they tighten the straps and clear their hands, I give my head a shake, but nothing moves. Another panicked bleat escapes me, but I only succeed in drooling on myself. More tears roll down my face.

Dante strokes my now bald head, giving me a moment to calm down now that he has bridled me.

"What's next, Doc?" he asks.

"Getting her started on the feeding tube. Then she needs her pussy waxed, and after that we can start the enemas."

A shudder runs through me. If he means what I think he means, I'm more than a little scared.

"Oh, and she needs her ear tag," the vet adds. "If you want to do that, I'll hook up her feed."

Dante gives a grunt in response. When he steps away, I seize the moment to look around. There's a refrigerator with a glass door that I can see the IV bags on one shelf, and larger packages of liquid on another. There're trays of instruments that I don't recognize, and the damned branding iron lies on a table. It feels like it's been hours and the damn thing is still glowing.

Suddenly the vet is in front of me again, rolling over a vat of something with a tube coming out of it. He reaches for me and I pull my head back, but he just grabs me by the strap to hold me steady.

"I know. It's been a lot, but this will make it easier," he reassures me. He lifts the hose to my mouth, and it snaps into the gag like the seatbelt on a car. He lets go of me for a moment, letting me shake my head around to see I can't dislodge it. I sigh and settle down almost instantly.

"I'm going to turn it on now. If you don't swallow, it'll keep coming and you'll just end up choking yourself. Just be a good cow and take your feed."

He flips a switch, and in a moment something that feels like thick oatmeal but tastes like cinnamon fills my mouth. For a moment, I panic, but the vet's hand strokes the side of my throat reassuringly, and I obey, swallowing. It keeps coming, but it's an easy, steady pace, and it's easy to take down.

"That's a good cow," Dante says, and my head swivels around to look at him. In his hand is what looks like a pure white hand gun, and before I can question what it's for, the vet is holding both sides of my head by my bridle. I see movement to the side, but I can't make out what Dante's doing. There's another pinch like before with my nose and I yelp, causing me to spurt the feed back into the tube. There's several minutes of coughing as I try to catch my breath and resume swallowing. Dante moves like he's going to help me, but the vet stops him, shaking his head.

Finally, I've got it under control again, and I can feel something on my right ear. I shake my head and it stays with me. A moment later, the vet holds up a mirror so I can see. There's a green plastic tag sticking through my earlobe, but that's not even the most dismaying part. I stare at the ring in my nose, the bridle over my head, and the tube in my mouth. My eyes well up with tears as I take in the animal staring back at me, and Dante hurries to disconnect the feeding tube. A wail tears free from my throat and great, big sobs roll out of me, but the vet doesn't move the mirror as he lets me take in what I've become so quickly. Just last night, I'd been human, and now I'm a Hucow.

I knew what I'd agreed to, but I'd never dreamed they'd bring me so low, so quickly.

"You'd better give her a few more orgasms before this next part," the vet says. "I'll let her watch."

Dante flashes me a grin.

"With pleasure."
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If I thought the piercings were a shock, they're nothing compared to the waxing. Even after three more orgasms courtesy of Dante and the toy, I still sob through every painful moment until the vet puts down the mirror to give me another injection in my neck. When he's done, I'm barely coherent as he uses some sort of device to destroy the hair follicles at the root, explaining that this way they won't grow back.

"I don't think she cares, Doc. Do you, pretty cow?" Dante asks, reattaching my feeding tube. Mindlessly, I swallow. I feel less like I'm floating now, and more like my thoughts are wading through mud as I try to think.

"That's just as good for what comes next," the vet says and I stiffen as icy fingers press up against my asshole. While my pussy has received more touches in the last twenty-four hours than the rest of my life combined, nothing and no one has ever ventured to touch there. I whimper into my feeding tube even as well lubricated fingers sink inside. Dante continues to stroke my face and neck, offering reassurance.

His fingers vanish, but something hard and rubbery, wider than I ever imagined, replaces them. I look at Dante pleadingly and am shocked to see actual distress on his beautiful features. He cups my face with both hands, putting his nose as close to mine as he can with the feeding tube in the way.

"I know, sweetheart. Just keep swallowing and try to relax. Everything's going to be okay. Trust me," he murmurs. I nod as bravely as I can, and try desperately to sink back into that floating feeling. I wish he was at my rear instead of the doctor. Somehow, I know he'd make this feel good.

"I'll make you come until you pass out as soon as we're done," he promises, and I fix him with a look that tells him he better keep that promise. He smiles back at me and whispers, "Now keep still. And hold it until the Doc tells you that you can let go."

At first, I'm not sure what that means, and then I feel it, a tube being snapped into the hollow plug in my ass just like the one snapped into my gag. I feel a strange sensation and let out another wail as they force liquid into my body.

As it turns out, an enema is exactly what I was afraid it was.

Whatever it is they're feeding into my guts, it's cold, and I whimper repeatedly even as I keep swallowing. Dante continues to stroke my face over my bridle, and it isn't long before I feel my stomach stretch with an uncomfortably full feeling. I swivel my head around, my feeding tube following me, and I stare at my distended middle, pressing painfully against the table I'm lying on. I look back at Dante, begging for it to stop and he just resumes petting my head.

I'm not sure how long it continues, but it stops, and for a moment I dare to hope it's over. But then I hear the vet fumbling with something near my ass, and it starts all over again.

I don't know how I have any tears left to cry, but they never stop. Not even when the vet finally removes the tube from my ass and says, "Let it out now, girl."

I'm not even sure how to let it out, since the plug is still in my ass, but at last I manage to relax my muscles and it all comes flooding out into the bucket.

Then, to my horror, I feel the vet slide the tube back into my ass. I swerve my head back around to look at him, and the bastard has the nerve to laugh at me.

"Oh, little cow, we're just getting started."
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Dante and the vet spend hours on me. After a while, they remove the feeding tube, and I'm able to sob to my heart's content. They feed bag after bag into me until I'm so full I think I'll burst. Then they let me expel it and we start the whole damn process all over again. Twice they let me take a break for Dante to bring me to orgasm again, and the longer it goes on, the harder it is to think. I'm not sure if it's exhaustion or something they've done to me, but with each passing hour, stringing more than a couple of words together in my head becomes more difficult. It's like I can feel myself getting dumber, but soon even that thought it hard to maintain.

Before long, I'm not crying because they're resuming the enemas. I'm crying because Dante is no longer forcing me to climax. I protest every time his fingers leave me, and eventually the vet lets him keep fingering me even as he floods my guts once again.

"Just one more round, sweetheart," Dante promises, holding my face again, as I expel another bag from my body into the bucket they've had to empty several times now. "Then I'll make you come until you black out."

I let out a loan groan and push my head against his shoulder, rubbing against him like a cat. He chuckles and says to the vet, "Better get to it, Doc."

It's unbelievable how this one takes hours all on its own, barely trickling into me. I'm so desperate to be filled my hips start to rock, and the vet spanks my right hip sternly, telling me to be still. I sigh and do my best to settle down, but it's not long before I've sunk my head into Dante's shoulder, groaning and pleading.

"All right," the vet says at last and I could cry from pure joy as he says, "You can let it go. We're done."

I relax and expel the liquid in seconds, turning my hungry eyes on Dante as he stalks to my rear. He barely has to touch me before I'm screaming out my first climax, clamping down around his fingers like my life depends on it.

"How long do you think this will take?" the vet asks. I'm too blissed out to even try to look at Dante when he responds.

"I don't know, Doc. A cow this responsive, I figure she's got six or seven in her."
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Ten orgasms. It took ten orgasms before I sank into blackness.

When I wake up in the morning, I'm immediately disappointed Dante is nowhere in sight. Hours of being left alone to sleep had me feeling empty, and I sag as the vet stalked back into the room. Without a word, he reattaches my feeding tube and flicks the machine on. I shift slightly, trying to get comfortable, and realize my breasts feel heavier. I can't get a good look, but they seem to pillow against me in a way they hadn't last night.

"Julian and Sam will be here to pick you up soon. Try to get as much of that down as you can before they arrive," he says before leaving me alone again. I immediately brighten, as I suck obediently. I had forgotten about Julian and Sam! Maybe they'd be as good as bringing me to climax as Dante had been.

The fuller my belly gets, the farther away the world feels, and the more the need in my core pools. Before long, my hips are shifting against the bench holding me up, searching frantically for friction. I'm desperate to be touched, to feel something against my clit or slipping inside me. I'm empty, achy, and needy. Even then, I keep sucking at the tube in my mouth. The mash seems warmer this morning, or maybe I'm just hot.

The need continues to build. I can feel the wetness starting to trickle down my thighs, sticky and slick all at the same time. Tears well in my eyes and I lower my head to stare down at the floor as my hips buck desperately. I need Dante to come back. Or Julian, Sam, anyone. I can't think about anything other than my absolute need to be filled.

The sound of a door makes my head snap around, and as soon as I lay my eyes on Julian and Sam, I bleat against my gag and feeding tube, a needy, hungry plea for their touch.

"Oh man," Julian says, his eyes going wide.

Sam doesn't hesitate, striding straight to my exposed pussy. He drags two fingers up through the slick coating my skin and then plunges them inside me. My reaction is instant, and I scream as I come. The climax erupts through me like a volcano and the edges of my vision go dark. I strain against the leather holding me with the force of it.

By the time I come back to myself, the vet has returned and Julian pets my head like Dante did the night before.

"Yes, you're going to have your hands full with this one. She's a needy little Hucow," the vet says.

"Did you do anything different?" Sam asks, his fingers stroking at my entrance. I roll my hips, trying to get him to slide back inside, but he ignores me.

"We're trying a new feed formula, and she got an extra bag anally. I think we can safely say it's having the desired effect," the vet replies, gesturing towards my entrance that even now is leaking all over Sam's hand.

"Where's her voice box?" Julian asks, and I don't even have time to ponder what that means because Sam's fingers probe at me again.

"Boss's orders. She gets hers after her first breeding. He wants the viewers to hear her beg," Doc explains. Julian makes a noise like he isn't happy about that development, but Sam's ministrations make it hard to pay attention. I'm writhing again in moments, just catching snatches of their conversation.

"Use the salve and the brand should heal in three days. Put it on the piercing too and she'll heal there by her breeding. Use her collar until then. Keep up the feed and stimulation, but don't let your guard down. She must be intact on Friday when she goes to the Breeding Shed."

I fall over the edge again, shattering with my loudest scream yet. I slump against the bench, too spent to move, as they unfasten my restraints. They remove the feeding tube and I hurry to slurp down the rest of what remains, so it doesn't fall out of my mouth.

"As soon as she's done in the Shed, bring her back for her voice box," the vet says. I feel them fumbling with my hands and knees, doing something to them, but I'm too dazed to pay much attention.

"You got it, Doc. Come on, girl," Julian says. He and Sam lift me up and I'm planted on the ground on all fours. I blink, dazed, and stare down at my hands. They've been curled into fists, and black leather mitts that vaguely resemble hooves have forced over them. I twist my head awkwardly to look at my knees. Thick pads are underneath them to cushion them, but the straps also keep me from straightening my legs.

No delusions about standing up ever again.

Sam attaches ties on either side of my collar and clucks at me reassuringly, giving a gentle tug to make me begin to walk.

"No tail, Doc?" Julian remarks just as we get to the door.

"I thought you'd need a hole to fuck since her pussy's off limits."

I barely have time to process that thought before I'm led out into the harsh light of day.
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The buildings seemed so close together last night while I was being wheeled around in a cage. Now crawling, the barns seem miles apart. Sam and Julian keep me moving at a brisk pace, but they don't rush or berate me when I stumble.

I was right. My breasts sway underneath me, much heavier than they were before. I feel awkward and clumsy. Twice I slip and fall on my face in the mud. Sam gently nudges me back to all fours with his boot.

Before long, we're surrounded by farm hands, looking and jeering at me like they had yesterday. Somehow, it doesn't bother me as much as it did. I'm safe until the Breeding Shed… there's nothing they can do to me before then.

"Look how wet she is!" Someone says.

"Do you think she volunteered because she wanted this?" another asks.

"She's supposed to be a virgin, but look at her! What a slutty little cow!"

Sam shoves one of them angrily out of our way and I focus on the ground beneath my hands… hooves as we make our way across the compound. It feels like an eternity with the blistering sun beating down on us. I'm exhausted and soaked with sweat by the time we're back indoors.

Immediately, I jerk to a halt as I see my first other cow. She's being led by a single rope attached to her nose ring. The web of leather encasing her head puts mine to shame, with blinders on either side of her eyes and false leather ears that jut out from her head. Her collar is thinner than mine, but there's a black plastic box situated at the base of her throat.

Julian and Sam prod me along, but I can't stop staring even as I inch forward. Her breasts are massive. They and her pregnant belly nearly drag the ground as she crawls, her own hands and knees bound the same way as mine. A thick leather tail protrudes between her ass cheeks and my face burns as I realize this is my future. This is what I signed up for. I try to make eye contact with her around the blinders, but she stares back at me blankly, like she doesn't even see me. The vacant look in her eyes should be frightening.

It's not. Relief floods my system. I will gladly be a dumb, vacant little Hucow if it helps me survive this.

"Good girl," Sam murmurs as I struggle to pick up speed. But I can't stop myself from looking around as we pass stall after stall, but the high wooden walls keep me from seeing inside. Not that I've ever seen a barn in real life, but in pictures they're usually only wood part way up and have bars at the top to see out. These solid wood walls block the cows from seeing the world and me from seeing them.

We finally come to a stall with an open door and I barely have time to make out #214 on the sign above before I'm ushered inside. The door slides closed like the banging of a gavel at the end of a sentencing.

"The court has sentenced you, Shari Anderson, to life as Hucow #214."

I don't know what I was expecting, but somehow this wasn't it.

The space is maybe ten feet by ten feet. The floor is black rubber. In the corner are two cots, and I have no delusions they're for me. They're clearly for Sam and Julian. Above our heads dangle tubes and metal that I can't make out what they're for, and a frame made of metal and leather not entirely unlike the one from the vet's office sits to one side. Sam tugs me towards it and I follow him like a good cow.

I'm fastened into the frame with supports under each shoulder and hips. My wrists, ankles, and knees are all shackled in place. For a moment I dare to hope they're going to leave my head free, but hooks snap onto the edge of my bridle. Once again, I'm immobilized, trapped, and completely exposed, my hips positioned higher than my shoulders. And suddenly all I can think about is how empty I feel.

"Don't worry, cow. I'll ease that ache real soon," Julian says with a chuckle. "But this is important. This isn't your permanent stall, but all stalls have a frame like this. If you piss without the bucket underneath you and we have to clean it up, you'll be sorry. Understand?"

I bob my head the tiniest bit, the most I can move. But my eyes grow wide as I wonder what's different about my permanent stall and what sort of punishments a place like this can dole out.

Sam pulls the tube from the ceiling down, and I realize a moment later that it's a feeding tube. I just can't see the vat. He snaps it into my gag and pats my cheek as I start to suck. I've never eaten so well in my life as in the past twenty-four hours.

Then his hands are on my breasts, playing roughly with my nipples, and I choke momentarily as I balk. He gives me a minute to recover, then goes back to what he was doing, coaxing the soft fleshy mounds into hard peaks.

"That's a good girl," Sam murmurs. "I can't wait to see how big you're going to get. Your milk will be in soon and I won't be able to do this without getting soaked."

I fix him with a panicked look that makes a smile cross his features, and at the moment I'm not sure I've ever seen anything more beautiful. I mourn it when it fades away.

"Don't worry, you'll be used to it in no time," he promises.

"Yeah, you won't be able to think about anything but getting milked and getting fucked," Julian adds as he slips one meaty digit inside of me. All my concerns flee my mind and I try to roll my hips for him as need overtakes me. Just a few touches and I forget everything we were talking about as I hump his hand as best I can restrained as I am.

"I don't think it'll be long," Julian says to Sam. "She's a horny little cow. I can't believe they're going to make her wait so long for her first breeding. She'll be out of her mind by then."

"They need time to market her. A virgin volunteer, they could make a fortune," Sam says, flicking my tits and a delighted moan tears from me. My eyes nearly roll back in my head as Julian pushes me closer to another orgasm.

"You wanna be first to take her mouth or her ass since her pussy is off limits?" Julian asks, and a rush of fear shoots through me again. Sam must see the look because he frowns.

"I'll take her ass once she finishes her feed," he says a moment later, one hand stroking at my face even as the other keeps playing with my tits.

"You want her doped out of her mind and relaxed?" Julian asks, and I see Sam nod his head. "We can give her another bag up her ass first. Doc slipped me an extra one."

Sam's frown deepens, but he looks at me and nods.
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Ilose track of how many orgasms Julian coaxes from me before I finish my feed. I feel sluggish and exhausted. Every part of me is heavy and weighted down. I feel like there's a filter between me and the world, even as they take out the feeding tube. Sam palms my breasts again.

"Heavier already. I bet she'll be milking by this time tomorrow," he tells Julian. I don't care about anything but them continuing to touch me. Julian's fingers probe at my asshole, lubricated by by own wetness, and I can't bring myself to care.

"She's relaxed all right. Look at her. She's already pushing her hips back at me," Julian remarks, and I nearly flush. I hadn't realized I was doing that, but I also can't bring myself to care. A moment ago, it felt like an invasion, but now… I want more.

"Get the bag in her, then you can take her mouth before I take her ass," Sam says. What is either no time at all or an eternity passes before I feel another rubber plug inserted into my ass, and another tube fills me. In minutes, I feel warm water flooding my guts and a moan escapes through my open mouth, drool spurting all over my face. But the discomfort fades quickly, even as my belly swells to bursting, and I feel like I have an understanding of what it'll be like to be pregnant.

"That's a good cow," Sam mutters to me, continuing to pet my face. I try to nuzzle into his touch. I'm impossibly full, but my need grows even now. Julian is right, all I can think about is getting fucked and I can't wait for them to touch me again. Even up the ass sounds promising now.

I lose track of time and I finally feel the hose being pulled out of me. A moment later, they set a five-gallon bucket between my splayed legs.

"Let it go, girl. Take a piss now if you need to," Julian says, and somehow I comply without thinking. Was it even twenty-four hours ago that he made me pee in the grass and I sobbed at the indignity of it? Now I'm just grateful for the bucket.

One of them wipes me down with a wet washcloth, but that's all the respite I get before Sam is positioning himself at my backside. He drags his hard cock through the wetness still flowing from my weeping pussy and I can only pray it'll be enough as he lines up with my asshole.

There's no warning at all, just a slow, deliciously excruciating slow push in as he penetrates me. I groan and struggle momentarily, but I'm not trying to pull away, not really. It's merely a reaction to being invaded.

"Hooooooooooooooooh boy," Sam hisses out. "She's tight."

He gives me a moment to adjust to the sensation, but only a moment, and then he's moving. Rapid, driving thrusts that rock me in my bindings so hard I'm almost certain they'll leave bruises. But I can't bring myself to care. I expected nothing but pain, and it hurts, it hurts so bad, but it's also amazing. My hips rock back at him as he ruts into me, and I'm not sure I've ever felt better in my entire life. Sam grunts and groans, but nothing resembling speech comes from either of us. Even Julian is speechless as he watches his… friend? take me with all the fervor of a boy who's been waiting his whole life for this moment.

Sam shudders, and then he comes with a roar, shooting his load into my ass. A garbled moan spills from my throat as he pulls out, and this time Julian pats my head.

"I know, baby, you didn't come. We'll take care of that in a minute," Julian says, giving Sam time to recover before fingers slip inside my wet and wanting pussy. Immediately, I struggle to move my hips. If having Sam in my ass was this blissful, I cannot wait until I have the real thing.

Suddenly something buzzing presses against my clit and I throw my head back as far as the bridle will let me. I begin to tremble as the swelling sensation builds, and the rush of pleasure crashes over me like a wave. I break almost instantly, screaming out my climax, but Julian doesn't let up. He holds the vibrating toy firmly against me, and I'm immediately climbing the ladder again.

And again.

And again.

I can't keep track of how many times. Hours pass. Soon I'm a heap of pliant mush as Sam unhooks my bridle from the frame.

"Good girl," Sam says, his fingers skimming over the harsh indentions made by the leather binding my face. I nuzzle into him like I wanted to earlier, this time seeking affection and approval instead of pleasure. I'm so wrung out, I think I'd cry if they touched me again right now.

Every time I think I have something figured out about this place, the Hucow Ranch surprises me.

Julian goes to the wall and presses a button. Chains lower from the ceiling, and before I know what's happening, my frame has been hoisted so I'm upside down, hanging from the ceiling. My mouth at the perfect height for Julian to stick his cock in with the ring gag keeping my jaws nice and wide for him. There's no chance to lick or to suck.

No, he just fucks my face like his life depends on it.

My eyes burn with tears as he hits the back of my throat, but there's literally I can do but swallow. His stamina is nothing compared to Sam's apparently, and I can't say I'm not grateful as I struggle to breathe around the flesh in my mouth. This isn't nearly as enjoyable, and I feel nothing but relief as Julian releases down my throat.

"Good cow," he murmurs as he pulls himself out. I can barely make it out as Sam hands him something and I rear my head back as I realize it's a needle.

"Shhhh… You need to sleep uninterrupted, and this will help you do that."

It pierces my neck and I can feel myself being turned right side up as the world turns black. The last feeling is of something cool being spread over my branded ass.
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The next morning, I am awakened by the feeling of a face pressed between my legs, and in this moment, nothing has ever felt better. I have vague memories of going hungry so others could eat and back breaking work… and for what? I should have volunteered for this the day I turned eighteen.

My eyes barely open before someone slots the feeding tube into place, and I come all over what I assume is Sam's face, since Julian is in front of me.

"Good morning, cow," he murmurs. "We've got a long day ahead of us. We gotta get your milk in."

As long as Sam never stops what he's doing, I don't care what we have to do. He adds a finger and I come so hard I manage to spit feed out of the edges of my mouth, much to Julian's amusement. He fixes me with a playfully stern look, but doesn't clean off my face, instead letting the mash dry there.

The day becomes a routine. Julian and Sam take turns bringing me to orgasm while the other "stimulates" my breasts, which are even larger than they were yesterday. This time there's no break from the feeding tube, and I become increasingly horny and needy as the day goes on. I keep humping and bucking my hips desperately, even when they put another tube in my ass and they flood my guts once more. Julian keeps fucking me with his fingers until my climax forces me to release the enema early. While he promises me my punishment will come later, for now he just lets me writhe unfulfilled until they're done with that part of the process.

I pant in relief as he finally pulls the plug out and he makes a big show of rolling his eyes at me before he trades places with Sam once more.

Hours pass. Somehow, I'm sated and needy at the same time. Each climax just isn't quite enough, and yet I desperately reach for the next one.

Sam squeezes my breast and I hiss out a startled gasp at the strange sensation as the building pressure releases.

"We got milk!" Sam declares triumphantly, patting my head. "I knew you were going to be such a good little cow."

"Excellent," Julian says, and I hear him stand up more than I see him. He pulls down more tubes from the ceiling, but I can't make out what they're for until I feel something clamp over each of my breasts. There' are a few beeps and a sucking sensation starts on breasts that's so painful it's blinding. I scream even as Sam removes my feeding tube and I try to shake my head, but he ignores me.

"Shhh…" is all he says. "It'll stop hurting after a minute."

The buzzing sensation is back on my clit, and the pain seems to lessen as the pleasure builds. By the time I'm on my second climax, my milk is flowing, and the pressure feels good. Both my handlers seem pleased, even as they leave the toy to stimulate me while they watch.

They leave me hooked up until I'm empty, and then they bring my feeding tube back. Sam starts a timer as they start the process all over again.

[image: image-placeholder]

"Two hours and forty-three minutes," Sam announces as he presses milk from my breasts again. Julian lets out a low whistle.

"You're going to be a gold mine, darling," he says, kissing me on the forehead. "Let's see how much she'll give us this time."

I watch as they remove the feeding tube and swap it for the milking machine. I don't last as long until I run empty, but Julian and Sam seem happy with the results. They milk me three more times before Julian gives me another injection that knocks me out.
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The next day passes much the same way in a pleasant blur. Feeding tube, milking, orgasms, and enemas. Sam and Julian both take their turns with my ass and I long for them to sink themselves inside my pussy. Their fingers aren't enough anymore. Even when I'm climaxing, I feel empty. All I can think about is getting filled.

There's nothing better than an orgasm while I'm being milked, and I find myself wailing every time I run empty. I'm milked seven times before they put me to sleep again.

The next time I wake up, something's different, but I'm not sure what. Julian and Sam both seem tense. They hook up my feeding tube and the milking machine, but neither of them touch me. I cry and moan and beg, but neither can look me in the eye. As soon as I'm empty, they both wipe me down with a warm washcloth, and for the first time in days, they unleash me from the frame. It takes me several minutes and coaxing from both of them to get me to a point I can crawl without collapsing. I don't care, I just want them to touch me. I need it. All I can think about is how much I need one of them inside me.

"Alright now, cow. We're taking you to the Breeding Shed. After that, when you're done with the vet, they'll transfer you to the main barn and we won't be your handlers anymore-" Julian is cut off as I jerk back from them hard, bleating in panic. They both rush to soothe me, with gentler touches than they ever given me so far.

"We'll come see you, don't you worry. We won't forget about you. But now that you won't be a virgin anymore, you'll be in with the rest of the herd," Sam says.

"Neither of us are going to pass up the chance to finally sample that pussy of yours. We just won't be the only ones," Julian says, and I start to cry. Sam glares at him and wipes my face clean.

"It's okay, girl. You're going to feel so good, you won't even miss us," he promises. Sam then inspects my nose ring and decides it's not quite healed enough to be used to lead me to the shed. I've never felt so grateful before as they leash me by my collar, even as I struggle to keep up with them as we cross the compound. We pass two barns larger than the one we were just in, and I suspect my new permanent home might be in one of them, but we don't stop until we come to a small white building with a sign clearly marked, "Breeding Shed".

For the first time in days, I shake with fear even as my handlers nudge me inside. The air is freezing and sterile like the vet's office, and I wonder what kind of man pays to fuck a woman… a cow… under these circumstances.

Before I realize what's happening, someone quickly hands my leash to an older man wearing gray slacks and a blue dress shirt, and Sam and Julian are on their way out the door. I strain after them and am given a hard smack on my ass for my trouble. I whimper, but turn to follow as he tugs me deeper into the building.

The material under me is soft, like shredded rubber, as I crawl over it. Tears flow down my cheeks, getting stopped by the leather of my muzzle. I feel stupid because I knew this was coming. I just thought Julian and Sam would be here for it as I'm led into a big round room with televisions on all sides of me and cameras hanging from the ceiling. He takes me to the center of the floor where a short wall covered in padded leather is located, pressing my chest firmly against it and causing my head to hang over the top. I can't see what he's doing as his hands fiddle with my collar, and suddenly he pulls away, but I'm trapped there, unable to do more than tug uselessly. A moment later, I feel him at my backside, forcing my knees apart and strapping them down. His finger drags through my folds and I moan into my gag without meaning to, desperate for more. But he doesn't give it to me, instead coming to my front again.

"Good cow," he says, patting my head. "This is your last chance you're ever going to have to speak, so make sure everyone hears how much you enjoy this."

To my shock, he pulls the gag out of my mouth and walks away, leaving me alone.

My mouth drops open in shock as security footage from the grocery store plays, showing the very moment my hat fell off and revealed me as a female.

Narration begins.

"They believe that this unknown female murdered her Master and destroyed her chip. Thankfully the hard working men in Precinct Sixteen caught her on one of her many jaunts into town. As soon as her status as an unowned female was verified by a doctor, she confessed to her crimes and begged to be sent to the Hucow Ranch rather than the auctions. Given her special status as a virgin, we wanted everyone to have the chance to bid on this fine specimen's first breeding, and now you will get the chance to witness it today. Settle in. It's going to be a long night."

The footage changes from the store to the police station, to the pictures they'd taken of me in the holding cell. I can only watch as a camera drops down and circles around me, and tears rush into my eyes as the picture on the screen changes to a live one.

"As you can see, we have put Hucow #214 through the process. Branded, tagged, and pierced. As a special treat for you viewers, we've waited to install her voice box. You'll get to enjoy that on her next public breeding in one week. Her breasts have already begun milk production, making her one of the fastest producers we've ever had here at the Hucow Ranch. We see a long profitable future for this cow. With a little attention, she'll soon be moaning like a bitch in heat."

The camera zoomed in on my bared breasts, only a few inches away as it circles me. I can see how huge they've become. They look like melons attached to my chest. I sit like that for several minutes as the camera focuses on me, unable to move, until a shadow falls over me.
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Itry to get a look at the figure behind me on the screens, but there's no time and I'm held too tight. Fingers descend on my bared entrance and a shudder runs through me as a finger begins to toy with my clit. Whoever he is plays me with lazy, slow touches, and it's only a matter of minutes before I'm writhing and moaning. Without the gag to keep me quiet, my voice seems impossibly loud. But it's never enough. He keeps pulling away and then teasing again.

"You're not going to get it until you beg, little cow," the voice behind me drawls, sinking one finger inside. I feel myself becoming slick, and soon I'm dripping before him. I strain against the wall holding me in place as I rock desperately in my bindings.

"Beg," the voice says again.

He inserts one finger, and then takes it away, along with the rest of my pride. I can't stand waiting for another second.

"Please," my voice starts as a whisper, the words feel like the first I've ever spoken, like my memories of being capable of speech are just a dream. But I find my strength as I keep going, his hand ghosting over my clit in a tease of a touch. "Please, please, please," I chant.

"Please what, little cow?"

I swallow dryly as I struggle to find the words.

"Fuck me," I cry and he sinks his finger back inside.

"You want to get fucked? You want to get bred like the good little cow you are?"

I try to nod, but the restraints won't let me.

"What are you?"

His finger curls inside me, and I scream.

"A good little cow!"

"What do you want?"

"To get bred!"

"You want me to breed you? To pump you full of seed until your belly swells with a calf?"

"Yes, yes, YES!" the last part comes out a scream as I feel him lining up with my entrance. In one sweet movement, he hilts himself in me and I see stars.

But he doesn't move. I need him to move.

"What are you for?" he demands and at this point, I'll say anything he wants.

"Breeding! Getting milked! Getting fucked!" I scream.

And at long last, I get what I want. I get what I need. He begins to move, driving into me like a freight train. I'm speared on his cock and I want to spend the rest of my life like this. His hand snakes underneath me to stroke at my clit, and I come harder than I ever have before. The world whites out around me and my cry is one long, continuous scream.

By the time I'm coming down, he's dumped one load in me, but he hasn't remotely begun to finish. He comes two, three, four times, never once leaving my wet heat. I lose count of the orgasms ripped from me.

If it wasn't for the metal holding me up, I'd be a puddle on the ground.

"What are you?" he finally asks as he slides out of me. I'm spent, but I manage to find my words.

"A Hucow," I say as the camera descends in my face to capture the moment.

"What are you for?"

My face burns red as I realize this is what they wanted all along. To reduce me to a mindless animal and then make me admit it.

"Breeding. Being milked," I mumble.

"What do you need now?" he asks, and this time I hesitate. I don't know what he wants from me. I still haven't even been able to see his face.

His hand comes down on my clit again and I quiver underneath him as he whispers in my ear.

"A good little Hucow needs a bull."

He gets up and draws away from me as a door on the other side of the room slides open. Terror floods me as the biggest man I've ever seen stalks in, stark naked. At least seven feet tall. Shoulders so wide he wouldn't fit through a door, and hung like a… well, I guess hung like a bull. Like me, he has a nose piercing, but hell, I could fit my hand through that ring.

The camera swiftly moves out of the way both to protect itself from damage and to capture the moment. There's a thundering sound as he charges against the room and he's barely touched me before he's ramming himself inside.

If I thought I was full before, I was wrong. The puny little man who took my virginity wasn't enough. For days, I've wanted to be filled and fucked, and finally, this is what I've needed. No one but this bull will ever be enough, ever again. I buck my hips and slam back against him as he ruts into me, leaving bruises in his wake. And I am in heaven. Pure bliss.

I want him, need him, to fuck my brains out.

He bottoms out with every single stroke. He doesn't touch my clit. But he doesn't have to. I'm stretched, I'm full like never before in my life, and I never want to feel anything else again. I want to be trapped in this moment forever.

Unlike the handlers before, the bull doesn't say a word. He grunts and groans over me, but now that I can speak again, I can't stop. I'm moaning, begging, screaming, crying. The litany of words spilling from my tongue are desperate pleas and incoherent sounds of delight. I come three times before he's even close to finishing. This is a fucking, a breeding that will never leave me, a soreness etched permanently into my body, an ache I will need forever. He's hard as iron and I know every thrust is leaving bruises and marks, but I couldn't care less.

This is heaven. This is all I want for the rest of my life. To be tied right here with this bull breeding me.

I come until I'm sobbing with every release, overwhelmed yet never satisfied. Not fully. I dread the moment he leaves me because nothing but him will ever be enough.

By the time he finally finishes with an explosion like a rocket that leaves my insides soaked as he paints my inner walls, I'm on the verge of blacking out. The world is fuzzy and my restraints are the only things keeping me upright. Still, a cry leaves me as he finally pulls out of my wet heat and tears trickle down my face.

"No," I beg. "Not yet."

I haven't had enough.

But he's gone and the sound of footsteps approach before I sink into the waiting void.
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When I wake, I'm deliciously sore. My whole body aches and it's wonderful. I'm content in a way I've never known, my desperate need from the last few days finally sated. Even without looking, I know I'm covered in bruises, the harsh marks left by the bull's violent fucking. I thought the man who'd purchased my first breeding was something, but now I know how insignificant and unsatisfying he was in comparison.

I want no one but a bull again, and I want a bull rutting me every day for the rest of my life.

Sensations come back to me slowly, and finally, with great effort, I open my eyes. I blink blearily in the bright white light and the sterile vet's office comes into focus. The place where this all began, when they branded me and stuck a ring through my nose.

Just like a cow.

It doesn't seem so bad now. I vaguely remember being scared and a lot of pain, but I didn't know what was waiting for me on the other side. If they keeping letting the bulls mount me, I think I can live with this life. Everything before it seems like a dream, not even a memory. My mom and my brother… gah, I can't remember his name. What was his name?

I guess it doesn't matter. They're distant echoes now. I see vague shapes when I try to picture them instead of people. I remember them cutting my hair, but not what color it was, or how I looked in the mirror. When I try to picture myself, all I can remember is the vet holding up the mirror to see what I'd become: an animal staring back between the leather straps.

Like the sunrise gradually bathing the land in light, awareness trickles over me. I finally realize I'm on my back, a position I haven't experienced since I've been here. It's strange and oddly uncomfortable. I attempt to sit up, but of course there are leather straps holding me down. I'm on a metal operating table with cuffs at my wrists, elbows, knees, and ankles. The strange hoof-like gloves still cover my balled fists. Belts stretch over my chest and hips, but I can at least move my head to peer down at myself. I hardly recognize my body as drool pools from my mouth, still held wide open by the ring.

I can't ever remember not being able to clearly see my ribs. Even when we weren't in hiding, and now I can't remember why we were hiding, but it doesn't matter, there was never enough money for food for everyone. As the daughter, I always got the least, and my frame always betrayed just how underfed I was. The only meat on my bones was my breasts, and even they weren't very impressive.

I can't say the same now. Without exaggeration, they have to be five times their previous size, and it feels like I'm being crushed under the weight of them. The longer I lay there, the more uncomfortable I get. I want to look away, but I can't. They're so full and heavy, and my pussy stripped of all its protective fur is such a strange, fascinating sight. Whatever the vet had done seems truly permanent, it has been days and there isn't even stubble to be seen.

I turn my head to look around and my ear tag moves against my cheek. I can feel the nose ring brush my upper lip. So much has changed, and I'm sure I care. For the first time in my life, I am not hungry. I'm not starving and watching my family eat without me. Being a cow isn't so bad when you're well looked after.

I don't know how long I lay there, but I get fidgety. I've been restrained for days, but I don't enjoy being on my back with my legs bound together. It feels… wrong. Like there is something fundamentally wrong with the universe for me to be on my back. My skin itches and I desperately shift as I try to find relief. My thighs rub together and I have the strangest urge to spread my legs. Nothing about this is right. This isn't how I'm supposed to be.

Out of nowhere, the door bangs open, and I jump against the leather straps in surprise. The vet storms in, looking upset about something, though I do not know what. I peer at him curiously as he fusses with something on a computer monitor. A whole five or ten minutes might pass before he takes notice of me. He frowns immediately.

"You should not be awake," he murmurs. "You're due in surgery in twenty minutes. They must not have dosed you properly."

I know better than to try to respond. He begins to fumble with something I can't see, and before I know it, a needle sinks into my neck. In moments, my body starts to go numb. Pins and needles skirt across my skin. Black spots dance as the edges of my vision grow fuzzy.

A black mask appears over my mouth and nose, and I hear him say, "Breathe deep girl, or this is really going to hurt."
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The next time I wake up, I'm still on that same table, or at least it feels like I am, but I'm in a room I don't recognize. The walls are stainless steel, but I can see nothing else. My throat burns and there's a heavy new collar around my neck. Even trying to lift my head is painful. All I can do is stare at the ceiling and hope someone comes for me soon.

My breasts feel even heavier than they did before. It's like they slosh when I take a deep breath, and I realize they're full. I have to hope they'll milk me soon or I feel like I might start leaking. I don't even know if that's possible, but the longer I lay there, the more desperate I am for relief. But I don't like any of this. I want to be back in my stall with Julian and Sam, or in the Breeding Shed. Places where I don't have to think.

When the door finally opens, it's an answer to my prayers, as the vet comes in. He shines a penlight in my face, and I try to jerk away from him, but like a cobra striking, he grabs my chin and holds me still. The lights flash over my eyes several times, but I do not know what he's looking for. He must see it because he grunts, "Good, you're ready."

He hits a buzzer on the wall, and my heart leaps in my chest when Dante's voice comes through the intercom. He's no bull, but I'd do anything for him to touch me again.

"Yeah, Doc?"

"I'm ready for you to assist me with #214."

"I'll be right there."

The vet frowns at me for a moment, running his hand in the valley between my breasts. I try to lean into his touch, but then he's pulling away. There's a flash of the white gun from before and then there's the click as he fires whatever is into in my neck again. I gladly sink into the feeling as the world seems to drift away. I'm floating again, and I don't mind a bit.

Dante appears in the door frame and the smile he gives me is the sexiest thing I've ever seen. I want to rub up against him like a cat, but that's the wrong kind of animal. I don't know how cows show affection, but I desperately want to give it to him.

"I doped her again to be safe. You better carry her," Doc grumbles. "They didn't dose her correctly for the procedure and we need to be sure she doesn't move too much before she's healed."

"No problem, Doc. Hey girl, you miss me?" Dante says as he unstraps me from the table. I want to nod, but the strange weight on my neck makes it hard. He doesn't seem to mind, scooping me up into his arms like I'm something precious and strides from the room, carrying me down the hall back to another room I haven't seen before. I have time to press my face into his neck, inhaling his warm, earthy scent, and then it's over. In moments, I'm on my knees as I'm strapped to a padded frame, like the one Julian and Sam had me in. There's support under my hips and shoulders, and soon I don't even have an inch to move.

I relax instantly. Being on all fours feels right, natural, and Dante slides a finger along my pussy, making me sigh in relief. I eagerly lift my hips for him as need floods my core. In an instant, I'm as ready as I was before they took me to the Breeding Shed.

Dante laughs and pats my hip.

"Not now, girl. Let the doc get you all fixed up first."

I see the doctor pick up a nozzle with a long tube running from it and I want to whimper, thinking it's another enema. But Dante's big hands grip either side of my head, not hard enough to hurt but I don't have a chance of moving. The doctor aims it at my throat and I shriek against my gag as the coldest thing I've ever felt coats my neck and chest. I buck hard against the frame, but the straps and hold me tight. I don't know what it is or what's happening, but I cry and struggle as I beg for them to stop. Tears flood down my cheeks. This is worse than the branding and it seems to last forever.

When it finally ends, I'm collapsed against the frame, Dante's grip the only thing keeping my head from drooping.

"All done. I'm sorry to do it this way, but they requested you back at the Breeding Shed almost immediately. It seems you made quite the impression on someone. I knew you were going to be a great little cow," the vet says, not unkindly. He pats my head and takes the horrible nozzle away. I still don't know what it does.

The next thing I know, he's pushing another plug into my ass. Even though I can't see him, I know what's coming, and soon enough there's hot liquid being pumped inside me. A whimper slips out. I'm still shaking from the cold of whatever he sprayed me with and the horrible contrast is just too much for me to take, even as Dante starts to wipe my front down with a moist cloth. I let my head loll, too weak with want to hold it up.

I'm barely there as they repeat the routine of the other night, without Dante's masterful fingers leaving me satisfied. It does me no good, but I keep trying to hump the doctor's hands. I'm so uncomfortable and needy. Part of me wonders if I've done something wrong and this is a punishment. Have I been a bad cow? Is that why he won't touch me?

At last, they let me expel the third or fourth round, and Dante looks at his watch. I push my head against his hand, whining softly, but he ignores me.

"It's almost time, Doc. You do the injections. I'll get her programmed."

I don't have time to wonder what he means before he's gone, picking up some sort of black gadget I can't identify. He holds it near my face and frowns in concentration. I try to watch, but I'm distracted by the series of needles being injected in my ass and stomach. They don't really hurt anymore, and I'm grateful for it, even as one slides into the side of my neck.

I'm instantly more alert and a shudder runs through me. I need to be touched, and it's only going to be a matter of time before I'm begging again.

"Calibration complete. She's good to go," Dante says as he puts the gadget in his pocket, giving me another beautiful smile that isn't at all comforting. But I can't put a name to the emotion I see there.

"One more thing," the vet says, and I feel him at my ass again. I try to shift as I feel him remove the tube and plug, only to replace it with one that's larger and heavier. I can feel something brushing against the back of my thighs, but I don't have time to figure out what it is as Dante takes me off the frame.

For the first time, he clips a lead to my nose ring and I give a little whimper as he tugs me from the room. I don't have my knee pads on, so the hard floor hurts as I crawl across it. But I want to be a good cow, I want Dante to want to touch me again, so I follow as best as I can. He goes slow as I fumble my way out the door, and he doesn't rush me as he leads me out into the harsh light of day. The sun's high like it's early afternoon, and I realize I do not know how long I was out for.

There are plenty of hands around to leer at me, but they give Dante a wide berth as he leads me back to the Breeding Shed.

"You normally would have had a couple days to recover after surgery, but I guess someone with a lot of money wanted your next round and they wanted it fast. It'll be okay," he promises. "I'll come check on you once you're in your new home in the main barn, and I'll make up for all that."

Well, I do like the sound of that.

It's getting harder to crawl. Shivers are running up my spine and my limbs tremble like they can't support me. I can't even remember to be embarrassed as I'm led through the dirt like an animal, I just want somebody to touch me. It feels like it's been ages since the bull was inside me and the empty feeling has returned in full force.

I need to be filled. I need to be fucked.
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The Breeding Shed looks exactly the same, except instead of handing me off, Dante leads me right back to the room. Like a good little cow, I try to walk right up to the padded wall again, but he stops me short with a nearly painful tug of the leash. Instead, he ties me off to a ring I didn't notice in the floor last time.

A camera descends immediately, and I look at myself on the giant screens above as it circles. The thing the vet put in my ass is a tail exactly like a cow's, and shame floods me as I wiggle it to see it move. The new collar is thicker and there's a strange plastic box at the front like the one I saw on another cow when I first arrived. I don't have time to wonder what it is before another ranch hand appears with two spreader bars. In an instant, I'm locked in on all fours like I was before, but if I try really hard, I can inch around in a circle with the little bit of lead I have.

I look up at Dante as he reaches for me, and to my surprise, he pulls the ring gag out of my mouth. The man before said that would be the last time I spoke, but I guess whoever requested me back so quickly changed their minds.

"Be a good cow, I'll see you later," makes another promise I hope he keeps before he backs away. I see him take out the black gadget again and he flips a switch on it. He waves at the camera.

"She's ready," he calls, striding away.

As soon as he's gone, I test my reach with the bars, trying to sink my gloved hand between my thighs. It's no use, but I'm so consumed with want I don't care.

The announcer's voice comes from the screens again.

"As you can see, gentleman, Hucow #214 is adapting nicely. As a special request, we have moved up her second breeding to tonight. Starting three days from now, she'll be available in the main barn for all those who want to sample her. As you know, her first breeding was a little unusual, as her processing wasn't complete. Now it is, but our little Hucow doesn't quite know what that means. Let's see how she takes it."

I try to follow what he's saying. I really do, but I don't understand. All I can think is how I'm barely inches from grinding myself on my own hand and my hips buck in frustration that I can't. I hope they bring a bull in soon.

But when I hear footsteps, I know they're too slow. The bull was on me in seconds. Whoever this man is, he strolls, taking his time as he walks up to me. He crouches down in front of me and horror and shame consume me.

It's the sergeant. The man who brought me here.

The smile he gives me is one of pure male satisfaction.

"I thought they'd have their hands full with you, but look at you. You love this, don't you, Cow?" he taunts.

Part of me wants to say no. I want to taunt him back, but I'd be lying to him and myself. I can't think about anything other than the first orgasm he gave me, the first orgasm I ever had, and all I want is for him to do it again.

Without a sound, I turn, shuffling awkwardly, to present him with my ass so he can mount me. I wanted a bull, I still do, but I can only hope he's as good at fucking as he is at fingering.

He swipes a finger over my needy pussy and my hips roll instantly, desperate for more, but he instead he just gives my tail a playful tug.

"Oh, no. Not yet," he says, plucking at my pussy lips without actually sinking inside. "I wanna hear you say it."

This shouldn't be a surprise. They made me beg before, but somehow having him do it is worse. He knew exactly what he was doing when he let me sign myself up for this life. I cling to the last little bit of my pride, even as I back up as far as my leash will allow, trying to trick him into sticking a finger inside me.

"Oh, you horny little cow," he laughs. His thumb ghosts over my clit and I'm seconds from giving in as he teases my velvety flesh. "I wanna hear you say it. Tell me you love this."

I open my mouth to do just that, but to my horror, the words don't come. I mean, I say them; I form the words, but what comes out instead is a long, indistinct sound.

"Mooooooooooooooooooooooooooo!"

I blanch in horror and try to say something, anything, but everything comes out the same.

"Moooo! Moooooo! Moo!"

His finger hooks my nose ring and even when I cry in pain, it's the same, a moo. He spins me to face him, a gleam in his eye. I tremble as I stare up at him. His free hand taps the box on my new collar.

"Voice box, little cow. Fused to your vocal cords. You'll never speak again."

Tears well up in my eyes as horror washes over me. He still holds my nose ring tightly with one hand as he reaches the other underneath. He barely touches my clit and my hips roll eagerly once more, reminding me just how empty I feel.

"Now you're gonna be a good cow and you're going to beg for me just like you begged to be mounted last night. Then you'll get the fucking you deserve."

He sinks one finger inside as his thumb nudges my clit. My horror and shame keep me rooted in place until he pulls the finger out again. In an instant, I'm grinding myself against his hand like my life depends on it.

"Ah, ah. If you want it, you know what you have to do."

I take a deep breath, then another. Where has pride ever gotten me in life? There's no going back. This is what I need. To be fucked. Bred.

It takes the barest touch and I'm done for.

"Mooooooooooooooooooooooooo! Moooooooooo!"

I don't even know what words I'm trying to say anymore, I just scream out my need.
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Faster than I can blink, the sergeant lets go of my nose ring and disappears behind me. I hear the sound of a zipper, but I don't dare stop my mooing in case he changes his mind.

As soon as he buries himself in me to the hilt, I nearly sag in relief. But it's not enough. His arm snakes around my hips to hold me, but he doesn't move. He doesn't touch me and I need him to so bad I can't think of anything else. I try to move my hips, but he's gripping me too tight.

One long finger dances over me.

"God, you're so wet. You're dripping all over me. You really do love this, don't you, Cow?"

I know what he wants and I can't bring myself to hate it anymore. I moo, just like he wants. Just like the good cow I am.

I do love this.

His other hand squeezes one of my massive breasts and another moo spills from my lips as milk comes out.

"I asked them not to milk you. I wanted you full and heavy. But you'll get no relief there from me. I just want to see you squirt," he says, squeezing again. This time, an unintentional moo slips out. It feels so good, but it's not enough. "I'm going to fuck you now. And you're going to keep mooing for me the whole time. You stop, I stop. Only good cows get to come."

I nod my head and open my mouth to moo again.

I will do anything, just make me come.

The way he holds me is possessive, wrapped around me like a snake. The first guy held my hips and toyed with my clit while the bull just powered into me. He didn't have to hold me because the restraints did it for him. The sergeant is all about control. He wants all of me.

I let out another series of moos, and at long last he begins to move. His thrusts are short and sharp, angling his hips so he's powering into me but nowhere close to bottoming out. I try to push back against him, but he pinches my nipple, shooting a stream of milk and trapping me there. I can't pull away without hurting myself and I get the message.

I stay still.

My moos turn frantic as he refuses to give me what I need. His finger rubbing and toying with me isn't enough. I need to feel him slam into me, to fill me like the bull. But it doesn't matter how I moo, how I beg, his thrusts don't change.

I start to cry, and even my sobs come out sounding like a cow.

"There you go, cow," he murmurs. "You don't get what you need. You get what I give you."

I don't have the time to wrap my brain around that because a sharp pinch to my clit makes me fall over the edge. I scream out my release in a long continuous bovine sound and I think this might be the most humiliating moment of my life because it's over far too soon, and I need another one.

He repeats the process. He works me up to a climax that is just shy of my needs and pushes me over the edge relentlessly, but he doesn't find release himself. I half wonder if the men get injections too because this is insane. There's no way they should be able to keep this up like this. The bull sure, but him?

Soon my face is in the dirt, my elbows no longer able to hold me up, and he shows no sign of stopping. I keep mooing, begging for more, and then suddenly, out of nowhere, I get it.

He changes angles and powers into me like nothing I've ever felt. He hits my cervix with every single thrust and soon I'm mooing out my ecstasy. The next orgasm comes over me like a typhoon, and I'm swept away in a sea of bliss. I could die in this moment and it would be okay. Despite wanting to keep still like he wants, I shake and tremble against him, my hips slamming into his. I've lost all control.

But he doesn't seem to mind, because the second it's over he's driving me towards another, switching hands so he can play with my other breast. It's too much and I try to protest, but he doesn't care. He keeps pushing me to the edge, and I lose track of how many times I come before he finally releases inside me, bottoming out with a cry of his own as he empties himself.

His weight drops over me, forcing me down into the ground, my face shoved into the shredded rubber that covers the floor. His arms wrap tightly around me, holding tight as he keeps himself buried inside.

"What a good Cow," he says, continuing to fiddle with my breast. His other hand strokes at our connection, but stays away from my clit. I seize the moment to recover, but it doesn't last long until he pinches me.

"Did I say you could stop, Cow?" he demands angrily.

"Moooooooooooooooooooooo!"
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Idon't know how long we lie there. He finally seems to go soft, but he doesn't pull out. As I lay there in a daze, he keeps pinching me every so often to coax out another moo. I can't rest. I can't relax. And now it's not enough. I don't feel full. I'm satisfied, but it won't last.

I need more. So much more. Orgasms aren't enough. I need to be filled.

He gives me one last stroke, and finally, with great effort, pulls himself out.

"Say thank you, Cow," he demands. I don't think, I just moo.

Then he's gone. I don't bother trying to get up.

I hear footsteps some time later and I don't open my eyes, but I give another little moo. The announcer's voice plays over my head and I flinch. I'd forgotten my humiliation was being broadcast, but I'm also not sure how much I care.

I'm a cow. What else should I do? This is what I'm made for.

"As you can see, gentlemen, #214 took to her new life like a fish to water. We have to wonder if she got rid of her Master just because she wanted to come here. We think this one might be a born cow. What do you think?"

There's a pause, but no one answers.

"If you'd like to sample this fine livestock yourself, please visit her in the main barn three days from now."

The footsteps come closer and I gasp as I'm doused with cold water, my eyes snapping open. A ranch hand I've never seen before sprays me down briskly, hosing off every part of me with cold water. But he's efficient, and it's over quick. Then he's removing the bars from my limbs. In a moment, he's put my knee pads back on and unclips my lead from the ring in the floor.

"Come on, Cow. Time to be milked."

I perk right up at that, and follow him as best I can. I don't think I'll ever be good at crawling and my breasts are oh so heavy as they sway underneath me.

He leads me through the complex and I keep my eyes on the ground in front of me, cowering away from the many hands we pass along the way. Once we're inside, I try to take in my surroundings. It's a lot like the first barn I was in with Julian and Sam, but the stalls seem smaller. They're closer together, and as we snake through the maze, I realize there are hundreds of cows here. Or at least the space for them because I can't see into the stalls to see if they're occupied. Seems odd for a place no one wants to end up.

I can hear the cries of the other cows, along with the sounds of sex. I hurry my pace, eager to see what's waiting for me.
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We arrive at an open area between the stalls, and my handler leads me onto a platform. He pushes my head down so my nose almost touches the floor, and to my horror, he clips it to a ring there. I have less than an inch to move. I cry in panic, but of course it comes out as a desperate "MOO!" They reward me with a harsh spank on my ass that just makes me cry again.

I can't see what he's doing, but another hand comes to assist him, and soon I feel leather straps being wrapped around me. Around the tops of my thighs where underwear would end if I was still permitted clothes, around either shoulder, beneath and between my breasts, and low across my hips. That one has a buckle and they pull it as tight as it'll go and I whimper as it presses on my bladder. I don't remember the last time I used the bathroom, but now doesn't seem like a good time.

Once they seem happy with the strange leather harness, one of them unclips my nose ring from the floor. One of them holds my head firmly, and I see a mass of black leather in his hand. I try to cower as I recognize the same type of bridle I saw on another cow, but there's nothing I can do. He wraps the straps over my head, forces my jaw open, and holds a mirror up so I can see myself.

An animal stares back at me.

A massive ring gag holds my mouth open, letting my tongue flail helplessly as I try not to drool everywhere. Straps run up the sides of my nose so I can see them in my peripheral vision, but I can only look straight ahead because of the blinders on either side of my face. The straps then snake around to the back of my bald head, and fake leather ears jut out the sides. I snort, causing my nose ring to stir against my skin.

They've done it. I truly am a cow.

I try to look away, but they won't let me. I don't know how long they force me to stare into the mirror, but tears roll down my cheeks, catching on the leather. Only then does he take the mirror away, and they lead me by the nose to my new home. I barely catch sight of "#214" scribbled on the nameplate in chalk before I'm taken inside.

The space is maybe four feet by six feet at most. There's no straw, no padding, just a hard rubber floor. It's not even soft like the Breeding Shed. I can see metal things hanging from the ceiling, but I don't have time to figure out what they are before I'm tugged forward. There's a set of metal cuffs set into the floor. I don't have time to blink before I'm secured at the wrists and knees.

"Lower the straps," one hand says. It's the first word he's spoken in what feels like hours, and it's not even directed at me. There's a hissing noise, and I struggle to turn my head to see what's happening. Leather ropes descend from the ceiling, and he expertly clips them to my harness. I'm supported like I was on the frame, but it's different. I have a little room to wiggle, and I realize quickly that if I don't support myself and keep my limbs locked, the leather will probably cut into my skin. The bridle connects another series of straps on either side and one to the top ring, so I have barely any room to turn my head.

I can't see what they're doing, but a metal contraption lowers in front of me, and I heave a sigh of relief as they attach the cups to my breasts. They're milking me at last. I give a moan of pure delight as the machine whirs to life and the suction begins. It hurts for the first moment, but it's the best pain, and I sway in my bonds as it turns to pleasure. There's nothing better than the feeling of being emptied… except maybe that of being filled. Without even realizing what I'm doing, my hips roll as I shift myself, looking for stimulation that I'll never find like this.

One of the hands pets at my folds, teasing me and chuckling.

"Just a minute, girl. We'll get you all fixed up."

Just the idea of being touched gets me excited all over again.

A feeding tube descends in front of my face and it's clicked into the ring in my mouth. The mush feeds into my mouth without any warning, and I obediently suck without being told. I hadn't realized how hungry I was until this moment. When you've been starving most of your life, it's easy to ignore the feeling.

Someone toys with my pussy lips, not even my clit, and I'm soaked in no time. I try to push against his hand, looking for more. Heat is flooding my system, and I know the food is making me horny but I don't care. I want to be touched. I want to be fucked. I remember what it felt like to come while I'm being milked and I need that feeling again.

There's a hydraulic hiss as something lowers behind me, though I don't have a clue what it is and can't turn my head to look. Suddenly, someone yanks out my tail and presses a finger into my ass, coating me generously with lube. I try to push back against it, but it's not trying to fuck me. It's getting me ready for something.

That's all the warning I get before something thick, hard, and round is shoved into my ass. A week ago, hell even a day ago, I might have screamed, but now I'm eager. Another is pushed into my pussy and I know instantly that it's a dildo. Nothing but a bull could fill me this much and I'd hear a bull. But I'm… stuffed, both holes full at the same time, and god it's so close to being enough.

Another piece of leather is wrapped around my hips, and the strap runs between my legs. It seems impossibly tight and I barely have time to wonder what it's for before everything comes to life. I cry out as something buzzes against my clit, and in a synchronized rhythm, both dildos begin to pound into me.

It's a fucking machine.
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The hands leave, but I barely notice and I don't care. I'm finally getting what I want, getting what I need. I'm stretched, I'm full, and every thrust hits me exactly where I need. This was made for me and I was made for it. In no time at all, I'm screaming out my climax, not caring that my voice isn't my own and I'm mooing like a cow being mounted by a bull.

I didn't know it, but this is what I've needed my entire life. This is what I want for my life.

Every single stroke bottoms out inside me, hitting deep and hard. If I shift, I can actually angle it so it hits right where I want it, and I line it up so it hits my g-spot every single time. I'm in heaven. Between the vibrator on my clit and this, they're the most powerful orgasms of my life, and I've had plenty lately.

There's no recovery in between. The machine doesn't stop, and neither do I. I don't have to worry or fear it pulling away, or that if I stop mooing or move too much, that someone will take it away. I can just get fucked and react how I like. And it's wonderful.

They shouldn't tell girls to fear the Ranch. They should tell them how amazing it is to give up and let go. No worrying about food or survival, just getting fucked. The joy of getting milked.

Eventually my milk runs dry and the milk machine turns itself off, but nothing else stops. The feed keeps coming and my body keeps getting pounded like a railway stake on a never ending line. As soon as I reach the crest of each wave, I'm seeking the next peak. Hours go by. Days. Weeks. A lifetime. I'm a sweaty, exhausted mess, and I don't care. I'm finally truly well fucked, and I'm such a happy little cow.

At some point, my breasts are full and heavy again. Like it knows, the milk machine turns itself back on. I come so hard I shoot the feed back out of my mouth and spend several moments choking and coughing before I can swallow again, let alone breathe, but I don't care. I'm in heaven. I'll never have enough.

You'd think after so many, it would hurt, but I'm high enough on my feed that it doesn't. Every touch is better than the last, but as time goes on, black spots dance across my vision. I'm wrung out, and I'm not sure how much my body has left to give. Is it possible to die from a pleasure overload? What a way to go.

I'm not sure I mind it, but I don't think that's what's going to happen. I know what I'm here for. Milk is one thing, but cows are for reproduction. Two men and a bull have seeded me. I do not know if I'm pregnant yet, but I'm sure I will be soon.

After all, that's what livestock is for.

Breeding.
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I must have blacked out at some point because I wake up screaming out my release as the milk machine turns back on. It takes me a moment to remember where I am and what's going on, but I resume sucking down my feed and everything is wonderful again. I'm on the edge of bliss. The only thing that could make this better is if I had Julian and Sam here, telling me what a good cow I am.

I hope I'm a good cow. I want them to be proud of me.

I don't know how much time passes, how many times I've been milked or climaxed, when I finally hear the door open. To my dismay, they turn the machines off and I cry out in protest as they're taken away.

A warm chuckle greets my ears, but it's not a voice I know.

"I thought by now you would have enough."

I give an indignant moo around my gag, not caring as drool spurts down my face. No, I have not had enough.

He laughs again.

"Two days and you don't want to stop. You really are something."

This time my cry is one of surprise. Two days!? Somehow it felt like so much longer and yet no time at all. You'd think I'd be split open and raw, aching and crying, and I am on the verge of it, but it's because I'm not being filled anymore. I feel empty, not sore and well fucked, even though I truly am.

"Come on, cow. Quick trip to the ultrasound room to make sure you've been properly seeded before we let you have the real thing again. You'll be back to getting fucked in no time."

He unclips me from the tethers holding me in place and I perk right up at the notion of the "real thing". Maybe I'll finally get Julian and Sam back, or even Dante. While I really don't care who fucks me as long as I've got a cock inside me, be it real or metal, I want to make them happy. I want them to spill inside me. I want to show them what a good cow I've turned into.

They replace my tail in my ass, then I'm led out of my stall. My limbs are weak and I'm slow, but the handler doesn't seem to mind as I tremble with each step. He encourages me along gently, but I suddenly jerk to a halt as the need to pee returns to me. I look at him with wide, terrified eyes, afraid of what'll happen if I go here, but now that I've realized I haven't gone in days, I can't wait. He tries to tug me forward, but I shake my head frantically. He pulls harder, and it hurts. It hurts so bad, but I lock my limbs and stay frozen where I am. I can't go another step.

I give a pleading little noise, wishing I knew how to communicate, but it's no good. His patience is gone and I flinch as he pulls what looks like a riding crop out of his boot. He cracks it across my ass and I scream as I lose control of my bladder, pissing all over the ground. I don't even have time to spread my legs, so I make a mess of myself, and he scowls at me in disgust.

"Come," he snaps, yanking me forward. I do my best to scurry after him. My head hung in shame.

"A cow pissed in aisle twelve," he hollers. "Can someone clean that up, please?"

Someone echoes back that they'll take care of it.

He tugs me over to an open alcove like the one they used to put my harness on. Without bothering to secure me, he quickly grabs me by the collar and forcefully drags me into a corner, making it impossible for me to escape. He pulls out a hose, and the water is ice cold as he sprays me down. I give a cry of shock, but I don't protest, turning to show him my hind end. But he doesn't stop there, he turns the hose on every part of me and I gasp at the force of it on my breasts. I'm given a sharp slap to the inside of each thigh and a painful spank on each ass cheek before he resumes leading me to the ultrasound room.

I'm thoroughly chastised, but also a little angry. I tried to tell him. It's not like anyone gave me the chance to pee.
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The ultrasound room gives me flashes of the police station, but the more I try to picture that place clearly, the harder it becomes. They hoist me into a gynecologist's chair, remove my knee pads, and strap my legs into the stirrups. They attach my harness to hooks already set in the chair, and then they pull my hands up over my head. The handler scowls at me in disgust before he speaks into an intercom box on the wall so quietly I don't hear what he says. Then he's gone and I'm all alone.

When the vet comes in, he does not look pleased. But he doesn't speak to me, instead pulling over what I assume is the ultrasound machine. I've never seen one before, but I know what it's for.

Except the doesn't spread gel over my stomach like they do in the books. Instead, he coats the wand, his fingers, and my pussy in a healthy amount of lube, and I gasp as he slides it inside me. Suddenly I'm sore in a way I wasn't before and it hurts now that I'm not on my feeding tube. I whimper, but he ignores me, frowning at the screen. He pushes deeper and deeper, not caring that he's hurting me as it moves around. Whatever he sees, he doesn't like, and he suddenly stands up, leaving the wand buried inside me as he goes to get a syringe. I've had so many things injected in me in my time here that the needle doesn't phase me in the slightest, but instead of injecting something, he draws my blood.

I watch, helpless, confused, and uncomfortable, as he drips it onto a piece of glass and slides it under a microscope. He turns back to glare at me before taking a radio off his belt.

"Boss, we've got a problem."

The reply is too staticky for me to make it out.

"Cow #214 is not pregnant. I can't see anything on the ultrasound, and the treatment we give them makes their pregnancy visible in their blood under a microscope. Our little volunteer isn't pregnant and we can't make her open to the public until she is. I know you wanted her available tomorrow, but I don't know how to make that happen at this time."

He paces closer as he speaks, and this time I can hear the response.

"Put her through rapid treatment and give her the serum, then take her to the stocks."

The vet goes pale as he looks at me, but he nods even though I'm the only one who can see him.

"Yes, sir."

He's not at all gentle as he yanks the wand out of me, and he doesn't bother with cleaning anything up. To my surprise, my chair has wheels on it, and the next thing I know, I'm being pushed out the door. We draw stares from handlers and a few cows alike as he wheels me through the barn, and I get the impression that this is very unusual. But we don't leave the barn to go back to his office, instead I'm pushed inside another room made of stainless steel like the one I woke up in after my operation. This one is full of equipment I recognize, and two handlers in lab coats I don't.

"We're giving this one rapid treatment and a serum dose," he barks at them. They immediately go to work removing me from the chair, and I'm fitted back into a frame. But this one's a little different. There's a metal bar at the top that my bridle attaches to, keeping me from looking around. They don't speak to each other, apparently being well practiced enough at this that they don't need to communicate. I wish someone would tell me what was going on.

Someone attaches a feeding tube to my mouth, but it's not my usual mash that comes through it. This is water, but it takes thick and gritty like there are minerals in it. As I try to discern the taste, I'm so distracted that I don't notice when they swap my tail for another plug until I feel the familiar sensation of liquid being fed into my guts. A groan slips out. I should have known this was coming. I wish Dante was here, even though he didn't satisfy me the last time. Regardless, I still miss his steady, warm hands.

There's a stiff hand at my entrance, and fingers pry my pussy lips apart. There's nothing teasing or enjoyable about the touch, and I squirm as a syringe slips inside. They eject a cool liquid, then remove their hands, and I instantly dislike the strange numbing feeling.

I like it even less several minutes later when it starts to burn. I whimper and cry, even though it makes me choke on the water being fed into my throat. One of the lab techs smacks me across the face and I'm so stunned I stop. No one's ever been gentle with me here, but no one's struck me either. At least not in the face.

He grabs me by the nose ring, leaning in close to my face.

"You have one purpose here, cow, and you're failing at it. You don't want to know what happens to bad cows," he growls, and the menace on his boyish face is nothing short of horrifying. He can't be any older than me, but he's got a darkness to him. He lets go and I do my best to quiet down, chugging the water and trying not to squirm at the irritation inside me.

The vet tech places the bucket under me and allows me to expel the enema. Then he repeats the process, but this one is much faster. I let my bladder go at the same time, afraid to get in trouble again, but also full to bursting. The water never stops. In fact, it just gets thicker and grittier. It tastes terrible, but I don't dare do anything but swallow.

The feed leaves me usually dazed and needy. Now I'm somehow more present than I've been in days, and I hate it. I want to go back to that faraway feeling where this feels like a wonderful dream.

The vet comes around to peer into my eyes and he frowns again.

"She's too alert. Can one of you go to the office and bring me the red injector gun?"

The lab tech who didn't get angry at me disappears, but the other one grabs me by the nose ring again, forcing me to look at him as best I can.

"You sure you wanna do that, Doc? I think she deserves to know what's happening to her."

The vet angrily pushes him away from me, but he manages to painfully yank on my nose ring before he lets go.

"The point of making them livestock is so they can enjoy their lives here. Not suffer for it. I'm not putting her in the stocks coherent."

I don't know what the stocks are, but I'll do anything to get back that floaty feeling. My pussy still burns from whatever they put inside me, but I can feel my need returning like a tidal wave. Desire pools in my core and by the time the other tech returns, my thighs are sticky with my wetness. He hands the vet a gun that looks like the one he's used to dope me before, but this one is a different color. He fires it into the side of my neck, and the result is almost instant. Fog comes over me like a hurricane rolling into town and I start to roll and buck my hips as the desperate need to be filled floods me.

I'm taken off the frame and even though I'm ready to start humping the floor, I'm grateful when the vet hands my lead to the same tech who fetched the gun.

"Take her to the stocks. I'll let them know you're on the way."
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The stocks, it turns out, are in a building almost identical to the Breeding Shed. I can't tell if the ring is bigger or if it just seems that way because there are no cameras and no screens. There will be no one to witness my humiliation this time, whatever it is they're planning on doing to me.

In the center of the room is a wooden panel like the ones they use for criminals in town squares. It slides up to leave a hole for my head and wrists, and I know once it's lowered, I'll have no way out.

I honestly don't pay it any mind. There are several handlers standing about and it's all I can do not to race to the end of my leash to try to reach them. I want to beg them to touch me. Several come closer, but I quickly realize they will not give me what I want as I'm dragged forward. They shove my head and arms into the holes, and then lock the whole thing into place. For once I can turn my head, but I still can't see what's happening behind me.

I feel something made of padded leather being pushed under my stomach, and suddenly I'm lifted into the air. They take my knee pads off and forcibly straighten my legs. I scream against my gag in pain as it feels like my muscles don't want to stretch that way anymore. There are chuckles around me at the bovine sound that tears from my throat, but they don't stop me. Instead, they focus on fastening me down. My feet don't quite reach the ground, so I'm laying on my belly with my hips hoisted high in the air, my legs splayed, and my head and arms secured ahead of me.

It's so like that first day in the vet's office and yet not at all. My massive breasts hang freely.

They add more straps, and now I can't even roll my hips anymore because they secure me so tightly that it hurts to breathe. They yank my tail out none too gently and I cry out again. I try to shift, try to wiggle, do anything to find friction and I can't.

So I wail into my gag, needy and wanting and not caring who knows. They laugh at me, and I can't bring myself to care. I know I should feel ashamed, but they wanted a horny little cow and they got one. I'd rather be like this, demanding what I want and desperate to get it than worrying about what these men think of me.

As they add a final belt, I squeal in delight as a vibrator starts to buzz against my clit. But I quickly realize it's not enough. I need a dick inside me if I have a hope of reaching climax.

The footsteps move away and I'm all alone, crying like a bitch in heat and presented on a platter, my ass and pussy on display. I know they're not going to just leave me like this.

At least not forever.

I don't know how long I cry and try to shift and grind, but when the mechanical sound of a door being raised reaches me, it's the answer to my prayers. My head is unable to turn towards the noise, but there's an open metal gate to my right. I see there are several other identical gates on either side of it, but I don't have time to ponder what they're for because a bull comes charging the second it's open enough for him to get through. I barely get a look at the giant, muscular, dark form. Unlike me, he has his hair in long, thick dreadlocks down his back, but that's all I notice before he's out of my field of vision.

Where I'm elevated off the ground, he doesn't have to bend over me. I'm at the perfect height for him to slam into, and slam into me he does. I can't see him, but I hear him thunder close and in his eagerness, I'm certain his grip on my hips is going to leave bruises. He sheaths himself in me, no time to adjust, just buries into me as deep as he can go.

That's all it takes and I'm screaming out my first release. It doesn't seem to phase him. In fact, he just speeds up as my inner walls clamp down around his iron hard cock. I almost wonder if he's the model for the dildos on the fucking machine, because he hits me in all the right places. But he's just getting started. He pounds into me with the steady speed and pace of a pile driver, only this time I can't move, can't adjust. All I can do is lie there and take it like the good cow I am.

The good, horny cow.

He gives me exactly what I need, and I come five or six times before he does. Worlds die and galaxies form, and he's still just driving into me like it's his purpose in life.

Maybe it is. I don't know what they use the bulls for except fucking cows.

At last, the bull empties himself inside me with a roar. He's never tried to speak, never made a sound other than a grunt, but I realize he's not fitted with a voice box. There's nothing human about the sound. It's pure animal, but he certainly doesn't sound like me. It's not a moo. It's the roar of a beast.

He pulls out of me and I wail despite myself, not ready for it to be over. I don't want to be put back on the machines. I want a bull. Do they really think that'll be enough to knock me up? They should let him go again.

But there's a ringing sound coming from the open gate, and whatever it is lures him back inside. Tears roll down my cheeks as the gate closes, because I'm not ready for this to end. I like it here. I like him. I don't want to go back to my stall.

The sound of another gate opening to my left has my head whipping around. I scream when I see what's coming: ANOTHER BULL!


24


This bull doesn't wait either. He charges right out, but because of where his gate is, I get a better look. He's made of muscle upon muscles, like his skin is too tight for his body. Piercing blue eyes fixate on my presented flesh, but while there's nothing intelligent in that gaze, it's not vacant like the other cows. No, he's hungry, wanting, and what he wants is-

I don't have time to finish the thought because he's on me. Like the bull before, there's no warning, but he's in such a hurry he shoves his cock into my asshole. A scream tears from my throat, but as soon as he's moving, I no longer care. I'm speared on him, spread wide, and he could probably rip my body in two, but I don't care. I'm so needy and hungry for his touch that it's amazing. Full and stretched in a brand new way, and my eyes practically roll themselves back in my head as he fucks me.

I'm barely coherent among the waves of pleasure, but the thought crosses my mind that since he won't be able to get me pregnant this way, maybe they'll let him fuck me again.

I'm rocked in my tight bonds so much that the leather cuts into my skin with each thrust, but I hardly notice even as blood weeps from my skin. But my bull notices, and he doesn't like it. He bellows as he comes, dumping a load of seed into my ass, and then he pulls himself out the moment he's finished. He ignores the ringing bell, calling him back to his cage, and turns his tongue to the cuts, lapping the blood away.

He works his way from my shoulders down to my arms, then my hips and legs. He lavishes each and every cut with care. I'm shocked at his gentleness. It's the nicest anyone has been to me here, and the thought makes my eyes well up with tears.

He must hear me sniffling because he comes around to my face, and licks those away, too. Then he nuzzles me, pressing his head against mine in a gesture I would have never thought the beast who just fucked my ass without a care would be capable of. I try to moo at him around the gag, and the look he gives me is one of understanding.

Then he stalks around me, behind me, blocked out by the wood holding me in place and I don't know what he's doing until he slides into my pussy. I'm slick with my own wetness and the previous bull's spend, but he gives me the gentlest sex of my life, with careful and easy thrusts, but they're still steady and my body marches right up to the peak of an orgasm. I don't scream my release this time, it's a muffled cry as my body shudders and clamps down around him. Only once he's sure I'm finished does he release into me with a hiss, painting my insides with himself. He waits a few moments and I savor the feel of him before he eases away. He comes back to my front, giving me another nuzzle before he finally lets the bell lure him back to his cage.

I cry as I watch him go.

But I don't have long to be sad, because another gate is opening, and another bull appears.

He's older than the other two, with silver hair at his temples. His nose ring is a gleaming golden color, and he doesn't charge towards me. No, he strolls like a man taking his time. I wonder why they don't force the bulls onto all fours, but then I realize it's a stupid question. Clearly, no one tells these beasts what to do. That's why I'm in here alone with them.

I can't see where he's headed, but I expect to feel him entering me any second. But I'm wrong, I don't feel him at my backside. No, he's wriggled his way underneath me and his mouth wraps around my teat, coaxing my milk and drinking right from the source.

The rush of pleasure is so intense I damn near black out. It's the most intense orgasm yet, and I buck so hard against my restraints, I cut deep into my flesh. I hardly notice. I'm riding too high a wave to notice anything ever again. He drinks until I'm near empty, then switches to the other breast, and I come all over again. He doesn't stop until he drains me dry, and I'm too tapped out to notice as he finally lets go. I hear movement and then he spears me on his cock. Unlike the previous two, he's hard and fast, and he gets maybe ten or twenty strokes before he shoots his seed into me with a groan. Wrung out from the first two orgasms, I don't voice a protest as he pulls out without me coming with him inside. Hell, I'm still reeling from the aftershocks and he's gone.

Before I can even take a breath to mourn the loss of the last, another gate opens. I never see this bull because he comes from behind me, but come he does. His girth is wider than the others and it feels like a shock wave going through me just to have him inside.

Seconds later, that shock wave turns into a flood of pleasure as he starts thrusting in and out at an impossible speed. I have no time to adapt to the feeling before his rhythm builds and builds until my body can't keep up with his pace anymore. He doesn't stop, though; he just keeps pounding away until finally, mercifully, I come screaming around him.

He slows his pace but only long enough for my breathing to settle before he ramps it back up again because he's not done yet. Again and again he drives me to the edge before he's had enough and deposits his spend deep in my pussy.

The bell calls him back then there's the sound of another cage opening.

I wonder how many bulls the Ranch has.
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It's so hard to count, but I think I'm on my ninth or tenth bull. This one looks younger than the rest, and angrier, more aggressive. He does something no other has done. He comes to my front and shoves his dick into my mouth. The ring gag keeps my jaws open for him, and there's nothing I can do as he violently fucks my face. There's nothing pleasurable about it either. Tears stream down my face and I struggle to breathe as he hits the back of my throat.

He grips me by the fake ears on my bridle and I can make out that he has gloves too, but they're not quite like mine. He's reduced to two fingers and no thumb, so he can hold me, but he still doesn't have the use of his digits. But the observation slips away from my mind as I choke again. He doesn't seem to notice, or if he does, it doesn't concern him.

I don't even have to swallow because he empties himself into my throat. He finally pulls free and I cough and gag, but I don't have time to catch my breath before he's at my backside. It takes no effort at all to slip into my waiting, well-used pussy. You'd really think I'd have had enough by now, but like the greedy bitch I am, I want more.

He doesn't care for my enjoyment either, seeming to revel in the sharp, violent thrusts that make me scream in pain as well as pleasure. Each stroke is like a hammer striking an anvil and sparks shoot through my skin. I'm on the verge of coming when he does, but the bastard pulls out before I reach my peak. I wail indignantly, or try to, and he stalks around to my front to give me a look that tells me he knows exactly what he's done, and that it was on purpose.

He swaggers off without a car in the world. I try in vain to roll my hips, but all that gets me is more pain as I make my cuts worse. My skin is chaffed and rubbed raw everywhere.

I still never want this to end.

But once his gate closes, there isn't the sound of another one opening. Instead, there's a series of footsteps and I cry as the ranch hands begin to undo the restraints.

They don't even try to hold back their laughter.

"She's been bred all night. Been fucked until she bleeds, and she still wants more," someone cackles.

"Usually by now they're begging for it to stop. Maybe we should reserve this one for the bulls for each of her breeding seasons," another voice answers.

I'm still bent over at the waist, but now that I'm no longer held down, I buck my hips desperately, seeking the friction that will give me the release I need. Another round of laughter echoes around me, and a hand sinks underneath me to yank the vibrator away. My eyes flood with tears as I realize they're going to leave me needy and wanting.

There's another hand at my entrance and my traitorous heart floods with hope for the briefest second, but he's simply inserting a dildo into my wanting pussy and a plug into my ass. One of the other hands comes around to pat my head, smiling down at me.

"It's just your cork. Gotta make sure you don't leak everywhere while we take you back to medical. Don't want to find out you're not pregnant and we have to do this all over again."

I glare at him because that's exactly what I want.

But I'm a cow, and cows don't get a choice, so I crawl after them as they lead me by my damn nose ring back towards the building where my transformation started.

I'm sprayed down again before they take me inside. No one speaks to me as I'm lifted and laid down on my back on another surgical table. I don't even stir as they strap me down again. I just want to be left alone so I can try to put the dildo shoved in me to good use. But there's an injection in my neck, and the world goes dark before they leave.

[image: image-placeholder]

When I come to, I'm back in my stall, but with the addition of a floor to ceiling mirror in front of me so I can see the animal staring back. My harness is in place, supporting me, but there are thick bandages wrapped around my skin, padding it against the leather where the cuts are. I can't help but think the pain was well worth it, and I smile as I think of the tender way that second bull licked at my wounds.

I squirm and wriggle, trying to turn to get a better look at myself. My vibrator's missing. I'm still plugged up like before, but now it's the dildos of the fucking machine that are stuffed in my cunt and ass. They're not on, just keeping my hips rigidly in place, and I suppose making sure I don't leak any of the bull's seed. My breasts are heavy and full again, but they haven't hooked up the milk machine.

They must have been waiting for me to wake because the cruel lab tech appears almost instantly, looking down at me over my stall door. I'm relieved he doesn't come inside. I may be hungry to be touched all the time, but I don't want him anywhere near me.

"Well done, cow. You're not a failure after all. You're officially with calf, and that means you're open for breeding starting tonight. I can't wait to sink my cock in you."

Then he's gone, and I'm flooded with terror.
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Another unknown ranch hand comes along and hooks up the suction cups for me. I sigh in relief as they start to empty my heavy breasts. He also snaps in my feed, and I'm grateful that it's the mash instead of that strange water. My only complaint is he doesn't turn on the fucking machine, but that doesn't stop me from humping against it to try to take care of things myself. I've almost climaxed when an announcement plays through the barn.

"Public Breeding will begin in thirty minutes. Please ensure all cows are ready for mounting."

I ignore it and keep going until he comes back, rocking and bucking my hips. He scoffs at me and lightly slaps my ass, but doesn't do much more to punish or discourage me. He simply disconnects the milk hoses, and the feeding tube. To my surprise, he pulls the ring gag out of the bridle and snaps it on to the end of the feed tube, letting it retract up to the ceiling. Then he goes to pull the fucking machine away, removing the dildos, and I take full advantage of my ability to moo in protest.

"Don't worry, girl. You're going to have such a long line tonight, you'll forget you were ever empty."

He brings over a bucket and puts in between my legs. Without being told, I pee into it immediately, afraid of a repeat of before. He uses a wet cloth to wipe me down.

There's a mechanical hiss and the tethers on my back end lift slightly so my knees barely touch the floor, forcing my weight forward onto my arms as presenting my ass to the stall door. As he walks away, he leaves the stall door wide open, and I'm not sure if I should be scared or excited.
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The next man catches my attention with his unusual attire, unlike anyone I've seen here before. He's wearing a three-piece suit, and he leers at me in the mirror. But he doesn't say a word, just undoes his fly and gets on his knees. I'm slick and ready for him, but he takes his time sliding in, a hiss escaping his gritted teeth.

He doesn't reach for my clit, or make any move to touch me. He just thrusts into me, groaning as he does. But he's a three pump chump, and he finishes before he's really started. He's gone just as quickly as he came, and I have no idea what just happened.

I know regular men aren't like the bulls, but even the sergeant mounted me for hours.

It continues like that. Well-dressed men step into my stall, drive themselves into my waiting and needy cunt, and finish in a flash. Some at least have the courtesy to stroke my clit, but none even come close to making me climax. By the fifth or sixth one, I'm mooing my distress. All they're doing is making me desperate, putting me on the edge without a hint of satisfaction, and I audibly make my unhappiness known, but they seem to get off on it.

I lose track of how many men enter my stall, enter me, and I'm crying when they leave. Tears of despair roll down my cheeks. I'm so very, very horny, and these bastards aren't leaving me full, aren't making me come. They're just shooting their pathetic loads into an already pregnant cow.

Then Dante appears in the mirror, a sly grin on his face, and joy overtakes every part of me as he sinks onto his knees. He bends over me, kissing me on the shoulder as one hand snakes around me to my clit.

"I told you I'd make things up to you," he says as he begins to toy with me, his fingers playing me like a finely tuned piano. If only I could turn and nuzzle him, but the straps hold my head too tight, and soon after, I'm too far gone to care. I don't want to do anything to distract him from what he's doing.

And then I'm screaming the climax I so desperately needed, my hips bucking like I'm the bull and this is the rodeo. He hasn't even entered me yet, and I've lost all control. But Dante takes his time, he slips two fingers inside my wet heat and curls them, sending me right back up before I've even fully come down. I can't even form a distinct sound. My moos are just moans of pleasure.

"Come on, man," a voice comes from outside the stall, but I can't see the speaker, "you're just supposed to fuck her, not pleasure her. It's a cow for fuck's safe."

"If she's just a cow, go fuck a different one. Shouldn't matter to you which one you're sticking your tiny dick in," Dante yells back, not withdrawing from the magic he's coaxing from my body as my walls clamp down and flutter around his fingers. He keeps going until tremors are racing through my whole body. I can't think, I can't breathe, all I can do is feel.

Then, with no warning whatsoever, his fingers are gone, and he's burying himself in my core. It's heaven, like coming home, as bright and radiant as the sun and as damning as the fires of hell. I've never felt cherished until this moment as he wraps his arms around me, one hand returning masterfully to my clit and the other thumbing over my breasts, one nipple pinched in his hand. The bulls are amazing in their own right, every single one of them, but I feel something for Dante. I know it's stupid, I'm a cow and one of hundreds. He probably fucks all the new livestock, but I feel it all the same. And my treacherous heart lets me pretend I'm worthy of his affection for just this moment. That this is something more than just a handler fucking his cow.

And I'm happy.
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My due date is approaching, so they've moved me to the Birthing Shed on the far end of the Ranch. The walk over here was the longest of my life, led by my nose ring in sunlight I haven't seen in months, my belly so huge and swollen it nearly dragged the ground. I'm going stir crazy in here. There's no milking, and it's been days since I've been on the fucking machine or available for mounting.

Life before the Ranch is a series of vague shapes and flashes. Not even a dream or a whisper.

I'm with the machines almost twenty-four seven. The only time the metal dildos don't pound into me is the nights where the barn is open for public breeding. Those are my favorites because that's when Dante, Julian, and Sam come to visit me. They're pleased with me. I'm a very good cow.

And I'm about to have my first calf.

My water breaks, and an alarm sounds, an angry red flashing light going off overhead. The vet and Dante appear at my stall door, and I don't hesitate. It's hard, but I drag myself up off the ground so I can push my head into his hands. He pets me gently, stroking the head he shaved so long ago. My bridle's in place, but they took the gag out when they brought me here, so I'm able to moo softly at him.

"Hey girl, are you ready to get that calf out of your belly?" he asks, continuing his smooth strokes.

"MOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!"

I've never been more ready for anything in my life.

The vet forces my legs apart, inspecting between my legs.

"She's fully dilated. Better get her on her back."

Before I know it, Dante's scooped me off the ground. The vet brings in a strange chair like the one he uses for the ultrasounds where he shows me the calf, but this one is lower, so it sits on the ground. I don't protest as I'm strapped in, even though it feels strange to be off my knees. They splay my legs wide and secure my arms over my head.

I recognize the white gun in the vet's hand and I know what's coming even before I hear the click of it being fired into my neck. Next to being bred, it might be my favorite feeling in the world. In the blink of an eye, I'm blissed out and dazed. The shapes of Dante and the vet are bendy and out of focus, but I don't care. They tell me to push and push. The vet's words seem to travel through a fog that has engulfed my brain. It feels like an eternity before I make sense of the sounds he's making. But eventually, I understand what he's saying and recognize his instructions.

My body obeys the command without question, each push pushing me closer and closer to my goal - to get this cow out and into the world. With each passing moment, it becomes easier to focus on the task at hand, and with every contractive wave that ripples through my body, I can feel the calf coming closer to its freedom with each second.

"Come on, girl, you can do it," Dante says, patting my head again.

One last big push and I feel something leave me, sliding out into the world as I scream. There's a moment of silence, and then a piercing cry splits the air.

I don't understand. It sounds like a human's cries. I thought it would moo like me.

But Dante smiles at me like I've done something right, and I don't care anymore. The vet's leaving the room, taking the squirming bundle with him. I only have eyes for Dante. He takes a wet rag and begins cleaning the mess I've made of myself.

"I've got six hours to spend with you before I have to have you over to the bulls. How do you want to spend them?" he asks, undoing the straps holding me down. But he already knows the answer. I know my body will hurt later when the dose wears off, so I'll make the most of the time we have.

I'm clumsy and trembling, my limbs not quite willing to support me, but I'm on my knees after a long minute of struggle, turning to present for him.

"Good cow."

THE END
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"Harmony Burns, on the charges of motor vehicle theft and vehicular manslaughter, you have been found guilty. You are hereby sentenced to life at Hucow Ranch immediately. Do you consent?"

"Yes," I say quietly, nodding my head. The alternative is death.

"Bailiff."

I'm absolutely numb. I wasn't really expecting a fair trial, but I wasn't even in the damn car. I thought surely the evidence would make that clear. I don't know how to drive. My Master would never permit me. But his nineteen year old son got drunk one night, stole a car, and killed two people in the ensuing wreck. And somehow they pinned it on me.

I was at home in the cellar. But it doesn't matter. The other six women my Master owns swore up and down that it was me who stole the car, luring the teenager along for the "adventure" of it. At twenty years old, I'm his youngest piece of property and the newest. The others have been with him for years longer than I have, so he'd rather keep them. My father only sold me to him nine months ago, and the crime in question was two months after that. I've been living in a jail cell ever since, waiting for a judge to see that I was framed.

And now I'm going to the Hucow Ranch.

The bailiff hauls me to my feet, cuffing my hands behind my back. I hardly notice. I'm so used to being restrained at this point that sitting with my hands free with my public defender felt almost wrong. He gives me a sad smile before the bailiff leads me off. I don't try to speak, knowing it will only get me slapped, or worse. I told him I was innocent, and there were days where I thought he might believe me, but it doesn't matter now.

About fifty years ago, with society on the brink of collapse and technology starting to fail, a group of politicians banded together to declare that the problems with the world were the fault of women and that everything could be corrected if men were in charge. So, in North America, overnight women went from being fully fledged citizens to property. It's hard to punish people who have no freedom in the eyes of the law, so some enterprising individuals founded the Broodmare Farm and the Hucow Ranch. Most female criminals get sent to serve a term of up to five years at the Farm where they reproduce enough offspring to pay their legal fines. The Ranch is for those who have committed serious crimes that deserve a life sentence.

Like me. The woman who stole a car and killed someone without ever leaving the house.

I'm taken to a holding cell that's more of a closet. There's no room for me to even sit. It's so tight it's almost like standing in a casket. He takes my socks and shoes off my feet with surprising ease like he's had lots of practice. The door is locked behind me without a word, and I'm left alone with no idea of how long I'll be in here with only the light under the door to keep me company.

I let the tears fall while there's no one to see me. I can't do anything about what's about to happen to me, and it's not like my future was particularly bright before, but I grieve it anyway. At least before I had stolen moments where I could be alone to try to do things I enjoy, but I've heard the stories about the Ranch. Every woman has. Free moments will be a thing of the past. Still. While I enjoy the last bit of privacy I'll probably ever have, I let it all out. My fear, my sorrow, the injustice of it all flees in great, big, heaving sobs. I have to wipe my nose on the sleeve of the orange jumpsuit. Ordinarily I'd be afraid of getting it dirty since I've seen girls whipped for that, but what more can they do to me?
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I have no idea how much time has passed when the door finally opens. Long enough for me to stop crying at least. I ran out of tears sometime ago.

There are two figures in front of me, but they're silhouetted against the light spilling from the opening, and it's so bright that it hurts my eyes. It takes several painful moments of blinking before I can see them. The two men can't be much older than I am. The taller one has sandy blonde hair and the bluest eyes I've ever seen, like the ocean when I've seen it on television. The shorter one still manages to tower over my 5'2" frame, but he has red hair and green eyes. Their facial expressions are hard to read. I can't tell what they think of me.

"Is this the last one?" The red haired man asks. They're not dressed like guards. No, they're wearing flannel and jeans.

"Yup. Ten new cows in one day. This is almost a record," the other responds. He pulls something from his pocket, and I try to take half a step back as he reaches for me. Then he moves faster than I can blink, stepping towards me and using his body weight to pin me against the back wall in a flash. I yelp, but it does no good. He's so much bigger and stronger than me, and my arms hurt where they're trapped against the rough stone. He yanks my shoulder length black hair out of the way, and I can't even struggle as he wraps a leather collar around my throat, buckling it into place like it's the final nail in my coffin. Then he pins my head against the side wall so I have no where to look but into his eyes.

"Just do what you're told. You won't like what happens when we punish bad cows," he says with so much menace that my heart seizes in my chest. His blue eyes are cold with fury and I don't know what I've done to deserve it. "Hand me the gag, Rory," he says over his shoulder to the red headed man as he presses on the side of my jaw to force my mouth open.

"Damn, Thomas, I've never seen you be this aggressive this early. We don't even have her in the truck yet," Rory says, handing over a ball gag. I manage to get a whimper out before he's shoving it between my lips. But he doesn't release my head, even once it's in place.

"This is the bitch who was driving the car that killed my parents," Thomas growls and terror shoots through me. I gurgle uselessly against the black rubber in my mouth, wanting to tell him how sorry I am for his loss but that I'm not the one who did it. But I can't, and he glares at me with such hatred that I know he'd never believe me anyway.

No one ever will.
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They take me to the back of a large, black van. Nine other women stand along the sides, their arms secured over their heads. It only takes Thomas a moment to uncuff my my arms, but he's not gentle about it. No, he jerks my wrists up to the manacles handing from the ceiling that are waiting for me, leaving bruises in his wake as he locks me in place. He grabs my chin as soon as he's sure I'm not going anywhere.

"I'm going to enjoy watching you suffer," he says quietly. Then he's gone, the door shut and the only light comes from the two panes of glass in the doors. Most of the other women are watching me curiously, wondering what I've done to be singled out, but a handful are too busy crying to take notice. I try to shrug, like I don't know why he hates me, but I do, and I'm fairly certain he'll get the chance to do just that.
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We drive for hours. And hours. To the point that I'm amazed we didn't have to stop for gas, but the van never stops. It barely slows at times. My arms throb from being held over my head, my muscles quivering with the strain. It feels like my throat's on fire, and my jaws ache from being held open. My bladder starts to hurt and I do my best to ignore it, hoping we'll be there soon. But as the drive continues, the need gets worse, and I finally can't hold it anymore. Tears roll down my burning cheeks, I have to let it go, and warmth soaks both my legs and my jumpsuit. The woman next to me fixes me with a glare, but sometime later I get a new flash of the smell of urine and I realize she's done the same thing.

I don't glare at her. It's not her fault anymore than it is mine.

After what feels like an eternity, the van slows and finally stops. Suddenly the tension in the van is palpable as we all brace for what's coming. Two of the girls start crying all over again.

The door opens and a cowboy dressed in all black walks in, eyeing us and, based on his facial expression, not liking what he sees. He's older, with salt and pepper hair that's just visible under his ten gallon hat. But his outfit is too clean, too pressed, and somehow I know this man's never gotten his hands dirty in his life.

"Well, this isn't the sorriest group of cattle we've had here on the ranch, but it's damn near close. I'm the Ranch Foreman. Name's Forrest, but I don't expect you to remember that. You won't remember your own names about a week from now. Now, you may be criminals, and this may be a punishment, but that doesn't mean you can't enjoy life here on the Ranch. You do what you're told and go along with things, and you might just enjoy the rest of your days. You don't, and well, you may not like what happens. But it won't change anything. You're Hucows now, and you'll do what Hucows do. You eat, you sleep, you get milked, and you get bred. That's all you're good for."

His tirade is cut off momentarily as one of the girls wails around her gag. As fast as lightning splitting the night sky, he backhands her across the face. She yelps and his fist sinks into her stomach. She doubles over as far as her bonds allow, but she doesn't make another sound.

He continues like nothing ever happened.

"Now we usually don't get groups this big at one time. So some of you are going to go to the holding pens before you go onto processing. But don't worry, some of the Ranch Hands will be over shortly to keep you company."

I don't know which group I want to be in. I don't know if I want to put off the inevitable, or just get it over with. The anticipation is killing me. But of course the decision isn't up to me because Thomas's there the moment the Foreman is gone, clipping a lead to my collar.

"Can't miss the chance to fuck you while you're still there," he taps my forehead. "Wouldn't want you to start life as a cow without experiencing that first."

I want to pull away, to dig my heels in, but I don't dare as he takes the manacles off my arms. They're so stiff that it hurts to lower them, but it hurts to keep holding them up more. Without warning, a harsh hand on my shoulder shoves me to the ground so I land on hands and knees, thudding against the metal floor. I do my best to keep from crying against the gag, not wanting to get hit. I don't want to give him any more reasons to hurt me.

"Crawl," he orders. "You'll never walk on two legs again."

Tears well in my eyes, but I do as he says. My knees are bruised from the fall, and each motion hurts, but I do it anyway. My right wrist throbs and I wonder if maybe I sprained it, but I also know he won't care. He wants this to hurt.

Getting down from the back of the van is a challenge, and I hesitate. It's only about eighteen inches, but I don't know what to do. I could step down easily enough on two legs, but like this? Thomas tugs insistently and I reach down slowly, trying to get both hands on the ground before I lower the rest of my body, but he doesn't give me the chance. He yanks sharply and I tumble forward, squealing like a pig around the gag before I land on my face in the dirt.

Laughter breaks out around me and I look up. There are maybe fifteen or twenty men, all dressed like Thomas and Rory, and they're thoroughly amused by my struggles. Several call out jeers and one yells, "Looks like she wet herself in the truck, Thomas. Better hose her down before you get going."

"Oh don't worry, I plan to. Come on, cow," he responds, jerking on my lead again until I make it back to my hands and knees.

I'm quite certain my face is the color of the tomato as I'm led towards the waiting pens.
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Thomas may not want me walking on two legs anymore, but he hauls me upright once he gets me inside a round metal corral. He makes quick work of trying me to the fence so that I'm eagle spread, my limbs secured tightly with rope. He pulls a pocket knife from his jeans, unfolding the blade. I tremble as I stare at it.

"I got special permission from the Foreman for this. We're not normally allowed to fuck the cows until they've been through processing, but he agreed these were unique circumstances," he says as he begins to cut through my jumpsuit. His knife is razor sharp, and he cleaves through the fabric in matter of moments, leaving orange scraps on the ground. Then he turns his attention to the sorry excuse for a sports bra across my chest and the granny panties the prison gave me, reducing them to tatters with ease.

"You got a hot little body, I'll give you that," he grunts as he steps back to admire his handiwork. He tweaks one nipple and I flinch.

"These are pretty small. We'll fix that soon. You ever been fucked before, cow?"

I stare into those ocean blue eyes and nod. The day my Master bought me, both he and his son had their way with me. It wasn't an enjoyable experience, but it wasn't as awful as I feared either. It was quick, over in a manner of minutes for each of them. They both made use of me frequently in the two months before I was arrested.

Disappointment flashes across his face, but it's quickly replaced by anger. Over his shoulder I can see the other women being led away, but several of the hands have come over to enjoy the show. They climb up on the fence and get comfortable.

"Nash, can you pass me the hose? I gotta wash the piss off her."

He retreats to the fence line and someone passes him a hose. He turns back to me and I shriek as he sprays me down with ice cold water. The stream isn't gentle either, no it's full force like he's trying to get the mud off a dirty car. I try to cower from the spray but of course I have nowhere to go. It goes on far too long, and I'm well past clean when he finally turns the damn thing off. My soaked hair is freezing against my skin, hanging in thick, black ropes.

I watch anxiously as he drapes the hose over the railing, afraid he's going to use it on me again. He fixes me with a smile as he watches me track his movements.

"Better keep that right there. You'll probably need a bath again before I'm done with you."

He steps right up to me, so his fully clothed chest is bare inches from my naked one. I have to crane my neck up to meet his eyes. The hatred in them hurts as much as the cold water did, knowing I don't deserve it. I wish I could tell him that I'm not the one who killed his parents.

"Hucows are so pumped full of hormones and drugs that they can't help needing to be fucked. They're reduced down to the most basic functions. That's what we're going to do you. But before that, you're going to beg me to fuck you. Nothing altering your brain chemistry. Just you."

That's all the warning I get before he plunges two fingers inside me, his thumb coming down on my clit. I squeal against my gag instantly. No one's ever touched me there. I did some experimenting based on overhearing the other household slaves talk about climaxing and how none of the men in the house could find a clit if their life depended on it. But it never got me anywhere. I felt too awkward about it.

So when he touches me, it's like a thunderbolt, and electricity shoots through my body. He fixes me with a sadistic grin, and goes to work, his eyes bright and cruel as they search for every little reaction I give. He's clearly had lots of experience, because his fingers working their way in and out feels better than sex ever has. His strokes are agonizingly slow and light one moment, then urgent and strong the next, pushing me towards the precipice of ecstasy. The ropes around me creak as they strain to keep me upright - my muscles quivering uncontrollably. I've never felt like this before. He's bringing me to a peak that I never thought possible, and he has to steady my hips with his free hand to keep me from moving too much. Soon, I'm right there, the edge within reach, and I know I'm about to fall off it at any second.

The bastard drops his hands, and takes a step back. My hips rock forward, trying desperately to follow him, but he's too far away. Deliberately.

I stare at him, horrified, and panting around the ball gag in my mouth. The trembling won't stop, but neither I will I. I strain forward, almost involuntarily, trying to get him to touch me again. He simply smiles at me.

And waits.

And waits.

Until my heart rate slows, my breathing evens, and I sag against the ropes holding me up. Only once he's sure I've come down completely does he touch me again, driving me back towards the satisfaction I never knew I needed until today.

Every time my pussy starts to flutter and is on the verge of clamping down around him, he pulls away. Over and over, he drives me right to the precipice of an orgasm, only to stop short. I struggle to breathe, my nose flaring as I try to keep the tears back, try not to sniffle. But Thomas just looks at me with a grin that's nothing short of vicious before he starts up again. I can't even stop my hips from bucking, from jerking forward when he inevitably pulls away. He lets me chase him every single time and my shame grows.

Before long I don't care that I'm sobbing or that my face is burning, hot to the touch with humiliation, I strain my hips after him with everything I have.

I don't know how long he's been playing this game with me, but it feels like a lifetime. The sun set hours ago, but the bright lights around the pen illuminate the show we're putting on for the other hands. I lack the energy to lift my head, my eyes fixated on his hand as it touches me. Another few rounds, and I'm not sure I'll be able to keep my eyes open.

"You want to come, cow?" he asks. It's the first words he's spoken to me in hours. Despite knowing in my heart that this a trick, a cruel gesture meant to taunt me, I can't stop the way my heart leaps in my chest in hope. His free hand cups my chin, forcing me to look up at him.

"I asked you a question," Thomas taunts. "Do you want to come, cow?"

I know I shouldn't, it's what he wants, but I nod fervently anyway. Yes, I desperately want, need, to come.

"I'm going to take your gag off, and you're going to beg me to make you come. You say anything else, you make any other sound, the gag goes back in, and you go straight to processing. You'll never speak again."

Fuck.

I want nothing more than to do as he says, to finally get to that illusive orgasm that has me barely clinging to sanity, but there's something more important. If this is my only chance, even if he doesn't believe me, I have to take it.

He unbuckles the leather slowly, yanking the ball gag out from between my teeth. I have to hold back a shriek as I finally close my aching jaws.

"Now beg," he orders, ignoring the fact that I'm still desperately trying to get my voice back in working order. "Beg," he snaps again, growing impatient.

"I didn't kill your parents," I rasp, cowering as far as the ropes will allow as mottled fury floods across his face. He raises his hand as if to strike me, and I hurry to spit out the next part.

"I don't even know how to drive a car. My master's son framed-"

That's all I get out before he's stuffing the gag back in, buckling it tighter than it was before. I look up at him pleadingly, my eyes filling with tears all over again. I'm not asking him to change anything. I'm here, my life is done for, but I want him not to hate me. I want him to know who the real culprit is so he can get justice.

"Get her to the vet!" he hollers as he storms off.


4


I'm too weak to crawl so I'm dragged through the mud. I can't bring it in me to give a shit. My body's still humming with need, and my pussy would like to have a little talk with my brain about our priorities. But I know I did the right thing. Whatever they're going to do to me, I know I'm not going to be able to tell him the truth when they're done. This was my only chance, and I don't regret taking it, even if I am still squirming with unfilled desire.

The handler finally manages to force me up to my knees as we reach the glass doors. It takes everything I have to stagger inside on all fours. I blink blearily in the intense florescent lighting, so bright it makes my head hurt. But what I see is too intriguing for me to close my eyes.

One of the girls from the truck is strapped over a padded bench. Something's shoved into her ass, which is wrapped in a bandage that I assume wasn't there before, but before I can look too closely, a man in a white coat is stalking towards us.

"Is this the last one?" he asks briskly, barely glancing down at me.

"Yeah, Doc. Thomas just finished up with her. This is the special one," my handler explains and the Doc scowls at me now.

"Go ahead and take her to the operating theater. We'll get her voice box done before we start the injections. Hand her over to Hudson."

"Yes, sir," he says, and he begins to tug me down the hallway before I've even had a chance to wrap my mind around the words he used. We go through two sets of double doors, and then we're in a room made of what looks like stainless steel. There's a much younger man in a lab coat, and I don't at all like the cruel gleam in his eye as he looks at me. I back up as much as my short lead will allow.

"Here ya go," the handler says, passing my leash to the man who I assume is Hudson. "Doc says to get her voice box done."

He smiles down at me like a shark looking at a minnow, taking a syringe from the table.

"With pleasure," he says, yanking me forward sharply. I don't get a choice in the matter. He's too strong, and in seconds, that needle is in my neck.

The world winks out of existence.

[image: image-placeholder]

My first thought upon waking is that I can't move. I don't open my eyes, but I try desperately to sit up and find that I can't. It takes me several more moments before my eyelids cooperate with me and I'm able to look around. I'm in that same all steel room, or one just like it, but I'm tied down on a table. Heavy leather straps run across my chest, hips, knees, and ankles, keeping me from doing more than breathing. The gag's gone, replaced with a heavier collar that sits almost painfully on my throat. A glance to one side reveals an IV of bright blue liquid being fed into my arm. At least my legs are closed, I'm not strung up like I was on the fence.

I exhale a heavy sigh through my nose, and tell myself it's okay. The longer it takes them to come back, the longer it takes before I start suffering again for a crime I didn't commit. Not remembering my life before the Ranch sounds pretty good right now.

But I don't have long to enjoy the peace and quiet, because Hudson storms in with an energy that makes me think he was watching on a camera for me to wake up. He hurries over, taking out another leather tie, and before I know it, he's wrapped it around my forehead. Now I can't even look around.

"The Doc likes you to be doped up before we start, but I think you deserve all the pain, don't you? After all, you did kill two innocent people, didn't you, whore?"

I know I shouldn't, I really do, but I open my mouth to speak anyway. Thomas didn't believe me, there's no reason he will either, but I'll keep telling them until-

Well, until the cows come home is probably a really poor choice of words here, isn't it?

But to my horror, it's not words that come from my lips. The weird box on my throat comes to life and instead what comes out is, "Mooooooooooooooooooooooooo!"

I flinch like I've been struck, and I try again, much to Hudson's delight.

"Cows don't speak, you stupid bitch. They moo. And that's what you're going to do."

I can't help it, I keep trying to get the words to come.

"Moooooooooo! Mooooo! Mooooooooooooooooooooo!"

He just laughs at me instead, patting my cheek none too gently. It's just shy of a stinging slap.

"You'll get it eventually, you dumb cow. But I can't have anyone hearing you. Not until I've had my fun."

I see the leather in his hands, but there's nothing I can do as he forces the ball gag back into my mouth, silencing even my bovine noises. Now all I can do is watch as he goes through with whatever he has planned for me. Somehow I think what's fun for him, won't be fun for me.

There's another needle in his hand, and for half a second, I dare to hope he's going to knock me out again, but there's no such luck. He begins a series of injections, one after the other, in a variety of places: my stomach, my thighs, my breasts, he even twists my hips up against the leather so he can reach my ass. There's no time at all between, no warning before each pinch, and I breathe a tiny sigh of relief when he stops for a moment, his hand stroking idly at my breast.

Then he pinches and twists my nipple, beaming as I squeal in pain. He repeats the motion with the other one, harder this time, as he stares into my eyes. His green eyes glitter with malice as he does it again. And again. He alternates between the two, trying to see how much hurt he can cause.

"I can tell the Doc I did your nose ring while you were out. It's not like you can tell him, can you, you dumb cow?" he asks, but I know he's not expecting any kind of answer. He turns away and I strain to watch him, terrified by the implication of his words.

His hands are on my face a moment later, a strange metal gadget in his hand.

"Take a deep breath, or don't, I don't really care," he says as he grabs my nose. I go cross eyed trying to see what it is he's doing, but it's too late, and I howl into my gag as a sharp pain shoots through my nose. Tears roll down my cheeks, and Hudson just gives a twisted grin as he fumbles with the throbbing bit of skin. I can feel something metal and cold.

He holds up a mirror a moment later so I can see the silver ring now hanging from a septum piercing, resting against my upper lip. It's not big, maybe the size of a Penny, but there's something distinctly… cattle like about it.

Hudson checks his watch.

"Doc's expecting you in twenty minutes. That gives me just enough time to give you the serum, and your ear tag too. Better do the tag first. Don't want you squirming and messing it up."

He's fumbling with something off to the side again, and I get the flash of what looks like a solid white handgun. It becomes a blur to the right side of my head. Then there's another pinch and flash of pain. I cry out again, for all the good it does me, and suddenly I can feel the weight of something heavy and plastic hanging from my ear.

Hudson's quick to show me the mirror again so I can see the giant green tag that says "#347".

"That's what you are now. A Hucow with a number, not a name," he hisses gleefully.

I'll admit, I didn't expect this kind of treatment. I knew the Ranch was a punishment and that life here wouldn't be kind, but I didn't expect the men working here to revel so much in suffering and causing pain. Hudson's like a villain from Saturday morning cartoons.

"Now for the serum," he mutters, taking out the largest syringe I've seen yet. I try to flinch away for all the good it does as he bends over me. When I realize he's reaching for my pussy, I stop caring about the gag, the voice box, and the ties. I thrash and cry out with everything I have, and I don't care when the leather bites into my skin.

It does nothing. He doesn't stop, or even slow, and I hardly move, bleating out a low "MOOO!" around the ball in my mouth.

"So dramatic," he cackles as he slips it between my lower lips. He pushes the plunger, but there's no needle, no pain, just a rush of liquid filling me up from the inside. I'm calm for maybe thirty seconds before it starts to burn, and I scream outright. Even with the gag, it's loud, and I feel a sense of accomplishment as Hudson turns white.

"Shut up, shut up!" he snaps, yanking the syringe away and striking me across the face. He's just set the needle down when the door flies open, and Thomas storms in.


5


"What are you doing?" Thomas demands. "This cow was to be brought to the processing room as soon as she woke up."

"She did just wake up, and started screaming like a banshee," Hudson says with a shrug. I'm impressed by his ability to lie with a straight face, and I'm shocked when Thomas looks at me with something that looks like… concern? That can't be right. But I can't think too hard about that. I'm starting to sweat, and the strange burning in my core has me squirming uncomfortably.

"You did her piercing and her ear tag?" Thomas asks sharply, three long strides covering the distance from the door to me. He leans over me, his gaze sweeping over my face. He must not like what he sees because his blue eyes darken like a storm before he rounds on Hudson. "She's fully coherent!" he bellows.

"I did them while she was still out," Hudson insists with another shrug. "Come on, don't tell me you didn't want this bitch to suffer a little pain. She's the one who took out your mom and pops, right?"

I can't see Thomas's face, but his body tenses like he's preparing for a fight.

"Just go," he huffs. "They need you down at the birthing center. I'll get her down to processing."

Hudson looks like he's about to protest, but Thomas cuts him off.

"GO!" his voice is a roar. "Or I'll tell the Doc what you did with this cow."

Hudson sulks off. As soon as the door is closed, Thomas whirling to face me, taking the gag out of my mouth with the gentlest of fingers. Then he undoes the strap on my head before turning his attention to the rest of my bonds. I stare at him, confused enough that I can't think about the way my pussy is starting to weep from whatever Hudson did.

"I know you can't speak, but right now, before you can't remember, were you telling the truth before?"

I sit up in a hurry, nodding frantically, desperate for him to believe me.

"You said your Master's son stole the car? And they framed you for it?" he asks softly, like even he can't believe what he's saying, but it's all true. I bob my head up and down.

Thomas staggers back from the table until he hits the metal door with a THUNK! I hurry to get up, but my legs don't want to support me. I end up crashing to my knees, giving a yelp that turns into a moo of pain. Thomas just stares right through me and I have to drag myself to him on my hands, trying furiously to ignore the sensations happening inside me. If I'm not careful, I'll be trying to climb in his lap in a minute.

I'm not horny. I'm not turned on. But it hurts and somehow I know the only way to relieve it is for him to touch me.

We sit there for what feels like forever before Thomas speaks, my hips are starting to rock against the floor.

"I didn't believe you. I was so angry. I wanted to punish you, and I thought you were just taking that away from me like you took them. But I thought about it all night. It doesn't make sense. You really didn't do it, did you?"

I shake my head and Thomas blanches, staring at me in horror.

"I'm so sorry. I can't fix what they did. There's no going back now."

I shake my head, harder this time. I don't want his apologies. I wanted him to know the truth.

"I can, I can… Fuck. I don't know what I can do. What did Hudson do to you?" he asks.

I point at my nose and then the ear tag.

"You were awake?"

All I can do is nod. Thomas scowls.

"That fucking bastard. He's supposed to let the Vet do that after the treatments have started so it doesn't hurt."

I start to mime giving myself a shot, but my pussy burns again and I nearly double over in pain. Thomas grabs my shoulders to keep me upright.

"What is it?"

His concern is touching. With one shaking hand I grab his wrist and drag it to my core. His fingers sink into the wetness and flinch back like it burns him too.

"Fuck. Did he inject something there? Did he say anything?" I start to nod, but Thomas already knows the answer. His face, which was white with horror moments ago, is now red with rage. "He used the fucking serum on you, didn't he?"

I barely have time to nod, before Thomas sweeps me up in his arms. He sets me on the edge of the table, but stays between my legs, not caring as my thighs clamp around his hips to keep him there.

"The serum's only supposed to be used on cows going to the Stocks. It's only going to hurt worse until you get fucked. I can take you to the Doc, but he's going to have to put you through the rest of the procedures before that can happen, and that'll be hours. I don't-"

I cut off whatever he's about to say when I grind against his front, not caring about anything other than stopping the mounting pain. I look at him, begging, pleading, and I open my mouth but all that comes out is a single, needy moo.

"Okay," Thomas pants, reaching for the buckle on his belt. "I can't fix this. I can't fix what they did to you. But I can take care of you. Now and later. I can make it so none of this hurts."

I'm tugging his pants down and only half listening to what he says as I nod my consent frantically. I want him inside me now. I need the pain to stop.

"It's not much, but I can do that, I can make sure you're so far gone you don't suffer," he promises, taking my head in his hands, searching my eyes for something. I don't know if he finds it, but he kisses my forehead, wearing regret like its a mask.

Then his dick punches up so he's inside me. I come up off the table entirely and into his arms. I must weigh nothing to him because he bounces me up and down on his thick, hard cock like I'm a basketball. Thomas is either an exceptional specimen or my master and his son were poorly endowed. He's barely started and he's reached parts of me I never knew existed. I'm moaning and mooing with every thrust.

He holds me with one arm, fumbling with something on the table that he reaches for behind me. The next thing I know, his hips have slowed and the leather and plastic ball gag is dangling in front of my face again.

"I'm sorry, but if they hear you, they'll come in and they'll take you before I can make it better," he apologizes, but I don't care. I'll do anything to get him pumping into me again. If he can make this place hurt a little less, if he can protect me from men like Hudson, I don't care what he does to me.

I open my mouth.

"Good girl," he murmurs, hurrying to fasten it around my head again. But I just whine and roll my hips against his. A chuckle escapes him and he says, "I know, I know."

Then he's firing inside me again like a piston and I moo against the gag in ecstasy as I finally get what I want. He's deeper inside of me than I thought possible, I'm full and stretched and it's strangely wonderful. He keeps one arm wrapped around me, and the other snakes between us to reach my clit. If I thought he was skilled before, it's nothing compared to how fast he rockets me up to the peak he took me to so many times what feels like it was just hours ago. But this time there's no cruelty, no taunts, he doesn't pull away or back me from the edge. No, he brings me right to it and, with a particularly sharp thrust of his hips, sending me barreling right over it. I scream as I come, falling apart in his arms in a way I didn't know was possible.

But he's not done. He keeps going, keeps pushing, not breaking contact for a second. I try to whimper but he hushes me, driving me right back toward that peak.

"Come on, pretty cow," he encourages. "Give me another one, and then we'll see what we can do about making sure no one hurts you again."
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It's only after my fourth orgasm that Thomas lets himself finish inside my wet heat, finally soothing the aching burn that's eating away at me. I don't know what the serum does, but the pain dulls almost as soon as he climaxes. I'm trembling as he lays me back on the table, but I don't stir or fight him as he begins to fasten me in place. I suspect that's how I'll spend most of my time here. The care and gentleness I was just given a once in a lifetime experience. Not just as a hucow, but for me. I don't think anyone's ever taken care of me like this. At least not since I was a little girl.

I sigh as I watch him, even as he fastens the straps on my head again so I can't move an inch. Somehow, in this moment, I'm almost content. He's going to fix it so it doesn't hurt going forward, and I can just be a cow and let whatever happens to me happen.

Maybe it'll be a good life.

Thomas checks my restraints, then checks them again before he looks down at my face. He runs his hand over my cheek, the pad of his thumb skimming the bit of exposed flesh above my gag.

"I can't knock you out. I can dope you like we do for the branding, but it's not going to be enough. This is going to hurt. It's going to hurt a lot, and I'm so sorry. But I promise once it's done, you won't feel a thing. As soon as we start you on your feed, it's going to take. You'll be happy to get fucked and milked. You won't come in and out of it like some of our other cows do."

I give him the tiniest nod, the bare fraction of an inch I can move my head, trying to tell him it's okay. I'm grateful for what he's doing. Being a dumb cow seems pretty good if it means I won't suffer.

Thomas picks up what looks like a white handgun, and there's a sharp pinch in the side of my neck as he injects me with something.

"I'll check on you as often as I can. As long as I work here. You'll be okay. Hell, you might be the happiest cow we have."

He keeps talking after that, but suddenly his words are far away, like they're being shouted from the other end of a windy tunnel. The world seems to get fuzzy, like it's coming out of focus. I wonder what they do if a cow needs glasses, but I lose that thought as quickly as I have it. Thomas turns away and I have to strain to see him, but he has a nice backside and I want to admire it through his jeans while I can. His shirt is still untucked where he fucked me, and I blow out a breath of disappointment as I realize I can't really see much.

"I've never done this before, but I've watched my dad do them. You probably don't know this, but lobotomies started coming back around about fifteen years ago. They're popular for women who don't respond well to their wealthy masters," he mutters, but my gaze is focused on the long, thing piece of metal in his hand.

I'm not calm or happy anymore. I'm terrified. I shrink back against the table, my blissful daze fleeing me. Suddenly I'm not so sure that Thomas wants to help me, but his sad smile takes me in. His eyes glisten with unshed tears. There's no sign of the hatred from before. He really is doing the best thing he can to help me cope with my new life.

"Take a deep breath," he whispers. "Now let it out."

I obey, and his mouth moves like he's going to say something else. But before I can draw another breath, there's a flash of movement. Light glints off metal. Pain splits my skull as what feels like the world's largest needle drives into my eye socket.

I scream like I've never screamed before. Nothing has ever hurt like this. I come up off the table against the restraints as hard as I can, thrashing like my life depends on it, but it does no good. He's tied me too tight. With every passing second it hurts worse, like an insect is burrowing through my brain. I can't remember not being in pain. I can't remember why I agreed to this, why this is happening. What did I do to deserve this? I have to make it stop, I have to make it stop-

Everything goes black.


7


There's a blinding light being shined in my face. I squirm, trying to turn away from it, but I can't move. Opening my eyes feels like a massive effort, and it takes several long minutes of struggle before I'm able to blink them open. Every part of me feels heavy.

A man is shining a penlight in my face, but I've no idea why.

"Good. There you are. I was starting to think you'd never come out of it," he says, withdrawing the light. I can finally see him. He's older, with graying hair, and he's wearing a long white coat. "I'm sorry for what Hudson did to you without medication. It shouldn't have knocked you out for that long. We went ahead and got your brand out of the way, and the rest of the injections. We just need you conscious for what comes next."

I have absolutely no clue what he's talking about, but he holds up a mirror for me.

I don't know what I thought I looked like, but this wasn't it. I can't be certain, but I could have sworn I was human. However, what looks back in the mirror is some kind of animal.

My head is bald, and dull brown eyes stare back at me as I try to take it all in. A metal ring holds my mouth open, secured by black leather straps that work their way around my head. They run up either side of my nose and the outside of my cheeks, with large black leather flaps so I can't see anything but what's in front of me. I have small, flesh colored ears, and a second set of black leather ears shaped sort of like a dog's. A green tag hangs off one of my smaller ears that says something in writing that I cannot read. There's a thick black collar with a box at the front around my throat. The head harness is attached to a hook overhead, keeping my head up off the ground and in place. There's a little silver ring dangling from my nose.

My whole body is fastened over a beam made of padded leather. It's maybe four inches wide, and it rungs from from between my breasts to the start of my hips. Thick leather straps fasten me to it in several places, and my limbs are attached to the sides like I'm on all fours. There's thick pads over my knees, and strange leather mitts on the ends of my hands. I don't seem to have fingers.

I'm not human. Clearly. But I can't ask him what I am because I just end up drooling around the gag when I try to move my mouth. He chuckles at me, and turns to put the mirror down.

"It's gonna be all right, girl. We'll get you back on track." He goes over to a box on the wall and presses a button. "Can you send Thomas in here please? #347 is finally awake, and I figured he'd want to be here to finish her processing."

The box says something back but I can't make out what it is. The man disappears from my narrow field of view, but there's a snapping sound like someone putting a rubber glove on. I don't know how I know that, but I just do. Then I feel something prodding at my rear, a finger invading, and I squeal, trying to move away. Instantly, there's a sharp slap on my hip, coaxing another squeal.

"Hold still," he snaps irritably, and I whimper as I try to do what he says. He forces something hard and cold into my asshole, and I don't like it at all, but there's nothing I can do but cry quietly.

There's a sudden bang as a door flies open, and I hear footsteps.

"Hey Doc, you called for me?" a warm male voice says.

"Yes Thomas, #347 is awake and I thought you might like to help me finish her. She's already had most of it. She just needs her anal treatment and to get started on her feed."

The new voice steps where I can see him, peering down at me curiously. He's massive, built like a bear. His hair is the color of wheat, and deep blue eyes stare like they can see into my soul.

Do animals have souls? I don't know. I think we do.

"Sure thing, Doc. What do you want me to do?" Thomas asks, one hand reaching out to stroke my cheek. It's surprisingly gentle, in contrast to the hard rubber being forced into my ass.

"Can you get her feed started? Make sure she takes it while I start the enemas," the man who is apparently called Doc answers. Thomas nods, giving me another gentle pat before he disappears. I can only see what's directly in front of my face, which unfortunately, isn't much.

There's now something else pressing into my rear, but I can't tell what, and suddenly, there's a strange sensation of liquid filling me. I squeal and try to squirm, but I only get another hard smack for my trouble. It doesn't stop, it just keeps going, filling me like I'm a water balloon. It's not painful, but it's so uncomfortable. It feels wrong, and all I want to do is rip myself away and force it out. But I can't. Every tiny wiggle is met with a sharp slap, and out of nowhere, the Doc brings his full hand down on my ass cheek.

I scream. It feels like I'm on fire, the pain is searing right through my skin and I don't understand why. No other part of me hurts like this.

"I was kind enough to brand you while you weren't awake to feel it after you had such a severe reaction to your nose ring and tag, but you're making me regret that now. Stay still or I'll brand your other cheek for the hell of it," the Doc snaps. Any kindness he showed when I first woke up is gone, so I try to keep still, sniffling as quietly as I can as he forces more liquid into my insides. It's all I can do not to shift the fuller my guts get, pressing down on the bar holding me up. I don't know how much more I can take, and I'm about to start crying again when Thomas reappears in front of me. There's a long white tube in his hand, and he strokes my face before he snaps it into the ring in my mouth.

"I'm turning your feed on. You just keep swallowing, and everything's going to be all right. You're going to be a happy little cow here in a few hours, you'll see."

Thomas puts his head right next to mine like we're sharing a secret, whispering into my ear so his breath moves the tag against my skin.

"Just like I promised."

I don't know what he's talking about. I'm too focused on one key word.

Cow.

That's what I am! I'm a cow!
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Ihave liquid being pumped into my ass by the Doc, and Thomas keeps the feeding tube in my mouth so that I'm being filled from both ends. The texture of the mash coming through the tube reminds me a little bit of oatmeal, but it tastes sort of flavorless. It isn't long before I'm sick of swallowing it, but Thomas shows no signs of turning it off. In fact, whenever I try to stop for a minute, he strokes my throat above my collar reassuringly until I start swallowing again.

I nearly sob with relief when the Doc removes one of the things he's inserted in my rear and tells me I can let it go. He doesn't have to, my muscles have already given up the strain of holding it in, and I can hear the sound of liquid hitting plastic as I expel it. Good thing he put a bucket under me, or I'd have soaked him.

I don't have much of a respite, as soon as it's all gone, he's feeding another tube into me and starting the process all over. But I'm starting to care less about how uncomfortable I am… I'm starting to notice other feelings. In my core. Aching and empty and needing to be touched. And I start to squirm for very different reasons. I try to keep still, but I can't as slickness gathers at the top of my thighs.

The Doc drags a finger through my folds and whistles when he sees the wetness shining on his gloves. I know because he comes around to show it to me.

"You see that. You're going to be a horny little cow in no time."

"You want me to get her off, Doc?" Thomas offers, and in that moment, nothing has ever sounded so good.

"Nah, after what she did, I think this one can simmer a little while, don't you? She can wait until she gets to the barn."

I catch a flash of a frown on Thomas's face, but I don't know why this news upsets him as much as it does me. I give a little wail of protest, but I end up choking on my feed and earning another slap from the doctor.

"Stop that, you bad little cow. You'll get what you need soon enough."
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I have no concept of time. It feels like I've always been in this room, on this table, having my guts and belly filled. It's been a lifetime. Decades. Eons. And since I can't remember anything from before I woke up, I guess that's true.

I try to be good. I really do. But it's not long before my hips are grinding and bucking against the leather holding me, seeking something I'll never find. The Doc at least stops hitting me, but he's too amused by my misery to let Thomas do anything about it. For some reason this seems to bother him greatly. He keeps whispering in my ear that he'll make it better.

I don't know why he cares. I just want him to touch me. I don't know what the point of having my pussy on display is if they're not going to do anything with it, and I hump against the table in frustration with what little room I have to move. Tears leak from my eyes, but there's nothing I can do about it. The Doc wanted me to simmer, but I'm boiling.

Nothing has ever made me happier than when the Doc finally removes both things from my ass and tells me I can let go.

"That's the last bag. You can switch off the feed and then take her to the main barn."

Thomas seems surprised.

"They're not going to work her up to the milk machines in the creamery?" he asks as he takes the tube out of my mouth. I never thought I'd so happy to drool on myself, but I take big, heaving gasps of clean air and don't care as saliva falls down my chin.

"Nah. She already got put off schedule enough with Hudson's little stunt. We'll put her on an IV for her first twenty-four hours and she'll be fine. Look at her, she already doesn't care about anything but getting fucked," the Doc scoffs. He's not wrong. Now that I'm not being plugged at both ends or getting slapped for moving, I'm bucking my hips with everything I've got as I try desperately to get some sort of friction against the leather.

Their hands are firm on me as they undo my restraints, and Thomas's strong hands wrap around my hips before he deposits me on the floor. Before I can even think what I'm doing, I'm pressed up against him as I feverously try to hump his leg. The knee pads make it easy to move across the floor at least.

There's the crack of a stick against my back and I howl in pain for a moment but even that's not enough to deter me. Thomas just pats my head before he clips a lead to the ring hanging from my nose.

"Hang on girl, we'll get you to the barn and get you all fixed up."

He tugs on the leash firmly and I've no choice but to crawl after him, making my way into the harsh light of day. I flinch from the bright light and the sounds of other men hooting and hollering as I crawl through the dirt. I try to focus on what's underneath my hooves instead of the men I can hear, not trusting myself not to go running to them like I did Thomas. I'm not sure they'd be as kind in pushing me away. My back still smarts from whatever the Doc struck me with, and I don't want anything to delay me getting the relief I so desperately need.
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Crossing the compound seems to take forever. I keep trying to stop to rub my thighs together, but Thomas just tsks at me, and pulls me along. I know I should be good. I should focus. The sooner we get there, the sooner I get what I need, but it's just so hard. I need something to touch me now. Right now.

I whimper at him the fourth or fifth time he prods me forward.

"It's okay, girl. We're almost there."

Sure enough, the biggest building I've ever seen looms in front of us. I can hear more cows mooing inside, and there are faint slapping sounds. Like flesh against flesh.

I pick up the pace.

Thomas leads me through the rows. The walls are solid wood for about four feet, and then they turn into bars as they reach the ceiling. There's not much space between the doors. The cows are packed in like sardines. I wasn't prepared for how loud it would be, or the smells. There's sweat and grime, but also the sickly sweet smell that comes with arousal. There's so much of it, I can taste it in the air. And now I'd adding to it, feeling the mess drip down my thighs as I crawl.

There's a break between the stalls, an open area with racks of supplies. Thomas tugs me over gently and ties my lead off to a ring on the wall. I seize the moment to grind my legs together, searching for friction I know I won't find, but I can't stop myself from trying. Thomas doesn't seem to mind. He doesn't even scold me this time, just starts wrapping leather straps around my body. I'm so far gone with need, I can't even tell what he's doing until he's done. He has to cluck his tongue at me a couple times before he gets my attention, taking my lead from the wall. I follow him obediently, looking down at my new harness. Leather runs over my collar bones and between my breasts, cinching tightly below them. More straps wrap my hips and upper thighs. What it's for, I can't be sure, only that Thomas's hands didn't wander where I wanted them while he was putting it on me.

We come to an abrupt halt at an open door. The name plaque has writing on it, but they're just scribbles to me. I follow Thomas into the small space, and before I know what's happened, shackles appear around my wrists and knees, holding me in place.

"Normally I'd get the milking machine set up first, but I know what you need. I promised you I'd take care of you. It's gonna hurt until your milk comes in, but this should minimize that," he mumbles. I can't tell if he's talking to himself or to me.

There's a sharp pain in the side of my neck, and I see a white gun that feels familiar in his hand before it disappears into his pocket. A fuzzy feeling trickles over me, and soon every part of my body is numb except my aching, needy core.

I look at him, pleading and whimpering, not caring as I drool on myself some more.

"Hang on, girl," he grunts, and there's a hydraulic hiss as something lowers from the ceiling. I have to strain to turn my head to see the chrome device that Thomas is putting into place behind me. There's no warning at all, I feel something cold and metal at my pussy lips. I don't just gasp, I squeal, quivering in eager anticipation. I don't have to wait long before Thomas slides it into me. The neediest moo escapes my lips, fumbling over the gag, but I can't care. I buck my lips, crying out as I get the relief I've needed so badly.

Thomas chuckles, his hands tightening on my hips.

"Hold still, let me get the rest in place," is all he says before he's forcing another dildo into my ass. You'd think I'd be sore or embarrassed from the hours worth of enemas I've had shoved up there, but I couldn't care less. I'm too excited. As soon as he lets go, I'm moving and mooing again, happily fucking myself on the metal pieces impaling me.

Thomas's hands snake under me, and my next cry comes out a scream as I feel something brush against my clit. I try to move my hips against his hand, seeking more, but he pulls away quickly. I'm disappointed, until he clips a new belt around my hips, and with the click of a button, I feel something stirring against the needy little bud.

It's a vibrator.

I'm in heaven.

Or I think I am, until Thomas turns the machine on and I finally find out what it does. It's a fucking machine, and fuck me it does. The two dildos begin to piston in and out of me and it's a matter of seconds before I'm screaming out the first orgasm. It rolls over my body like a tidal wave, and it's everything I've ever wanted in life. I made and reborn as I come over the peak, and I could die happily in this moment.

But I don't. Instead the moment I come down, the machine starts driving me back to the edge in the most glorious sensation of my life. I don't even notice as Thomas goes back to work, his hands flitting over my sweaty flesh as he attaches hooks to my harness to keep me upright. Suction cups are placed over each breast, and as they turn on, it's the worst pain I've ever felt as they suck them into the tight tubes, but the feeling is forgotten moments later as my second climax comes over me with the force of a charging bull.

I can't even care as Thomas hooks another blasted feeding tube up, though part of me is relieved when I don't immediately have to swallow. I'm too busy screaming as I come harder than I ever thought possible. I barely notice as he sticks a needle in my arm, I just catch a flash of the IV bag as he hangs it above my head.

Then he settled down on the hard rubber floor in front of me so he can watch the show. The machine milks climax after climax from my body. I should be exhausted, and I am. I should be soaked with sweat and trembling, and I am. But I'm also wet in another way as Thomas doesn't take his eyes off me. I was made for this, and I never want it to stop.

"The barn opens to the public in four hours, I'll stay until then," Thomas promises. "Then it might be a day or two until I can look in on you again, but I'll be back as soon as I can."

I try to figure out what he's talking about, but all thought is forgotten as another climax rolls over me, and I can't bring myself to care what happens to me as long as this never stops.
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Ibarely see Thomas leave. I don't even fully realize he's gone until I hear other voices.

I finally come out of my well fucked stupor as the machine is turned off. I cry out in protest instantly, jerking my hips as if it'll make it harder for them to pull it out of me. There's the crack of someone's hand against my ass and I shriek.

"Calm down, you horny cow. It'll be back. Public breeding is starting soon, and you're going to be very popular."

"You ever see one this far gone this fast?" another voice asks.

"Nah man, she's a little slut. I can't wait to fuck her."

There's a tug on my harness and my hips lift as high as they can without the bindings on my knees being removed. The vibrator still dances against my clit, but without the stimulation in my pussy, it's not enough, and I whimper.

"How long should we let her squirm?"

"We'll come back as soon as we've got the rest of the aisle prepped."
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It feels like it's been an eternity. I'm squirming all right, just like they wanted, the contact with my clit is almost unbearable now, a promise of what I need but can't have.

I hear footsteps, and my heart leaps for joy as someone stalks back into my stall. I barely make out the sound of a zipper, and that's all the warning I get as a cock sinks into my yearning pussy. He doesn't take his time, he just slams into me to the hilt, filling me up. I cry out but I don't know if it's pain, surprise, or joy. He starts to move, starts to thrust, each stroke letting him bottom out inside me, and all my subsequent moos are sounds of delight.

The machine was amazing, but this is something else. He varies the angle, yanking harshly on my hips to hold me where he wants me, driving me exactly where he wants me to go. The climax isn't quick to build, but it's steady, like climbing a mountain, one step at a time. I'll come when he wants me to and no sooner.

He leans over my back, his hands squeezing at my breasts. He doesn't remove the suction cups that still hold them so tightly, he just makes them pulsate inside the harsh material.

"Just think, your milk will be in in no time at all. Then you'll be able to be fucked and milked at the same time, you horny little cow," he taunts with a laugh, but I don't know what's funny about it. It sounds amazing.

One more hard squeeze and it's enough to shoot me over the edge, falling into the stars as he climaxes with me. I can feel his hot spurts of spend coating my insides in thick ropes as he buries his seed in my pussy. One last aching thrust and I can feel him shake on top of me as he empties himself. He lays on my back, his hot pants coating my damp, sweaty flesh until he catches his breath. Then he's gone with a playful slap on my ass.

I don't even have a chance to breathe before another cock is filling me up. This man is smaller than the last one, but he's got a frantic energy. His movements are all sharp and short, his hands dig into my soft flesh with a viciousness I didn't expect, but after a few moments, I don't notice the pain or the tiny cuts his nails are leaving in his wake. I'm getting fucked, just the way I need it.

They're right. I'm a horny cow, and this was what I was made for.

I lose track of the amount of men who breed me. It's a never ending line. Some of them don't make me come, and other deliberately won't let me, enjoying my wails of protest as they finish and leave me unsatisfied. But there's always another one right behind them, another cock to fill me up, and I'm so delirious with need they all start to blend together.

A man slides himself inside me, and bends over so he can breathe in my ear.

"How you doing, girl? I had to sneak back over to see you," Thomas's voice whispers. I can't see him, and I desperately try to lean my head back to nuzzle against him, but the feeding tube doesn't allow me much movement. His hand slips under me, adjusting the vibrator so it has a new angle and he moves it in time with his thrusts.

"I told you I'd take care of you. Everything's going to be all right."

This time, I see stars as I climax.

I know I've been bred by what feels like hundreds but was probably dozens of men. I know the point is to get me pregnant, and that I'll be with calf in no time at all, but there is some stupid, desperate part of me that hopes it's Thomas's seed that takes hold.

Six Months Later

I suck the feed down as it comes through the tube as quick as I can. My breasts are full and heavy, and I know as soon as I can finish my lunch, the milk machine will turn back on and the fucking machine will ratchet back up to full speed.

My pregnant belly sways below me. At my last ultrasound, the Doc decided I wasn't getting enough nutrition, so they had to adjust my milking and fucking schedules so I'd get more calories. I feel like I'm being punished for something, but I know they care more about my calf than they do me. I'm just the incubator. A well fucked, well pleasured incubator.

It could be worse.

I swallow and swallow until I'm coming up with nothing but air. I sigh in contentment, waiting for the machines to figure out what I already know. There's a mechanical hiss, and my great joys in life whir back to life. The suction on my breasts that was once so painful is now enough to make me come in an instant, even though the two dildos pounding into me have barely got back up to speed. I'm fucked around the clock now, and I never get tired of it. The only time I'm empty is when the barn's open for business, and those short painful moments when they take the metal out of me so I can get ready for the real thing.

I'm not too proud to admit I pout and wail and cry the entire time as I wait for cock. I want the men to know how ready I am so I have a line waiting. I never want to be left hanging while someone decides if I'm worth fucking or not. I'm a horny little Hucow, and an impatient one at that. I don't even like the amount of time it takes for one to get off and the next one to mount me.

I don't see Thomas every day, but he stops by most days. Sometimes he comes when I'm open for business, and he fucks me like the calf I'm carrying is his, like I'm something precious to him. Other days he sneaks in just to watch me on the machines. If I get lucky, he'll touch himself and remove my feeding tube so he can come down my throat, like it's our dirty little secret.

It's funny. There are hundreds of cows here, and probably twice as many handlers, but I've always felt like I was special to Thomas somehow. Like he'd make me his own personal cow if he could. I dream about it sometimes, but I know I wouldn't want to lose being used so frequently. I worry he couldn't keep up with my needs, and I'm such a needy little cow.

I watch the milk drain down the tubes, taking it off to wherever it goes as another climax steals over me like a lightning strike. I go rigid in my bindings, my hips jerking almost violently as I come. The desperate, crying moo I make leaves me with big spurts of drool on my face, but I don't care. I can't care.

I'm such a happy cow.


Get Your Free Book


Cheralee started out writing The Hucow Ranch, and has branched into other realms of taboo and erotica. You can sign up for her newsletter and get a free novella from the Pleasure Pointe series. 



The Ranch Series


In a future where women are nothing more than property, society has replaced prisons with the Hucow Ranch: a place where they transform women into livestock for breeding and milking.


The Volunteer Hucow
Hucow #214 volunteers for a life at the Hucow Ranch in order to protect her family. It has been ages since someone volunteered for the Hucow Ranch, and they plan to make a fortune on their new virgin's first televised breeding. 30,000 words.


The Lobotomized Hucow
Framed for a crime she didn't commit, Hucow #347 ends up in the hands of the man who thinks she killed his parents. When he finds out she's innocent, her handler performs a secret lobotomy on her to save her from suffering. Soon, she's the happiest cow the Ranch has ever seen. 12,000 words.


The Bull
Most men avoid jail time by sending their slaves to the Broodmare Farm. But what happens to the men with no one to sacrifice? A 7,000 word short story.


The Broodmare Farm
Sentenced to a three-year sentence at the Broodmare Farm, Carly is subject to multiple breedings as they attempt to impregnate her. A 9,000 word part one of a duet.


The Infertile Hucow
After being sentenced to a three-year stay at the Broodmare Farm, they send Carly to the Hucow Ranch to see if a permanent transformation into Hucow #418 will fix her infertility. When it doesn't work, will they find another purpose for this cow? Or will they put her down? A 9,000 word conclusion to the duet.


The Compliant Hucow
After her father angers the wrong man, the Hucow Ranch chooses Elsie for their new experimental compliance project. Hucow #499 will be the first attempt at mind control. A 8,000 word short story.


The First Cow
Go back to the beginnings of the Hucow Ranch with their very first cow. 9,000 words.


The Virgin Hucow
Determined to avoid the life her father has planned for her, Isabella commits a crime to get herself sent to the Ranch. 18,000 words.


The Prized Cow
When he hears the crimes Hucow #572 committed, freeing other women and taking them overseas where there is no slavery, the Foreman's son decides this cow deserves a special brand of punishment. 16,000 words.


The Hucow Ranch Duet
Combines the Volunteer Hucow and the Lobotomized Hucow into one book.


The Hucow Ranch Box Set: Vol. 3 - Vol. 5
The Bull, The Broodmare Farm, & The Infertile Hucow in one book.


The Hucow Ranch Box Set: Vol 6. – Vol. 9
The Compliant Hucow, The First Cow, The Virgin Hucow, and The Prized Cow in one book.


Also by Cheralee King


Standalones

Bound & Milked
After being found guilty of breast feeding rather than using formula, Ella has to serve as the town cow for the next eighteen months. A 43,000 word story.


Extra Credit: A College Professor/Student Bondage Erotica
Chloe Remington has been failing her Advanced Calculous class. Professor Newman agrees to help her pass. It just involves being bent over his desk. It quickly become Chloe's favorite part of the week. 5,000 words.

Pleasure Pointe

Pleasure Pointe–Take the vacation you deserve at our adults only all-inclusive resort. Whether you want to stay in our spacious rooms, the dungeons, the kennels, the stables, or our custom accommodations, we offer something for everyone and every kink you can imagine. For couples, groups, or solo travelers. Speak to one of our experience specialists and book your getaway today. 


Pleasure Pointe: a CNC Vacation
Part One
Simone Ellis has never been able to find what she's looking for, until she discovers Pleasure Pointe. 7,900 words.


Pleasure Pointe: a CNC Vacation Continued
Part Two
Pleasure Pointe is everything Simone has ever wanted and more. Axel is the man she's always needed. He takes her to new heights and lows, driving me to places she has never imagined. How on earth am is she ever going to go back to real life after this? 10,700 words.


Pleasure Pointe: Diapered in the Asylum
Callie Hayes has had a secret erotic fantasy for most of her life, involving a sex addiction and an orderly who keeps fucking her in secret. But what happens when he has her refuse all their attempts to help her? The Doctor has to find new ways to punish her. 39,000 words.


Pleasure Pointe: Kenneled
Sawyer blows her savings on a weekend at the resort with an elaborate roleplay involving a debt to be paid and a pet to be trained. 18,000 words.


Pleasure Pointe: Committed by the Mob Boss
Part One
Caitria has been living under a fake name for months, but her father's archenemy caught up to her, anyway. Now she's been committed to the care of a psychotic doctor and his orderlies as they teach her pleasure isn't something to enjoy, it's control. 24,000 words.


Pleasure Pointe: Committed by the Mob Boss
Part Two
What does Antonio Moretti have planned for her after group therapy? Caitria finds herself put into a diaper and dragged into the spotlight of his adult films. 29,000 words.


Pleasure Pointe: Under the Tree
As a special Christmas present, Annika's boyfriend has her wrapped up under the tree for everyone to enjoy. 41,000 words.


Pleasure Pointe: Committed by the Mob Boss Duet
Get part one and two in one volume.


Pleasure Pointe: Professor Knows Best
When she rejects her psychology professor one night after class, she has no idea the trouble she's about to find herself in. The next day, she's declared a danger to herself and others, and taken to a psychiatric hospital… under his care.


Pleasure Pointe: The New Star
When her boyfriend can't pay a debt, he gives her up to work it off. Next thing she knows, the cameras are rolling and she's performing alongside the hottest men she's ever met.

The Toy Factory

Three years ago, the Toy Factory opened its doors. Young adults can trade twenty years of sexual service for a lifetime of comfort. They have no say in their program selection, and if they are admitted, they may be assigned to anything from becoming a living doll to a trophy wife to a life as a Hucow.


The Toy Factory: The Office Hucow
Part One
Ejected from her foster home on her eighteenth birthday, Samantha heads straight for an Intake Center and finds herself living as a Hucow next to the water cooler. 7,000 words.


The Toy Factory: The Boardroom Hucow
Part Two
Bella easily adapts to her new life as the office pet, and soon the Boss is using her to close deals with prospective clients. 10,000 words.


The Toy Factory: The Doll
Desperate for a fresh start and a better future, Jynessa heads to the Toy Factory. She finds herself transformed into a living doll, complete with remote control. 60,000 Words.


The Breeding Hucow
Looking to escape an arranged marriage, Sylvia heads to the Toy Factory where she's selected for a custom order. Now she's a Hucow engineered to pump out offspring.

Heat Camp

A sanctioned facility for omegas without packs. One week. No permanent bonds. No claims that follow you home. Heat Camp doesn’t promise romance or forever—it promises management. And if you can afford the upgrades, it promises something more: the heat of your dreams.


Omega in Chains
Mika knows exactly what she wants—and what she doesn’t. Not silk. Not pillows. No soft nest. Leather. Chains. Restraints. And Alphas that like putting an Omega in her place. 53,000 words.


Shared by the Bikers
Kaylee has a secret fantasy for her heat. It involves a motorcycle club, leather, and a pack of alphas. And Heat Camp is going to deliver.


Bred by the Rival Alpha
Isabella has a fantasy she's always wanted, and Heat Camp is just the place. She's a princess, kidnapped by her father's rival. She's just a prize to humiliate her father—a princess to break, breed, and send back pregnant with enemy blood.


The Alpha Club
Wren gets what she's always wanted. She's the new omega house slave for a BDSM club and her heat is in full force.

The Fae Bargain Trilogy


Bound By Her True Name
Rowan makes a bargain and trades herself to the most powerful Fae in the Realm to save her beloved's life. The Princess has done the one thing everyone knows not to do, and now she's the plaything of a man who can walk through her mind like walking through a field.


Broken by His Command
She's falling further under his spell, and she's not hating it the way she should.


Bound by Her Desire
Fully under Thalanis's spell, she can't figure out what's wrong.
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