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  Content Warning


This is a story of dark Hucow erotic fiction, full of bondage, medical play, and dark and disturbing themes that may be upsetting to some viewers. Infertility plays a major part in this book. The main character  cannot get pregnant and is severely punished for it. This book is intended only for those eighteen and up. Please proceed with caution. 
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Yeah, if I could commit crimes that made me tens of thousands of dollars and spend less than five grand on a slave to take my punishment for me, I'd probably be a millionaire too.  
My parents sent me to the auction block the day after my nineteenth birthday. Dad said they had too many mouths to feed, and it was time I earned my keep. Either I agreed to go, or he'd sell my mother, and use me to start popping out new offspring now that I was old enough. I'd had no choice but to consent to being sold. But since I have little to no skills and can barely read or write, the only thing driving up my price tag was my status as a virgin. I'd lasted less than one hour. It was another four before Clive Harris had me in his bed, popping my cherry all over his 3000 thread count sheets.
That was yesterday.
Now I stand in the foyer of a grand mansion I'd had no time to explore, still wearing the gray slip dress I'd been given for the auction. I have no underwear or bra, just a piece of fabric that fit me more like a potato sack. I'd braided my blonde long hair down one shoulder, but since I didn't have anything to tie it with, I wasn't sure how long it would hold.
I ache between my legs, sore from the rough fucking my Master had given me. He'd been delighted to be the first, and given me no time at all to prepare or adjust. When I cried out, he'd just given me something to bite down on and carried on thrusting into me like a pile driver. But I didn't care much about that now. He'd dragged me from the bed an hour ago, explaining that I was leaving for the Broodmare Farm today in order to serve out a three year sentence as payment for his Ponzi scheme. A team was already on their way to get me.
The quick change of ownership, the unfairness of it all, I probably should have felt something, anything, but my chest seems hollow. I'm numb. It'd been this way my whole life. I'd been born long after the laws changed that regulated women to less than second class citizens. This was only the third time I'd ever left my father's home. As the oldest girl, from the time I was seven, I'd been responsible for tending my siblings and cleaning the house while my mother was forced to continue bearing more children. I was one of nine, and my father's favorite punching bag. My three brothers were spoiled little princes, while I knew my sisters were headed for a similar fate as I was. I can only hope that maybe, just maybe, after my time on the Broodmare Farm was up, I'll land somewhere better. I'd only be twenty-three, plenty of life left to experience.
Come to think of it, I should have known something was up when my father stopped beating me a few weeks ago. I guess he'd thought I'd sell better without bruises.
Clive can't even be bothered to wait with me, instead a man who is more gorilla than human stands at the door, keeping a close eye on me as we wait. I shift impatiently from foot to foot, wondering if I'd get in trouble for sitting on the floor.
After another five minutes of standing, I decide to chance it. After all, what else can they do to me?
I've almost fallen asleep where I sit when the door finally opens, jolting me awake. Two men in khaki overalls strut into the room. They barely spare me a glance, instead looking over at the goon posted at the door.
"This her?" One asks. He's the taller of the two, with hair as dark as night and green eyes.
"Yup," the goon answers, producing a set of paperwork that was crammed into his pocket. "Here's her forms. You'll see it's all in order."
The taller man takes the forms, and reads over them quickly.
"Carly Robinson, your master, Clive Harris, has selected to you to serve out a three year term at the Broodmare Farm for his crimes. You will produce three offspring in that time frame, or your contract will be extended. Do you consent?"
I barely hold in a snort. As if my answer will change anything.
"Yes, sir."
At least at the Broodmare Farm no one will hurt me because they won't want to risk the offspring. I have plenty of scars from when my father wasn't satisfied with my work around the house.
"Stand up," the second man from the Farm orders. Only now do I notice the bag in his hand as he reaches into it. I catch a glimpse of leather as I rise to my feet, but I stand quietly. He might be shorter, but he still towers over me, with dirty blonde hair pulled back in a low pony tail. He clears the distance between us in a few quick strides, and that's all the warning I get before he begins restraining me. Almost before I can blink, my arms are fastened behind my back, laced from wrist to elbow. A heavy chain connects the shackles over my ankles, preventing anything but short, half steps. 
I flinch as a pocket knife comes out, and he makes a shushing noise.
"It's okay, pet, just do what you're told and you won't get hurt." 
With my arms behind my back, he can't remove my dress, so he simply cuts it off, letting it fall in tatters at my feet. Despite everything, I feel not just my cheeks but my whole body flush as I find myself fully naked in front of three strange men. I avert my gaze to the floor and I hear him chuckle.
"Don't you worry. You'll get used to it. It'll be three years before you wear clothes again."
The thought is strangely comforting. I can't do anything about it. I can't change it, and I will get used to it. This will all pass, and it'll eventually end. Three years… that's… well, I don't know how many days that is. But it's a number. And every day that goes by is one less, one step closer to the finish line. I let these men do what they're going to do anyway, and it'll end that much sooner. Fighting won't change it. And in the meantime, I'll be treated semi-well, and get three full meals a day.
It could be worse.
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The gag is the only truly uncomfortable part. When he tells me to open my mouth, I comply, but not wide enough, and his rough thumb forces my jaws farther apart. I don't mean to, but I cough and choke as he forces the rubber inside. It's a thick square that forces my tongue down and leaves me unable to close my teeth. A piece of leather is forced up over my mouth to keep it in place and I can feel it just under my nose all the way to the tip of my chin. More than half of my face is covered, and it's all I can do to keep my breathing nice and even so I don't panic at the claustrophobic feeling. 
To my surprise, as soon as he's done tightening the straps, the man strokes the side of my head gently.
"Good girl, you're going to do just fine."
The last piece is a black leather collar with two leads. They each take one, standing to either side of me, as the goon opens the door and I'm marched out into the bright summer sun. It's not even seven yet, but it's as light as midday. I only get a moment to enjoy it before we reach the trailer attached to the truck. I'm shocked to find I'm not their only cargo, four of the six cages are already occupied. The other women look to be around my age, or maybe a bit older, but I don't get much time to look before I'm ushered inside. Without my hands to support me, there's not much I can do but lay on my side on the cold metal bars. It's maybe four feet long and two feet wide. I curl up, trying to get comfortable.
I already know it's going to be a long ride. I can't tell who, but one of the girls is sniffling and snuffling into her gag like she's crying. Every eye I see staring back at me is terrified, but I'm strangely impassive. The world was never going to give me a great life. All I can do is make the best of the time I've got.

      [image: image-placeholder]I must have fallen asleep because I'm jolted awake when the trailer jerks to a stop. I can hear the other girls whimpering and whining as they shift in their cages, afraid that we're at our destination instead of picking up our last passenger. I manage to roll onto my stomach, peering at the door curiously. I'm strangely eager to get there and get started on my new life. My stomach's growling and I can only hope they'll feed us soon.
We must be there because when the door opens, it's not the two men from before. Instead there are a nearly a dozen dressed in similar work clothes. They don't speak, at least not to us, as they begin unloading the cages. They don't take us out, instead lifting the entire crate and loading us onto the back of a pargo to move us… wherever it is we go next. I'm the only one who doesn't cry out as I'm lifted.
My response, or lack thereof, seems to amuse one of the handlers, as he stares down at me.
"Y'all drug this one? She's completely unphased," he shouts. 
"Nah, I think she's in shock," It's the voice of the man who restrained me. I ponder his words for a moment. Am I in shock? Is that why I don't care? Maybe. But panicking won't help. They're going to knock me up no matter what I do. It's no different than what my father did to my mother. At least this way I won't have to raise my offspring and watch it be sold.
I have no idea what happens to the children born at the Broodmare Farm and the Hucow Ranch. I don't think anyone does.
Once they have all five cages loaded onto the back, the pargo takes off, and I get one last look at the sky, the position of the sun telling me it's at least afternoon now, before we enter into a dark hallway with flickering fluorescent lights. I can't see much as things zip by, but there's a strange smell that I can't identify.  The other women start crying into their gags and someone hollers at them to be quiet.
"You can be shocked up until you're pregnant, and don't you forget it!" 
The threat works and everyone falls silent.
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My cage is the first one they take, probably because I just blink up at the men staring at me instead of cowering. There's a big white cross on the door they take me through, but I can't make out the words written there. 
The room is all white, sterile, and reminds me of the one doctor's visit I had as a child for inoculations. I don't get much time to look before I'm hauled out of my cage and placed on my feet. I find myself staring up at a new man with red hair covered by a baseball cap. I wonder if all the men who work are here are exceptionally tall or if I'm just short. I've never had anyone to compare myself to but my family until yesterday.
I barely get my balance before he lets go of me, bending over to remove the chain from my ankle cuffs. As soon as that's done, he whirls me to face away from him, and in another moment, my arms are free, but he holds me tightly by the collar.
"In the shower, girl," he says, nudging me towards a gray metal square in the floor. I stumble towards it obediently, my legs not quite working after so many hours in a confined space. But he doesn't rush or punish me, just helps me along. Then he ties the lead on my collar to the wall, and that's all the warning I get before ice cold water descends from the ceiling. I squeal into the gag, but it does no good. It's not a shower, it's a torrential downpour. The water pressure is beyond incredible, I'm half afraid it's going to take the skin from my flesh with the force.
The shower lasts thirty seconds or thirty minutes, I honestly don't know. A second hose turns on and I squeal as it's aimed between my legs, then his strong arm jerks me around so he can spray my backside. By the time the water turns off, my skin is bee-sting red and every hurts.
Without drying me off, he undoes my lead and moves me towards a thing made of plastic and metal in the corner. As soon as I'm close enough, he lifts me by the hips, settling me in the seat. I don't fight as he lifts my legs one by one into the stirrups and attaches the ankle cuffs to the chair.
Now I know what this is. My mom told me about it after one of her doctor's visits. So I'm not at all surprised when he cranks the stirrups apart, spreading my legs wide for him. I lay still as he clips my collar to the back of the chair, forcing me to lean back. Then he clips the cuffs on my wrists to the collar, leaving me unable to move.
He frowns down at me. I'm shivering but I'm not fighting him.
"Did your master give you something before he turned you over?"
I shake my head. At least not that I remember. I suppose he could have drugged me while I was still asleep.
"I've never seen a new mare so calm. Good for you, I guess."
He reaches over to a table on the side and comes back with the largest pair of scissors I've ever seen. Now I react, jerking back sharply against my restraints even though I don't mean to.
His frown deepens and a moment later, understanding dawns.
"Someone hurt you, didn't they?"
I barely nod before he keeps going.
"That's why you're not scared. This is better."
I bob my head as much as the collar will allow. He sighs, reaching out to gently stroke my cheek. Twice in one day, this was probably the most kindness I'd ever experienced at the hands of a male.
"Well, you'll be okay now. No one here will hurt you as long as you do as you're told. I'm going to cut your hair. Makes keeping you clean easier, but I promise the blade won't touch you."
He approaches much slower now, letting me see the blade coming, and keeping his free hand between it and my skin. I barely suppress a shudder, and it's all over a moment later, my long blonde braid clutched in his fist as he pulls it away.
"You're already waxed down below, so I'm going to get your IV started, and then you'll wait here for the Vet," he explains. Once again, I should probably feel something as he throws my hair in the trash, but it's barely a passing flutter in my chest. Maybe there is something wrong with me.
He's just as careful inserting the needle in my arm and I stare at the tangerine colored liquid that's now dripping into my blood stream, wondering what it does. Only a few minutes pass before my body starts to feel heavy.
"I'm going to put a blindfold on you so you can sleep. It might be a while," he says before slipping what feels like silk over my eyes. It goes snugly around my head and I'm on the verge of drifting off before I hear the door close.
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A speculum being inserted into my vagina is what wakes me up. I might have thrashed in panic if my body hadn't felt too heavy to move, but my restraints were entirely unnecessary. I couldn't have fought them if I tried, even as the cold metal forced its way into my body. It was as if concrete had been injected into my veins. 
"Hush," a cold voice snapped. "The sooner we get this over with, the sooner I get to send you to the Ring. Then you can go to your stall and sleep all you like, you lazy bitch."
If I could move, I would have flinched. The way I was being spoken to was all too familiar. How many times a day had my father called me those very words?
The Vet doesn't say another word, instead apparently preferring to focus on his work. It hurts, and I'm quite uncomfortable, but I do my best to stay still even under the strange feeling of having my insides swabbed. I'm glad I can't see what he's doing because I feel like that would make it worse.
There's something harder and thicker inserted, and I outright squeal as a liquid that is somehow both hot and cold floods my body. I can't help it, I start to squirm, trying to get away from the sensation but I can't because it's inside me. It's painful and also not, it burns with the strangest heat I've ever felt. In moments I'm panting around my gag, my nostrils flaring desperately over the leather as I try to keep air moving into my lungs so I don't pass out.
"Pathetic," the voice scoffs at me. I can hear wheels rolling across tile and then there's the sound of a buzzer.
"Send me Gunn and Xander. This mare is ready to move to the Ring."
I've managed to even out my breathing by the time I hear the door open, but the sensations haven't stopped. They've only gotten worse. I'm rocking my hips against the chair and pulling against the restraints, not because I want to, but because I have to. I don't know what's going to make it better, but I need it and I need it now. My limbs aren't heavy anymore, they're on fire too. Every movement is a struggle but at the same time I can't stop. 
My blindfold's yanked off and I flinch against the sudden light, so bright its painful. The two faces that loom over me are silhouetted so I cannot see them, but that's all the warning I get before they're lifting me from the chair.
I barely make out the shaped frame on wheels in front of me before I'm being placed on it. It's a like a hollow box and my wrists are attached to the top while my legs are forced apart at the bottom. They make quick work of me, adding a belt around my hips for extra support and anchoring my collar. In a flash, I'm eagle spread, my body forming a giant X, and I'm secured too tightly to move. They don't even give me a second to adjust, they just roll the contraption holding me right out the door. I desperately struggle to lock my knees to take some of the weight off my wrists.
"She needs to be bred as much as possible over the next four hours, I don't want any delays!" the cruel voice shouts after us as they take me down the hall. "Straight to the Ring and make sure the men are lined up to fuck her!"
For the first time, fear grabs hold of me. But I don't have time to dwell on it because my hips are bucking wildly in mid-air against my restraints. Apparently my body is already on board with this plan.

      [image: image-placeholder]The Ring, it turns out, is a circular room designed to anchor the wheeled frame holding me. I can see cameras up on the walls and two more doors in addition to the one they brought me through.
Four hours. That's not so long. I can survive four hours.
Suddenly there's a face in front of me, and hands pawing at my breasts. It's painful but I want more anyway, my breath streaming out of my nose as he rolls my nipple between his fingers.
"How do you like it girl, you wanna be fucked face to face like we're lovers? Or you want me to pound into you from behind like the slut you are?"
His ice blue eyes glitter inches from mine and I don't know how to answer him. I don't know if I have an answer, but now that I can feel his erection pressing into me through his pants, I know what it is I need. The strange burning sensation. The way my hips won't stop moving.
I need to be fucked. I need to be fucked right now. 
I grind myself against him as much as my restraints will allow. I'm strung up like a prize for them to take and suddenly I don't want to wait another second.
"You want me to fill that pretty pussy up?" He asks, still mere inches from my face and I nod like my life depends on it, because it does. If he doesn't fuck me right this second, I might die. It truly feels that way. Thankfully he doesn't wait. His hands leave my flesh to undo his zipper, and his finger brushes over my clit for the briefest second. I squeal into the gag, my hips punching forward, my pussy begging to be filled.
Blue Eyes takes his time, dragging his dick along my slit and fixing me with a crooked smile.
"You're soaked, sweetheart. You ready to get fucked?"
My eyes are barely open as I stare at him but I manage a nod. I'll do anything to get him inside me.
He doesn't hesitate. He surges forward and that's all the warning I get before he shoves himself deep, our hips slapping together as he fills me.
"You like that, slut?" he asks, his hand sneaking between us to nudge at my clit again. It takes two, maybe three touches, and my body is clamping down around him. My inner walls flutter and I scream so loud into my gag that it comes out as a groan. He laughs at me.
"Well, that was easy," he scoffs. His hands grip my hips tightly, his fingers harsh enough to leave bruises, but I couldn't care less. I'm too busy riding out the first climax I've ever had. He begins stroking into me, every powerful thrust lifting me off my feet, and there's nothing I can do but take it. My body is pulsing with pleasure as he drives into me, each powerful thrust lifting me up and then pulling me down to the bed again. I can't even think straight, let alone make any coherent sounds as he continues his relentless rhythm. He doesn't touch my clit again, seemingly satisfied with giving me just one orgasm before he reaches his own. But in this moment, I couldn't care less about anything else. The memories of last night's sex are a distant blur compared to the intense pleasure coursing through my veins right now. Unlike the dry, painful experience from before, I can feel my own wetness as our bodies slap together in perfect synchronization. Every movement sends shivers of ecstasy up my spine and I'm still riding the aftershocks when he finally finds his release. His hips slam into mine with such force that my feet leave the ground, and I'm practically seeing stars as he empties himself into me. His muscles strain and tremble, matching the intensity of my own pleasure. 
All too soon, he's sliding himself out of me and the emptiness is too much. I try to cry in protest but the sound dies in the plastic and rubber shoved in my mouth. He laughs at me again, giving me a playful slap on the ass.
"Don't worry, slut, you're just getting started."
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The next man is broader, but not as all. He grins at me with a twinkle in his eye, pulling something out of his pocket. I can't tell what it is. Maybe three inches in length, and looks like it's made out of black rubber. He holds it up before me, and there's a telltale buzzing sound. Before I can wrap my mind around what it is, he's holding it between us and his massive cock is burying itself deep. 
He's longer, and thicker, but the thing he's now holding against my clit is a vibrator. In an instant, I'm hurtling back towards the peak and all I can do is cry out as he powers into me like he's hammering in railroad spikes. He reaches deeper than Clive or the first man, hitting a spot deep inside that I didn't know existed. The sensations are building, building, and all I can do is take it. I'm putty in his hands, limp in the bonds, and I know I'm going to have bruises from how hard I'm jerking against the chains holding me in place.
I don't care.
I can't care about anything except what's happening between my legs. I've never felt like this. I didn't know sex was something you could enjoy. Some part of me knows my pleasure isn't what's important here, they're getting off on reducing me to this quivering mass, but it doesn't matter. As long as they keep making me feel like this, life here won't be so bad.
My body aches with pleasure as he expertly moves the vibrator away, eliciting whimpers from me. With perfect timing, he slides it back in place, sending us both into an explosive climax. I scream into my gag while he roars, filling me with his hot seed. But he doesn't let go, keeping me pressed against him until my quivering subsides. In a daze, I gaze at him and can only think of how much I want more.
Only then do I notice the line behind him, stretching as far as I can see. I don't know how much time has passed, but I sure as hell hope they all get to me before the four hours is up.
I watch through bleary eyes as he hands the vibrator to the man behind him with a grin. I barely get a look at the young redhead before he steps behind me. I can hear the zipper and then he's grinding himself against my entrance, dragging his dick through my slick and the cum spilling out of me. Then his hands snake around me, one wrapping around my breast and giving it a squeeze. The other teases at my clit, a hint of a touch, a brush, but not enough to get me going again. Not yet.
He eases himself into me, slower than the others. He slides in, letting me feel as he stretches me out. He's the biggest yet. Only once he's fully seated does he push the vibrator up against the sensitive bud.
I scream, my eyes rolling back in my head. He waits, giving a few shallow thrusts, letting me ride out my climax all over his cock. The hand on my breast trails up to my neck, gripping my chin tightly so he can feel it as I shake and cry uselessly into the gag.
Only once I calm down does he start moving, thrusting in and out of me while the vibrator starts to take me back to the edge. I moan and writhe as he thrusts into me, my senses overloaded with pleasure as he makes his way back down to play with my chest. His grip on my breast tightens, his other hand increasing the pressure on my clit, the vibrator buzzing mercilessly. I can feel myself getting close to climax, but he slows his pace, wanting to prolong my desperation.
Just when I think I can't take it anymore, he turns up the intensity on the vibrator. It's too much and I explode, my orgasm ripping through me like a tidal wave. He follows suit soon after, ropes of cum shooting through my still fluttering pussy.
"Hank, come on," he calls as he eases himself out. Overstimulated and exhausted, there's a part of me that wants to pull away as the next man approaches. He's as old as my father, and his face just as cruel. I'd step away if I could, but the redhead remains at my back, his still hard cock pressing into my ass.
"You've had your turn," Hank pouts even as he reaches for me.
"I'm just gonna play with her ass while you fill her up, surely you don't mind?"
I sure as hell mind. That was never on the table that I was aware of, but there's nothing I can do. He drags his hands through my wetness, coating his fingers so he can use my own slick as lubrication.
"Gimme the vibrator at least," Hank demands.
"You'll spoil her," the red head says with a laugh. I squeal as he forces a finger inside my tight ring, venturing into a place no one's ever touched before.
Not surprising since two days ago I could have said that about the rest of me.
Hank takes his time, letting me squirm under the double penetration, and he waits until they're both fully seated before he turns the vibrator on. His thrusts are weaker, shallower, but with the finger in my ass, I feel fuller than ever. I whimper under the sensations, protesting and somehow asking for more at the same time. I want them to stop… but I also don't.
Hank doesn't last as long, but he doesn't leave me hanging either. He stays buried in me, pressing the vibrator against my clit like his life depends on it. A second finger forces its way inside my ass and I come in an instant, my body clamping down around the invasion as I scream out my climax. Black dots dance across my vision and I slump in my chains when they finally pull out of me.
I hear laughter and someone says, "Oh little one, you're just getting started."
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I'm hovering on the edge of blacking out when the last man pulls out of me. The batteries on the vibrator died ages ago, but after a while I didn't need it. Just the touch was enough. I'm exhausted, soaked with sweat, and unable to support my own weight. Someone undoes my wrist cuffs and I'm so out of it that I barely notice my air being cut off as my collar is the only thing that keeps me up. Thankfully they undo my collar before I can choke, then the belt at my hips. 
I hear laughter again as I fall at their feet. Then my shackles are undone and I'm lifted into a strong set of arms before I surrender to unconsciousness. 

      [image: image-placeholder]When I come to, I'm laying in a bed of straw. I blink slowly at my surroundings. I'm in a stall with a rubber floor, maybe six feet by six feet. There's a water bottle on the wall like for a small animal and a grate in the floor in the corner. The walls are wooden until about four feet up, and from there I see bars. There's a door on one side, but I don't dare go near it.
I still have my collar, but the heavy oppressive gag has been swapped out for a thinner one, a wide piece of rubber like a bit. It lets me open my mouth wide enough to suckle at the water bottle, though it takes me a few tries to get the hang of it. My hands are cuffed behind my back, which makes rolling up to my knees a struggle.
I hurt all over, and I can see the red marks where my chains bit into me. My core is so sore it feels like there might still be something shoved inside me, but I've no way to check if there is.
I take a few paces around my stall, trying to stretch out my legs, but they're too weak to hold me up, and I give up to lay back down after another drink.
I have no idea how long I've been out or how much time has passed. I'm hungry, but not any more than usual, so I close my eyes. I'm sure someone will be by eventually.

      [image: image-placeholder]The sound of the door opening wakes me up. A handler steps inside, and I recognize him as one of the many man who fucked me, but I can't remember anything else.
"Feeding time, on your feet," he says, not unkindly. He doesn't rush me as I try to get up, giving me time to sort myself out.
"I'm going to walk you through your first one. In the future, you'll do this yourself. If you don't follow the rules, you'll be punished, understand?"
I nod my head obediently.
"Now, when it's feeding time the lights over head will flash and the slot for your head will open."
Right on cue, the lights blink four times, and a door in the bars I didn't notice slides upward, leaving a square gap about ten inches tall. He gently takes my collar, leading me towards it and making me bend forward so my head goes through the opening. Right outside is a shallow metal bucket.
"You'll wait here for one of the hands to come remove your bit and put your gruel in the bucket. You'll have until he gets back to finish eating. He'll put your bit back in and you'll go back into your stall. If you're not done by the time he comes back, or you try to talk, there will be severe consequences. Do you understand?"
I bob my head as best I can.
"Good girl. I'll wait with you. Once you're fed, I have to take you back to the vet for your checkup."
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The gruel is a bit like chalky oatmeal. Flavorless, but apparently packed with nutrients. The handler seems happy with how well I ate it, and he praises me as he replaces my gag. Then he leads me over to the grate in the floor where he instructs me to do my business in case we have a long wait at the vet. 
Cheeks burning with humiliation, I squat and relieve myself. I can't meet his gaze afterwards, keeping my eyes firmly fixed on the floor as he clips a lead to my collar. I follow him on shaky legs as he takes me out of the stall. After a few paces, curiosity gets the best of me and I start to look around. 
The rows of stalls seem to go on forever. I can see some of the other mares still bent over their feeding troughs. They all look like me. Short hair, shoulders straining as they lean forward, thick black collars around their necks. I try to stop when I catch sight of a girl who's hung from the ceiling by all four limbs. She's twisting and writhing, crying into a gag like the one they first used on me.
"She keeps trying to talk to the other mares during feeding time. They'll let her down in a few days," my handler explains before nudging me forward again. I stumble before I find my stride. 
Days!? Just for talking?
I really had no plans on disobeying before, but now… I won't utter a peep until I'm away from this place.
I don't know how long we walk before I see another door with a big cross over the top of it, and I'm taken inside. We pass through a couple of doors until we're in an exam room. With practiced movements, he quickly uncuffs my hands and then rechains them in front of me so he can secure them to my collar like they did before. He lifts me into the exam chair, and in a matter of moments, I'm immobilized, my legs spread wide. Then, to my surprise, he sits down on the stool to wait with me, taking a newspaper of all things out to read.

      [image: image-placeholder]I've no idea how much time has passed when the door opens. I was blindfolded the last time I was here, but as soon as he speaks, I recognize the cruel voice of the vet from before.
"Any problems, Ryder?" he asks, and my handler, Ryder, shakes his head.
"Nah, she's a good girl."
The vet rolls his eyes at him, but I try not to let it bother me. It doesn't matter if they like me or hate me, as long as I do what they say, no one will hurt me, and everything will be fine. They're here to do a job, just like I am. It's just that my job is to get pregnant.
Except a quick blood test reveals that I've failed in that job, and the vet is not pleased. Scowling, he hooks me up to a new IV. This one is a dark purple and feels like liquid fire going into my veins, but that's the last thing I see before he pulls a leather hood from a cabinet.
Steel blue eyes meet mine and I want to shrink from their cold fury.
"You have one job here, you are to get pregnant and carry offspring. The longer that takes, the more resources you use and the more of my time you waste. I want you to think about that, and how lucky you are to be given this opportunity."
He quickly puts the hood over my head, sealing me in blackness. There are two small holes at my nose, but it's tight and claustrophobic. I can still hear what the men are saying, but it comes out muffled.
"Medical to Breeding," he says, and there's a click like he's talking into a radio. "I've got a mare here who failed to become pregnant. I need you to ready the Stand and prepare it for a six hour session."
"Copy that. Deliver the mare in one hour."
"Copy."
I can hear instruments being moved on a table, and there's a footstep close to me, but that's all the warning I get before a needle sinks deep into my stomach. Despite my attempts at self control, a scream escapes me. It comes out muffled between my gag and the hood, but that doesn't stop the cold stinging slap the vet delivers to my inner thigh in punishment. I do better staying quiet for the next, and the one after that, but it gets harder. Whatever they're flooding my body with isn't like before, I don't feel heavy, my bloodstream is singing. It's alive. Burning with energy, with need, and I squirm helplessly against my bonds. I can feel the wetness gathering on my exposed pussy, flooding the chair with my arousal.
Footsteps approach and I strain towards them automatically, desperately hoping someone will touch me. I feel a gentle hand on my shoulder, and Ryder quietly says into my ear, "It's going to be all right. We'll get you some relief soon."
Then he's undoing my bonds, and before I know what's happening, I've wrapped myself around him like a snake, grinding my hips against him like I can hump myself to satisfaction when I know it'll never be enough. I need him, inside me, now. He chuckles and hauls me up over his shoulder, letting me grind and flail uselessly as he carries me from the room.
"Oh and Ryder," the vet calls just as he opens the door. My knight in plaid stops for a moment as he awaits further instructions. "Make sure they fit her with a belt when she's done, don't want her leaking this time."
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I squirm and pull against Ryder the whole time he carries me, fighting my hands being tied to my neck as I try to find any friction and relief I can. I can hear him laughing at me, but I don't care. 
Suddenly, without warning, he sets me down. I'm on my feet just long enough for him to unclip my hands from my collar then I'm lifted again, I only have a second to wriggle before I feel something like leather underneath my bare back. Before I have a good idea of what's going on, my arms have been stretched behind my head and anchored in place, my fingertips touching the floor. A thick leather belt goes over my hips, pinning me in place, then they bring my legs up straight like I'm sitting down… except I'm not. I'm on my back and my legs are locked towards the ceiling, spread in a wide V. I'm even more exposed than I was the first time. Clips get attached to my collar and I've lost the ability to do anything but fidget. No thrashing, no grinding. All I can do is wait and hope they give me the relief I need.
"What's with the hood?" someone asks.
"Vet's orders," Ryder answers. "We got six hours to put a baby in this belly, gentleman. Who wants to go first?"
There's no vibrator this time, but I don't need one. I'm gushing already and desperate to be touched. The first cock to sink to me comes with a hand barely brushing over my clit, and I'm already screaming my need for release. He slams into me, his hip bones leaving bruises on my delicate flesh but I don't care. I'm getting what I need. I can't rock my hips but I don't need to. He's stroking into me at what feels like the speed of sound. My legs are already screaming from being stretched in the air, and a voice at the back of my head tells me six hours in this position will be torture so I'd better enjoy it while I can. That thought flees as his thumb comes down over my clit again, in quick, hard circles that hurt but also take me soaring to new levels. I come with a scream, my world ratcheting down to a fine point where all I can do is feel as my body clamps down on the cock inside like it's a lifeline holding me to the mortal plane. He empties himself into me with a grunt, fingers digging into my skin as if I might pull away.
As soon as he's done, another replaces him. There's something freeing about not being able to see the men fucking me. I'm just a cunt for breeding, they're just cocks for filling me up. My life has been dialed down to one simple purpose.
This cock's bigger than the first, reaching that magic spot deep inside. He doesn't even have to touch my clit, the way he hits my g-spot has me climbing the peak again in no time. I'm panting. Sweat rolling down inside the hood, the leather making it hot and hard to breathe, but the struggle is worth it. Everything's worth it if I can just-
Hands suddenly come down on my breasts, pinching and kneading at my nipples, and that's all that it takes. I buck hard as I climax, my muscles straining against my restraints as my body tries to handle the waves of pleasure flooding through it. He finishes with a bellow and pulls out while I'm still going, painting my stomach with sprays of come. I hear laughter around me.
"You're supposed to knock her up, not cover her," someone says.
"I couldn't resist, she just looks so good like this," the voice closest to me says, but he's moving away. I'm still riding out my orgasm as another cock slides home, filling me up so I pulse around him. I cry into my gag. It's too much. It's not enough. I clamp down around him, my hands fisting and releasing uselessly like they need something to hold.
"We're just get started, don't worry. We'll get her fixed up," another man says reassuringly, though I'm not sure if he's reassuring them or he's reassuring me. "Besides, if she don't get pregnant now, it just means we get to do this again."
Another orgasm immediately follows the previous and any hope I had of following their words leaves me. My mind whites out with pleasure, with pain, with ecstasy, and it's all I can do to distinguish one fucking from the next. I'm soaked with sweat, arousal, and the sticky salt of come that decorates my skin. I'm well fucked, a worn out dishrag, and yet I still keep taking it. They keep pounding into me. I can't tell which way is up or down, where my body starts or ends. My entire existence is just this. Chasing the next orgasm, chasing my next release, and in this moment, I can't remember anything else. Just a life of restraints and fucking.
And strangely, I love it.
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I had no idea it was possible to want something to be over and still be dreading the moment it happens. But it comes. I finish, and the man fucking me finishes, and he pulls out but isn't replaced by another. Instead I feel the leather at my hips being undone, and surprisingly gentle hands lift me off the device holding me. Now I'm not free, my collar and limbs are still attached, but the hands maneuvering my ass up into the air treat me like I'm fragile. 
Something that feels like a cock but isn't is inserted inside me. It's too hard, and rigid, and cold. I know there's a word for it but I can't think of what it is. A second, smaller item is rubbed against my slick folds, coating it in my arousal before they slip it into my ass. It hurts and I know it does, but somehow I don't feel it. It's like the pain's happening to someone else, or in some detached part of me. Something covers me, and I feel another belt being locked into place, keeping the…. dildos, that's the word, locked firmly inside my pussy and ass. I have a vague recollection about someone not wanting me to leak, but that's as far as that thought gets before the rest of my restraints are undone. Before the gentle hands can lift me off the ground, I sink into unconsciousness.

      [image: image-placeholder]The next time I wake up, I'm laid flat on my back. My hood is gone, but in it's place is a thick leather blindfold. The bit has been replaced with the heavy gag they gave me in the beginning that covers half my face. I feel sticky, like my body's still covered in sweat, grime, and… other things. The sensation of cocks climaxing all over my belly comes back to me and I let out a muffled groan. The belt is still on, and a lift of my hips tell me the dildos are still inside. Honestly that should have been the first thing I noticed.
A door opens and I flinch as I hear Ryder arguing with someone.
"I don't know what to tell you, Doc. We did everything you asked. Hell, she's still in the belt. Maybe she needs more time."
"In the history of this Farm, less than 1% of our mares are still without child after two breedings. Clearly something has gone wrong with this one. I want her left in my care for forty-eight hours, and then she goes on the Sybian. This is not up for debate."
Footsteps tell me Ryder's gone, and I wish he wasn't, but there's nothing I can do about it. Apparently being in the vet's care means being strapped to a table while I'm given IV after IV, injection after injection. Eventually he swaps my gag out for one with a funnel and forces me to down so much of the chalky gruel that my stomach ends up distended. When night comes, he finally removes the belt with the dildos, and I'm left in a cage with a bucket to relieve myself. The next morning, he hoses me down through the bars before I'm tied to the table and we start the process all over again.
I don't know what a Sybian is, but I figure it's got to be better than this.
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When I'm retrieved at the end of my stay with the vet, for the first time in days, I'm able to see. Ryder removes my blindfold but leaves the gag before he carries me out of the med bay, which I'm grateful for because my body feels like jelly and I don't think my limbs would support my weight at the moment. He takes me to a circular room with chairs all around the edges. There's a platform in the middle with what I assume is the Sybian. 
It strangely looks… like a saddle? It's about three feet high, made of leather and plastic. There's a giant rubbery cock that I can see jutting out from the center, and there are stirrups on the side for my legs, but I can also see straps to hold me in place. In front of the cock is a saddle horn with cuffs for my wrists, and a harness dangles from a hook on the ceiling. I barely have time to take it all in, or the crowd of men milling around to watch before Ryder is lowering me down. Someone throws him a bottle of something, and before I know what's happening, he's coating my pussy with a generous coat of lube. Whatever IVs they had me on this time didn't get me worked up before, and I get a sick feeling in my gut as this is the first time I haven't wanted what they were about to do to me. They may have turned my body's biology against me to turn me on before, but that was a hell of a lot better than what was about to happen.
Ryder, though he's been gentle and almost sympathetic with me before, shows none of that now. As soon as I'm lubricated to his liking, he lifts me by the hips, carrying me to the device. He goes to force my legs open, but I do it for him, knowing I'm not going to be able to delay what's coming. He lowers me on to the rubber cock with precision and I gasp as it penetrates me, my weight making quick work of driving it all the way in as Ryder releases me. I sit still, afraid to move, as he straps me in. My ankle cuffs attach at the bottom of the stirrups, and then leather straps run over my skin at the calf, knee, and thigh, keeping me firmly in place. There's a beeping sound as the harness lowers, and he deftly wraps the leather around my shoulders and between my breasts, forcing my spine as straight as a rod to make sure I stay centered. Once my hands are cuffed to the saddle horn, there's no chance in hell that I'm going anywhere.
Two men in white coats bring over a large jar of white goo, and it takes me a moment to realize what it is as they connect it to the base of the Sybian. It's the product of the men around me. This is just another breeding, an artificial one this time, because for some reason the two thorough fuckings I've already had haven't been enough.
As the switch is flicked and the mechanical breeding machine beneath me surges to life, I wonder how long this one will take.

      [image: image-placeholder]With no stimulation to my clit, and no drugs making me horny, this is different. It's worse and also somehow better. I'm able to chase orgasm after orgasm. There's no break, there's no swapping as one man switches places with another. The machine just keeps on fucking me without empathy or care, but my body has been programed how to respond. The harness keeps me upright no matter how my hips buck and my body flails, even when my eyes roll back in my head with the force of my climax.
I idly wonder if it's possible to be fucked to death.
I can't even try to count how many times I've come, how many times the machine has shot the contents of the jar deep into my core. It doesn't look any emptier than we started, but I'm soaked with sweat and trembling. I'd have fallen off long ago if I wasn't strapped in. But the machine just keeps going, patiently milking climax after climax from my weeping pussy. The hoots and hollers of the men watching come and go, though I don't think they actually get any quieter. My hearing is coming in and out, and white dances at the edges of my vision. Sometimes I can't see at all. Its hard to breathe with my mouth stuffed full and only my nostrils exposed, and some moments it feels like I'm not getting any air, but I don't black out. I hang in there.
I'm limp, a pile of pliant flesh, and yet my body shows no signs of giving out. Just when I think I can't possibly come again, I do. 
My head lolls back. I can't keep my eyes open anymore. And yet I scream out my pleasure into the gag every time I shatter and fall over the edge. It should hurt, I know it should, my body should be rebelling, should be in agony, but all I feel is exhaustion and white hot pleasure. It's a good thing I don't have to buck my hips, because I lack the strength the move, but I clamp down around the rubber cock again and again.
It feels like an eternity has passed when they finally turn the machine off. They give me a moment before anyone approaches, and the harness is the only thing keeping me up. As soon as it's released, I slump, and I fall right into Ryder's waiting arms when he undoes the rest of the restraints.
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When I come to, I'm back in my stall with the bit in my mouth and my hands behind my back. I don't even try to get up, I just stare blandly at the ceiling. It feels like they removed my skeleton from my body, like I'm just muscles and ligament and tissues with no structure to support me. Even so much as twitching a finger takes more energy than I have so I just flop in the straw. I've clearly been hosed down at some point because I'm not sweaty anymore, yet I don't feel clean, not really. 
I try to lift my head as I realize the sensation of leather wrapped around my core is back, and it takes me an embarrassingly long time to realize they've stuffed dildos in both my holes again. But at the same time, my body doesn't feel like mine anymore. Before I felt like I was in charge of it, now I feel like I'm just my brain shoved in a prison of meat that belongs to someone else. Everything seems very… detached. 
Time passes in a haze. The lights flash on overhead and I remember it means it's feeding time, but god, it is such a struggle to get up. I've barely made it to my knees when a handler throws my stall door open. I squeal as he drags me up and shoves my head through the open slot, and my squeals turn to cries of pain as he strikes my rear end with a riding crop several times.
"Next time it'll be a whip if you're not on time for feeding," he snaps as he removes the bit from my mouth, shoving my face down into the gruel. I do my best to slurp it up, and I've clicked the bucket clean by the time he returns to replace my gag. I duck back into my stall and slump into the hay, back asleep before I've even fully hit the floor.

      [image: image-placeholder]The next morning they take me back to the vet's office, where my handler is disappointed and the vet is enraged when my blood test reveals that I'm still not pregnant. My cheeks flush, and I'm ashamed even though I realize it's not my fault. I have no more control over this than I do anything else.
"We could artificially inseminate her the old fashioned way, but this is the first time the Sybian has failed. I'm not inclined to think we'd have better results," the vet says to someone on the phone, glaring at me. "We could attempt to implant a fertilized embryo, but I fear that would just lead to a miscarriage. I think we're dealing with a case of infertility here."
I've never heard that word before, but I have a bad feeling what it means. I can't hear what is being said on the other end of the phone.
"Of course sir, I'll run some tests and call you back." He hangs up the phone and looks over at the handler who brought me in. "Put her in the exam chair please. Blindfold on."
I don't fight as I'm moved. As this point, I'm quite used to being manhandled and I'm still just so tired. I wish he'd just let me sleep through whatever it is he's going to do.
This time they don't attach my wrists to my collar, instead they're cranked over my head so he has better veins for blood draws. But soon the blindfold goes on, and all I have to tell what's happening is sound and the prick of the needles. He takes so much blood I feel dizzy. There's the cold metal of the speculum, but whatever he's doing this time hurts much more. I don't know if it's a different procedure or because my pussy's well worn out at this point, but I whimper as quietly as I can as I try to handle the pain. That's removed eventually, and the next thing I know I hear them talking about the easiest way to get a urine sample. The chair is raised up, I'm tilted forward, and suddenly I'm being ordered to pee into the jar they're holding against me.
When I don't comply, the vet smacks me across the face before shoving his fingers inside. It's not a sexual touch, it's forceful, and he presses his fingers tightly against one wall, putting pressure until I can't ignore the urge to urinate anymore. Tears roll out from under my blindfold as he pulls his hand away, and my cheeks burn with humiliation when I'm finally able to let go.
What could be twenty minutes or two hours later, I hear the vet on the phone again.
"Sir, this is our first case of infertility. She's only got about a three percent chance of reproducing as things stand now. The only thing I can suggest is contacting her owner and getting a judge to order her being sent over to the Hucow Ranch. I think their Hucow process might fix her, but there's nothing we can do with her here except put her down."
TO BE CONTINUED

This will be concluded in part two of the duet: The Infertile Hucow.







  
  The Ranch Series


In a future where women are considered nothing more than property, prisons have been replaced with the Hucow Ranch: a place 
where women are transformed into livestock to be bred and milked.
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
Sentenced to a three year sentence at the Broodmare Farm, Carly is subject to multiple breedings in an attempt to become pregnant. A 9,000 word part one of a duet.

The Infertile Hucow
After being sentenced to a three year stay at the Broodmare Farm, Carly is sent 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 she be put down? Part two of a duet. Coming Soon.
The Prized Cow
Coming Spring 2024
When he hears the crimes Hucow #521 committed, freeing other women and taking them overseas where slavery is outlawed, the Ranch's Foreman decides this cow deserves a special brand of punishment. 
The First Cow
Coming Late Spring 2024
Go back to the beginnings of the Hucow Ranch with their very first cow.
Box Set Vol. 1 – 3
Contains The Volunteer Hucow broken into two short stories and The Lobotomized Hucow.
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