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That prick just had to be the son of a senator. 
Six weeks ago, I'd been at my favorite bar after a long day in the mines. Calling it my favorite is a bit of a stretch, but of the two places to drink in my tiny ass town, the Pub is the better of the two. Ol' Man Johnson runs it, and he takes decent care of the waitresses. He buys women past their prime and gives them a place to live and honest work. It's better than suffering in a whore house at least.
Despite what the government would have you believe, not everyone agrees with their position on women's rights. My mom used to tell me stories about the old days, before the vote that changed everything and reduced them to second class citizens. Her and my dad had a real relationship. Yeah, he had to have paperwork to say he owned her because that was the only way they could get married, but he never treated her like anything less than an equal. He taught me to do the same.
Which was why when I ducked into the alley behind the Pub for a smoke, and found my favorite waitress being molested by some punk ass kid, I saw red.
I'm a big guy. Just over 6'4". I've been working in the mines for eight years, since I turned eighteen, so I'm not just tall. I'm strong from hauling fifty pound sacks and swinging a pickaxe all day. I look like a freaking Viking with blue eyes and blonde hair I tend to keep in a braid. I beat the crap out of him, and I didn't even break a sweat. Kid didn't stand a chance.
But when someone called the cops, they wouldn't even take Millie's testimony. They arrested me on the spot, and Aldric Emerson McCloud III pulled some mighty strings so the man who attacked his precious son wouldn't be able to make bail. They charged me with attempted murder.
My piece of shit public defender didn't do crap either, too afraid of Daddy's deep pockets. The best he could negotiate for me was sending two slaves to the Broodmare Farm for three years, and two more to the Hucow Ranch for a life time sentence.
One problem with that solution. I don't own slaves. I don't agree with it. I was hoping to find someone I could fall in love with one day, but now I'm not going to get that chance as a Judge stares me down with disdain.
"You own no slaves you can commit to the Farm or the Ranch? Not a single one you're willing to part with?" he asks with a sneer. I do my best not to glare back at him. Mom always taught me to be polite, even when someone's a dick for no reason.
"No, Your Honor. I don't own any to begin with."
Judge Assface shakes his head like it's the most disgusting thing he's ever heard.
"Well, then we've got a bit of a situation here. The male penitentiaries are completely full at the moment. The Broodmare Farm has been so successful that most have been closed down. We haven't needed them with so many women serving in their master's stead. So that leaves you with two options: death row, or you go to the Hucow Ranch yourself."
I suck in a shallow breath. There are plenty of men who would love to work off a sentence at the Ranch, and get off on the way they treat those poor girls. Not me though. I can barely stomach the thought. But I think about what my death would do to my parents, and know it's the only choice I have. I'll work off my sentence as quick as I can, keep my head down, and maybe this will all turn out okay. Maybe I can volunteer for work away from the girls and being a ranch hand won't be so bad.
I have to swallow two or three times before I can get the words out.
"I choose the Hucow Ranch, Your Honor."
I don't understand the sick smirk that flashes over the judge's face as he bangs his gavel.
"Bailiff, please take Mr. Graves into custody."
[image: image-placeholder]I sit in a solitary cell almost identical to the one I spent the last six weeks in. It's a little smaller, the paint a little darker, but everything else feels the same. It'll be good to get outside again. Maybe I'll finally get a tan. That's one thing you definitely never get working in the mines. I almost never see the sun. 
I don't know how much time passes before two guards appear in the hall, their dark navy uniforms blending in with the shadows. Lighting isn't something the legal system spends money on, apparently.
"Prisoner Graves, stand up, face the wall, and put your hands behind your head."
I sigh, but comply, standing up. At this point, this part feels routine. I lace my fingers behind my head as they open the cell door and huff out a sigh as I wait patiently. I know I'll feel the clasp of metal around my wrists any time now.
For the first time, they take me by surprise. There's no handcuffs, no one grabbing or shoving me. There's the prick of a needle sinking deep into the side of my neck, and the next thing I know I'm falling. My head smacks the bench on the way down.
I don't feel the pain. There's only blackness.
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When I wake, it's like something out of a horror picture. Those old black and white ones the movie theater runs in October on its one working screen.  
I'm leaned up against the wall of a large cell, a series of leather and canvas straps keeping me upright. Thick, white cloth wraps around my arms, keeping me from moving. It takes me a moment to think of the right word. It's a straight jacket. Something I thought only existed in movies and books. I never dreamed they'd use one in real life. The straps run between my legs, and I'm grateful it feels like I've still got pants on.
Heavy shackles rest around my ankles, with thick chains that ensure I go nowhere even if I could move. Belts wrap over every part of me, keeping me tight against the wall. Even my head's bound by what feels like a heavy leather collar, and straps run over the top of my head, keeping me firmly in place. I couldn't even sneeze if I wanted to. About all I can do is blink. There's some sort of plastic wedged in my mouth, I can't open it all the way, but I can't close it either. It feels like there's a tube pressing my tongue down.
I can make out tables full of metal instruments, and a series of cabinets. The overhead lighting is jarring against the drum beat pounding in my brain.
Something is very, very wrong.
I don't have long to freak out before the door opens, and in walks Aldric Emerson McCloud III, with Junior right behind him. I'm pleased to see his arm is still in a sling after putting me through this shit. His nose is crooked too. I guess the doctor couldn't set it right. They're followed by two men in white coats. 
"Ah, good, Mr. Graves, you're awake," Aldric says like we're old friends. He gives me a twisted smile that I'd like to punch right off his face, but I don't give him the satisfaction of reacting. I know it won't do me any good. I'm tied way too tight, and the thing in my mouth has me barely drawing air. Speaking is out of the question.
"I'm sure you're wondering what exactly is happening now."
He's not wrong, but I do my best to stare at him impassively instead of glaring. I'm certain he's about to explain anyway. Rich men always get off on speaking down to people.
"You see, when the Judge gave you the choice of death row or the Ranch, you weren't signing up to work here. Maybe if you hadn't tried to murder my son in cold blood you could have spent your life as a ranch hand, but no. Men like you are dangerous. That see women as something as more than they are. You can't be left to interact with them. Not in a human capacity anyway," he says, pacing around me and looking me up and down like I hold the answers he's looking for.
"We have twelve bulls here on the Ranch. We use them for the cows who need a more thorough breeding in order to calve. You, Mr. Graves, are going to be the thirteenth bull."
Judging by the sadistic smile he gives me, my horror is plain to see for everyone in the room. I try to shake my head desperately, but I can't even do that. My pleas come out as utter garbage as I choke on the plastic in my mouth.
I would have chosen death if I'd known, a hundred times over. This is a fate worse than that. I've heard the stories. If they're true, I won't be me any more. I won't be a person anymore. I won't be able to think about anything but the rut.
"Where the Hucow process takes seventy-two to ninety-six hours, the Bull transformation takes closer to six weeks. It's a lot easier to break a female than it is to build a male's body up. But don't worry. You won't be be awake for most of it, and when it's done, you won't remember your old life. You won't even know your name."
I know it's futile, I know it in my core, but I can't stop myself from jerking against the restraints holding me in vain. I struggle against the straps binding me in place and I grunt around the plastic in my mouth as Aldric smiles at me. The bastard preens as he enjoys my struggles, but he doesn't say a word. No one moves. They just let me keep flailing like it'll do me any good. The only sounds in the dead air of the room are the creak and pull of the leather and canvas as I strain.
They let me keep trying until I slump in defeat. Whether its a few seconds later or a few minutes, I'm not sure. I'd struggle forever if I could stop this, but its happening whether I like it or not. It's too late to go back and ask for the electric chair.
"Finished are we?" Aldric purrs, smirking like a cat that just found the world's largest canary asleep and waiting to be eaten. I glare at him even as I try to will the tears away. I can despair later. I am not showing weakness in front of him. There's a reason he waited until they had me trussed too tight to move before he came to taunt me. He knows I'd demolish him like I did his son. Two punches and he'd be on the ground, blood pouring from his nose.
He turns to the two stooges in lab coats that haven been watching this chest beating display with little interest.
"Gentleman, you may begin."
Like this is the starting line and that was the pistol, they spring into action. It's a matter of seconds before a rubber face mask is being fastened over my mouth and nose. There's no smell, but whatever I'm breathing in is thicker than regular air. It's a strange feeling, and my lungs start to feel heavy, like they're pressing against my ribs. But my heart rate is slowing down at the same time, and I'm starting to feel like I'm underwater. 
Aldric Junior is quickly looking bored, and he paces side to side like he can't wait to leave. It's not the anticipation of a predator. It's the impatience of a child. Senior never takes his eyes off me. He's not bored in the slightest. He's getting off on this. I can see the thickening of his cock behind his pleated and pressed dress slacks. It's not attraction. He gets off on power. He loves that he's brought someone as big and strong as me so low.
He just needed restraints and the legal system to do it.
I don't know how long I stand there breathing deep or how long he watches. The lab coats seem to be preparing things on the table. I see syringes by the caseload, but I don't have any exposed skin for them to stick them in. Unless they're going to inject me through the straightjacket, but that doesn't seem likely.
Junior's pacing is getting quicker. He's sick of this. I can't say I blame him. If I wasn't so terrified of what was coming, I'd probably be bored too. He keeps looking at his watch.
Finally he opens up his mouth and lets out a petulant whine.
"Dad, come on. The barn opens in ten minutes and #214's available tonight. She's the one that volunteered. I wanna get to her while her pussy's still tight."
A growl tears from my throat, but that just earns me a sneer from Aldric Senior.
I never understood naming your kid after yourself. Hell of an ego, and wouldn't it get confusing around the house?
"All right, we can go," the senator agrees at least five minutes later. "But I'll be back to see how you're doing. I wouldn't want to miss you losing yourself."
He pokes my face, right between my eyes, with a big meaty digit.
"I can't wait to see that anger gone. You'll just be a big, empty headed brute staring back at me."
I don't respond because I know he's right.
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I don't know how long they kept me there. Whatever I was inhaling didn't knock me out, but eventually I fell asleep. When I wake up, I'm somewhere new. The walls are all wood paneling, and everything smells of hay and sawdust. They've moved me to a barn of some sort. It's too big to be a stall, but too small for much anything else. The door must be behind me because I can't see it, but I'm not up against a wall anymore. Straightjacket's gone too. 
I'm on my bare feet on a rubber floor, but I'm strung up between two wooden posts. Chains hold my arms and legs to either side of me so I'm eagle spread, but they're tight so I only have a few inches of movement. The thick leather collar's still around my neck, tighter than before, but other than that, I'm totally and completely naked. The shackles are metal but padded so they don't dig into my skin. I try to move my jaw, but the tube from before has been replaced with a plastic ball gag, but it's hollow with holes so I can breathe easily.
It's hard to turn to move my head and I realize quickly that the collar hasn't been tightened, my muscles are bigger. Somehow I've started to bulk out without lifting a finger. I've always been big from working in the mines but this is something different. I have definition that I didn't know was possible. My biceps look like they could cut glass. My thighs have gone from being the size of tree branches to the size of tree trunks. My skin's stretched like it's not big enough for my body anymore, like I'm a butterfly trying to burst out of the cocoon my caterpillar self built. I almost wish I had a mirror.
I immediately wrap my hands around the chains and start to pull. Now that I'm standing, I feel taller, even with my feet spread wide. My muscles bulge and strain. There's a creak, but everything holds. It makes sense they'd be built to withstand what they were doing to me, but I had to try. Only then do I feel the sting of the IV in my arm that I almost ripped out in my hurry to try to bust free. I follow the line with my eyes as best I can. It's hooked to a bag hanging above my head on one of the poles.
My body aches, and not in a good way. Not the burn from working out and exhausting. No, it burns like it did in sixth grade when I shot up six inches in one summer. Growing pains, in every sense of the word.
I wish I could bend my head down to get a decent look at my cock but my chest is too thick for me to see over. It feels heavier though, like even it grew. My balls hang lower than they ever have.
There's the creak of a door opening and I try to turn my head, but my neck's too tight under the collar. I can barely glance over my shoulder, so it takes a moment for the owners of the footsteps I hear to come into view.
There are three men, all in white coats. I recognize one of them from before, but the other two are new. The older man has a face like a bit like a walrus, and he takes a clipboard from the younger of the two. Rage burns through me at the sight, but there's nothing I can do. I just spent twenty minutes proving to myself that I can't get free.
"Ah yes, Graves, four and a half weeks into treatment. It looks like you're ready for the final stages," he says, but he's not talking to me. He's talking to himself.
It doesn't matter. My brain is firing on all cylinders but nothing's happening, I'm leaving skid marks on the ground as my wheels spin in place.
Four and a half weeks!?
I thought I'd only been out for a few hours. Horror washes over me like waves breaking on a rock. How did I lose so much time? How am I still so… aware? I thought the first thing they'd do was turn me into a dumb animal. Not knock me out for weeks while I bulked up.
My train of thought is broken by a needle being injected into my chest, and I howl with pain as it sinks into the thick muscle.
"Can you get started on his measurements please, Hudson? Elijah, go get the sleeve."
One leaves immediately, and the remaining lab tech scowls at the request, but says, "Sure, Doc."
He pulls a measuring tape from his pocket, but I quickly lose interest in what he's doing as he holds it up to my leg. Instead of I focus on the Doc, and the next needle he's pulling out. I have a bad feeling about what's coming my way.
There are a total of twelve injections. Each needle's huge, and it penetrates deep into the muscle. It hurts more than it should, but my nerves are on fire. Every piece of me feels too big for my body, like it's straining to get out. I'm soaked with sweat by the time he's done and takes my chart from Hudson. Elijah reappeared at some point, though I'm not sure when.
"Excellent. We're right on schedule. Continue the injections for the next twelve hours, start stimulation, and in the morning he'll be ready to go back to medical. I'll speak to the foreman about getting a new cow for the final stage. I always feel it's better to break a new one in than letting him use one of the pieces of livestock we already have, don't you?" Docs asks, almost absentmindedly, like he's not expecting an answer. But Hudson's grin is purely sadistic as he looks me up and down with a gleam in his eye.
"I sure do, Doc. Did they ever decide if they were sending that girl from the Broodmare Farm over?"
"I'm not sure. They're supposed to speak to her master and make a decision this week. Why?" Doc asks, already prepping the next set of needles.
"I just thought she might be a good fit for him since she's obviously in need of a good fucking."
Doc pauses, turning to look between me and Hudson thoughtfully.
"You know, that is an excellent idea," he says, right before he leaves. As soon as he's gone, Hudson glares at Elijah.
"Well, get it fitted," he snaps. "You know I don't touch dick."
Elijah rolls his eyes but he hefts the device in his hands as he starts towards me. There's two leather belts slung over one shoulder, and a gadget of some sort in his arms. It's maybe fourteen inches long and ten inches around, with controls on either side. No matter how hard I stare, I have no clue at all what the strange metallic device does, and soon he's too close for me to see it anymore. 
And then it's touching me.
I get no warning whatsoever as he fits the whatever it is over my flaccid cock. While the outside is metal, the inside feels… well almost like flesh, even though logically I know it's not. Maybe leather? Whatever it is, it's soft… and stroking!?
A grunt escapes over the ball gag and my eyes snap to stare at the man's face, but he's concentrated on whatever it is he's doing. I'm half hard already even though I'm not the slightest bit turned on, the response being coaxed out of me. It's instinctive, natural, and there's not a damn thing I can do about it. The harder I get, the stronger the touch, and before long I'm on the verge of the fastest climax I've ever had. While I've never been interested in owning a woman, it's not like I haven't had the occasional lay, usually someone who belonged to a friend and I got everyone's consent before I took her to bed. But this… there's nothing sensual or even sexual about it. This is a response I have no control over.
Still, it feels good and I can't help but to indulge in it as much as possible
He gets the belts to hold the… fucking machine? in place just in time for me to roar out my climax, my hips straining and shaking as I empty myself into a pussy made of metal and electronics. I don't even have it in me to be ashamed. This is what they wanted. This is what they're getting. I sag against the bonds holding me up, temporarily spent. I look up at the two men that are laughing at me and I can't bring myself to care.
I don't get the chance to soften before it starts the light teasing touches again, and I groan. This isn't something I can resist, and I find myself arching into the strokes, wishing for more pressure or faster movements. But that doesn't come, and all too soon I'm coming undone once again.
This time the two men watch with little hints of amusement on their faces, as if they're enjoying watching me squirm and the helplessness of my current situation.
[image: image-placeholder]They stay all night.
I had no idea it was possible to climax this much, though I suspect it has something to do with the drugs and treatments they've been giving me while I was out. By the sixth or seventh orgasm, I'm desperate for it to stop, my dick feels like it's on fire, but it's never ending. Occasionally they fiddle with the controls, dialing it back to give me a little more time to recover in between. But it's not enough. Especially since that's when they do the injections.
The needles never stop. It's one right after the other. My arms, my legs, my chest, my ass. The worst two go directly into the sensitive skin between my dick and my asshole, and I thrash so hard for one second I'm certain I might succeed in ripping free. Instead all I do is get Hudson to slip a sedative into my neck, making my joints feel like they're filled with sand. The pain isn't any better, I just lack the ability to move. After a while, my head even droops, yet my dick stays hard as the machine milks yet another climax out of me.
They give me two more sometime after dawn, at least it feels like dawn, there are no windows in this room, and I'm too weak to lift a finger when they finally unchain me.
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A black bag is placed on my head, and I'm strapped onto a rolling table, so while I can tell we're outside, I have no idea what's going on or where I am. Only once we're back inside is the bag removed, and I find myself in an all white room. From what little I can turn my head, there's a glass wall to one side with people milling behind it, and a series of medical equipment that I don't recognize. But that's all I get the chance to see before a strap is added that passes over my mouth to keep my head still. 
I hear the Doc's voice, but as usual, he's not talking to me.
"As you can see gentleman, Prisoner Graves is ready for the final phases of the bull process. Over the past month, he's been given a series of hormone and steroid treatments that have resulted in an increase of muscle and overall size. If you look at the before and after pictures, you'll see that the subject has gained nearly sixty pounds of pure muscle as well as three inches in height. In a few moments, you'll see him put through ECT, or electroconvulsive therapy, to help him combat the mood swings accompanied by steroid use. This will reduce his temperament enough for the safety of our handlers here at the Hucow Ranch. Then he'll spend a week in training with the Wranglers before he's introduced to his first Hucow. Once the rut is satisfied, he'll go into rotation with the other bulls."
I'll admit, I didn't pay attention to much after the words "electroconvulsive therapy", but I feel too heavy to even tremble as the dread overwhelms me.
"Typically, we don't put the subjects under for ECT here at the Ranch, but we do supply painkillers. However today, at the special request of Senator McCloud, Graves here will be the first to experience this process unaided. He has been given a sedative for the safety of everyone here. Once the ECT is complete, he'll receive his brand and nose ring. If you're ready, Senator, I'll begin."
I can just barely make out the shape of McCloud Senior and Junior behind the glass, but they look like ghosts. I don't see the nod, but I hear his smug voice through an intercom.
"Please go ahead, Doctor Grayson."
I can't see what's happening until the Doc appears above my face, two electrodes in either hand. I have a single second to take it the gleaming silver that spills my doom before they're lowered out of my line of vision. The cold metal touches my temples and I know I only have moments before this is all over.
"Take a deep breath, Graves," is all I hear. I don't have time to register the words before the world goes white.
[image: image-placeholder]Pain like I've never felt, never even imagined, lights up my whole body. Every muscle seizes and I come up against the restraints so hard that it's a miracle I don't break bones as the steel enforced leather holds me in place. Every part of me tightens like a corkscrew, going down down, tighter and tighter, as my muscles contract so much I think they'll pop. I can't see, I can't hear. I think I'm screaming but I can't be sure. I feel my bladder empty, but I don't register that I should care or be embarrassed. I don't know what's happening.
The world narrows until there is nothing but pain. Blackness envelopes me with startling speed, and then there is silence. What follows is worse than pain; terror grips every inch of my being and pulls it inside out as my muscles flutter like insects caught in an invisible tornado. Ever fiber in me flares white hot and then turns to ice as blood drains from my head to my knees and hips.
I've always been in pain. I've never not been in pain. This is my whole life, my entire world, a never ending sea of pain and agony and tightness-
It stops.
I slump instantly, my muscles loosening all at once as I thud against the table. There's no relief. The pain hasn't faded. It's still there, the burn, the memory taunting me, but it's not worse, it's not continuing-
It starts again before I even have time to catch my breath. I bite down so hard on the thing in my mouth it breaks, shattering into little plastic pieces. I hear someone say something about choking but I can't register the words. I don't speak the language. I can't remember how to understand. All I know is I'm roaring in pain now, a bellow that can be heard for miles as the electricity courses through my brain. It's rewriting my wires, synapses are firing but they're not connecting. I can't think of anything but how it hurts and how I get it to stop. But there's no stopping it. 
I'm not in control. 
I never have been.
It stops and starts again. And again. My vision comes in flashes like there's a strobe light, and by the time it stops for good, there are no thoughts left in my head. I'm a void, a dead space, simply waiting for the pain to come back.
But it doesn't. At least not in the same way. The face looming over mine disappears, and the table I'm lying on is suddenly angled up like I'm standing, the restraints the only thing keeping me from falling to the floor. 
I see a piece of metal with a shape on the end that's so red it's nearly white, and I know I'm afraid of it, but I've no idea why. When the heated metal sinks into my chest, the pain is so much less than what I was feeling moments ago it barely registers. I groan, but I don't roar or cry like I was moments ago.
The same thing happens minutes later when a needle is passed through my septum and a large metal ring is threaded through my nose. I know it should hurt, but after the agony I just went through, it barely even itches. I just sit there, staring vaguely at the room of men in white coats.
I don't know why I'm here. I don't know what they want with me or what I've done. I just know I want the pain to stop.
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They take the pieces of plastic out of my mouth, shaking their heads at me. The large metal ring gets in the way, and it hurts as they move it around. It's at least four inches in diameter and I know I'll feel the weight when I sit up. I feel it now, resting against my lips. 
Gloves of some sort are forced over my hands, but I don't fight it. Even curling my fingers takes a herculean effort. My leather collar is removed and replaced with a metal one.
I don't fight as I'm wheeled out of the room. They stop the table in front of a group of men who spilled out of the same building, and I stare up into two faces so similar and oddly familiar but I can't place them. One old, the other young. They sneer down at me, and say words that I don't understand. My lack of response seems to amuse them, but I don't care. As long as they're not hurting me anymore, I don't care what they do.
They take me outside and the sun is so glaringly bright that the only thing I can do is shut my eyes. It's not enough, the light still gets through my lids, and I desperately wish my hands were free so I could shade my face. But they're still trapped in the leather restraints, so there's nothing I can do.
I try to think. Try to remember. What did I do? Why am I tied down? But the thoughts escape me. The more I try to think, everything hurts, and I shy from the pain. I give up and do my best to make my mind go blank.
It doesn't matter why. I just have to survive what's happening.
I hear a door open and the light suddenly dims, making me brave enough to crack an eyelid. I see cinderblock walls and ceiling as I'm rolled down a long hallway. Eventually we stop at a series of iron bars in the floor, and there's a hydraulic hiss as the door slides open for them to take me inside. I get no warning as they strip off my bindings, and I don't even get a second to enjoy my new found freedom before the table is tipped sideways and I'm dumped like trash on the hard rubber floor. There's straw, but not enough for any kind of padding, and I know I'll have bruises where I hit.
By the time I struggle to my feet, the men are gone, taking the table with them. I let out a roar, a cry of pain, rage, and frustration, but mostly I want to make sure my vocal cords still work. Words are lost on me. I can't think how to form them, but I'm still here. I'm still alive. Somehow my voice is proof of that.
I pace my small space. The cell is maybe ten feet by ten feet. I'm weak and shaky, but I've been cooped up so long, I have to move. It feels like ages since I've been able to stretch my legs. But I don't have the energy to keep it up for long, after maybe three or five minutes, I sink wearily to my knees. I push the straw together as best I can to make a bed. The gloves make it hard. I didn't realize it before, but my thumbs are pinned to my index fingers, and the other three fingers are bound together. So rather than having hands, I have two big clumsy fingers that can function almost as pinchers.
It's not much, but I make do.
As soon as I lay down in the straw, I'm asleep.
[image: image-placeholder]The sound of a bell ringing wakes me up, and my eyes open in time to see slop fall from a tube in the ceiling I didn't notice the night before. It lands in a trough I didn't notice either. I ignore it, and try to go back to sleep, but the bell sounds again.
And again.
After the fourth toll, and the fourth time I ignore it, to my horror, my collar sparks to life and electricity shoots through my body. I howl in rage and pain, and it happens again. I freeze, panicked and unsure what to do, but I know I have to make it stop.
The bell rings again.
I throw myself across the room, sticking my face in the trough. My gloved hands are no help as I try to shovel the gruel into my mouth, and I make a mess, but I force it all down with a fervor. Anything to make the pain stop.
I relax when I finish it and the bell doesn't sound again.
[image: image-placeholder]It goes on like that for days. I'm given a command: a sound or a flashing light. If I don't follow it right away, I'm shocked, even when I can't figure out what the command is. The collar shocks me until I get it right. I learn when to eat, when to relieve myself in the grate in the corner, and certain positions to assume. Which door to face. To my surprise, there are two. One leads to the hallway, the other to a big arena behind me. There's a set of shackles on the wall in the corner and I learn how to step into them so they bind me in place. Sometimes it's so the handlers can come into clean my stall, and twice the Doc comes by to check on me. On his third visit, he calls into the radio and tells someone to up my feed.
I'm good. I follow instructions. I don't want to give them another reason to hurt me.




6

I'm changing as time goes by. It's harder and harder to think. My brain works more in flashes than words. The images seared into my mind. 
Bell. Food. Collar. Hurt.
I'm horny all of the time. It started slowly at first, but now, no matter what I do, my cock is always full and hard and desperate for attention. I tried to relieve it myself with my gloved hands, but I realized pretty quickly that was a no no when the collar delivered the worst shock I've felt so hard.
I alternate between pacing and lying on my back, trying to find some relief, but there isn't any. My balls feel like they'll explode at any moment and there's nothing I can do about it. It gets to a point that I think taking care of the problem might be worth the pain, but the shocks are too much. I can't get where I need to fast enough.
Then I hear footsteps outside the cell. Normally they have me secured before anyone gets near. I scramble to my feet to peer out, afraid to get too close to the bars.
There's a well dressed man in a suit who seems familiar, and a man in flannel and a cowboy hat that does not.
"Here he is, Senator," the cowboy says with a thick southern drawl. "Satisfied?" 
The Senator, whatever that is, smiles at me with an edge of cruelty and satisfaction that I don't understand.
"Yes, Forrest, I believe I am. What do you think, Graves? This how you thought you'd turn out?"
I think he's talking to me, so I give an unsure grunt in an answer.
"It's not Graves anymore, sir. The boys have named this one Atlas. The Hucows get numbers 'cause there's so many of them, but they like to name the bulls."
"Really?" the Senator says with a smirk. "What are the others' names?"
"I don't remember all twelve, honestly. But we've got Tank, Duke, Samson, and Brutus," Forrest says.
"And Atlas," the Senator murmurs, turning back to smirk at me again.
"And Atlas," Forrest agrees. "You ready to see him in action? The boys have Hucow #418 in place."
"Yes, I'd like to get my seat before they let him out."
They turn and walk away, leaving me more confused than I was before, their footsteps echoing down the hall as they fade away. Minutes pass, and I'm about to lay down on my back again before there's the siren like sound that means the gate to the arena is opening. I whip around and hurry to it, sliding through the door the very moment it's open wide enough.
To my shock, the arena isn't empty like it usually is. In front of me, maybe twenty or thirty feet away, is a female on all fours. Even from here, I can make out the shackles holding her place. I take a few hesitant steps forward, my eyes fixated on the perfect pussy waiting on display for me. I've never seen anything so inviting, and my cock throbs painfully, reminding me of how badly it needs attention.
Is that what I'm supposed to do? Or is this a trap? Are they going to wait until I sink into her and shock me again? Will they shock her too? She looks so amazing, and my cock is so hard that it might be worth it, but I don't want her to get hurt because of me.
Still, I can't look away. She's flushed. I can hear her breathing heavy. She's trembling, though if it's because she's scared or because she needs me as badly as I need her, I can't tell. I inch closer, waiting for the tell-tale shock to come, to tell me I'm doing the wrong thing. But it doesn't come, and soon, I'm right on top of her.
She's strapped down over padded leather, tied as tightly as I was on that damn table. Her knees are spread wide, locked in place on a metal bar. I step around to her front, and the greenest eyes I've ever seen stare back at me through the web of leather over her head. It's both a muzzle and a hood, giving her the ears of a cow.
Finally, I understand. I've heard the handlers. She's a Hucow, and I'm a Bull. I'm supposed to breed her. She peers up at me, unsure and afraid, but at the same time, she rolls her hips as much as her bindings will allow. She wants this. She needs it.
And I know what happens if we don't do what we're supposed to do.
I don't hesitate. I'm on my knees behind her in a flash. It takes me a moment to get my cock lined up with her entrance, but she's so slick and ready for me, it takes no effort at all to slide in. In seconds, I'm buried in her to the hilt.
It's like coming home. I've never felt anything so good in my whole life. I lose control in an instant, my hips bucking into her like our lives depend on it. I slam my hips against her backside, the slaps of flesh echoing off the arena walls. I'm lost in the rut, unable to stop, unable to think about anything except how good my little cow feels split open around my cock. After days of being so hard I couldn't sleep, of an erection that wouldn't end, I'm shocked to find I last more than a couple of seconds. I was sure I'd finish in under a minute, but I don't. Each thrust of my hips makes new feelings jolt through my body, shocks of pleasure that threaten to make me pass out. All I can think about are the hot, tight sensations making me feel alive for the first time that I can remember.
I lean forward, hook my gloved hands under her shoulders as best I can, and go for the ride of my life. She mewls and moos and cries, but I don't stop. Not when her walls start to clamp down around me, not when I feel her shriek out her first orgasm, not the third or the fifth either. My climax isn't coming anytime soon, and I find I don't want it to. I could ride my little Hucow forever. This is my sole purpose in life, just like it's hers. She might not know it yet, I don't know what's been done to her, or if she understands, but I hope she learns quick so they don't hurt her.
I pump into her forever, my hips don't slow, I don't feel tired, all I want is to rut. But finally, I reach that place I've needed for days, that peak I've been searching for, and my climax detonates inside her just as she comes again. I paint her insides with thick ropes of cum, clutching her so hard I'll probably leave bruises as I empty myself into her willing pussy. My roar of pleasure echoes off the walls of the arena. Then I collapse on top of her, spent, as we both try to catch our breath.
I wait for a signal or a sign, but I finally pull myself free, slipping out of her wet heat with a terrible squelchy sound. Unsure what to do, or how to say goodbye, I sort of awkwardly pat her hip then rise to my feet. I turn back towards my cell, but a shock from my collar stops me in my tracks.
I turn back to the Hucow and wait. No shock comes. I take another step forward, and realize, impossibly, I'm hard again.
I don't wait. I drop back to my knees. And I fuck my Hucow again.
And again.
Until we both teeter on the edge of blacking out, and the handlers come to separate us. 




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.
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.
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?

The Infertile Cow
Coming Winter 2024
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?
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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