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Content Warning


This is a story of dark Hucow erotic fiction, full of bondage, medical play, and dark and disturbing themes that may be upsetting to some readers. This book is intended only for those eighteen and up. Please proceed with caution.
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Isit silently through my father’s entire trial. Accused of embezzlement and fraud by the Senator he works for, I’ve known how this was going to end since the cops showed up at our house eight months ago.

“Guilty!”

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

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

“Seven, Your Honor.”

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

“Four, Sir.”

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

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

“Which is your favorite?”

“Sir, I-”

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

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

“Her sir, the blonde. Elsie.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I could send one of your sisters instead.”

I don’t hesitate.

“I consent.”

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

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

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

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

I have to hold back a scream of frustration as a single tear rolls down my cheeks. I give myself one moment, one tiny second to feel all the grief and rage and pain at the world I live in. And then I pull my shirt over my head. I fold it neatly on the ground, hesitating only a minute before doing the same with my bra. I go to stand to take the skirt off, but hands force me back down and hold me in place as the guard cut it free, along with my underwear. Then I’m nudged forward until I resign myself to crawling across the floor and into the cage. The senator locks me in, and then the guards lift the cage, carrying me from the room.
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Upon arrival at the Hucow Ranch, they carry my cage directly into the medical building and I'm turned over to two men in lab coats. They open the cage and instruct me to climb into an exam chair. I'm horribly familiar with the device. My sisters and I had to go to the doctor once every three months so our father would know we were still "intact". I guess he wanted to be sure he'd get the most profit if he ever decided to sell us.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I shift uncomfortably as he pokes around.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The vet moves away, and Toby comes closer, grabbing a strange device that I can't make out. But he holds it against the freshly shaved skin on my head and I howl in pain as the searing feeling takes over my flesh. A sharp slap against my breasts silences me.

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

My stomach sinks like a stone.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then there's nothing.
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Icome to in a room that feels familiar, but it’s so brightly lit that it hurts. I try to shrink away, but I can’t. Lying facedown on a padded table, my limbs are secured down the sides. My head waves and bobs wildly, but that’s the only part of me that’s free to move. I feel strange, like someone filled my head with gravel. My breasts feel heavier. My nose hurts and I can feel a strange weight, it takes me a moment to realize there’s a ring hanging between my nostrils, and there’s another painful tug on my right ear. I try to say something, but the strange collar strangling my throat buzzes to life and instead of words coming out, a loud, “Moooooooooooooooooo!” fills the room.

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

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

“Shut up! No one wants to hear that!”

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

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

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

“It might be a few minutes. You should probably close your eyes and try to sleep until they’re ready for you,” he orders, staring at me curiously like I’m a puzzle he can’t figure out. But he’s right, I’m tired, and my eyes close at once.
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“Hucow #499, I need you to wake up for me now,” the vet’s voice jerks me out of my nap and I blink blearily as I peer around the room. I’m still fastened down over the bench, but the Vet, the other vet tech, and the two cameramen have returned. “Go ahead and open your mouth for me, #499.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I feel something cold and plastic against my sensitive nipples and a whimper escapes me as whatever it is suctions itself into place. I’m swatted on the rear in response, and that leaves me silent as I feel a needle sink into my arm in a new IV. Headphones are placed over my ears and I’m plunged into a deafening silence.
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Ifind myself in a world of black and white. Checkered patterns and shapes dance across my vision, leaving me lost in their swirling trails. As soon as I try to focus on one spot, to find clarity, I lose it in a dizzy rush. I have the most overwhelming sense of vertigo, like I'm falling, but I'll never reach the ground. I will remain lost in this monochromatic abyss for eternity. Falling down, down, down the rabbit hole.

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

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

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

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

"Surrender…"

"Obey…"

"Pleasure…"

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

"Submit…"

"Obey…"

"Surrender…"

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

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

"Surrender…"

"Submit…"

"Obey…"

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

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

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

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

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

A voice comes over the intercom.

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

#499! That's my name.

I curl back up and go right back to sleep.

[image: image-placeholder]

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That's the last thing I hear before the headphones appear over my ears. As much as I want to squirm, I sit still like a good Hucow as they tape my eyes open and lower the headset, locking me in my prison of light and sound.
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It's still dark. The world hasn't come to life as I expect it to, but I hear whispers on the wind. Some of the words are clear and easy to decipher, while others are sounds I'll never understand.

"You were made to surrender…."

"You were made to be milked…"

"You were made to be bred…"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Only when there's no more darkness left does my body give out, surrendering and giving in as the world turns into a field of wildflowers. I sink into the void like a toy whose batteries have died.
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Iwake on my belly on the cold tile floor, in a small empty room. I whine as soon as I'm conscious, though the gag in my mouth muffles the sound. Before I even realize what I'm doing, I've sat up and my hand has reached between my thighs. I feel empty, incomplete, and I hate it. Somehow, not having something in my pussy is the most distressing thing I've ever felt. I try to finger myself, but my hands are encased in thick black mitts that prevent me from doing what I so desperately need. I try to rub at my clit anyway, try to find any friction, but it's not enough. It only takes a moment before I'm crying, wet, hot tears splashing down my cheeks as I wail my distress. My thighs are wet and sticky with my need, but I can't do anything about it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This time it's a world of white with pale swirls dancing across it. It's hard to see, and harder to follow, but I do my best. The build up is slower this time, and the ensuing climax is all the stronger for it. In no time at all, I lose myself.
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I'm back in a cage when I wake again, but this time there's a snug leather belt keeping a dildo inside me and a huge plug in my ass, so I'm content. I hump the floor, not caring how undignified I am as I chase the elusive climax I need. Getting off is all I can think about, all I can care about. I've orgasmed two or three times when the door opens and the vet comes in, chuckling at my display.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I suppose."

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

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

"Any questions?" the vet asks.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE END
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