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Content Warning


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


1
53 Years Ago


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


2
51 Years Ago


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


3
51 Years Ago


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

I couldn't have been more wrong.

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

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

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

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

I nod my head, but the judge frowns.

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

I barely hold in a sigh.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He holds up what looks like a plastic white gun.

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

The man still stroking my skin grins sadistically.

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

The doctor frowns, blinking at him.

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

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

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

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

Fuzziness spreads through my body in an instant.

"Shooo, Doc. Look at her."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But it’s not enough. Not yet.

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

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

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

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

A shudder runs through me, dancing up my spine.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nod my head the fraction of movement I can.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I’m not sure who’s more disappointed.
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The next time I wake, I’m in a similar but different nightmare. I’m in a harness that has me situated on my knees. My breasts feel like someone attached weights to my chest, heavy and uncomfortable. They’re easily four times the size they were before. They have tightly fastened my arms behind my back. A thick gag still sits between my teeth, painful straps around my head. Something is off about my collar. It feels strange.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It almost sounds like…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mooooooooooooooooooooooooo!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

The doctor smiles.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I sigh in relief.

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

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

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

Hooves. I think slowly. I have hooves.

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

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

“How’s our cow doing?”

“Mooooooooo!” I respond.

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

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

“Moooo!”

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

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

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

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

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

“With pleasure.”

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

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

“Can I go get-?”

Johnny’s question is cut off by the doctor.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nick runs his hand down my flank.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Moooo!”

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

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

“Can do.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Turn off the machine,” the vet orders.

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

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

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

Which leads to today’s experiment.

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

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

There’s an eager chorus of yeses.

“Ian, if you’ll get us started.”

“With pleasure, Doc.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Open wide,” he orders.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Tears of relief stream down my face.

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

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

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

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

Cheers echo through the room.
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