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Apparently getting a judge and my former owner out to the Broodmare Farm is out of the question, so after a few hours, my arms are secured behind my back, I'm put into a cage, and loaded onto a truck. They don't remove the blindfold or the gag, and no one explains anything. I'm just drawing conclusions from what the vet says to the handlers.

We reach our destination and I'm surprised when I'm forced into a standing position on hot asphalt. My blindfold is removed and I'm surprised to see both Ryder and the vet before me. We're in a parking lot at the courthouse, and my naked flesh draws more than the occasional curious glance. I get no time to take it all in before a leash is clipped to my collar and I'm being led up the courthouse steps. They march me through the hallways at a brisk pace, not slowing when I stumble. We go directly into a packed court room and I flinch as several of the men wolf whistle. This isn't like the farm where it's just ranch hands that are used to exposed flesh. These are ordinary people, some awaiting their own trials, some here just for the free show. I see several other women in the custody of their masters, likely waiting to be handed over or bargained like I was.

The vet slaps my ass to get me moving again, and I'm led right up to the judge. To his left is the witness stand, but the center of the room holds a stockade. Ryder unties my arms and forces both my head and wrists into place, exposing my bare ass to the rest of the room as I'm bent over.

I've been numb up until now, but it only takes a moment of listening to the jeers before my eyes well up with tears. I have to focus to take steadying breaths around the heavy gag in my mouth.

"So, what seems to be the trouble now?" the judge asks, looking at the vet.

"Your Honor, we have our first instance of an infertile specimen being sent to the Broodmare Farm. After three failed breeding attempts, I performed extensive testing on this subject and concluded she only has a 3% percent chance of pregnancy. I believe our only viable solution would be to transfer her to the Hucow Ranch to see if their transformation process will increase her chances."

The judge looks over some papers on his desk.

"She was only sentenced to a three year term. Her master is expecting her back at the end of her stay," he says, though it sounds more like he's thinking out loud than making an argument.

"Yes Sir, but we've expanded a significant amount of resources and tax payer dollars on her already. I believe his failure to disclose her issues warrants further punishment."

Another reason to punish me for my Master's crimes. A man I hadn't known even two weeks ago. But now if the vet has it his way, I'll spend the rest of my life paying for something that had nothing to do with me.

"And you're certain there's something wrong with her reproductive system? It's not a physical issue in how she was bred?" the Judge asks.

This time Ryder answers.

"Yes Sir. I was present for all three breedings. She was put through a standard procedure for four hours, and then a more thorough one for six hours. When they both failed, she had a session on the Sybian. As you know, Sir, the Sybian has never failed to produce results."

"The subject climaxed as needed? Through all three procedures?"

"Yes, sir."

"And you see no other alternative to sending her to the Hucow Ranch, doctor?"

"Not unless we want to put her down. I'm not opposed to that, Sir. I just hate to see tax payer dollars wasted with no results," the vet says.

"And you believe it will not be a further waste to send her to the Ranch? That they will succeed where you failed?"

"I believe the transformation process and the bulls combined will lead to a pregnancy, I'd bet my contract on it."

The judge leans back in his seat, his hand stroking over his scruffy beard as he studies me.

"I'm hesitant to make a ruling regarding his property without the owner present, but there are only two paths forward here. Remove her gag, please."

Ryder hurries to comply, unstrapping the leather straps holding my jaws apart.

"I'm giving you one chance, girl, and if you do anything but answer my question, you will find yourself on the whipping post. You have two options. The vet can put you down and end this, or you can spend the rest of your life on the Hucow Ranch."

Well, that's no choice at all.

I have to swallow several times before I'm able to form words.

"The Hucow Ranch, please, Sir." It comes out as barely a whisper, but he hears me, loud and clear. He bangs his gavel, making me jump.

"Bailiff, take her into custody. The Hucow Ranch can make a case study out of her. I will be ordering her Master to pay a $10,000 fine and send two more mares to the Broodmare Farm after they've been tested for fertility. Furthermore, I will speak to Senator McCloud about legislature that requires all females to be tested for fertility at age eighteen so we can avoid this problem in the future."

I don't have time to feel shock before my gag is replaced by strong hands and I'm being led away.
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Transportation to the Hucow Ranch passes in a blur. For the first time, I can't stop the tears from falling. Not for me, but for all the other girls out there that are now going to be subject to invasive testing as soon as they become adults on the off chance they may have to pay the piper for crimes they didn't even commit. It's not fair. It's wrong. And it's all my fault.

I should have let them kill me.

The truck comes to a stop, but I don't move, even as the double doors open. There's no fight in me. There never was. I was cursed to this fate since the day I was born, I just didn't know it yet. Fifty years ago, women had rights. We had lives and chances. In another fifty years, I wonder if we'll even be permitted to be raised in houses like I was, or if we'll all just be government property for breeding.

Strong arms lift me out of the transport cage and I'm laid facedown on a gurney. Straps reach over my back to secure me, and then I'm being moved. I don't try to turn my head to see where we're going. What's the point? I can't stop it anymore than I can force a baby to grow in my belly. I wonder if they'll put me down anyway if the transformation doesn't resolve my infertility. Maybe that would be best.

I hear the sound of doors opening and there's a cool blast of air conditioning. The wheels rumble against the tile floor as I'm taken down a long hallway. There's two turns before we come to an abrupt stop.

"Hey Doc, this is the one the Broodmare Farm sent over."

"Excellent. I just got off my conference call with Doctor Ramirez and Judge Simons. We're going to use her for a case study at the request of Senator McCloud. It's going to take some time to get it and the documentation team in place. You can put her in isolation for now."

I manage to turn my head to look at the new vet deciding my fate. He's older than the one at the Broodmare Farm, and his face doesn't seem as cruel. But everything else is the same. White coat. Pens in his pocket. Talking about me like I can't hear them. That's as far as I get before I'm wheeled away again, taken to the far end of the building.

Isolation is an all white room, with light so bright it hurts. Even closing my eyes isn't enough, and I try to pull away as I'm lifted from the gurney to be placed inside. My arms are shackled above my head to either side against the wall and my ankles are secured as wide as I can comfortably stand. He connects my collar to a ring on the wall and there's nothing I can do but screw my eyes shut and try to look downwards as much as possible.

It isn't enough. My head aches. My eyes burn. It feels like I'm being cooked alive in one of those toy ovens they give little girls to practice cooking for when they're older.

[image: image-placeholder]

It feels like a lifetime before the door opens again, but I don't dare peak to see who it is even as a voice I've never heard before chuckles at me.

"Well I suspect you'll be well behaved now to avoid coming back here. Come on," he says. Without any pretense, he undoes the chains holding me up and throws me over his shoulder like I'm a stack of potatoes. "You've got quite a crowd waiting for you."

I dangle limply over his form as he carries me through the facility. We've gone maybe a hundred or two hundred feet before I dare to open my eyes and I peer around cautiously. The lighting here is dimmer, thank goodness. The muscular man who's carrying me is wearing a thick flannel shirt, but that's all I can make out as we pass over tile that hasn't been mopped in some time. We pass through two sets of double doors and I find myself being deposited in a chair that I'm quite familiar with these days. In no time at all, my arms are secured over my head, my feet are strapped into the stirrups, and my legs are spread wide.

What is new is the crowd of men standing around me. There's the vet before and two more men in white coats, the man in the flannel who just set me down, and two men dressed in all black holding video cameras. As I glance around, I see another camera mounted on the ceiling above me and two more in the corners of the room. I'm sure if I could turn my head, I'd see more behind me.

Despite my best efforts, I whimper into my gag.

"Gentleman, this subject, birth name Carly Robinson, was sent to the Broodmare Farm ten days ago-" the vet says, seeming to address mostly the men holding the cameras.

Ten days? Only ten days? How does that feel both too long and too short to be right?

"After three breeding sessions, Doctor Ramirez ran some tests and concluded this subject has severe fertility problems that the Broodmare Farm is unequipped to address. Judge Simons had her transferred to our care to be transformed into Hucow #418. Senator McCloud has requested we use her as a case study and document her procedure to help provide insight into preventing this problem in the future.

He rolls a tray of instruments towards me and settles down on a stool between my spread legs. I barely flinch as he raises the speculum and inserts it into my waiting body. I'm perfectly dry, there's no lubrication, but only the slightest shudder rolls through me. I'm very used to being invaded by now.

"Now, we already know this subject has been bred recently and received excellent medical care at the Broodmare Farm, but this is standard procedure. While we wait the required amount of time as if I was doing an exam, does anyone have any questions?"

That's when I notice the white device in his ear and shame rolls through me as I realize this is a live broadcast. He's taking questions from men who are watching this from somewhere else, and I want to die of shame.
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"Caleb, if you'll hand me the razor." Doc explains, finally taking his fingers and speculum out of me. One of the other two white coats scowls, but hands him an electric razor like the one my dad used to use. It only takes him a few moments to sheer what's left of my hair from my head. "We'll let Caleb take care of the follicles while I prepare the next stage in the process. Normally I do this all at once, but this will make cleanup a little easier."

The vet moves away, and the scowling man comes closer, glaring at me the entire time as he holds up 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 already irritated skin. A sharp slap against my breasts silences me as cold eyes stare into mine.

"Just you wait. This is nothing compared to what's coming for you. If you don't get pregnant, you're all mine. I've been waiting for the perfect cow for my special project."

My stomach sinks like a stone.

No one else in the room hears Caleb's threats, but soon enough, my ability to grow hair has been burned away and tears flow down my cheeks. He scoffs at me before turning to the vet.

"She's ready, Doc."

"Excellent, Vincent, if you wouldn't mind moving #418 to the bench, please."

The ranch hand who delivered me to the room begins undoing my restraints, but I'm too afraid to struggle even as he lifts me. In a matter of moments, he has me resting on my belly on a padded leather bench, and a series of straps hold me down, from my head all the way to my ankles.

"Due to #418's unique fertility issues, we have made some adjustments to this process. Rather than being put on a feeding tube like the other Hucows, she'll be getting all of her nutrients anally. This will require daily enemas and more hands on care, but we believe it resolve her problem. Once we've established a fetus, she'll be switched to feed like the others," the vet says, patting my ass.

"How does that work?" a voice I haven't heard before asks. Probably one of the cameramen. I can't see who's speaking. All I can see the tile floor directly in front of me.

"Rather her food traveling from her mouth to her esophagus to her stomach to absorb the nutrients, it'll be going from her intestines to her stomach. It's quite efficient really. We're also going to be skipping the voice box since this will allow us to leave the heavy muzzle gag in place."

Fantastic.

I feel gloved fingers probing at my anus and I whimper even though it won't do any good. I feel lubricant being spread around, and then something hard and plastic is forced inside. The vet gives me a moment to recover before forcing it deeper. I try to squirm even though there's no where to go.

"Caleb, if you would get the IV started," the vet instructs. Something else touches my ass, and there's a clicking noise like something sliding into place before the strangest sensation of liquid being forced into my body begins. I squeal and thrash against the bonds, yelping as someone slaps the insides of my exposed thighs. "Stop that," the vet snaps. "Or you can spend a few days in isolation. You've already caused enough problems."

I still instantly, not wanting to go back there, but it seems the vet doesn't trust me.

"Jonah, go ahead and dope her. Caleb, put a second IV in her other arm. The green solution," he orders. A moment later, there's a stinging sensation in the side of my neck. It's enough so that I barely notice the needle being threaded into my bloodstream.

"The injection just given to her is both a sedative and a pain reliever. It helps the Hucows tolerate the pain of the transformation process. The green solution causes paralysis. I rarely use it, but I believe it'll serve us well in this case with the long night we have ahead of us."

In a matter of minutes, I can't so much as twitch a finger, and I find it hard to care as a feeling of numbness washes over me. It's like my body isn't mine anymore. These things are happening to someone else. I'm just along for the ride.

As soon as the funnel is removed from my ass, the liquid comes sloshing out because I'm unable to hold it. I can't tighten my muscles to control it, but it doesn't seem to bother anyone. Its immediately reinserted and my guts begin to swell again. They repeat the process over and over again, while I lay there like a dead fish. I begin to sweat, burning up from the inside, but no one takes notice.

After some time, the vet says, "Jonah, you may begin the hormone injections. Normally this is about the time we see the Hucows start to become needy, but I expect this one to take longer since she's not on the feed formula."

I barely notice the sensation of needles sliding into my flesh. There are dozens of them. I receive injections in my ass, my stomach, and my breasts. I'm vaguely aware that this should hurt, but I've retreated somewhere inside my mind where I'm removed from it all. I barely notice when the Vet says, "Randy, would you go get the branding iron and the piercing kit?"

I want to scream when the heated metal sinks into the flesh on my right ass cheek, but I can't. I can't draw a breath deep enough. The words won't come. I can't think, I can't remember how to scream, but it hurts, it hurts like nothing else has so far. I'm so busy crying that the hand swabbing at my nose startles me, and I look up into Caleb's cruel eyes as the piercing gun goes through my septum. He leaves me with a nose ring the size of a silver dollar and its all I can do not to sob.
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Somewhere during the night, I passed out, unable to take it anymore. I wake in an unfamiliar place with metal walls and a rubber floor. I'm in a harness with chains dangling from the ceiling so that my hands and knees just barely brush the floor.

The now familiar sensation of my guts being filled with an enema overtakes me, and I realize what woke me. We're starting all over again. I turn my hand and see an unfamiliar face feeding the tube into my ass. I'm no longer paralyzed, but this doesn't hurt. Not with as many times as my body had to get used to the feeling. My new handler pats my side.

"Don't worry girl, just getting you breakfast. Then we're off to the bulls. Normally we'd worry about getting your milk in first, but Doc wants to see how your body reacts to the treatments." He points up at the camera mounted in the corner of my stall and I instinctively duck my head away from it. I try to take in stock of what they did.

My breasts have doubled, if not tripled in size. They're heavier than I ever could have imagined. I'm amazed I'm not spraying milk everywhere just from the weight. I can feel something in my right ear like they pierced that too. My nose ring rests awkwardly against my gag. I'd give anything just to close my jaw, even for a few minutes. There's another IV on a pole, with two bags hanging from it. The one currently feeding into me is clear, but I recognize the horrible shade of purple on the second bag. I have a bad idea about what's coming for me.

He makes me hold the enema for nearly fifteen minutes before he lets me expel it into the bucket between my thighs.

"I'd go ahead and pee now if I were you too," he orders. And I try, I really do, but I can't make it come, and I'm rewarded with a harsh slap against the fresh brand. But it does the trick, and the stink of urine fills the air. I put my head down and try desperately to hold back the tears.

He switches the IV, and its only a matter of minutes before the horrible burning sensation returns. My blood becomes a sea of fire, eating me from the inside, and for once, I can struggle. I thrash in my bonds and my handler watches me with a bemused smirk. My movements are frantic, frenzied, trying to escape the thing that is inside of me, and then I feel it start. That pulsated need that blocks out everything else. My hips begin to buck, rock desperately in the air, looking for friction they'll never find, but I can't stop. I need release. I need to be filled.

The pain is forgotten. Humiliation isn't even a memory. All there is, my whole existence, is all consuming need.

"Bryce, the stocks are ready for #418," a voice comes over the loudspeaker and my head jerks. #418! That's me! Laughter fills the room.

"Don't worry, little Hucow. The Bulls aren't going anywhere. You can cook a little longer."

Bastard.

[image: image-placeholder]

I'm transported writhing in the back of a pickup truck, too weak to stand, unable to do anything but move my hips franticly. I try to put my own hand between my thighs, but there's a strange black glove that covers it that prevents me from making contact with anything important. I cry and moan around the leather stuffed in my mouth, the harsh rubber that holds my tongue now, but all that does is draw jeers from the other ranch hands as we drive by.

The truck pulls to a stop and Bryce lifts me to the ground, swatting me firmly when I try to grind against him.

"You'll get what you want, but you gotta get there. Now crawl," he orders, pointing me towards the door of a building. I let out a frustrated moan and begin the long process of dragging myself across the hot pavement. It takes everything I have, but I only make it ten feet. I'm not even halfway there when I collapse in a heap. I'm given a second to recover before I'm howling in pain, the electric jolt of a cattle prod ripping through my body.

Tears streaming down my face, I start again. This time I make it inside. The two hands who are waiting for me fix Bryce with an exasperated look.

"You made her crawl? We've been waiting!"

"Hey, you've got your kinks, I've got mine."

The one who didn't speak shakes his head, grabbing me up off the ground. His touch isn't gentle. He isn't taking care of me, or being nice. He needs me in place so he can do his job. I'm folded over a soft piece of padded leather. My hips are higher than my head, my wanting pussy neatly on display. A series of straps and cuffs hold me down, too tight to do anything more than turn my head. He places something underneath me, and a belt wraps around my hips. I squeal with delight as it begins to buzz against my clit.

I'm a feast on a platter, waiting to be devouring. Now I just need someone to decide it's dinner time.

The footsteps leave and I whimper, straining to lift and rock my hips, begging them to fuck me rather than leave me. It's all I want, but I never get what I want.

I've nearly started to cry when there's a mechanical hiss. I look around as best I can and see a gate being raised. Through it steps the biggest man I've ever seen, though I quickly realize he's not a man. He's a bull. I could almost weep with relief as he stalks towards me, coming to give me the thing I need so badly.

There's no pretense, no taunting. I get no warning at all before his thick, full cock plunges into my waiting pussy. That's all it takes. Between the pent up need and the vibrator against my clit, I'm screaming my first climax into my gag.

Then he starts to fuck me, and I realize that I've never been fucked before in my life. What my Master did, what the men at the Broodmare Farm did…. that was sex. This is fucking. Every powerful stroke hammers me into my restraints even as my pussy flutters and clamps down around him. He doesn't slow, doesn't give an inch. His hands claw at my sides to keep me still, leaving scratches and bruises in their wake. His dick isn't just inside me, it's impaling me. I'm quite sure he could saw me in half if he wanted to by the force of his thrusts. If this is how I die, I'll die happy. What a way to go.

I shudder as my orgasm finishes, but the bull fucking me has barely begun. Grunting and groaning, he keeps powering into me like a steam train. He doesn't slow. He doesn't falter. It's just a steady rhythm of slapping flesh with the force to bruise. I'm just a vessel for his cock. A thing to fuck. I'm an afterthought.

That doesn't stop me from reaching towards my next climax, urged on by his powerful thrusts and the steady buzz of the vibrator against my clit. My world is a fine point of leather restraints, pleasure, and domination… and I think I love it. If I could always live in this moment, not fearing what comes next, I think I'd be happy.

But nothing lasts forever. Just as my body starts to reach the peak, he comes with a cry, bellowing like a foghorn as he paints my insides in his thick ropes of cum. There's a few more strokes before he pulls out with a squelch noise. I can feel him spilling out of me and down my legs, his body producing more than mine can hold. I gasp and moan as my body no longer has anything to clamp down on and a cramp rocks me so harshly that I cry out. But it's too late. He's trotting back to his cage and I'm alone.

I moan in distress. I wasn't ready for it be over.

I grind myself down against the vibrator on my clit as best I can, but there's just not enough. I need friction, I need force-

There's another mechanical hiss, and my head snaps around as I hear footsteps. My heart leaps into my throat as I see another bull heading this way.

This isn't over yet.

The next bull is bigger than the first, and he's so eager, he doesn't even realize he's got the wrong hole as he sinks his thick cock into my ass. I squeal in pain, having never had anything so big inside me there before, but he doesn't notice. He mounts me with a frenzy like his dick's on fire and only shoving it inside me will put it out.

His thrusts are sharp, short, and painful, but each one drives me against the vibrator on my clit. At first I can't wait for this to end, but I'm on a slow march towards my next climax. My body's been programmed to respond, and soon enough my hips are rolling in kind as he fucks me. I feel like something's tearing, like I'm bleeding, but I can't bring myself to care. Dying beneath a bull sounds so much better than being put down if I can't become pregnant.

He comes with a roar, and by some miracle, I come right along with him, screaming in both pain and ecstasy into my gag. I never knew something could hurt so much and feel so good at the same time. The heavy leather isn't enough to fully muffle the sound, but it's drowned out by the bull's noises. I guess it would be hard to gag something so powerful.

He finally pulls out of me, and I cry louder than I ever have before. There's absolutely blood. I know it. I'm leaking out of both holes, and now I'm grateful for the muzzle that keeps my sobs from pouring out. So distracted by the pain, I don't realize they've called the bull away until a new one is before me.

The first bull was the biggest man I'd ever seen, and the second one wasn't small either… but this, this is a giant. Dark hair with silver at the temples, his nose ring would fit over my wrist. He grunts down at me, pushing his heavy cock up against my face. It's like a baseball bat smacking me across the face. My head turns this way and that as he grunts in frustration. I can't tell what he wants, I'd gladly give it to him if only I knew. But he keeps coming up against the leather between my lips.

After the fifth or sixth time being struck by his dick, he growls and stalks around to my backside. He doesn't slam into me like the first two. Instead he grabs me harshly and eases his way in, waiting until he's fully seated to begin thrusting. He's angry, growling with each snap of his hips as he punishes me for something, but I don't know what. His nails bite into my skin as he holds me, leaving little half moon bloody slits in my flesh. He's longer than the first, and thicker than the second. Every thrust fills me completely, lifting me up off the leather and against the restraints. I'm riding him as much as he's riding me. It's a good thing the vibrator is secured against my clit, or I'd never feel it with the way he fucks me.

At his punishing pace, we both climax in no time at all, my eyes rolling back in my head. I slump when he finally pulls out of me, his cum trickling down my spread thighs. But there's no recovery time before another bull takes his place, and I start to wonder if I'll get my wish. If they'll truly fuck me to death.
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I've lost all count of how many times I've been fucked when the strangest thing happens. The bull that comes out doesn't start by fucking me. Instead I feel the soft flesh of his tongue draw up over my slit all the way to my ass. My face heats as he starts to lick me there. I shudder, not in a bad way, but not in a way I've felt before. My body's open for business, I'm just a thing for getting fucked in the hopes I get pregnant, but this is strangely intimate in a way I've never experienced. There's voices shouting for him to get on with it, but the bull doesn't stop. He licks every inch of my well used backside and then moves onto my pussy until it's clean to his satisfaction.

I don't even realize I'm crying until he comes around to my front. Dark eyes stare back at me, his face inches from mine, and its the most cared for I've ever felt in my life. He presses his forehead to mine, nuzzling at me gently. Then he disappears, going around to my back end once more. He slides in with a gentleness I've never experienced. Rather than powering into me, he takes his time. His strokes are slow and soft, coaxing me towards climax rather than forcing me there. Instead of harshly holding my hips, I feel gloved hands stroking at my shoulders, petting at my head.

If the bulls before were fucking me, this is… making love? It's ridiculous but I don't have another way to describe what's happening. I feel cherished as he brings me to orgasm a split second before he falls over the edge so we come together. My hips buck against his almost roughly in comparison to his tenderness as he empties himself into me. I coil around him like a spring as I cry out, feeling the most powerful orgasm I've ever felt. He stays with me until I'm done riding out the aftershocks, and he comes back to my front to say good-bye before he leaves.

I cry as I watch him go back to his cell.

He's replaced with another bull, but I'm too wrung out, too emotionally spent to do much more than lie there and take it as the next one mounts me. My body responds as it always does, climbing towards the peak, but my mind is elsewhere. Even though I'm full, I feel empty. The profound sense of loss is astonishing. I've never felt connected to anyone in my whole life, but I already miss him. Even as pleasure overtakes me with each breeding, I wish it was him inside me.

Two more bulls take their turns with me, and then no one else comes. I'm strangely grateful. I want my Bull back, not the others.

Eventually the hands come back. The vibrator is removed, and I whimper as a thick dildo is shoved into my pussy. It's secured with a belt before they undo my restraints and I'm loaded onto a medical gurney.

"Doc wants this one straight away?" one asks the other.

"Yeah. I guess they're having problems getting this one pregnant. They want to run more tests."

They keep talking, but I can't bring myself to follow what they say as I'm carried across the compound.

[image: image-placeholder]

I'm left tied to a rolling bed with a thick blindfold over my eyes. Time passes strangely. I'm not asleep, but I'm not awake either. I can feel myself being moved, feel the familiar invasion of the plastic against my anus and the sensation of the water being forced through my system as they administer another enema. I half wonder if they've given me something because while I can move, it just feels like far too much effort.

I finally come fully to when the blindfold is taken off. I find myself in a familiar chair and I groan as the vet pulls the dildo from my pussy before replacing it with the cold metal speculum. I blink blearily as I take in my surroundings. The cameras are back, so is the cruel vet tech from before who glares at me with a sadistic gleam.

"Hucow #418's first session with the Bulls was unsuccessful in producing offspring. In light of this, and to prevent further waste of resources, we're going to try one more round of our most powerful hormone treatment. She'll be left at the stocks for a full two days, long enough for three breeding sessions. If she's still barren at the end of that, we've received permission from the state to turn her over to one of our vet tech's for a special research project. It is not expected that the specimen will survive the project, but if she does, we'll look at putting her down as an infertile Hucow is a waste of resources."

Now I understand the look Caleb is giving me. If this last treatment doesn't "fix" me, he'll get to do whatever he wants with me until they kill me.

A shudder runs through me.
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I'm immobilized on a table with my ankles spread wide, and finally, after what feels like forever, they remove the heavy gag from my face. I don't get to enjoy my freedom long however, because they simply pin me down and force a tube down my throat. I choke and cough, but it doesn't stop them until it's threaded all the way through my mouth and into my esophagus. Tears run down my cheeks as I struggle to breathe around it, and I can feel hot liquid being fed through it, burning as it makes its way into my body. It feels like it's lighting me on fire, but I'm held too tightly to squirm.

"After you get her IVs started, going ahead and put a catheter in. She's going to be on this table a long time and I don't want it getting messy with how much of the serum she's getting," the vet orders. "Then we're going to double the amount of injections. If this doesn't fix her, nothing will."

"I wish you'd just let me take her now, Doc," Caleb whines.

"I know, and while I think your research is important, we have a duty to the state and tax payer dollars already invested in this Hucow to see her through one more time. I won't even make you bring her back to medical. You can test her in the stocks when the Bulls are done with her and take her directly to the operating theater if she's still not pregnant," the Vet placates him. My eyes want to bug out of my head at the words "operating theater" and I try desperately to thrash. The vet frowns down at me, and the next thing I know, there's a nozzle being forced over my nose. I breathe in something sickly sweet, and the fight goes out of me as the world gets fuzzy. It's a stark contrast with the way my body is coming to life, fire ants of need dancing up and down my limbs. I feel hands pawing at my pussy right before I slump.

[image: image-placeholder]

I wake to darkness. I try to shake my head to clear it, but it moves with me. There's a maddening buzzing against my clit, and which each passing second I get hotter. My body is alive, and my veins are on fire. Need courses through me, stronger than I've ever felt, and I hump and grind uselessly. I am achingly, horrifyingly empty, and there's nothing I can do about it. I sob miserably.

It takes me several minutes to sort myself out. I can barely think, my entire body is consumed with the need to be fucked. The heavy leather hood is on my head again. There's a thick rubber ball gag between my teeth. It feels like wax was shoved in my ears. I can hear sounds but they're muffled, and oh so far away. I'm on my knees, but they're chained firmly in place as I'm bent over a padded surface. My arms are held out to either side of me and tied down. My head is held at the neck by a heavy collar, and there's a thick plug shoved securely into my ass.

In the distance, I hear a familiar mechanical hiss and it makes sense all of a sudden. They don't want the bulls fucking my ass this time, so they've only been given one target. The rest of me has been removed, so to speak. I truly am just something for them to fuck now. I'm nothing but a pussy. I want it, I need it, and I wish the bull would just hurry the fuck up.

Thankfully, I don't have to wait for long. I can't see him coming, I can barely hear him, but somehow, I know. I can sense him.

And then, I can feel him.

There's no warning, no prep, but I'm already gushing for him, slick spilling down my thighs as my body burns with desire. He slides right in, filling me to the hilt and making me squirm with pleasure. That's all the encouragement he needs, and harsh strokes pound my battered body as he begins to chase his release. In an instant, I'm swept up with him, getting used like I'm meant to and happily clinging on for the ride to the peak. My world has dialed down to a single point, a single purpose.

I scream as I climax, jerking against my bonds as I tighten around the massive cock inside me. I detonate so hard I see stars in the darkness of my hood. I wish they'd just leave me here with the bulls, high on whatever they give me that makes me so needy with a cock between my legs, this is all I could ever want.
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Time seems to stretch on endlessly as I remain in the Stocks. For once, everything is perfect. Bull after bull takes their turn with me, their thrusts filling me so completely that streams of cum spill out and down my trembling legs. My body can barely contain the overwhelming amount of pleasure coursing through it, causing every inch of me to ache in both pain and ecstasy. And yet, I never want it to stop.

Some part of me remembers I need to be scared of what comes next, but I forget the thought as soon as another bull is at my back.

As each bull mounts me, some are rough and fast while others take their time, savoring every inch of me. Every so often I get to feel him, my bull. His touch is so tender and sweet that even though I can't see him, I know it's him. He tries to clean me again the first time, but I hear a noise like he's in pain and I bleat in panic before he mounts me. He's still gentler than the rest, but after that first time, he doesn't try to take care of me, he just fucks me.

I don't mind. As long as I keep climaxing, as long as he keeps touching me, as long at the bulls keep coming, I don't mind anything at all. Even when I black out from pure exhaustion and wake up with another bull fucking me, it's pure bliss.

But nothing good lasts forever.

Eventually there's too long a pause, and I know something's changed. My time is up. My hips are still rolling, still bucking with need, but I'm empty, and no one is coming to fill me with relief.

Out of nowhere, I feel hands on me, and I recoil from the harsh light as the leather hood is yanked from my head. I tremble as I stare up at Caleb's vicious face, the vet standing right beside him with a medical bag over his shoulder. He reaches forward and tugs the wax plugs from my ears.

"All right, let's see if we were successful. Otherwise, she's all yours, Caleb," the vet says, taking a blood draw from my arm. "I'll radio you with the results when I'm done, you wait here."

I whimper as he hands Caleb the medical bag and walks off, leaving me alone with the cruel tech. As soon as the vet's gone, he grabs my chin, forcing me to look up at him.

"You literally have one job, one basic fact of biology, and you can't even do that, you stupid cow? After all this time? Well don't worry, I'm going to put you to go use," he snarls before letting go of me. He stalks around behind me and I hear the sound of a zipper. He's pitifully small as he shoves himself inside me after so many bulls stretching me out, but I jerk my hips anyway, my body instinctively trying to use him to work towards another climax.

"God you, horny little slut. We're going to have so much fun together, aren't we? You won't mind what I do to you as long as I fuck you, will you?" he grunts as he begins to fuck me. Even his deepest thrusts don't come close to filling me. I bring my hips back to meet him, trying to encourage him to go deeper, but he just doesn't have it in in him.

"You're going to help me prove that you stupid sluts have it too good. You don't need as much food as we give you, or care. One by one, we're going to remove your organs and alter your diet until you're perfect, everything is streamlined. You don't need a full digestive system if you're only eating formula feed. We'll be able to reduce your resource consumption. And once we prove we can do it with the Hucows, eventually it'll spread to women everywhere. This systems good, but you whores have too much freedom. The idea that any of you are out there walking around instead of being caged like the animals you are makes me sick. You're incubators, and that's all you're ever going to be," he taunts. "You're going to be the next step in helping me change the world."

I whimper but before he can keep ranting, the radio crackles to life.

"Caleb, Hucow #418 is not pregnant. You may proceed."

Pain explodes in the side of my head and I scream as my collar holds me fast. Caleb begins to pummel me even as he keeps fucking me, striking out with both hands.

"You're mine now, slut. I can do whatever I like. You're going to help me change the world, but first you're going to pay for failing at the only thing your gender is good for."

His fists rain down on me and there's nothing I can, no way I can stop it. I scream and squeal against the ball gag, but the sound comes out as muffled squeaks. He keeps hitting me, thrusting harder as he does. It takes him no time at all to finish, clearly turned on by having me at his mercy. I sob as he climaxes inside me, filling me with seed that I now known will never take. I'm not needy any more, even though my hips haven't quite gotten the message. He pulls out of me even as he's still releasing, spraying my legs with his cum and leaving me a sticky mess.

"Now personally, I'm not a big fan of the gags. They get in the way. I'll probably go ahead and remove your teeth so you can suck dick better, but I still need a way to keep you from making noise. I'm so glad I came prepared," he says, pulling a vial and a syringe out of the bag. I watch nervously as he draws out nearly the whole bottle. He grabs my collar, holding me still as he injects it right over the collar into the skin of my throat. It feels like he just injected me with ice and it's so cold it burns as it spreads through me.

"Permanent paralytic. Your vocal cords will never work again," he explains with a smile before picking up the radio. "Please let the operating theater know I'll have Hucow #418 over to them in about half an hour, we have some business to finish first."

I shudder as he pulls out a chain.
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Caleb begins to beat me with the chain. I howl, or I try to, whatever he did to my throat, it was instant, and it worked. No noise comes out. Instead of cries, the heavy sound of chain hitting flesh fills the arena. I shudder and sob, tears rolling down my cheeks. I try desperately to pull away, but I'm held too tight, there's no where to go.

I'm distantly aware of bellows and groans in the distance, but I'm too wrapped up in my own pain to decipher what they mean. Caleb doesn't stop, he doesn't slow, he simply changes it up as his arms get tired, alternating the chain with his fists.

At this rate, I'll probably be dead before I ever reach the operating theater.

Suddenly, there's a horrible crash like the end of the world as metal rips in a way its not supposed to. I see Caleb turn in shock, but I'm too grateful for the respite to look myself until I hear the thunder of footsteps. My head snaps around just in time to see my bull plow into Caleb, taking him to the ground in one fell swoop with a roar of fury. His arms windmill, but he's no match for the brute strength of a beast twice his size. Even when my bull jerks to a stop, howling in pain and clawing at the collar around his throat, he still manages to kick out at Caleb. My eyes widen in horror as I realize he's being electrocuted, the shock collar punishing him for saving me. I try to cry for him to stop, to tell him I'm not worth it, but the words don't come. He looks at me, steely determination in those eyes that were so warm once before, and both hands grip his collar. With a mighty roar, he yanks, breaking the steel like its cheap plastic. It shatters in pieces around him, but he doesn't even take a minute. He simply goes back to beating Caleb to death, even as the cruel vet tech screams for help.

No help comes.

There's no contest at all, without the chain, without any weapon at all, in what feels like the blink of an eye, Caleb is laying in a bloody pulp, his face beaten beyond recognition. My bull stands over him, shaking with rage and adrenaline, but when he turns to look at me, I'm not afraid. Somehow I know he'd never hurt me.

Using his teeth, he rips the leather gloves on his hands off before he reaches for me. Even free of their constraints, his fingers fumble over the buckles holding me in place. After several failed attempts, growling in frustration, he simply begins to rip the leather apart until I'm free, my collar and restraints in shreds. I try to stand on shaky legs, but I end up falling at his feet. He sinks to knees before me, using the softest touch as he rips my gag off.

"Hurt?" he asks, his voice rough and unsure, like he's not used to using it. I start to shake my head, but my eyes well up with tears and I fall into his chest. His strong arms wrap around me and scoop me into his arms. I sob silently into his shoulder as he carries me back towards his cell.

"Name?" he grunts, and I shake my head miserably. My throat still burns icy hot from whatever Caleb gave me to destroy my vocal cords.

My bull has to duck his head and stoop carefully as we reach the ruined remains of his cell door. He destroyed the metal to get to me, to save me.

I hold him tighter even as he tries to set me down in the straw. When I don't let go, he sits, settling me in his lap.

"Name?" he repeats. I shake my head sadly. I know I had a name before they called me #418, but I don't remember it, even if I could make the words come. He points at himself, "Atlas."

Atlas. What a perfect name. But all I can do is cry as he points at me again, and I point at my now ruined throat, shaking my head.

It dawns on him.

"No talk?" he asks, frowning. I respond by sniffling and burying my face in his shoulder as I cry. His arms tighten around me, comforting me in a way I've never had.

"Flower," he says quietly after a few moments, murmuring into my hair. "You Flower."
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It doesn't take much for me to cry myself to sleep in Atlas's arms. I love the name he gave me, and I love the way he holds me. I can't remember anyone being so kind in my whole life.

As I said before, nothing good lasts forever.

We wake in the morning surrounded by ranch hands holding cattle prods, and I flinch back from the sight. Atlas carefully lifts me and deposits me in the corner of the cell furthest from the openings, putting himself between me and them as he squares up like he's going to charge. I peak out behind him just enough to see what's going on.

A tall man in a cowboy hat I've never seen before stands next to the vet, frowning.

"What do you want to do, Doc?" he asks.

"Well Foreman, if it was any other bull, I'd say put him down and reclaim #418. But Senator McCloud will not be happy if we dispose of this one. I don't want to think what kind of trouble he could make for us," the vet says, stroking his chin thoughtfully. "We never got her producing milk, so we're not losing anything if we leave her with him. You saw the security footage of what Caleb did, it's not like she's going to draw attention to herself. She can't."

"You want to just leave a Hucow in here with a Bull? Permanently?"

"Want is a strong word, but I don't see a viable alternative. He was already hard to handle. That was the strongest shock collar we've ever made that he destroyed. Even if we tranq him and take her, it's going to be a headache. If we fix the door and install cameras, I bet we could find more than a few customers who would be interested in watching them," the Vet says. "We didn't expect her to survive more than a few weeks as it was. This might give a chance to study new bull behavior, and find a new revenue stream."

The Foreman seems to take that in slowly, rocking back on his heels.

"God, I wish we could just shoot him. He made a mess of your man, Doc. But you're right. All right boys, knock 'em out with the gas and fix that door. They can fuck each other to death for all I care."

The vet and the Foreman walk away as the other men full bandanas up over their noses. That's all the warning we get before one of them throws something that explodes into a puff of smoke. It only takes a moment before the world starts to go fuzzy and I swoon. I hear Atlas cry, feel his hands on my cheeks, but that's the last thing I'm aware of before it all goes black.

[image: image-placeholder]

When I wake, Atlas is hunched over me, concern written in the lines on his face. I yawn and reach for him hesitantly, sure I'm dreaming. He can't still really be here, they would have taken me away…

Until I touch him and his skin is warm to the touch. He is absolutely real and he hefts me into his arms, holding me against his chest. I hug him tightly and look around. We're in the same cell from before, but the ruined door has been replaced. We're alone, and I'm safe, thanks to him. Even if I can see the blinking lights of cameras in the corners.

Need pulses through me. Before I know what I'm doing, I'm grinding my hips against Atlas. Confused, he pulls away, looking at me curiously.

"Flower?" he asks as I reach for his cock. I can already feel the wetness building, and I'm certain they gave me something while I was out. I don't care. I can finally have what I want, my bull, fucking me forever.

I try to say his name but a wordless gasp of air is all that comes out as I fit myself down over his massive erection. In an instant, Atlas is a thousand percent on board with what I'm doing and his hands wrap around my hips gently. He raises and lowers me with the tenderest of care, bouncing me on his cock.

If only I could cry out. Instead I buck my hips, encouraging him to pick up the pace. It only takes a moment for him to get the idea. He's still gentle, still careful, but he rocks his hips with a speed and power I can only imagine, fully seating himself in me with each thrust. I rock against him, trying to get friction on my clit, and I realize for the first time in what feels like my life, I have use of my hands. I plunge one hand between us, beginning to play with my clit. My fingers feel thick and clumsy, but it's enough to get the job done, and in no time at all I'm climbing towards what I know will be the best orgasm I've ever had.

Atlas brings his face to mine, his huge nose ring bumping against me, but I don't care as I brush my lips over his. I don't know what I'm doing, but it feels right, this feels right. He picks up his pace against, slamming into me just as I hit my clit in the perfect spot, and I come with a soundless scream.

Somehow, in the back of my needy little hucow brain, I know the Foreman's right. Men will pay a lot of money to watch us. But I don't care, as long as I get to stay with Atlas and be his Flower, I don't care about anything else.


The Ranch Series


In a future where women are considered nothing more than property, prisons have been replaced with the Hucow Ranch: a place 
where women are transformed into livestock to be bred and milked.

The Volunteer Hucow
Hucow #214 volunteers for a life at the Hucow Ranch in order to protect her family. It has been ages since someone volunteered for the Hucow Ranch, and they plan to make a fortune on their new virgin's first televised breeding. 30,000 words.

The Lobotomized Hucow
Framed for a crime she didn't commit, Hucow #347 ends up in the hands of the man who thinks she killed his parents. When he finds out she's innocent, her handler performs a secret lobotomy on her to save her from suffering. Soon, she's the happiest cow the Ranch has ever seen. 12,000 words.

The Bull
Most men avoid jail time by sending their slaves to the Broodmare Farm. But what happens to the men with no one to sacrifice? A 7,000 word short story.

The Broodmare
Sentenced to a three year sentence at the Broodmare Farm, Carly is subject to multiple breedings in an attempt to become pregnant. A 9,000 word part one of a duet.

The Infertile Hucow
After being sentenced to a three year stay at the Broodmare Farm, Carly is sent to the Hucow Ranch to see if a permanent transformation into Hucow #418 will fix her infertility. When it doesn't work, will they find another purpose for this cow? Or will she be put down? A 9,000 word conclusion to a duet.

The Compliant Hucow
After her father pisses off the wrong man, Elsie is chosen for the experimental compliance project at the Hucow Ranch. Hucow #499 will be the first attempt at mind control.

The Prized Cow
Coming Late Spring 2024

When he hears the crimes Hucow #521 committed, freeing other women and taking them overseas where slavery is outlawed, the Ranch's Foreman decides this cow deserves a special brand of punishment.

The First Cow
Coming Summer 2024

Go back to the beginnings of the Hucow Ranch with their very first cow.

Box Set Vol. 1 – 3

Contains The Volunteer Hucow broken into two short stories and The Lobotomized Hucow.
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