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"Amelia Jones, on the charges of motor vehicle theft and vehicular manslaughter, you have been found guilty. You are hereby sentenced to life at Hucow Ranch immediately. Bailiff."  
I'm absolutely numb. I wasn't really expecting a fair trial, but I wasn't even in the damn car. I thought surely the evidence would make that clear. I don't know how to drive. My Master would never permit me. But his nineteen year old son got drunk one night, stole a car, and killed two people in the ensuing wreck. And somehow they pinned it on me.
I was at home in the cellar. But it doesn't matter. The other six women my Master owns swore up and down that it was me who stole the car, luring the teenager along for the "adventure" of it. At twenty years old, I'm his youngest piece of property and the newest. The others have been with him for years longer than I have, so he'd rather keep them. My father only sold me to him nine months ago, and the crime in question was two months after that. I've been living in a jail cell ever since, waiting for a judge to see that I was framed.
And now I'm going to the Hucow Ranch.
The bailiff hauls me to my feet, cuffing my hands behind my back. I hardly notice. I'm so used to being restrained at this point that sitting with my hands free with my public defender felt almost wrong. He gives me a sad smile before the bailiff leads me off. I don't try to speak, knowing it will only get me slapped, or worse. I told him I was innocent, and there were days where I thought he might believe me, but it doesn't matter now.
About fifty years ago, with society on the brink of collapse and technology starting to fail, a group of politicians banded together to declare that the problems with the world were the fault of women and that everything could be corrected if men were in charge. So, in North America, overnight women went from being fully fledged citizens to property. It's hard to punish people who have no freedom in the eyes of the law, so some enterprising individuals founded the Broodmare Farm and the Hucow Ranch. Most female criminals get sent to serve a term of up to five years at the Farm where they reproduce enough offspring to pay their legal fines. The Ranch is for those who have committed serious crimes that deserve a life sentence.
Like me. The woman who stole a car and killed someone without ever leaving the house.
I'm taken to a holding cell that's more of a closet. There's no room for me to even sit. It's so tight it's almost like standing in a casket.  He takes my socks and shoes off my feet with surprising ease like he's had lots of practice. The door is locked behind me without a word, and I'm left alone with no idea of how long I'll be in here with only the light under the door to keep me company.
I let the tears fall while there's no one to see me. I can't do anything about what's about to happen to me, and it's not like my future was particularly bright before, but I grieve it anyway. At least before I had stolen moments where I could be alone to try to do things I enjoy, but I've heard the stories about the Ranch. Every woman has. Free moments will be a thing of the past. Still. While I enjoy the last bit of privacy I'll probably ever have, I let it all out. My fear, my sorrow, the injustice of it all flees in great, big, heaving sobs. I have to wipe my nose on the sleeve of the orange jumpsuit. Ordinarily I'd be afraid of getting it dirty since I've seen girls whipped for that, but what more can they do to me?
[image: image-placeholder]I have no idea how much time has passed when the door finally opens. Long enough for me to stop crying at least. I ran out of tears sometime ago.
There are two figures in front of me, but they're silhouetted against the light spilling from the opening, and it's so bright that it hurts my eyes. It takes several painful moments of blinking before I can see them. The two men can't be much older than I am. The taller one has sandy blonde hair and the bluest eyes I've ever seen, like the ocean when I've seen it on television. The shorter one still manages to tower over my 5'2" frame, but he has red hair and green eyes. Their facial expressions are hard to read. I can't tell what they think of me.
"Is this the last one?" The red haired man asks. They're not dressed like guards. No, they're wearing flannel and jeans.
"Yup. Ten new cows in one day. This is almost a record," the other responds. He pulls something from his pocket, and I try to take half a step back as he reaches for me. Then he moves faster than I can blink, stepping towards me and using his body weight to pin me against the back wall in a flash. I yelp, but it does no good. He's so much bigger and stronger than me, and my arms hurt where they're trapped against the rough stone. He yanks my shoulder length black hair out of the way, and I can't even struggle as he wraps a leather collar around my throat, buckling it into place like it's the final nail in my coffin. Then he pins my head against the side wall so I have no where to look but into his eyes.
"Just do what you're told. You won't like what happens when we punish bad cows," he says with so much menace that my heart seizes in my chest. His blue eyes are cold with fury and I don't know what I've done to deserve it. "Hand me the gag, Rory," he says over his shoulder to the red headed man as he presses on the side of my jaw to force my mouth open.
"Damn, Liam, I've never seen you be this aggressive this early. We don't even have her in the truck yet," Rory says, handing over a ball gag. I manage to get a whimper out before he's shoving it between my lips. But he doesn't release my head, even once it's in place.
"This is the bitch who was driving the car that killed my parents," Liam growls and terror shoots through me. I gurgle uselessly against the black rubber in my mouth, wanting to tell him how sorry I am for his loss but that I'm not the one who did it. But I can't, and he glares at me with such hatred that I know he'd never believe me anyway. 
No one ever will.
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They take me to the back of a large, black van. Nine other women stand along the sides, their arms secured over their heads. It only takes Liam a moment to uncuff my my arms, but he's not gentle about it. No, he jerks my wrists up to the manacles handing from the ceiling that are waiting for me, leaving bruises in his wake as he locks me in place. He grabs my chin as soon as he's sure I'm not going anywhere. 
"I'm going to enjoy watching you suffer," he says quietly. Then he's gone, the door shut and the only light comes from the two panes of glass in the doors. Most of the other women are watching me curiously, wondering what I've done to be singled out, but a handful are too busy crying to take notice. I try to shrug, like I don't know why he hates me, but I do, and I'm fairly certain he'll get the chance to do just that.
[image: image-placeholder]We drive for hours. And hours. To the point that I'm amazed we didn't have to stop for gas, but the van never stops. It barely slows at times. My arms throb from being held over my head, my muscles quivering with the strain. It feels like my throat's on fire, and my jaws ache from being held open. My bladder starts to hurt and I do my best to ignore it, hoping we'll be there soon. But as the drive continues, the need gets worse, and I finally can't hold it anymore. Tears roll down my burning cheeks, I have to let it go, and warmth soaks both my legs and my jumpsuit. The woman next to me fixes me with a glare, but sometime later I get a new flash of the smell of urine and I realize she's done the same thing.
I don't glare at her. It's not her fault anymore than it is mine.
After what feels like an eternity, the van slows and finally stops. Suddenly the tension in the van is palpable as we all brace for what's coming. Two of the girls start crying all over again.
The door opens and a cowboy dressed in all black walks in, eyeing us and, based on his facial expression, not liking what he sees. He's older, with salt and pepper hair that's just visible under his ten gallon hat. But his outfit is too clean, too pressed, and somehow I know this man's never gotten his hands dirty in his life.
"Well, this isn't the sorriest group of cattle we've had here on the ranch, but it's damn near close. I'm the Ranch Foreman. Name's Wyatt, but I don't expect you to remember that. You won't remember your own names about a week from now. Now, you may be criminals, and this may be a punishment, but that doesn't mean you can't enjoy life here on the Ranch. You do what you're told and go along with things, and you might just enjoy the rest of your days. You don't, and well, you may not like what happens. But it won't change anything. You're Hucows now, and you'll do what Hucows do. You eat, you sleep, you get milked, and you get bred. That's all you're good for."
His tirade is cut off momentarily as one of the girls wails around her gag. As fast as lightning splitting the night sky, he backhands her across the face. She yelps and his fist sinks into her stomach. She doubles over as far as her bonds allow, but she doesn't make another sound. 
He continues like nothing ever happened.
"Now we usually don't get groups this big at one time. So some of you are going to go to the holding pens before you go onto processing. But don't worry, some of the Ranch Hands will be over shortly to keep you company."
I don't know which group I want to be in. I don't know if I want to put off the inevitable, or just get it over with. The anticipation is killing me. But of course the decision isn't up to me because Liam's there the moment the Foreman is gone, clipping a lead to my collar.
"Can't miss the chance to fuck you while you're still there," he taps my forehead. "Wouldn't want you to start life as a cow without experiencing that first."
I want to pull away, to dig my heels in, but I don't dare as he takes the manacles off my arms. They're so stiff that it hurts to lower them, but it hurts to keep holding them up more. Without warning, a harsh hand on my shoulder shoves me to the ground so I land on hands and knees, thudding against the metal floor. I do my best to keep from crying against the gag, not wanting to get hit. I don't want to give him any more reasons to hurt me.
"Crawl," he orders. "You'll never walk on two legs again."
Tears well in my eyes, but I do as he says. My knees are bruised from the fall, and each motion hurts, but I do it anyway. My right wrist throbs and I wonder if maybe I sprained it, but I also know he won't care. He wants this to hurt.
Getting down from the back of the van is a challenge, and I hesitate. It's only about eighteen inches, but I don't know what to do. I could step down easily enough on two legs, but like this? Liam tugs insistently and I reach down slowly, trying to get both hands on the ground before I lower the rest of my body, but he doesn't give me the chance. He yanks sharply and I tumble forward, squealing like a pig around the gag before I land on my face in the dirt.
Laughter breaks out around me and I look up. There are maybe fifteen or twenty men, all dressed like Liam and Rory, and they're thoroughly amused by my struggles. Several call out jeers and one yells, "Looks like she wet herself in the truck, Liam. Better hose her down before you get going."
"Oh don't worry, I plan to. Come on, cow," he responds, jerking on my lead again until I make it back to my hands and knees.
I'm quite certain my face is the color of the tomato as I'm led towards the waiting pens.
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Liam may not want me walking on two legs anymore, but he hauls me upright once he gets me inside a round metal corral. He makes quick work of trying me to the fence so that I'm eagle spread, my limbs secured tightly with rope. He pulls a pocket knife from his jeans, unfolding the blade. I tremble as I stare at it. 
"I got special permission from the Foreman for this. We're not normally allowed to fuck the cows until they've been through processing, but he agreed these were unique circumstances," he says as he begins to cut through my jumpsuit. His knife is razor sharp, and he cleaves through the fabric in matter of moments, leaving orange scraps on the ground. Then he turns his attention to the sorry excuse for a sports bra across my chest and the granny panties the prison gave me, reducing them to tatters with ease.
"You got a hot little body, I'll give you that," he grunts as he steps back to admire his handiwork. He tweaks one nipple and I flinch.
"These are pretty small. We'll fix that soon. You ever been fucked before, cow?"
I stare into those ocean blue eyes and nod. The day my Master bought me, both he and his son had their way with me. It wasn't an enjoyable experience, but it wasn't as awful as I feared either. It was quick, over in a manner of minutes for each of them. They both made use of me frequently in the two months before I was arrested. 
Disappointment flashes across his face, but it's quickly replaced by anger. Over his shoulder I can see the other women being led away, but several of the hands have come over to enjoy the show. They climb up on the fence and get comfortable.
"Tony, can you pass me the hose? I gotta wash the piss off her."
He retreats to the fence line and someone passes him a hose. He turns back to me and I shriek as he sprays me down with ice cold water. The stream isn't gentle either, no it's full force like he's trying to get the mud off a dirty car. I try to cower from the spray but of course I have nowhere to go. It goes on far too long, and I'm well past clean when he finally turns the damn thing off. My soaked hair is freezing against my skin, hanging in thick, black ropes.
I watch anxiously as he drapes the hose over the railing, afraid he's going to use it on me again. He fixes me with a smile as he watches me track his movements.
"Better keep that right there. You'll probably need a bath again before I'm done with you."
He steps right up to me, so his fully clothed chest is bare inches from my naked one. I have to crane my neck up to meet his eyes. The hatred in them hurts as much as the cold water did, knowing I don't deserve it. I wish I could tell him that I'm not the one who killed his parents.
"Hucows are so pumped full of hormones and drugs that they can't help needing to be fucked. They're reduced down to the most basic functions. That's what we're going to do you. But before that, you're going to beg me to fuck you. Nothing altering your brain chemistry. Just you."
That's all the warning I get before he plunges two fingers inside me, his thumb coming down on my clit. I squeal against my gag instantly. No one's ever touched me there. I did some experimenting based on overhearing the other household slaves talk about climaxing and how none of the men in the house could find a clit if their life depended on it. But it never got me anywhere. I felt too awkward about it.
So when he touches me, it's like a thunderbolt, and electricity shoots through my body. He fixes me with a sadistic grin, and goes to work, his eyes bright and cruel as they search for every little reaction I give. He's clearly had lots of experience, because his fingers working their way in and out feels better than sex ever has. His strokes are agonizingly slow and light one moment, then urgent and strong the next, pushing me towards the precipice of ecstasy. The ropes around me creak as they strain to keep me upright - my muscles quivering uncontrollably. I've never felt like this before. He's bringing me to a peak that I never thought possible, and he has to steady my hips with his free hand to keep me from moving too much. Soon, I'm right there, the edge within reach, and I know I'm about to fall off it at any second.
The bastard drops his hands, and takes a step back. My hips rock forward, trying desperately to follow him, but he's too far away. Deliberately.
I stare at him, horrified, and panting around the ball gag in my mouth. The trembling won't stop, but neither I will I. I strain forward, almost involuntarily, trying to get him to touch me again. He simply smiles at me.
And waits.
And waits.
Until my heart rate slows, my breathing evens, and I sag against the ropes holding me up. Only once he's sure I've come down completely does he touch me again, driving me back towards the satisfaction I never knew I needed until today.
Every time my pussy starts to flutter and is on the verge of clamping down around him, he pulls away. Over and over, he drives me right to the precipice of an orgasm, only to stop short. I struggle to breathe, my nose flaring as I try to keep the tears back, try not to sniffle. But Liam just looks at me with a grin that's nothing short of vicious before he starts up again. I can't even stop my hips from bucking, from jerking forward when he inevitably pulls away. He lets me chase him every single time and my shame grows.
Before long I don't care that I'm sobbing or that my face is burning, hot to the touch with humiliation, I strain my hips after him with everything I have.
I don't know how long he's been playing this game with me, but it feels like a lifetime. The sun set hours ago, but the bright lights around the pen illuminate the show we're putting on for the other hands. I lack the energy to lift my head, my eyes fixated on his hand as it touches me. Another few rounds, and I'm not sure I'll be able to keep my eyes open.
"You want to come, cow?" he asks. It's the first words he's spoken to me in hours. Despite knowing in my heart that this a trick, a cruel gesture meant to taunt me, I can't stop the way my heart leaps in my chest in hope. His free hand cups my chin, forcing me to look up at him.
"I asked you a question," Liam taunts. "Do you want to come, cow?"
I know I shouldn't, it's what he wants, but I nod fervently anyway. Yes, I desperately want, need, to come.
"I'm going to take your gag off, and you're going to beg me to make you come. You say anything else, you make any other sound, the gag goes back in, and you go straight to processing. You'll never speak again."
Fuck.
I want nothing more than to do as he says, to finally get to that illusive orgasm that has me barely clinging to sanity, but there's something more important. If this is my only chance, even if he doesn't believe me, I have to take it.
He unbuckles the leather slowly, yanking the ball gag out from between my teeth. I have to hold back a shriek as I finally close my aching jaws.
"Now beg," he orders, ignoring the fact that I'm still desperately trying to get my voice back in working order. "Beg," he snaps again, growing impatient.
"I didn't kill your parents," I rasp, cowering as far as the ropes will allow as mottled fury floods across his face. He raises his hand as if to strike me, and I hurry to spit out the next part.
"I don't even know how to drive a car. My master's son framed-"
That's all I get out before he's stuffing the gag back in, buckling it tighter than it was before. I look up at him pleadingly, my eyes filling with tears all over again.  I'm not asking him to change anything. I'm here, my life is done for, but I want him not to hate me. I want him to know who the real culprit is so he can get justice. 
"Get her to the vet!" he hollers as he storms off.
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I'm too weak to crawl so I'm dragged through the mud. I can't bring it in me to give a shit. My body's still humming with need, and my pussy would like to have a little talk with my brain about our priorities. But I know I did the right thing. Whatever they're going to do to me, I know I'm not going to be able to tell him the truth when they're done. This was my only chance, and I don't regret taking it, even if I am still squirming with unfilled desire. 
The handler finally manages to force me up to my knees as we reach the glass doors. It takes everything I have to stagger inside on all fours. I blink blearily in the intense florescent lighting, so bright it makes my head hurt. But what I see is too intriguing for me to close my eyes.
One of the girls from the truck is strapped over a padded bench. Something's shoved into her ass, which is wrapped in a bandage that I assume wasn't there before, but before I can look too closely, a man in a white coat is stalking towards us.
"Is this the last one?" he asks briskly, barely glancing down at me.
"Yeah, Doc. Liam just finished up with her. This is the special one," my handler explains and the Doc scowls at me now.
"Go ahead and take her to the operating theater. We'll get her voice box done before we start the injections. Hand her over to Caleb."
"Yes, sir," he says, and he begins to tug me down the hallway before I've even had a chance to wrap my mind around the words he used. We go through two sets of double doors, and then we're in a room made of what looks like stainless steel. There's a much younger man in a lab coat, and I don't at all like the cruel gleam in his eye as he looks at me. I back up as much as my short lead will allow.
"Here ya go," the handler says, passing my leash to the man who I assume is Caleb. "Doc says to get her voice box done."
He smiles down at me like a shark looking at a minnow, taking a syringe from the table.
"With pleasure," he says, yanking me forward sharply. I don't get a choice in the matter. He's too strong, and in seconds, that needle is in my neck.
The world winks out of existence. 
[image: image-placeholder]My first thought upon waking is that I can't move. I don't open my eyes, but I try desperately to sit up and find that I can't. It takes me several more moments before my eyelids cooperate with me and I'm able to look around. I'm in that same all steel room, or one just like it, but I'm tied down on a table. Heavy leather straps run across my chest, hips, knees, and ankles, keeping me from doing more than breathing. The gag's gone, replaced with a heavier collar that sits almost painfully on my throat. A glance to one side reveals an IV of bright blue liquid being fed into my arm. At least my legs are closed, I'm not strung up like I was on the fence.
I exhale a heavy sigh through my nose, and tell myself it's okay. The longer it takes them to come back, the longer it takes before I start suffering again for a crime I didn't commit. Not remembering my life before the Ranch sounds pretty good right now.
But I don't have long to enjoy the peace and quiet, because Caleb storms in with an energy that makes me think he was watching on a camera for me to wake up. He hurries over, taking out another leather tie, and before I know it, he's wrapped it around my forehead. Now I can't even look around.
"The Doc likes you to be doped up before we start, but I think you deserve all the pain, don't you? After all, you did kill two innocent people, didn't you, whore?"
I know I shouldn't, I really do, but I open my mouth to speak anyway. Liam didn't believe me, there's no reason he will either, but I'll keep telling them until-
Well, until the cows come home is probably a really poor choice of words here, isn't it?
But to my horror, it's not words that come from my lips. The weird box on my throat comes to life and instead what comes out is, "Mooooooooooooooooooooooooo!"
I flinch like I've been struck, and I try again, much to Caleb's delight.
"Cows don't speak, you stupid bitch. They moo. And that's what you're going to do."
I can't help it, I keep trying to get the words to come.
"Moooooooooo! Mooooo! Mooooooooooooooooooooo!"
He just laughs at me instead, patting my cheek none too gently. It's just shy of a stinging slap.
"You'll get it eventually, you dumb cow. But I can't have anyone hearing you. Not until I've had my fun."
I see the leather in his hands, but there's nothing I can do as he forces the ball gag back into my mouth, silencing even my bovine noises. Now all I can do is watch as he goes through with whatever he has planned for me. Somehow I think what's fun for him, won't be fun for me.
There's another needle in his hand, and for half a second, I dare to hope he's going to knock me out again, but there's no such luck. He begins a series of injections, one after the other, in a variety of places: my stomach, my thighs, my breasts, he even twists my hips up against the leather so he can reach my ass. There's no time at all between, no warning before each pinch, and I breathe a tiny sigh of relief when he stops for a moment, his hand stroking idly at my breast.
Then he pinches and twists my nipple, beaming as I squeal in pain. He repeats the motion with the other one, harder this time, as he stares into my eyes. His green eyes glitter with malice as he does it again. And again. He alternates between the two, trying to see how much hurt he can cause.
"I can tell the Doc I did your nose ring while you were out. It's not like you can tell him, can you, you dumb cow?" he asks, but I know he's not expecting any kind of answer. He turns away and I strain to watch him, terrified by the implication of his words.
His hands are on my face a moment later, a strange metal gadget in his hand.
"Take a deep breath, or don't, I don't really care," he says as he grabs my nose. I go cross eyed trying to see what it is he's doing, but it's too late, and I howl into my gag as a sharp pain shoots through my nose. Tears roll down my cheeks, and Caleb just gives a twisted grin as he fumbles with the throbbing bit of skin. I can feel something metal and cold.
He holds up a mirror a moment later so I can see the silver ring now hanging from a septum piercing, resting against my upper lip. It's not big, maybe the size of a Penny, but there's something distinctly… cattle like about it.
Caleb checks his watch.
"Doc's expecting you in twenty minutes. That gives me just enough time to give you the serum, and your ear tag too. Better do the tag first. Don't want you squirming and messing it up."
He's fumbling with something off to the side again, and I get the flash of what looks like a solid white handgun. It becomes a blur to the right side of my head. Then there's another pinch and flash of pain. I cry out again, for all the good it does me, and suddenly I can feel the weight of something heavy and plastic hanging from my ear.
Caleb's quick to show me the mirror again so I can see the giant green tag that says "#894".
"That's what you are now. A Hucow with a number, not a name," he hisses gleefully.
I'll admit, I didn't expect this kind of treatment. I knew the Ranch was a punishment and that life here wouldn't be kind, but I didn't expect the men working here to revel so much in suffering and causing pain. Caleb's like a villain from Saturday morning cartoons.
"Now for the serum," he mutters, taking out the largest syringe I've seen yet. I try to flinch away for all the good it does as he bends over me. When I realize he's reaching for my pussy, I stop caring about the gag, the voice box, and the ties. I thrash and cry out with everything I have, and I don't care when the leather bites into my skin.
It does nothing. He doesn't stop, or even slow, and I hardly move, bleating out a low "MOOO!" around the ball in my mouth.
"So dramatic," he cackles as he slips it between my lower lips. He pushes the plunger, but there's no needle, no pain, just a rush of liquid filling me up from the inside. I'm calm for maybe thirty seconds before it starts to burn, and I scream outright. Even with the gag, it's loud, and I feel a sense of accomplishment as Caleb turns white.
"Shut up, shut up!" he snaps, yanking the syringe away and striking me across the face. He's just set the needle down when the door flies open, and Liam storms in.
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"What are you doing?" Liam demands. "This cow was to be brought to the processing room as soon as she woke up." 
"She did just wake up, and started screaming like a banshee," Caleb says with a shrug. I'm impressed by his ability to lie with a straight face, and I'm shocked when Liam looks at me with something that looks like… concern? That can't be right. But I can't think too hard about that. I'm starting to sweat, and the strange burning in my core has me squirming uncomfortably. 
"You did her piercing and her ear tag?" Liam asks sharply, three long strides covering the distance from the door to me. He leans over me, his gaze sweeping over my face. He must not like what he sees because his blue eyes darken like a storm before he rounds on Caleb. "She's fully coherent!" he bellows.
"I did them while she was still out," Caleb insists with another shrug. "Come on, don't tell me you didn't want this bitch to suffer a little pain. She's the one who took out your mom and pops, right?"
I can't see Liam's face, but his body tenses like he's preparing for a fight.
"Just go," he huffs. "They need you down at the birthing center. I'll get her down to processing."
Caleb looks like he's about to protest, but Liam cuts him off.
"GO!" his voice is a roar. "Or I'll tell the Doc what you did with this cow."
Caleb sulks off. As soon as the door is closed, Liam whirling to face me, taking the gag out of my mouth with the gentlest of fingers. Then he undoes the strap on my head before turning his attention to the rest of my bonds. I stare at him, confused enough that I can't think about the way my pussy is starting to weep from whatever Caleb did.
"I know you can't speak, but right now, before you can't remember, were you telling the truth before?"
I sit up in a hurry, nodding frantically, desperate for him to believe me.
"You said your Master's son stole the car? And they framed you for it?" he asks softly, like even he can't believe what he's saying, but it's all true. I bob my head up and down.
Liam staggers back from the table until he hits the metal door with a THUNK! I hurry to get up, but my legs don't want to support me. I end up crashing to my knees, giving a yelp that turns into a moo of pain. Liam just stares right through me and I have to drag myself to him on my hands, trying furiously to ignore the sensations happening inside me. If I'm not careful, I'll be trying to climb in his lap in a minute.
I'm not horny. I'm not turned on. But it hurts and somehow I know the only way to relieve it is for him to touch me.
We sit there for what feels like forever before Liam speaks, my hips are starting to rock against the floor.
"I didn't believe you. I was so angry. I wanted to punish you, and I thought you were just taking that away from me like you took them. But I thought about it all night. It doesn't make sense. You really didn't do it, did you?"
I shake my head and Liam blanches, staring at me in horror.
"I'm so sorry. I can't fix what they did. There's no going back now."
I shake my head, harder this time. I don't want his apologies. I wanted him to know the truth.
"I can, I can… Fuck. I don't know what I can do. What did Caleb do to you?" he asks.
I point at my nose and then the ear tag.
"You were awake?"
All I can do is nod. Liam scowls.
"That fucking bastard. He's supposed to let the Vet do that after the treatments have started so it doesn't hurt."
I start to mime giving myself a shot, but my pussy burns again and I nearly double over in pain. Liam grabs my shoulders to keep me upright.
"What is it?" 
His concern is touching. With one shaking hand I grab his wrist and drag it to my core. His fingers sink into the wetness and flinch back like it burns him too.
"Fuck. Did he inject something there? Did he say anything?" I start to nod, but Liam already knows the answer. His face, which was white with horror moments ago, is now red with rage. "He used the fucking serum on you, didn't he?"
I barely have time to nod, before Liam sweeps me up in his arms. He sets me on the edge of the table, but stays between my legs, not caring as my thighs clamp around his hips to keep him there.
"The serum's only supposed to be used on cows going to the Stocks. It's only going to hurt worse until you get fucked. I can take you to the Doc, but he's going to have to put you through the rest of the procedures before that can happen, and that'll be hours. I don't-"
I cut off whatever he's about to say when I grind against his front, not caring about anything other than stopping the mounting pain. I look at him, begging, pleading, and I open my mouth but all that comes out is a single, needy moo.
"Okay," Liam pants, reaching for the buckle on his belt. "I can't fix this. I can't fix what they did to you. But I can take care of you. Now and later. I can make it so none of this hurts."
I'm tugging his pants down and only half listening to what he says. I want him inside me now. I need the pain to stop.
"It's not much, but I can do that, I can make sure you're so far gone you don't suffer," he promises, taking my head in his hands, searching my eyes for something. I don't know if he finds it, but he kisses my forehead, wearing regret like its a mask.
Then his dick punches up so he's inside me. I come up off the table entirely and into his arms. I must weigh nothing to him because he bounces me up and down on his thick, hard cock like I'm a basketball. Liam is either an exceptional specimen or my master and his son were poorly endowed. He's barely started and he's reached parts of me I never knew existed. I'm moaning and mooing with every thrust.
He holds me with one arm, fumbling with something on the table that he reaches for behind me. The next thing I know, his hips have slowed and the leather and plastic ball gag is dangling in front of my face again.
"I'm sorry, but if they hear you, they'll come in and they'll take you before I can make it better," he apologizes, but I don't care. I'll do anything to get him pumping into me again. If he can make this place hurt a little less, if he can protect me from men like Caleb, I don't care what he does to me.
I open my mouth.
"Good girl," he murmurs, hurrying to fasten it around my head again. But I just whine and roll my hips against his. A chuckle escapes him and he says, "I know, I know."
Then he's firing inside me again like a piston and I moo against the gag in ecstasy as I finally get what I want. He's deeper inside of me than I thought possible, I'm full and stretched and it's strangely wonderful. He keeps one arm wrapped around me, and the other snakes between us to reach my clit. If I thought he was skilled before, it's nothing compared to how fast he rockets me up to the peak he took me to so many times what feels like it was just hours ago. But this time there's no cruelty, no taunts, he doesn't pull away or back me from the edge. No, he brings me right to it and, with a particularly sharp thrust of his hips, sending me barreling right over it. I scream as I come, falling apart in his arms in a way I didn't know was possible.
But he's not done. He keeps going, keeps pushing, not breaking contact for a second. I try to whimper but he hushes me, driving me right back toward that peak.
"Come on, pretty cow," he encourages. "Give me another one, and then we'll see what we can do about making sure no one hurts you again."
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It's only after my fourth orgasm that Liam lets himself finish inside my wet heat, finally soothing the aching burn that's eating away at me. I don't know what the serum does, but the pain dulls almost as soon as he climaxes. I'm trembling as he lays me back on the table, but I don't stir or fight him as he begins to fasten me in place. I suspect that's how I'll spend most of my time here. The care and gentleness I was just given a once in a lifetime experience. Not just as a hucow, but for me. I don't think anyone's ever taken care of me like this. At least not since I was a little girl. 
I sigh as I watch him, even as he fastens the straps on my head again so I can't move an inch. Somehow, in this moment, I'm almost content. He's going to fix it so it doesn't hurt going forward, and I can just be a cow and let whatever happens to me happen.
Maybe it'll be a good life.
Liam checks my restraints, then checks them again before he looks down at my face. He runs his hand over my cheek, the pad of his thumb skimming the bit of exposed flesh above my gag.
"I can't knock you out. I can dope you like we do for the branding, but it's not going to be enough. This is going to hurt. It's going to hurt a lot, and I'm so sorry. But I promise once it's done, you won't feel a thing. As soon as we start you on your feed, it's going to take. You'll be happy to get fucked and milked. You won't come in and out of it like some of our other cows do."
I give him the tiniest nod, the bare fraction of an inch I can move my head, trying to tell him it's okay. I'm grateful for what he's doing. Being a dumb cow seems pretty good if it means I won't suffer.
Liam picks up what looks like a white handgun, and there's a sharp pinch in the side of my neck as he injects me with something.
"I'll check on you as often as I can. As long as I work here. You'll be okay. Hell, you might be the happiest cow we have."
He keeps talking after that, but suddenly his words are far away, like they're being shouted from the other end of a windy tunnel. The world seems to get fuzzy, like it's coming out of focus. I wonder what they do if a cow needs glasses, but I lose that thought as quickly as I have it. Liam turns away and I have to strain to see him, but he has a nice backside and I want to admire it through his jeans while I can. His shirt is still untucked where he fucked me, and I blow out a breath of disappointment as I realize I can't really see much.
"I've never done this before, but I've watched my dad do them. You probably don't know this, but lobotomies started coming back around about fifteen years ago. They're popular for women who don't respond well to their wealthy masters," he mutters, but my gaze is focused on the long, thing piece of metal in his hand.
I'm not calm or happy anymore. I'm terrified. I shrink back against the table, my blissful daze fleeing me. Suddenly I'm not so sure that Liam wants to help me, but his sad smile takes me in. His eyes glisten with unshed tears. There's no sign of the hatred from before. He really is doing the best thing he can to help me cope with my new life.
"Take a deep breath," he whispers. "Now let it out."
I obey, and his mouth moves like he's going to say something else. But before I can draw another breath, there's a flash of movement. Light glints off metal. Pain splits my skull as what feels like the world's largest needle drives into my eye socket.
I scream like I've never screamed before. Nothing has ever hurt like this. I come up off the table against the restraints as hard as I can, thrashing like my life depends on it, but it does no good. He's tied me too tight. With every passing second it hurts worse, like an insect is burrowing through my brain. I can't remember not being in pain. I can't remember why I agreed to this, why this is happening. What did I do to deserve this? I have to make it stop, I have to make it stop-
Everything goes black.
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There's a blinding light being shined in my face. I squirm, trying to turn away from it, but I can't move. Opening my eyes feels like a massive effort, and it takes several long minutes of struggle before I'm able to blink them open. Every part of me feels heavy. 
A man is shining a penlight in my face, but I've no idea why.
"Good. There you are. I was starting to think you'd never come out of it," he says, withdrawing the light. I can finally see him. He's older, with graying hair, and he's wearing a long white coat. "I'm sorry for what Caleb did to you without medication. It shouldn't have knocked you out for that long. We went ahead and got your brand out of the way, and the rest of the injections. We just need you conscious for what comes next."
I have absolutely no clue what he's talking about, but he holds up a mirror for me.
I don't know what I thought I looked like, but this wasn't it. I can't be certain, but I could have sworn I was human. However, what looks back in the mirror is some kind of animal.
My head is bald, and dull brown eyes stare back at me as I try to take it all in. A metal ring holds my mouth open, secured by black leather straps that work their way around my head. They run up either side of my nose and the outside of my cheeks, with large black leather flaps so I can't see anything but what's in front of me. I have small, flesh colored ears, and a second set of black leather ears shaped sort of like a dog's. A green tag hangs off one of my smaller ears that says something in writing that I cannot read. There's a thick black collar with a box at the front around my throat. The head harness is attached to a hook overhead, keeping my head up off the ground and in place. There's a little silver ring dangling from my nose.
My whole body is fastened over a beam made of padded leather. It's maybe four inches wide, and it rungs from from between my breasts to the start of my hips. Thick leather straps fasten me to it in several places, and my limbs are attached to the sides like I'm on all fours. There's thick pads over my knees, and strange leather mitts on the ends of my hands. I don't seem to have fingers.
I'm not human. Clearly. But I can't ask him what I am because I just end up drooling around the gag when I try to move my mouth. He chuckles at me, and turns to put the mirror down.
"It's gonna be all right, girl. We'll get you back on track." He goes over to a box on the wall and presses a button. "Can you send Liam in here please? #894 is finally awake, and I figured he'd want to be here to finish her processing."
The box says something back but I can't make out what it is. The man disappears from my narrow field of view, but there's a snapping sound like someone putting a rubber glove on. I don't know how I know that, but I just do. Then I feel something prodding at my rear, a finger invading, and I squeal, trying to move away. Instantly, there's a sharp slap on my hip, coaxing another squeal.
"Hold still," he snaps irritably, and I whimper as I try to do what he says. He forces something hard and cold into my asshole, and I don't like it at all, but there's nothing I can do but cry quietly.
There's a sudden bang as a door flies open, and I hear footsteps.
"Hey Doc, you called for me?" a warm male voice says.
"Yes Liam, #894 is awake and I thought you might like to help me finish her. She's already had most of it. She just needs her anal treatment and to get started on her feed."
The new voice steps where I can see him, peering down at me curiously. He's massive, built like a bear. His hair is the color of wheat, and deep blue eyes stare like they can see into my soul.
Do animals have souls? I don't know. I think we do.
"Sure thing, Doc. What do you want me to do?" Liam asks, one hand reaching out to stroke my cheek. It's surprisingly gentle, in contrast to the hard rubber being forced into my ass. 
"Can you get her feed started? Make sure she takes it while I start the enemas," the man who is apparently called Doc answers. Liam nods, giving me another gentle pat before he disappears. I can only see what's directly in front of my face, which unfortunately, isn't much.
There's now something else pressing into my rear, but I can't tell what, and suddenly, there's a strange sensation of liquid filling me. I squeal and try to squirm, but I only get another hard smack for my trouble. It doesn't stop, it just keeps going, filling me like I'm a water balloon. It's not painful, but it's so uncomfortable. It feels wrong, and all I want to do is rip myself away and force it out. But I can't. Every tiny wiggle is met with a sharp slap, and out of nowhere, the Doc brings his full hand down on my ass cheek.
I scream. It feels like I'm on fire, the pain is searing right through my skin and I don't understand why. No other part of me hurts like this.
"I was kind enough to brand you while you weren't awake to feel it after you had such a severe reaction to your nose ring and tag, but you're making me regret that now. Stay still or I'll brand your other cheek for the hell of it," the Doc snaps. Any kindness he showed when I first woke up is gone, so I try to keep still, sniffling as quietly as I can as he forces more liquid into my insides. It's all I can do not to shift the fuller my guts get, pressing down on the bar holding me up. I don't know how much more I can take, and I'm about to start crying again when Liam reappears in front of me. There's a long white tube in his hand, and he strokes my face before he snaps it into the ring in my mouth.
"I'm turning your feed on. You just keep swallowing, and everything's going to be all right. You're going to be a happy little cow here in a few hours, you'll see."
Liam puts his head right next to mine like we're sharing a secret, whispering into my ear so his breath moves the tag against my skin.
"Just like I promised."
I don't know what he's talking about. I'm too focused on one key word.
Cow.
That's what I am! I'm a cow!
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I have liquid being pumped into my ass by the Doc, and Liam keeps the feeding tube in my mouth so that I'm being filled from both ends. The texture of the mash coming through the tube reminds me a little bit of oatmeal, but it tastes sort of flavorless. It isn't long before I'm sick of swallowing it, but Liam shows no signs of turning it off. In fact, whenever I try to stop for a minute, he strokes my throat above my collar reassuringly until I start swallowing again. 
I nearly sob with relief when the Doc removes one of the things he's inserted in my rear and tells me I can let it go. He doesn't have to, my muscles have already given up the strain of holding it in, and I can hear the sound of liquid hitting plastic as I expel it. Good thing he put a bucket under me, or I'd have soaked him.
I don't have much of a respite, as soon as it's all gone, he's feeding another tube into me and starting the process all over. But I'm starting to care less about how uncomfortable I am… I'm starting to notice other feelings. In my core. Aching and empty and needing to be touched. And I start to squirm for very different reasons. I try to keep still, but I can't as slickness gathers at the top of my thighs.
The Doc drags a finger through my folds and whistles when he sees the wetness shining on his gloves. I know because he comes around to show it to me.
"You see that. You're going to be a horny little cow in no time."
"You want me to get her off, Doc?" Liam offers, and in that moment, nothing has ever sounded so good.
"Nah, after what she did, I think this one can simmer a little while, don't you? She can wait until she gets to the barn."
I catch a flash of a frown on Liam's face, but I don't know why this news upsets him as much as it does me. I give a little wail of protest, but I end up choking on my feed and earning another slap from the doctor.
"Stop that, you bad little cow. You'll get what you need soon enough."
[image: image-placeholder]I have no concept of time. It feels like I've always been in this room, on this table, having my guts and belly filled. It's been a lifetime. Decades. Eons. And since I can't remember anything from before I woke up, I guess that's true.
I try to be good. I really do. But it's not long before my hips are grinding and bucking against the leather holding me, seeking something I'll never find. The Doc at least stops hitting me, but he's too amused by my misery to let Liam do anything about it. For some reason this seems to bother him greatly. He keeps whispering in my ear that he'll make it better.
I don't know why he cares. I just want him to touch me. I don't know what the point of having my pussy on display is if they're not going to do anything with it, and I hump against the table in frustration with what little room I have to move. Tears leak from my eyes, but there's nothing I can do about it. The Doc wanted me to simmer, but I'm boiling.
Nothing has ever made me happier than when the Doc finally removes both things from my ass and tells me I can let go.
"That's the last bag. You can switch off the feed and then take her to the main barn."
Liam seems surprised.
"They're not going to work her up to the milk machines in the creamery?" he asks as he takes the tube out of my mouth. I never thought I'd so happy to drool on myself, but I take big, heaving gasps of clean air and don't care as saliva falls down my chin.
"Nah. She already got put off schedule enough with Caleb's little stunt. We'll put her on an IV for her first twenty-four hours and she'll be fine. Look at her, she already doesn't care about anything but getting fucked," the Doc scoffs. He's not wrong. Now that I'm not being plugged at both ends or getting slapped for moving, I'm bucking my hips with everything I've got as I try desperately to get some sort of friction against the leather.
Their hands are firm on me as they undo my restraints, and Liam's strong hands wrap around my hips before he deposits me on the floor. Before I can even think what I'm doing, I'm pressed up against him as I feverously try to hump his leg. The knee pads make it easy to move across the floor at least.
There's the crack of a stick against my back and I howl in pain for a moment but even that's not enough to deter me. Liam just ruffles my hair before he clips a lead to the ring hanging from my nose.
"Hang on girl, we'll get you to the barn and get you all fixed up."
He tugs on the leash firmly and I've no choice but to crawl after him, making my way into the harsh light of day. I flinch from the bright light and the sounds of other men hooting and hollering as I crawl through the dirt. I try to focus on what's underneath my hooves instead of the men I can hear, not trusting myself not to go running to them like I did Liam. I'm not sure they'd be as kind in pushing me away. My back still smarts from whatever the Doc struck me with, and I don't want anything to delay me getting the relief I so desperately need. 
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Crossing the compound seems to take forever. I keep trying to stop to rub my thighs together, but Liam just tsks at me, and pulls me along. I know I should be good. I should focus. The sooner we get there, the sooner I get what I need, but it's just so  hard. I need something to touch me now. Right now.
I whimper at him the fourth or fifth time he prods me forward.
"It's okay, girl. We're almost there."
Sure enough, the biggest building I've ever seen looms in front of us. I can hear more cows mooing inside, and there are faint slapping sounds. Like flesh against flesh.
I pick up the pace.
Liam leads me through the rows. The walls are solid wood for about four feet, and then they turn into bars as they reach the ceiling. There's not much space between the doors. The cows are packed in like sardines. I wasn't prepared for how loud it would be, or the smells. There's sweat and grime, but also the sickly sweet smell that comes with arousal. There's so much of it, I can taste it in the air. And now I'd adding to it, feeling the mess drip down my thighs as I crawl.
There's a break between the stalls, an open area with racks of supplies. Liam tugs me over gently and ties my lead off to a ring on the wall. I seize the moment to grind my legs together, searching for friction I know I won't find, but I can't stop myself from trying. Liam doesn't seem to mind. He doesn't even scold me this time, just starts wrapping leather straps around my body. I'm so far gone with need, I can't even tell what he's doing until he's done. He has to cluck his tongue at me a couple times before he gets my attention, taking my lead from the wall. I follow him obediently, looking down at my new harness. Leather runs over my collar bones and between my breasts, cinching tightly below them. More straps wrap my hips and upper thighs. What it's for, I can't be sure, only that Liam's hands didn't wander where I wanted them while he was putting it on me.
We come to an abrupt halt at an open door. The name plaque has writing on it, but they're just scribbles to me. I follow Liam into the small space, and before I know what's happened, shackles appear around my wrists and knees, holding me in place.
"Normally I'd get the milking machine set up first, but I know what you need. I promised you I'd take care of you. It's gonna hurt until your milk comes in, but this should minimize that," he mumbles. I can't tell if he's talking to himself or to me.
There's a sharp pain in the side of my neck, and I see a white gun that feels familiar in his hand before it disappears into his pocket. A fuzzy feeling trickles over me, and soon every part of my body is numb except my aching, needy core.
I look at him, pleading and whimpering, not caring as I drool on myself some more.
"Hang on, girl," he grunts, and there's a hydraulic hiss as something lowers from the ceiling. I have to strain to turn my head to see the chrome device that Liam is putting into place behind me. There's no warning at all, I feel something cold and metal at my pussy lips. I don't just gasp, I squeal, quivering in eager anticipation. I don't have to wait long before Liam slides it into me. The neediest moo escapes my lips, fumbling over the gag, but I can't care. I buck my lips, crying out as I get the relief I've needed so badly.
Liam chuckles, his hands tightening on my hips.
"Hold still, let me get the rest in place," is all he says before he's forcing another dildo into my ass. You'd think I'd be sore or embarrassed from the hours worth of enemas I've had shoved up there, but I couldn't care less. I'm too excited. As soon as he lets go, I'm moving and mooing again, happily fucking myself on the metal pieces impaling me.
Liam's hands snake under me, and my next cry comes out a scream as I feel something brush against my clit. I try to move my hips against his hand, seeking more, but he pulls away quickly. I'm disappointed, until he clips a new belt around my hips, and with the click of a button, I feel something stirring against the needy little bud.
It's a vibrator.
I'm in heaven.
Or I think I am, until Liam turns the machine on and I finally find out what it does. It's a fucking machine, and fuck me it does. The two dildos begin to piston in and out of me and it's a matter of seconds before I'm screaming out the first orgasm. It rolls over my body like a tidal wave, and it's everything I've ever wanted in life. I made and reborn as I come over the peak, and I could die happily in this moment.
But I don't. Instead the moment I come down, the machine starts driving me back to the edge in the most glorious sensation of my life. I don't even notice as Liam goes back to work, his hands flitting over my sweaty flesh as he attaches hooks to my harness to keep me upright. Suction cups are placed over each breast, and as they turn on, it's the worst pain I've ever felt as they suck them into the tight tubes, but the feeling is forgotten moments later as my second climax comes over me with the force of a charging bull. 
I can't even care as Liam hooks another blasted feeding tube up, though part of me is relieved when I don't immediately have to swallow. I'm too busy screaming as I come harder than I ever thought possible. I barely notice as he sticks a needle in my arm, I just catch a flash of the IV bag as he hangs it above my head.
Then he settled down on the hard rubber floor in front of me so he can watch the show. The machine milks climax after climax from my body. I should be exhausted, and I am. I should be soaked with sweat and trembling, and I am. But I'm also wet in another way as Liam doesn't take his eyes off me. I was made for this, and I never want it to stop.
"The barn opens to the public in four hours, I'll stay until then," Liam promises. "Then it might be a day or two until I can look in on you again, but I'll be back as soon as I can."
I try to figure out what he's talking about, but all thought is forgotten as another climax rolls over me, and I can't bring myself to care what happens to me as long as this never stops.
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I barely see Liam leave. I don't even fully realize he's gone until I hear other voices. 
I finally come out of my well fucked stupor as the machine is turned off. I cry out in protest instantly, jerking my hips as if it'll make it harder for them to pull it out of me. There's the crack of someone's hand against my ass and I shriek.
"Calm down, you horny cow. It'll be back. Public breeding is starting soon, and you're going to be very popular."
"You ever see one this far gone this fast?" another voice asks.
"Nah man, she's a little slut. I can't wait to fuck her."
There's a tug on my harness and my hips lift as high as they can without the bindings on my knees being removed. The vibrator still dances against my clit, but without the stimulation in my pussy, it's not enough, and I whimper.
"How long should we let her squirm?"
"We'll come back as soon as we've got the rest of the aisle prepped."
[image: image-placeholder]It feels like it's been an eternity. I'm squirming all right, just like they wanted, the contact with my clit is almost unbearable now, a promise of what I need but can't have.
I hear footsteps, and my heart leaps for joy as someone stalks back into my stall. I barely make out the sound of a zipper, and that's all the warning I get as a cock sinks into my yearning pussy. He doesn't take his time, he just slams into me to the hilt, filling me up. I cry out but I don't know if it's pain, surprise, or joy. He starts to move, starts to thrust, each stroke letting him bottom out inside me, and all my subsequent moos are sounds of delight.
The machine was amazing, but this is something else. He varies the angle, yanking harshly on my hips to hold me where he wants me, driving me exactly where he wants me to go. The climax isn't quick to build, but it's steady, like climbing a mountain, one step at a time. I'll come when he wants me to and no sooner.
He leans over my back, his hands squeezing at my breasts. He doesn't remove the suction cups that still hold them so tightly, he just makes them pulsate inside the harsh material.
"Just think, your milk will be in in no time at all. Then you'll be able to be fucked and milked at the same time, you horny little cow," he taunts with a laugh, but I don't know what's funny about it. It sounds amazing.
One more hard squeeze and it's enough to shoot me over the edge, falling into the stars as he climaxes with me. I can feel his hot spurts of spend coating my insides in thick ropes as he buries his seed in my pussy. One last aching thrust and I can feel him shake on top of me as he empties himself. He lays on my back, his hot pants coating my damp, sweaty flesh until he catches his breath. Then he's gone with a playful slap on my ass.
I don't even have a chance to breathe before another cock is filling me up. This man is smaller than the last one, but he's got a frantic energy. His movements are all sharp and short, his hands dig into my soft flesh with a viciousness I didn't expect, but after a few moments, I don't notice the pain or the tiny cuts his nails are leaving in his wake. I'm getting fucked, just the way I need it.
They're right. I'm a horny cow, and this was what I was made for.
I lose track of the amount of men who breed me. It's a never ending line. Some of them don't make me come, and other deliberately won't let me, enjoying my wails of protest as they finish and leave me unsatisfied. But there's always another one right behind them, another cock to fill me up, and I'm so delirious with need they all start to blend together.
A man slides himself inside me, and bends over so he can breathe in my ear.
"How you doing, girl? I had to sneak back over to see you," Liam's voice whispers. I can't see him, and I desperately try to lean my head back to nuzzle against him, but the feeding tube doesn't allow me much movement. His hand slips under me, adjusting the vibrator so it has a new angle and he moves it in time with his thrusts.
"I told you I'd take care of you. Everything's going to be all right."
This time, I see stars as I climax.
I know I've been bred by what feels like hundreds but was probably dozens of men. I know the point is to get me pregnant, and that I'll be with calf in no time at all, but there is some stupid, desperate part of me that hopes it's Liam's seed that takes hold.
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Six Months Later


I suck the feed down as it comes through the tube as quick as I can. My breasts are full and heavy, and I know as soon as I can finish my lunch, the milk machine will turn back on and the fucking machine will ratchet back up to full speed. 
My pregnant belly sways below me. At my last ultrasound, the Doc decided I wasn't getting enough nutrition, so they had to adjust my milking and fucking schedules so I'd get more calories. I feel like I'm being punished for something, but I know they care more about my calf than they do me. I'm just the incubator. A well fucked, well pleasured incubator.
It could be worse.
I swallow and swallow until I'm coming up with nothing but air. I sigh in contentment, waiting for the machines to figure out what I already know. There's a mechanical hiss, and my great joys in life whir back to life. The suction on my breasts that was once so painful is now enough to make me come in an instant, even though the two dildos pounding into me have barely got back up to speed. I'm fucked around the clock now, and I never get tired of it. The only time I'm empty is when the barn's open for business, and those short painful moments when they take the metal out of me so I can get ready for the real thing.
I'm not too proud to admit I pout and wail and cry the entire time as I wait for cock. I want the men to know how ready I am so I have a line waiting. I never want to be left hanging while someone decides if I'm worth fucking or not. I'm a horny little Hucow, and an impatient one at that. I don't even like the amount of time it takes for one to get off and the next one to mount me.
I don't see Liam every day, but he stops by most days. Sometimes he comes when I'm open for business, and he fucks me like the calf I'm carrying is his, like I'm something precious to him. Other days he sneaks in just to watch me on the machines. If I get lucky, he'll touch himself and remove my feeding tube so he can come down my throat, like it's our dirty little secret.
It's funny. There are hundreds of cows here, and probably twice as many handlers, but I've always felt like I was special to Liam somehow. Like he'd make me his own personal cow if he could. I dream about it sometimes, but I know I wouldn't want to lose being used so frequently. I worry he couldn't keep up with my needs, and I'm such a needy little cow.
I watch the milk drain down the tubes, taking it off to wherever it goes as another climax steals over me like a lightning strike. I go rigid in my bindings, my hips jerking almost violently as I come. The desperate, crying moo I make leaves me with big spurts of drool on my face, but I don't care. I can't care.
I'm such a happy little cow.




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 #547 volunteers for a life at the Hucow Ranch in order to protect her family. It has been ages since someone volunteered for the Hucow Ranch, and they plan to make a fortune on their new virgin's first televised breeding.
The Second Breeding
Hucow #547's first televised breeding was such a success that she's immediately requested again by the man who sent her to the Ranch to begin with. But things don't go as planned, and when it's discovered that Hucow #547 isn't pregnant, they send her to the Stocks. Where the Bulls are.
The Lobotomized Cow
Framed for a crime she didn't commit, Hucow #894 ends up in the hands of the man who thinks she killed his parents. When he finds out she's innocent, her handler performs a secret lobotomy on her to save her from suffering. Soon, she's the happiest cow the Ranch has ever seen.
The Infertile Cow
Coming Late Fall 2023
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 will fix her infertility. When it doesn't work, will they find another purpose for this cow? Or will she be put down?
The Bull
Coming Winter 2024
Most men avoid jail time by sending their slaves to the Broodmare Farm. But what happens to a man with no one to sacrifice?
The Prized Cow
Coming Spring 2024
When he hears the crimes Hucow #967 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. 
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