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When I wake, I'm deliciously sore. My whole body aches and it's  wonderful. I'm content in a way I've never known, my desperate need from the last few days finally sated. I don't even have to look to know I'm covered in bruises, the harsh marks from the bull's violent fucking. I thought the man who'd purchased my first breeding was something, but now I know how insignificant and unsatisfying he was in comparison.
I never want anyone but a bull again, and I want a bull rutting me every day for the rest of my life.
Sensations come back to me slowly and, finally, with great effort, I open my eyes. I blink blearily in the bright white light and the sterile vet's office comes into focus. The place where this all began, when they branded me and stuck a ring through my nose.
Just like a cow.
It doesn't seem so bad now. I vaguely remember being scared and a lot of pain, but I didn't know what was waiting for me on the other side. If they keeping letting the bulls mount me, I think I can live with this life. Everything before it seems like a dream, not even a memory. My mom and my brother… gah, I can't remember his name. What was his name?
I guess it doesn't matter. They're distant echoes now. I see vague shapes when I try to picture them instead of people. I remember them cutting my hair, but not what color it was, or how I looked in the mirror. When I try to picture myself, all I can remember is the vet holding up the mirror to see what I'd become: an animal staring back between the leather straps.
Like the sunrise gradually bathing the land in light, awareness trickles over me. I finally realize I'm on my back, a position I haven't experienced since I've been here. It's strange and oddly uncomfortable. I attempt to sit up, but of course there are leather straps holding me down. I'm on a metal operating table with cuffs at my wrists, elbows, knees, and ankles. The strange hoof-like gloves still cover my balled fists. Belts stretch over my chest and hips, but I can at least move my head to peer down at myself. I hardly recognize my body as drool pools from my mouth, still held wide open by the ring.
I can't ever remember not being able to clearly see my ribs. Even when we weren't in hiding, and now I can't remember why we were hiding, but it doesn't matter, there was never enough money for food for everyone. As the daughter, I always got the least, and my frame always betrayed just how underfed I was. The only meat on my bones was my breasts, and even they weren't very impressive.
I can't say the same now. Without exaggeration, they have to be five times their previous size, and it feels like I'm being crushed under the weight of them. The longer I lay there, the more uncomfortable I get. I want to look away, but I can't. They're so full and heavy, and my pussy stripped of all its protective fur is such a strange, fascinating sight. Whatever the vet had done seems truly permanent, it has been days and there isn't even stubble to be seen.
I turn my head to look around and my ear tag moves against my cheek. I can feel the nose ring brush my upper lip. So much has changed, and I'm sure I care. For the first time in my life, I am not hungry. I'm not starving and watching my family eat without me. Being a cow isn't so bad when you're well looked after.
I don't know how long I lay there, but I start to get fidgety. I've been restrained for days, but I don't like being on my back with my legs bound together. It feels… wrong. Like there is something fundamentally wrong with the universe for me to be on my back. My skin itches and I desperately shift as I try to find relief. My thighs start to rub together and I have the strangest urge to spread my legs. Nothing about this is right. This isn't how I'm supposed to be.
Out of nowhere, the door bangs open and I jump against the leather straps in surprise. The vet storms in, looking upset about something, though I've no idea what. I peer at him curiously as he fusses with something on a computer monitor. A whole five or ten minutes might pass before he takes notice of me. He frowns immediately.
"You should not be awake," he murmurs. "You're due in surgery in twenty minutes. They must not have dosed you properly."
I know better than to try to respond. He begins to fumble with something I can't see, and before I know it, a needle sinks into my neck. In moments, my body starts to go numb. Pins and needles skirt across my skin. Black spots dance as the edges of my vision grow fuzzy.
A black mask appears over my mouth and nose, and I hear him say, "Breathe deep girl, or this is really going to hurt."
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The next time I wake up, I'm still on that same table, or at least it feels like I am, but I'm in a room I don't recognize. The walls are stainless steel, but I can see nothing else. My throat burns and there's a heavy new collar around my neck. Even trying to lift my head is painful. All I can do is stare at the ceiling and hope someone comes for me soon. 
My breasts feel even heavier than they did before. I swear, it's like they slosh when I take a deep breath, and I realize they're full. I have to hope they'll milk me soon or I feel like I might start leaking. I don't even know if that's possible but the longer I lay there, the more desperate I am for relief. I don't like any of this. I want to be back in my stall with Knox and Jett, or in the Breeding Shed. Places where I don't have to think.
When the door finally opens, it's an answer to my prayers, as the vet comes in. A penlight is shined in my face and I try to jerk away from him, but like a cobra striking, he grabs my chin and holds me still. The lights flash over my eyes several times, but I have no idea what he's looking for. He must see it because he grunts, "Good, you're ready."
He hits a buzzer on the wall and my heart leaps in my chest when Logan's voice comes through the intercom. He's no bull, but I'd do anything for him to touch me again.
"Yeah, Doc?"
"I'm ready for you to assist me with #547."
"I'll be right there."
The vet frowns at me for a moment, running his hand in the valley between my breasts. I try to lean into his touch, but then he's pulling away. I see a flash of the white gun from before and then there's the click as he fires whatever is into in my neck again. I gladly sink into the feeling as the world seems to drift away. I'm floating again, and I don't mind a bit.
Logan appears in the door frame and the smile he gives me is the sexiest thing I've ever seen. I want to rub up against him like a cat, but that's the wrong kind of animal. I don't know how cows show affection but I desperately want to give it to him.
"I doped her again to be safe. You better carry her," Doc grumbles. "She wasn't dosed correctly for the procedure and we need to be sure she doesn't move too much before she's healed."
"No problem, Doc. Hey girl, you miss me?" Logan says as he begins to unstrap me from the table. I want to nod but the strange weight on my neck makes it hard. He doesn't seem to mind, scooping me up into his arms like I'm something precious and strides from the room, carrying me down the hall back to another room I haven't seen before. I have time to press my face into his neck, inhaling his warm, earthy scent and then it's over. In moments, I'm on my knees as I'm strapped to a padded frame like the one Knox and Jett had me in. There's support under my hips and shoulders, and soon I don't even have an inch to move.
I relax instantly. Being on all fours feels right, natural, and Logan slides a finger along my pussy, making me sigh in relief. I eagerly lift my hips for him as need floods my core. In an instant, I'm as ready as I was before they took me to the Breeding Shed.
Logan laughs and pats my hip.
"Not now, girl. Let the doc get you all fixed up, first."
I see the doctor pick up a nozzle with a long tube running from it and I want to whimper, thinking its another enema. But Logan's big hands grip either side of my head, not hard enough to hurt but I don't have a chance of moving. The doctor aims it at my throat and I shriek against my gag as the coldest thing I've ever felt coats my neck and chest. I buck hard against the frame, but the straps and Logan hold me tight. I don't what it is or what's happening, but I cry and struggle as I beg for them to stop. Tears flood down my cheeks. This is worse than the branding and it seems to last forever.
When it finally ends, I'm collapsed against the frame, Logan's grip the only thing keeping my head from drooping.
"All done. I'm sorry to do it this way, but you were requested back at the Breeding Shed almost immediately. It seems you made quite the impression on someone. I knew you were going to be a great little cow," the vet says, not unkindly. He pats my head and takes the horrible nozzle away. I still don't know what it does.
The next thing I know, he's pushing another plug into my ass. Even though I can't see him, I know what's coming, and soon enough there's hot liquid being pumped inside me. I let out a whimper. I'm still shaking from the cold of whatever he sprayed me with and the horrible contrast is just too much for me to take, even as Logan starts to wipe my front down with a moist cloth. I let my head loll, too weak with want to hold it up.
I'm barely there as they repeat the routine of the other night, without Logan's masterful fingers leaving me satisfied. I keep trying to hump the doctor's hands, but it does me no good. I'm so uncomfortable and needy. Part of me wonders if I've done something wrong and this is a punishment. Have I been a bad cow? Is that why he won't touch me?
At last, they let me expel the third or fourth round and Logan looks at his watch. I push my head against his hand, whining softly, but he ignores me.
"It's almost time, Doc. You do the injections. I'll get her programmed."
I don't have time to wonder what he means before he's gone, picking up some sort of black gadget that I can't identify. He holds it near my face and frowns in concentration. I try to watch, but I'm distracted by the series of needles being injected in my ass and stomach. They don't really hurt anymore, and I'm grateful for it, even as one is slid into the side of my neck.
I'm instantly more alert and a shudder runs through me. I need to be touched, and it's only going to be a matter of time before I'm begging again.
"Calibration complete. She's good to go," Logan says as he puts the gadget in his pocket, giving me another beautiful smile that isn't at all comforting. But I can't put a name to the emotion I see there.
"One more thing," the vet says, and I feel him at my ass again. I try to shift as I feel him remove the tube and plug, only to replace it with one that's larger and heavier. I can feel something brushing against the back of my thighs, but I don't have time to figure out what it is as Logan takes me off the frame.
For the first time, a lead is clipped to my nose ring and I give a little whimper as he tugs me from the room. I don't have my knee pads on, so the hard floor hurts as I crawl across it. But I want to be a good cow, I want Logan to want to touch me again, so I follow as best as I can. He goes slow as I fumble my way out the door, and he doesn't rush me as he leads me out into the harsh light of day. The sun's high like it's early afternoon, and I realize I have no concept of how long I was out for.
There are plenty of hands around to leer at me, but they give Logan a wide berth as he leads me back to the Breeding Shed.
"You normally would have had a couple days to recover after surgery, but I guess someone with a lot of money wanted your next round and they wanted it fast. It'll be okay," he promises. "I'll come check on you once you're in your new home in the main barn, and I'll make up for all that."
Well, I do like the sound of that.
It's getting harder to crawl. Shivers are running up my spine and my limbs tremble like they can't support me. I can't even remember to be embarrassed as I'm led through the dirt like an animal, I just want somebody to touch me. It feels like it's been ages since the bull was inside me and the empty feeling has returned in full force.
I need to be filled. I need to be fucked.
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The Breeding Shed looks exactly the same, except instead of handing me off, Logan leads me right back to the room. Like a good little cow, I try to walk right up to the padded wall again, but he stops me short with a nearly painful tug of the leash. Instead he ties me off to a ring I didn't notice in the floor last time. 
A camera descends immediately and I look at myself on the giant screens above as it circles. The thing the vet put in my ass is a tail exactly like a cow's, and shame floods me as I wiggle it to see it move. The new collar is thicker and there's a strange plastic box at the front like the one I saw on another cow when I first arrived. I don't have time to wonder what it is before another ranch hand appears with two spreader bars. In an instant, I'm locked in on all fours like I was before, but if I try really hard I can inch around in a circle with the little bit of lead I have.
I look up at Logan as he reaches for me, and to my surprise, he pulls the ring gag out of my mouth. The man before said that would be the last time I spoke, but I guess whoever requested me back so quickly changed their minds.
"Be a good cow, I'll see you later," Logan makes another promise I hope he keeps before he backs away. I see him take out the black gadget again and he flips a switch on it. He waves at the camera.
"She's ready," he calls, striding away.
As soon as he's gone, I test my reach with the bars, trying to sink my gloved hand between my thighs. It's no use, but I'm so consumed with want I don't care.
The announcer's voice comes from the screens again.
"As you can see gentleman, Hucow #547 is adapting nicely. As a special request, her second breeding has been moved up to tonight. Starting three days from now, she'll be available in the main barn for all those who want to sample her. As you know, her first breeding was a little unusual as her processing wasn't complete. Now it is, but our little Hucow doesn't quite know what that means. Let's see how she takes it."
I try to follow what he's saying, I really do, but I don't understand. All I can think is how I'm bare inches from grinding myself on my own hand and my hips buck in frustration that I can't. I hope they bring a bull in soon.
But when I hear footsteps, I know they're too slow. The bull was on me in seconds. Whoever this man is, he strolls, taking his time as he walks up to me. He crouches down in front of me and horror and shame consume me.
It's the sergeant. The man who brought me here.
The smile he gives me is one of pure male satisfaction. 
"I thought they'd have their hands full with you, but look at you. You love this, don't you, Cow?" he taunts.
I want to say no, I want to taunt him back, but I'd be lying to him and myself. I can't think about anything other than the first orgasm he gave me, the first orgasm I ever had, and all I want is for him to do it again.
Without a sound, I turn, shuffling awkwardly, to present him my ass so he can mount me. I wanted a bull, I still do, but I can only hope he's as good at fucking as he is at fingering.
He swipes a finger over my needy pussy and my hips buck instantly, desperate for more, but he instead he just gives my tail a playful tug.
"Oh, no. Not yet," he says, plucking at my pussy lips without actually sinking inside. "I wanna hear you say it."
I shouldn't be surprised. They made me beg before, but somehow having him do it is worse. He knew exactly what he was doing when he let me sign myself up for this life. I cling to the last little bit of my pride, even as I back up as far as my leash will allow, trying to trick him into sticking a finger inside me.
"Oh you horny little cow," he laughs. His thumb ghosts over my clit and I'm seconds from giving in as he teases my velvety flesh. "I wanna hear you say it. Tell me you love this."
I open my mouth to do just that, but to my horror, the words don't come. I mean, I say them, I form the words, but what comes out instead is a long, low sound.
"Mooooooooooooooooooooooooooo!"
I blanch in horror and try to say something, anything, but everything comes out the same.
"Moooo! Moooooo! Moo!"
His finger hooks my nose ring and even when I cry in pain, it's the same, a moo. He spins me to face him, a gleam in his eye. I tremble as I stare up at him. His free hand taps the box on my new collar.
"Voice box little cow. Fused to your vocal cords. You'll never speak again."
Tears well up in my eyes as horror washes over me. He still holds my nose ring tightly with one hand as he reaches the other underneath. He barely touches my clit and my hips roll eagerly once more, reminding me just how empty I feel.
"Now you're gonna be a good cow and you're going to beg for me just like you begged to be mounted last night. Then you'll get the fucking you deserve."
He sinks one finger inside as his thumb nudges my clit. My horror and shame keep me rooted in place until he pulls the finger out again. In an instant, I'm grinding myself against his hand like my life depends on it.
"Ah, ah. If you want it, you know what you have to do."
I take a deep breath, then another. Where has pride ever gotten me in life? There's no going back. This is what I need. To be fucked. Bred.
It takes the barest touch and I'm done for.
"Mooooooooooooooooooooooooo! Moooooooooo!"
I don't even know what words I'm trying to say anymore, I just scream out my need.
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Faster than I can blink, the sergeant lets go of my nose ring and disappears behind me. I hear the sound of a zipper, but I don't dare stop my mooing in case he changes his mind. 
As soon as he buries himself in me to the hilt, I nearly sag in relief. But it's not enough, his arm snakes around my hips to hold me, but he doesn't move. He doesn't touch me and I need him to so bad I can't think of anything else. I try to move my hips but he's gripping me too tight.
One long finger dances over me.
"God, you're so wet. You're dripping all over me. You really do love this, don't you Cow?"
I know what he wants and I can't bring myself to hate it anymore. I moo, just like he wants. Just like the good cow I am.
I do love this.
His other hand squeezes one of my massive breasts and another moo spills from my lips as milk comes out.
"I asked them not to milk you. I wanted you full and heavy. But you'll get no relief there from me. I just want to see you squirt," he says, squeezing again. This time an unintentional moo slips out. It feels so good, but it's not enough. "I'm going to fuck you now. And you're going to keep mooing for me the whole time. You stop, I stop. Only good cows get to come."
I nod my head and open my mouth to moo again.
I will do anything, just make me come.
The way he holds me is possessive, wrapped around me like a snake. The first guy held my hips and toyed with my clit, while the bull just powered into me. He didn't have to hold me because the restraints did it for him. The sergeant is all about control. He wants all of me.
I let out another series of moos, and at long last he begins to move. His thrusts are short and sharp, angling his hips so he's powering into me but nowhere close to bottoming out. I try to push back against him but he pinches my nipple, shooting a stream of milk and trapping me there. I can't pull away without hurting myself and I get the message.
I stay still.
My moos turn frantic as he refuses to give me what I need. His finger rubbing and toying with me isn't enough. I need to feel him slam into me, to fill me like the bull. But it doesn't matter how I moo, how I beg, his thrusts don't change.
I start to cry, and even my sobs come out sounding like a cow.
"There you go, cow," he murmurs. "You don't get what you need. You get what I give you."
I don't have the time to wrap my brain around that because a sharp pinch to my clit makes me fall over the edge. I scream out my release in a long continuous bovine sound and I think this might be the most humiliating moment of my life because it's over far too soon, and I need another one.
He repeats the process. He works me up to a climax that is just shy of my needs and pushes me over the edge relentlessly, but he doesn't find release himself. I half wonder if the men get injections too because this is insane. There's no way they should be able to keep this up like this. The bull sure, but him?
Soon my face is in the dirt, my elbows no longer able to hold me up, and he shows no sign of stopping. I keep mooing, begging for more, and then suddenly, out of nowhere, I get it.
He changes angles and powers into me like nothing I've ever felt. He hits my cervix with every single thrust and soon I'm mooing out my ecstasy. The next orgasm comes over me like a typhoon, and I'm swept away in a sea of bliss. I could die in this moment and it would be okay. Despite wanting to keep still like he wants, I shake and tremble against him, my hips slamming into his. I've lost all control.
But he doesn't seem to mind, because the second it's over he's driving me towards another, switching hands so he can play with my other breast. It's too much and I try to protest, but he doesn't care. He keeps pushing me to the edge, and I lose track of how many times I come before he finally releases inside me, bottoming out with a cry of his own as he empties himself.
His weight drops over me, forcing me down into the ground, my face shoved into the shredded rubber that covers the floor. His arms wrap tightly around me, holding tight as he keeps himself buried inside.
"What a good Cow," he says, continuing to fiddle with my breast. His other hand strokes at our connection, but stays away from my clit. I seize the moment to recover, but it doesn't last long until he pinches me.
"Did I say you could stop, Cow?" he demands angrily.
"Moooooooooooooooooooooo!" 




5

I don't know how long we lie there. He finally seems to go soft, but he doesn't pull out. I lay there in a daze, but he keeps pinching me every so often to coax out another moo. I can't rest. I can't relax. And now it's not enough. I don't feel full. I'm satisfied, but it won't last. 
I need more. So much more. Orgasms aren't enough. I need to be filled.
He gives me one last stroke and finally, with great effort, pulls himself out.
"Say thank you, Cow," he demands. I don't think, I just moo.
Then he's gone. I don't bother trying to get up.
I hear footsteps some time later and I don't open my eyes, but I give another little moo. The announcer's voice plays over my head and I flinch. I'd forgotten my humiliation was being broadcast, but I'm also not sure how much I care.
I'm a cow. What else should I do? This is what I'm made for.
"As you can see, gentlemen, #547 took to her new life like a fish to water. We have to wonder if she got rid of her Master just because she wanted to come here. We think this one might be a born cow. What do you think?"
There's a pause but no one answers.
"If you'd like to sample this fine livestock yourself, please visit her in the main barn three days from now."
The footsteps come closer and I gasp as I'm doused with cold water, my eyes snapping open. A ranch hand I've never seen before sprays me down briskly, hosing off every part of me with cold water. But he's efficient, and it's over quick. Then he's removing the bars from my limbs. In a moment, he's put my knee pads back on and unclips my lead from the ring in the floor.
"Come on, Cow. Time to be milked."
I perk right up at that, and follow him as best I can. I don't think I'll ever be good at crawling and my breasts are oh so heavy as they sway underneath me.
He leads me through the complex and I keep my eyes on the ground in front of me, cowering away from the many hands we pass along the way. Once we're inside, I try to take in my surroundings. It's a lot like the first barn I was in with Knox and Jett, but the stalls seem smaller. They're closer together, and as we snake through the maze, I realize there are hundreds of cows here. Or at least the space for them because I can't see into the stalls to see if they're occupied. Seems odd for a place no one wants to end up. 
I can hear the cries of the other cows, along with the sounds of sex. I hurry my pace, eager to see what's waiting for me.
[image: image-placeholder]We arrive at an open area between the stalls, and my handler leads me onto a platform. He pushes my head down so my nose almost touches the floor, and to my horror, he clips it to a ring there. I have less than an inch to move. I cry in panic but of course it comes out as a desperate "MOO!" I'm rewarded with a harsh spank on my ass that just makes me cry again.
I can't see what he's doing, but another hand comes to assist him, and soon I feel leather straps being wrapped around me. Around the tops of my thighs where underwear would end if I was still permitted clothes, around either shoulder, beneath and between my breasts, and low across my hips. That one has a buckle and they pull it as tight as it'll go and I whimper as it presses on my bladder. I don't remember the last time I used the bathroom, but now doesn't seem like a good time.
Once they seem happy with the strange leather harness, one of them unclips my nose ring from the floor. My head is held firmly and I see a mass of black leather in his hand. I try to cower as I recognize the same type of bridle I saw on another cow, but there's nothing I can do. The straps wrap over my head, my jaw is forced open, and in a matter of moments he holds a mirror up so I can see myself.
An animal stares back at me.
A massive ring gag holds my mouth open, letting my tongue flail helplessly as I try not to drool everywhere. Straps run up the sides of my nose so I can see them in my peripheral vision, but I can only look straight ahead due to the blinders on either side of my face. The straps then snake around to back of my bald head, and fake leather ears jut out the sides. I snort, causing my nose ring to stir against my skin.
They've done it. I truly am a cow.
I try to look away but they won't let me. I don't know how long they force me to stare into the mirror, but tears start to roll down my cheeks, catching on the leather. Only then does he take the mirror away, and they lead me by the nose to my new home. I barely catch sight of "#547" scribbled on the name plate in chalk before I'm taken inside.
The space is maybe four feet by six feet at most. There's no straw, no padding, just a hard rubber floor. It's not even soft like the Breeding Shed. I can see metal things hang from the ceiling, but I don't have time to figure out what they are before I'm tugged forward. There's a set of metal cuffs set into the floor. I don't have time to blink before I'm secured at the wrists and knees.
"Lower the straps," one of the hands says. It's the first word he's spoken in what feels like hours and it's not even directed at me. There's a hissing noise and I struggle to turn my head to see what's happening. Leather ropes descend from the ceiling, and he expertly clips them to my harness. I'm supported like I was on the frame, but it's different. I have a little room to wiggle, and I realize quickly that if I don't support myself and keep my limbs locked, the leather will likely cut into my skin. Another series of straps are connected to the bridle on either side, and one to the ring on the top, so I barely have room to turn my head.
I can't see what they're doing but a metal contraption is lowered in front of me and I heave a sigh of relief as they begin to attach the cups to my breasts. They're milking me at last. I give a moan of pure delight as the machine whirs to life and the suction begins. It hurts for the first moment but it's the best pain, and I sway in my bonds as it turns to pleasure. There's nothing better than the feeling of being emptied… except maybe that of being filled. Without even realizing what I'm doing, my hips roll as I shift myself, looking for stimulation that I'll never find like this.
One of the hands pets at my folds, teasing me and chuckling.
"Just a minute girl. We'll get you all fixed up."
Just the idea of being touched gets me excited all over again.
A feeding tube descends in front of my face and it's clicked into the ring in my mouth. I get no warning before the mush is fed into my mouth, and I suck obediently without being told. I hadn't realized how hungry I was until this moment. When you've been starving most of your life, it's easy to ignore the feeling.
Someone toys with my pussy lips, not even my clit, and I'm soaked in no time. I try to push against his hand, looking for more. Heat is flooding my system, and I know the food is making me horny but I don't care. I want to be touched. I want to be fucked. I remember what it felt like to come while I'm being milked and I need that feeling again.
There's a hydraulic hiss as something is lowered behind me, though I haven't a clue what it is and can't turn my head to look. Suddenly my tail is yanked out, and a finger is pressed into my ass, coating me in a generous amount of lube. I try to push back against it, but it's not trying to fuck me. It's getting me ready for something.
That's all the warning I get before something thick, hard, and round is shoved into my ass. A week ago, hell even a day ago, I might have screamed, but now I'm eager. Another is pushed into my pussy and I know instantly that it's a dildo. Nothing but a bull could fill me this much and I'd hear a bull. But I'm… stuffed, both holes full at the same time, and god it's so close to being enough.
Another piece of leather is wrapped around my hips, and the strap runs between my legs. It seems impossibly tight and I barely have time to wonder what it's for before everything comes to life. I cry out as something buzzes against my clit, and in a synchronized rhythm, both dildos begin to pound into me.
It's a fucking machine.
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The hands leave, but I barely notice and I don't care. I'm finally getting what I want, getting what I need. I'm stretched, I'm full, and every thrust hits me exactly where I need. This was made for me and I was made for it. In no time at all, I'm screaming out my climax, not caring that my voice isn't my own and I'm mooing like a cow being mounted by a bull. 
I didn't know it, but this is what I've needed my entire life. This is what I want for my life.
Every single stroke bottoms out inside me, hitting deep and hard. If I shift, I can actually angle it so it hits right where I want it, and I line it up so it hits my g-spot every single time. I'm in heaven. Between the vibrator on my clit and this, they're the most powerful orgasms of my life, and I've had plenty lately.
There's no recovery in between. The machine doesn't stop, and neither do I. I don't have to worry or fear it pulling away, or that if I stop mooing or move too much that it'll be taken away. I can just be fucked and react how I like. And it's wonderful. 
They shouldn't tell girls to fear the Ranch. They should tell them how amazing it is to give up and let go. No worrying about food or survival, just getting fucked. The joy of getting milked. 
Eventually my milk runs dry and the milk machine turns itself off, but nothing else stops. The feed keeps coming and my body keeps getting pounded like a railway stake on a never ending line. As soon as I reach the crest of each wave, I'm seeking the next peak. Hours go by. Days. Weeks. A lifetime. I'm a sweaty, exhausted mess, and I don't care. I'm finally truly well fucked, and I'm such a happy little cow.
At some point, my breasts are full and heavy again. Like it knows, the milk machine turns itself back on. I come so hard I shoot the feed back out of my mouth and spend several moments choking and coughing before I can swallow again, let alone breathe, but I don't care. I'm in heaven. I'll never have enough.
You'd think after so many, it would begin to hurt, but I'm high enough on my feed that it doesn't. Every touch is better than the last, but as time goes on, black spots dance across my vision. I'm wrung out, and I'm not sure how much my body has left to give. Is it possible to die from a pleasure overload? What a way to go.
I'm not sure I mind it, but I don't think that's what's going to happen. I know what I'm here for. Milk is one thing, but cows are used for reproduction. I've been seeded by two men and a bull. I have no idea if I'm pregnant yet, but I'm sure I will be soon.
After all, that's what livestock is for. 
Breeding.
[image: image-placeholder]I must have blacked out at some point because I wake up screaming out my release as the milk machine turns back on. It takes me a moment to remember where I am and what's going on, but I resume sucking down my feed and everything is wonderful again. I'm on the edge of bliss. The only thing that could make this better is if I had Knox and Jett here, telling me what a good cow I am. 
I hope I'm a good cow. I want them to be proud of me.
I don't know how much time passes, how many times I've been milked or climaxed, when I finally hear the door open. To my dismay, the machines are turned off and I cry out in protest as they're taken away.
A warm chuckle greets my ears, but it's not a voice I know.
"I thought by now you would have enough."
I give an indignant moo around my gag, not caring as drool spurts down my face. No, I have not had enough.
He laughs again.
"Two days and you don't want to stop. You really are something."
This time my cry is one of surprise. Two days!? Somehow it felt like so much longer and yet no time at all. You'd think I'd be split open and raw, aching and crying, and I am on the verge of it, but it's because I'm not being filled anymore. I feel empty, not sore and well fucked, even though I truly am.
"Come on, cow. Quick trip to the ultrasound room to make sure you've been properly seeded before we let you have the real thing again. You'll be back to getting fucked in no time."
He starts unclipping me from the tethers holding me in place and I perk right up at the notion of the "real thing". Maybe I'll finally get Knox and Jett back, or even Logan. While I really don't care who fucks me as long as I've got a cock inside me, be it real or metal, I want to make them happy. I want them to spill inside me. I want to show them what a good cow I've turned into.
My tail is replaced in my ass, then I'm led out of my stall. My limbs are weak and I'm slow, but the handler doesn't seem to mind as I tremble with each step. He encourages me along gently, but I suddenly jerk to a halt as the need to pee returns to me. I look at him with wide, terrified eyes, afraid what'll happen if I go here, but now that I've realized I haven't gone in days, I can't wait. He tries to tug me forward but I shake my head frantically. He pulls harder, and it hurts, it hurts so bad, but I lock my limbs and stay frozen where I am. I can't go another step.
I give a pleading little noise, wishing I knew how to communicate, but it's no good. His patience is gone and I flinch as he pulls what looks like a riding crop out of his boot. He cracks it across my ass and I scream as I lose control of my bladder, pissing all over the ground. I don't even have time to spread my legs so I make a mess of myself, and he scowls at me in disgust.
"Come," he snaps, yanking me forward. I do my best to scurry after him, my head hung in shame.
"A cow pissed in aisle twelve," he hollers. "Can someone clean that up please?"
Someone echoes back that they'll take care of it.
He tugs me over to an open alcove like the one they used to put my harness on. He doesn't take the time to secure me, just grabs me by the collar and hauls me into a corner so I can't pull away. He pulls out a hose and the water is ice cold as he sprays me down. I give a cry of shock, but I don't protest, turning to show him my hind end. But he doesn't stop there, he turns the hose on every part of me and I gasp at the force of it on my breasts. I'm given a sharp slap to the inside of each thigh and a painful spank on each ass cheek before he resumes leading me to the ultrasound room.
I'm thoroughly chastised, but also a little angry. I tried to tell him. It's not like anyone gave me the chance to pee.
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The ultrasound room gives me flashes of the police station, but the more I try to picture that place clearly, the harder it becomes. I'm hoisted into a gynecologist's chair, my knee pads are removed, and my legs are strapped into the stirrups. The clip my harness to hooks already set in the chair, and my hands are pulled up over my head. The handler scowls at me in disgust before he speaks into an intercom box on the wall so quietly I don't hear what he says, then he's gone and I'm all alone. 
When the vet comes in, he does not look pleased. But he doesn't speak to me, instead pulling over what I assume is the ultrasound machine. I've never seen one before, but I know what it's for.
Except he doesn't spread gel over my stomach like they do in the books. Instead he coats the wand, his fingers, and my pussy in a healthy amount of lube, and I gasp as he slides it inside me. Suddenly I'm sore in a way I wasn't before and it hurts now that I'm not on my feeding tube. I whimper, but he ignores me, frowning at the screen. He pushes deeper and deeper, not caring that he's hurting me as it moves around. Whatever he sees, he doesn't like, and he suddenly stands up, leaving the wand buried inside me as he goes to get a syringe. I've had so many things injected in me in my time here that the needle doesn't phase me in the slightest, but instead of injecting something, he draws my blood.
I watch, helpless, confused, and uncomfortable as he drips it onto a piece of glass and slides it under a microscope. He turns back to glare at me before taking a radio off his belt.
"Boss, we've got a problem."
The reply is too staticky for me to make it out.
"Cow #547 is not pregnant. I can't see anything on the ultrasound, and the treatment we give them makes their pregnancy visible in their blood under a microscope. Our little volunteer isn't pregnant and we can't make her open to the public until she is. I know you wanted her available tomorrow, but I don't know how to make that happen at this time."
He paces closer as he speaks, and this time I can hear the response.
"Put her through rapid treatment and give her the serum, then take her to the stocks."
The vet goes pale as he looks at me, but he nods even though I'm the only one who can see him.
"Yes, sir."
He's not at all gentle as he yanks the wand out of me, and he doesn't bother with cleaning anything up. To my surprise, my chair has wheels on it, and the next thing I know I'm being pushed out the door. We draw stares from handlers and a few cows alike as he wheels me through the barn, and I get the impression that this is very unusual. But we don't leave the barn to go back to his office, instead I'm pushed inside another room made of stainless steel like the one I woke up in after my operation. This one is full of equipment I recognize, and two handlers in lab coats that I don't.
"We're giving this one rapid treatment and a serum dose," he barks at them. They immediately go to work removing me from the chair, and I'm fitted back into a frame. But this one's a little different. There's a metal bar at the top that my bridle attaches to, keeping me from looking around. They don't speak to each other, apparently being well practiced enough at this that they don't need to communicate. I wish someone would tell me what was going on.
A feeding tube is clipped into my mouth, but it's not my usual mash that comes through it. This is water, but it takes thick and gritty like there's minerals in it. I'm so distracted trying to discern the taste that I don't notice as my tail is swapped for another plug until the familiar feeling of liquid being fed into my guts. I want to groan, I should have known this was coming. I wish Logan was here, even though he didn't try to satisfy me the last time. I miss his steady, warm hands regardless.
There's a cold hand at my entrance, and fingers pry my pussy lips apart. There's nothing teasing or enjoyable about the touch, and I squirm as a syringe is slipped inside. A cool liquid is ejected then the hands are gone, and I instantly don't like the strange numbing feeling.
I like it even less several minutes later when it starts to burn. I whimper and cry, even though it makes me choke on the water being fed into my throat. One of the lab techs smacks me across the face and I'm so stunned I stop. No one's ever been gentle with me here, but no one's struck me either. At least not in the face.
He grabs me by the nose ring, leaning in close to my face.
"You have one purpose here cow, and you're failing at it. You don't want to know what happens to bad cows," he growls, and the menace on his young face is nothing short of horrifying. He can't be any older than me, but he's got a darkness to him. He lets go and I do my best to quiet down, chugging the water and trying not to squirm at the irritation inside me.
The bucket is placed under me, and the vet lets me expel the enema. Then he repeats the process, but this one is much faster. I let my bladder go at the same time, afraid to get in trouble again, but also full to bursting. The water never stops. In fact, it just gets thicker and grittier. It tastes terrible, but I don't dare do anything but swallow.
The feed leaves me usually dazed and needy. Now I'm somehow more present than I've been in days, and I hate it. I want to go back to that far away feeling where this feels like a wonderful dream.
The vet comes around to peer into my eyes and he frowns again.
"She's too alert. Can one of you go to the office and bring me the red injector gun?"
The lab tech who didn't get angry at me disappears, but the other one grabs me by the nose ring again, forcing me to look at him as best I can.
"You sure you wanna do that, Doc? I think she deserves to know what's happening to her."
The vet angrily pushes him away from me, but he manages to painfully yank on my nose ring before he lets go.
"The point of making them livestock is so they can enjoy their lives here. Not suffer for it. I'm not putting her in the stocks coherent."
I don't know what the stocks are, but I'll do anything to get back that floaty feeling. My pussy still burns from whatever they put inside me, but I can feel my need returning like a tidal wave. Desire pools in my core and by the time the other tech returns, my thighs are sticky with my wetness. He hands the vet a gun that looks like the one he's used to dope me before, but this one is a different color. He fires it into the side of my neck, and the result is almost instant. Fog comes over me like a hurricane rolling into town and I start to roll and buck my hips as the desperate need to be filled floods me.
I'm taken off the frame and even though I'm ready to start humping the floor, I'm grateful when the vet hands my lead to the same tech who fetched the gun.
"Take her to the stocks. I'll let them know you're on the way."
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The stocks, it turns out, are located in a building almost identical to the Breeding Shed. I can't tell if the ring is bigger or if it just seems that way because there are no cameras and no screens. There will be no one to witness my humiliation this time, whatever it is they're planning on doing to me. 
In the center of the room is a wooden panel like the ones they use for criminals in town squares. It slides up to leave a hole for my head and wrists, and I know once it's lowered, I'll have no way out.
I honestly don't pay it any mind. There are several handlers standing about and it's all I can do not to race to the end of my leash to try to reach them. I want to beg them to touch me. Several come closer, but I quickly realize they're not going to give me what I want as I'm dragged forward. My head and arms are shoved into the holes, and the whole thing locks into place. For once I can turn my head, but I still can't see what's happening behind me.
Something made of what feels like padded leather is pushed under my stomach and the next thing I know, I'm being raised into the air. They take my knee pads off and forcibly straighten my legs. I scream against my gag in pain as it feels like my muscles don't want to stretch that way anymore. There are chuckles around me at the bovine sound that tears from my throat, but they don't stop me. Instead they focus on fastening me down. My feet don't quite reach the ground, so I'm laying on my belly with my hips hoisted high in the air, my legs splayed, and my head and arms are secured ahead of me.
It's so like that first day in the vets office and yet not at all. My massive breasts hang freely.
More straps are added and I can't even roll my hips anymore as I'm secured so tightly that it hurts to breathe. My tail is yanked out none too gently and I cry out again. I try to shift, try to wiggle, do anything to find friction and I can't.
So I wail into my gag, needy and wanting and not caring who knows. They laugh at me, and I can't bring myself to care. I know I should be flushed with shame, but they wanted a horny little cow and they got one. I'd rather be like this, demanding what I want and desperate to get it than worrying about what these men think of me.
A final belt is added and I squeal in delight as a vibrator starts to buzz against my clit. But I quickly realize it's not enough, I need a dick inside me if I have a hope of reaching climax.
The footsteps move away and I'm all alone, crying like a bitch in heat and presented on a platter, my ass and pussy on display. I know they're not going to just leave me like this.
At least not forever.
I don't how long I cry and try to shift and grind, but when the mechanical sound of a door being raised reaches me, it's the answer to my prayers. I can turn my head towards the noise, and there's a metal gate opened to my right. I see there are several other identical gates on either side of it, but I don't have time to ponder what they're for because a bull comes charging the second it's open enough for him to get through. I barely get a look at the giant, muscular dark form. Unlike me, he has his hair in long thick dreadlocks down his back, but that's all I notice before he's out of my field of vision.
Where I'm elevated off the ground, he doesn't have to bend over me. I'm at the perfect height for him to slam into, and slam into me he does. I can't see him, but I hear him thunder close and in his eagerness, I'm certain his grip on my hips is going to leave bruises. He sheaths himself in me, no time to adjust, just buries into me as deep as he can go.
That's all it takes and I'm screaming out my first release. It doesn't seem to phase him, in fact he just speeds up as my inner walls clamp down around his iron hard cock. I almost wonder if he's the model for the dildos on the fucking machine because he hits me in all the right places. But he's just getting started. He pounds into me with the steady speed and pace of a pile driver, only this time I can't move, can't adjust, all I can do is lie there and take it like the good cow I am.
The good, horny cow.
He gives me exactly what I need, and I come five or six times before he does. Worlds die and galaxies form and he's still just driving into me like it's his purpose in life.
Maybe it is. I don't know what the bulls are used for except fucking cows.
At last, the bull empties himself inside me with a roar. He's never tried to speak, never made a sound other than a grunt, but I realize he's not fitted with a voice box. There's nothing human about the sound, it's pure animal, but he certainly doesn't sound like me. It's not a moo. It's the roar of a beast.
He pulls out of me and I wail despite myself, not ready for it to be over. I don't want to be put back on the machines. I want a bull. Do they really think that'll be enough to knock me up? They should let him go again.
But there's a ringing sound coming from the open gate, and whatever it is lures him back inside. Tears roll down my cheeks as the gate closes because I'm not ready for this to end. I like it here. I like him. I don't want to go back to my stall.
The sound of another gate opening to my left has my head whipping around. I scream when I see what's coming: ANOTHER BULL!
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This bull doesn't wait either, he charges right out but because of where his gate is, I get a better look. He's made of muscle upon muscles, like his skin is too tight for his body. Piercing blue eyes are fixated on my presented flesh, but while there's nothing intelligent in that gaze, it's not vacant like the other cows. No, he's hungry, wanting, and what he wants is- 
I don't have time to finish the thought because he's on me. Like the bull before, there's no warning, but he's in such a hurry he shoves his cock into my asshole. I scream in pain, but as soon as he's moving, I no longer care. I'm speared on him, spread wide, and he could probably rip my body in two, but I don't care. I'm so needy and hungry for his touch that it's amazing. I'm full and stretched in a brand new way, and my eyes practically roll themselves back in my head as he fucks me.
I'm barely coherent among the waves of pleasure, but the thought crosses my mind that since he won't be able to get me pregnant this way, maybe they'll let him fuck me again.
I'm rocked in my tight bonds so much that the leather starts to cut into my skin with each thrust, but I hardly notice even as blood starts to weep from my skin. But my bull notices, and he doesn't like it. He bellows as he comes, dumping a load of seed into my ass, and then he pulls himself out the moment he's finished. He ignores the ringing bell calling him back to his cage, and turns his tongue to the cuts, lapping the blood away.
He works his way from my shoulders down to my arms, then my hips and legs. He lavishes each and every cut with care. I'm shocked at his gentleness. It's the nicest anyone has been to me here, and the thought makes my eyes well up with tears.
He must hear me sniffling because he comes around to my face, and licks those away too. Then he nuzzles me, pressing his head against mine in a gesture I would have never thought the beast who just fucked my ass without a care would be capable of. I try to moo at him around the gag and the look he gives me is one of understanding.
Then he stalks around me behind me, blocked out by the wood holding me in place and I don't know what he's doing until he slides into my pussy. I'm slick with my own wetness and the previous bull's spend, but he gives me the gentlest sex of my life, with careful and easy thrusts, but they're still steady and my body begins marching right up to the peak of an orgasm. I don't scream my release this time, it's a muffled cry as my body shudders and clamps down around him. Only once he's sure I'm finished does he release into me with a hiss, painting my insides with himself. He waits a few moments and I savor the feel of him before he eases away. He comes back to my front, giving me another nuzzle before he finally lets the bell lure him back to his cage.
I cry as I watch him go.
But I don't have long to be sad, because another gate is opening and another bull appears.
He's older than the other two, with silver hair at his temples. His nose ring is a gleaming golden color, and he doesn't charge towards me. No, he strolls like a man taking his time. I wonder why they don't force the bulls onto all fours, but then I realize it's a stupid question. Clearly no one tells these beasts what to do. That's why I'm in here alone with them.
I can't see where he's headed, but I expect to feel him entering me any second. But I'm wrong, I don't feel him at my backside. No, he's wriggled his way underneath me and his mouth wraps around my teat, coaxing my milk and drinking right from the source.
The rush of pleasure is so intense I damn near black out. It's the most intense orgasm yet, and I buck so hard against my restraints, I cut deep into my flesh. I hardly notice. I'm riding too high a wave to notice anything ever again. He drinks until I'm near empty, then switches to the other breast, and I come all over again. He doesn't stop until he drains me dry, and I'm too tapped out to notice as he finally lets go. I hear movement and then he spears me on his cock. Unlike the previous two, he's hard and fast, and he gets maybe ten or twenty strokes before he shoots his seed into me with a groan. Wrung out from the first two orgasms, I don't voice a protest as he pulls out without me coming with him inside. Hell, I'm still reeling from the aftershocks and he's gone.
Before I can even take a breath to mourn the loss of the last, another gate opens. I never see this bull because he comes from behind me, but come he does. His girth is wider than the others and it feels like a shock wave going through me just to have him inside.
Seconds later, that shock wave turns into a flood of pleasure as he starts thrusting in and out at an impossible speed. I have no time to adjust to the feeling before his rhythm builds and builds until my body can't keep up with his pace anymore. He doesn't stop though; he just keeps pounding away until finally, mercifully, I come screaming around him.
He slows his pace but only long enough for my breathing to settle before he ramps it back up again because he's not done yet. Again and again he drives me to the edge before he's had enough and deposits his spend deep in my pussy. 
The bell calls him back then there's the sound of another cage opening.
I wonder how many bulls the Ranch has.
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It's so hard to count, but I think I'm on my ninth or tenth bull. This one looks younger than the rest, and angrier, more aggressive. He does something no other has done. He comes to my front and shoves his dick into my mouth. The ring gag keeps my jaws open for him and there's nothing I can do as he violently fucks my face. There's nothing pleasurable about it either. Tears stream down my face and I struggle to breathe as he hits the back of my throat. 
He grips me by the fake ears on my bridle and I can make out that he has gloves too, but they're not quite like mine. He's reduced to two fingers and no thumb, so he can hold me but he still doesn't have use of his digits. But the observation is quickly torn from my mind as I choke again. He doesn't seem to notice, or if he does, it doesn't concern him.
I don't even have to swallow because he empties himself into my throat. He finally pulls free and I cough and gag, but I don't have time to catch my breath before he's at my backside. It takes no effort at all to slip into my waiting, well-used pussy. You'd really think I'd have had enough by now, but like the greedy bitch I am, I want more.
He doesn't care for my enjoyment either, seeming to revel in the sharp, violent thrusts that make me scream in pain as well as pleasure. Each stroke is like a hammer striking an anvil and sparks shoot through my skin. I'm on the verge of coming when he does, but the bastard pulls out before I reach my peak. I wail indignantly, or try to, and he stalks around to my front to give me a look that tells me he knows exactly what he's done, and that it was on purpose.
He swaggers off without a car in the world. I try in vain to roll my hips, but all that gets me is more pain as I make my cuts worse. My skin is chaffed and rubbed raw everywhere.
I still never want this to end.
But once his gate closes, there isn't the sound of another one opening. Instead there's a series of footsteps and I cry as the ranch hands begin to undo the restraints.
They don't even try to hold back their laughter.
"She's been bred all night. Been fucked until she bleeds, and she still wants more," someone cackles.
"Usually by now they're begging for it to stop. Maybe we should reserve this one for the bulls for each of her breeding seasons," another voice answers.
I'm still bent over at the waist, but now that I'm no longer held down, I buck my hips desperately, seeking the friction that will give me the release I need. Another round of laughter echoes around me, and a hand sinks underneath me to yank the vibrator away. My eyes flood with tears as I realize they're going to leave me needy and wanting. 
There's another hand at my entrance and my traitorous heart floods with hope for the briefest second, but he's simply inserting a dildo into my wanting pussy and a plug into my ass. One of the other hands comes around to pat my head, smiling down at me.
"It's just your cork. Gotta make sure you don't leak everywhere while we take you back to medical. Don't want to find out you're not pregnant and we have to do this all over again."
I glare at him because that's exactly what I want.
But I'm a cow, and cows don't get a choice, so I crawl after them as they lead me by my damn nose ring back towards the building where my transformation started.
I'm sprayed down again before they take me inside. No one speaks to me as I'm lifted and laid down on my back on another surgical table. I don't even stir as they strap me down again. I just want to be left alone so I can try to put the dildo shoved in me to good use. But there's an injection in my neck, and the world goes dark before they leave.
[image: image-placeholder]When I come to, I'm back in my stall, but with the addition of a floor to ceiling mirror in front of me so I can see the animal staring back. My harness is in place, supporting me, but there are thick bandages wrapped around my skin, padding it against the leather where I was cut. I can't help but think the pain was well worth it, and I smile as I think of the tender way that second bull licked at my wounds.
I squirm and wriggle, trying to turn to get a better look at myself. My vibrator's missing. I'm still plugged up like before, but now it's the dildos of the fucking machine that are stuffed in my cunt and ass. They're not on, just keeping my hips rigidly in place, and I suppose making sure I don't leak any of the bull's seed. My breasts are heavy and full again, but the milk machine isn't hooked up.
They must have been waiting for me to wake because the cruel lab tech appears almost instantly, looking down at me over my stall door. I'm relieved he doesn't come inside. I may be hungry to be touched all the time, but I don't want him anywhere near me.
"Well done, cow. You're not a failure after all. You're officially with calf, and that means you're open for breeding starting tonight. I can't wait to sink my cock in you."
Then he's gone, and I'm flooded with terror.
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Another unknown ranch hand comes along and hooks up the suction cups for me. I sigh in relief as they start to empty my heavy breasts. He also snaps in my feed, and I'm grateful that it's the mash instead of that strange water. My only complaint is he doesn't turn on the fucking machine, but that doesn't stop me from humping against it to try to take care of things myself. I've almost climaxed when an announcement plays through the barn. 
"Public Breeding will begin in thirty minutes, please ensure all cows are ready for mounting."
I ignore it and keep going until he comes back, rocking and bucking my hips. He scoffs at me, and lightly slaps my ass, but doesn't do much more to punish or discourage me. He simply disconnects the milk hoses, and the feeding tube. To my surprise, he pulls the ring gag out of the bridle and snaps it on to the end of the feed tube, letting it retract up to the ceiling. Then he goes to pull the fucking machine away, removing the dildos, and I take full advantage of my ability to moo in protest.
"Don't worry girl. You're going to have such a long line tonight, you'll forget you were ever empty."
He brings over a bucket and puts in between my legs. Without being told, I pee into it immediately, afraid for a repeat of before. He uses a wet cloth to wipe me down.
There's a mechanical hiss and the tethers on my back end lift slightly so my knees barely touch the floor, forcing my weight forward onto my arms as my ass is presented to the stall door. He leaves it wide open as he walks away, and I'm not sure if I should be scared or excited.
[image: image-placeholder]The next man I see is dressed unlike anyone I've seen here before. He's wearing a three piece suit and he leers at me in the mirror. But he doesn't say a word, just undoes his fly and gets on his knees. I'm slick and ready for him, but he takes his time sliding in, a hiss escaping his gritted teeth.
He doesn't reach for my clit, or make any move to touch me. He just thrusts into me, groaning as he does. But he's a three pump chump, and he finishes before he's really started. He's gone just as quickly as he came, and I have no idea what just happened.
I know regular men aren't like the bulls, but even the sergeant mounted me for hours.
It continues like that. Well dressed men step into my stall, drive themselves into my waiting and needy cunt, and finish in a flash. Some at least have the courtesy to stroke my clit, but none even come close to making me climax. By the fifth or sixth one, I'm mooing my distress. All they're doing is making me desperate, putting me on the edge without a hint of satisfaction, and I audibly make my unhappiness known but they seem to get off on it.
I lose track of how many men enter my stall, enter me, and I'm crying when they leave. Tears of despair roll down my cheeks. I'm so very, very horny, and these bastards aren't leaving me full, aren't making me come, they're just shooting their pathetic loads into an already pregnant cow.
Then Logan appears in the mirror, a sly grin on his face, and joy overtakes every part of me as he sinks onto his knees. He bends over me, kissing me on the shoulder as one hand snakes around me to my clit.
"I told you I'd make things up to you," he says as he begins to toy with me, his fingers playing me like a finely tuned piano. I wish I could turn and nuzzle him, but my head's held too tight by the straps, and moments later, I'm too far gone to care. I don't want to do anything to distract him from what he's doing.
And then I'm screaming the climax I so desperately needed, my hips bucking like I'm the bull and this is the rodeo. He hasn't even entered me yet, and I've lost all control. But Logan takes his time, he slips two fingers inside my wet heat and curls them, sending me right back up before I've even fully come down. I can't even form a distinct sound, my moos are just moans of pleasure.
"Come on, man," a voice comes from outside the stall but I can see the speaker, "you're just supposed to fuck her, not pleasure her. It's a cow for fuck's safe."
"If she's just a cow, go fuck a different one. Shouldn't matter to you which one you're sticking your tiny dick in," Logan yells back, not withdrawing from the magic he's coaxing from my body as my walls clamp down and flutter around his fingers. He keeps going until tremors are racing through my whole body. I can't think, I can't breathe, all I can do is feel.
Then, with no warning whatsoever, his fingers are gone and he's burying himself in my core. It's heaven, like coming home, as bright and radiant as the sun and as damning as the fires of hell. I've never felt cherished until this moment as he wraps his arms around me, one hand returning masterfully to my clit and the other thumbing over my breasts, one nipple pinched in his hand. The bulls are amazing in their own right, every single one of them, but I feel something for Logan. I know it's stupid, I'm a cow and one of hundreds, he probably fucks all the new livestock, but I feel it all the same. And my treacherous heart lets me pretend I'm worthy of his affection for just this moment. That this is something more than just a handler fucking his cow.
And I'm happy.
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Nine Months Later


My due date is approaching so they've moved me to the Birthing Shed on the far end of the Ranch. The walk over here was the longest of my life, led by my nose ring in sunlight I haven't seen in months, my belly so huge and swollen it nearly dragged the ground. I'm going stir crazy in here. There's no milking, and it's been days since I've been on the fucking machine or available for mounting. 
Life before the Ranch is a series of vague shapes and flashes. Not even a dream or a whisper.
I'm with the machines almost twenty-four seven. The only time the metal dildos don't pound into me are the nights where the barn is open for public breeding. Those are my favorites because that's when Logan, Knox, and Jett come to visit me. They're pleased with me. I'm a very good cow.
And I'm about to have my first calf.
My water breaks and an alarm sounds, an angry red flashing light going off overhead. The vet and Logan appear at my stall door, and I don't hesitate. It's hard but I drag myself up off the ground so I can push my head into his hands. He pets me gently, stroking the head he shaved so long ago. My bridle's in place but they took the gag out when they brought me here, so I'm able to moo softly at him.
"Hey girl, you ready to get that calf out of your belly?" he asks, continuing his smooth strokes.
"MOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!"
I've never been more ready for anything in my life.
The vet forces my legs apart, inspecting between my legs.
"She's fully dilated. Better get her on her back."
Before I know it, Logan's scooped me off the ground. The vet brings in a strange chair like the one he uses for the ultrasounds where he shows me the calf, but this one is lower so it sits on the ground. I don't protest as I'm strapped in, even though it feels strange to be off my knees. My legs are splayed wide and they secure my arms over my head.
I recognize the white gun in the vet's hand and I know what's coming even before I hear the click of it being fired into my neck. Next to being bred, it might be my favorite feeling in the world. In the blink of an eye, I'm blissed out and dazed. The shapes of Logan and the vet are bendy and out of focus, but I don't care. They tell me to push and push.  The vet's words seem to travel through a fog that has engulfed my brain. It feels like an eternity before I manage to make sense of the sounds he's making. But eventually, I understand what he's saying and recognize his instructions.
My body obeys the command without question, each push pushing me closer and closer to my goal - to get this cow out and into the world. With each passing moment, it becomes easier to focus on the task at hand, and with every contractive wave that ripples through my body I can feel the calf coming closer to its freedom with each second.
"Come on, girl, you can do it," Logan says, patting my head again.
One last big push and I feel something leave me, sliding out into the world as I scream. There's a moment of silence and then a piercing cry splits the air.
I don't understand. It sounds like a human's cries. I thought it would moo like me.
But Logan smiles at me like I've done something right, and I don't care anymore. The vet's leaving the room, taking the squirming bundle with him. I only have eyes for Logan. He takes a wet rag and begins cleaning the mess I've made of myself.
"I've got six hours to spend with you before I have to have you over to the bulls. How do you want to spend them?" he asks, undoing the straps holding me down. But he already knows the answer. I know my body will hurt later when the dose wears off, so I'll make the most of the time we have.
I'm clumsy and trembling, my limbs not quite willing to support me, but I'm on my knees after a long minute of struggle, turning to present for him.
"Good cow."
THE END








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
Coming Early Fall 2023
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 the men 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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