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Chapter one


The town is quiet at this balmy hour of nearly half-past three, draped in thick shadows, the only sounds the distant hum of machinery from the district border and the occasional shuffle of something unseen in the alleys. I move quickly, on the balls of my feet, sticking close to the buildings, my breath held tight in my chest. I've never been out at this time of night. Not once.

But I have a mission.

My entire life, Father has been waiting for the day he could sell me. He wanted to on my eighteenth birthday, and Mother begged and pleaded with him not to. I guess he has at least one shred of humanity left because he let me stay.

Or he did.

Mother passed last week, and my reprieve only lasted four years.

We would have to go to the auction house two towns over to make it official, but he was selling me to his best friend come morning. A dirty old man named Peter Hodge. He'd given me the creeps all my life.

Father doesn't know I have a plan to stop him. I came up with it more than a year ago, when his best friend expressed interest in me when the day came because he knew my virginity was perfectly preserved by my father's refusal to let me out of the house. Was it crazy to choose a life as livestock? Maybe. But I'd be well fed and well taken care of, two things I wouldn't be in Peter Hodge's house.

I'd take being a Hucow over being his sixth wife.

I keep my head down, my hood low, my footsteps light as I weave through the familiar streets, ducking behind crates and broken-down carts when I heard movement. My heart slams against my ribs, but no one shouts. No one notices me. I slip through the night.

By the time I reach the tavern at the heart of town, my hands are slick with sweat. I haven't been this far from home in more than five years. The lock on the back door is older than dirt. It takes me all of five seconds to force it open with the rusted crowbar I swiped from the shed. The door groans on its hinges as I slide inside, the scent of stale beer and smoke clinging to the air like ghosts of the night before.

I hesitate just inside, letting the darkness swallow me whole. My pulse thrums in my ears, loud and insistent. I have never been inside before, but I know what happens here. What they have. Father comes home stinking of the place most nights.

The silence presses in around me, thick and expectant. I run my fingers along the bar, my touch tentative at first, then bolder. The wood is smooth beneath my fingertips, worn down by years of drunks and patrons.

I reach behind the bar, my hands ghosting over the bottles until I find one that feels expensive. I don’t bother with a glass, but it takes me almost a full minute to wrench the damn thing open. I can't read the bottle, but I think it's whiskey. The first sip burns all the way down, setting fire to my insides. The second goes down smoother. By the third, I’m floating.

The world blurs pleasantly at the edges. I tip my head back, staring at the ceiling, imagining what tomorrow will bring. I wonder how long before I'm discovered, how much I'll get to enjoy.

I've finished more than half the bottle when a door opens.

“Son of a-”

The man in the doorway is massive. Broad shoulders, thick arms, a face weathered by time and exhaustion. He blinks at me, eyes narrowing.

“The fuck do you think you're doing?”

I push myself to my feet, swaying slightly. My brown hair falls around my face as I draw myself to my full height. He still towers over me, probably more than a foot.

"Drinking, what does it look like?"

His brow furrows and he get a good look at the bottle in my hand.

"What the hell were you thinking? Who's your master?" he demands.

"Lee Simmons," I say, or try to. It comes out slurred.

He shakes his head in disgust before grabbing me by the arm, his massive paw wrapping all the way around as he nearly yanks me from my feet, dragging me towards a chair.

"I'm calling the cops."

"Can I at least finish the bottle?"

***

The bastard does not let me finish. He shoves me into a chair and glares at me like I might suddenly make a mad dash for it, but I'm far too past drunk for that. The world's tilting off its axis.

Before I know it, two cops are in front of me.

"Breaking and entering, consumption of alcohol, running away from your master, being out in public without an escort, and removing your collar. You, young lady, are in a world of trouble," the shorter one drawls.

"Don't I know it?" I say with a smirk.

I push up from the chair, the alcohol still making the floor sway beneath me, but I don’t care. I lunge at them, fists swinging wildly. One punch glances off an officer’s cheek, another lands square in the chest of the taller one. They grunt, caught off guard for a second, but it’s not enough.

Rough hands grab my arms, twisting them behind my back. I thrash, kicking out, my breath coming in ragged pants. Someone curses, and then there’s a sharp, electric crackle.

Pain explodes through me. My muscles seize, my limbs locking up as volts rip through my body. I crash to the floor, my head smacking against the wood. White sparks dance in my vision. My body jerks, helpless against the shock, and I barely register the weight pressing down on me, pinning me in place.

The last thing I hear before the black swallows me whole is the metallic snap of cuffs around my wrists.


Chapter two


The fluorescent lights buzz overhead, their glare stabbing straight through my skull. My head pounds, my stomach churns, and my tongue feels like sandpaper. The lingering effects of this morning’s whiskey sit heavy in my veins, but I don’t care.

I got exactly what I wanted.

I stand in the center of the courtroom, wrists shackled in front of me, the scratchy orange jumpsuit hanging loose around my frame. The guards on either side of me keep their grips firm and one keeps his baton at the ready, like he might need to shock me any second. Little do they know I’m going to be the best behaved prisoner ever… unless this doesn’t go the way I want.

The judge, an older man with thin lips and tired eyes, clears his throat. “Isabella Simmons. You stand accused of breaking and entering, destruction of property, alcohol consumption, resisting arrest, running away, and,” he pauses, his gaze flicking down at the papers in front of him before settling back on me, “being in public without an escort.”

However, I don’t respond. I know better than to speak without permission.

“You leave us little choice, Miss Simmons. Given the severity of your actions, you leave us only one choice. You are herby sentenced to the Hucow Ranch where you will serve a life sentence. Your offspring will be sold to pay for the damages to the tavern,” he says, banging the gavel as he seals my fate.

A smile spreads over my face at Father’s outraged cry.

“Your Honor! Please! I had plans to sell her!”

“Then you should have kept better control of her and not let her wander off, now shouldn’t you?” the Judge answers.

“Please, just let me take her to the auction house! She's never been out of the house, never had contact with men! I'll make a fortune! Let me pay the fines!”

The judge pauses, looking over at me. He shakes his head in disgust, but there’s also a sparkle in his eyes that wasn’t there a moment ago.

“Is she a virgin?” he asks Father, who hesitates before saying, “Yes, Your Honor.”

The judge’s face morphs into a sadistic smile.

“Notify the Ranch they have a virgin on their hands. They’ll be able to sell her first mounting for a hefty fee.”

Father howls in outrage as I’m dragged from the courtroom. I can still hear him even as I’m taken through the door to the outside.

The world outside feels too bright, too harsh. My eyes squint against the morning sun, and the headache grew into a dull roar. I trip over my feet as I’m wrestled towards the back of an open truck. They force me up the steps when I don’t move quick enough for them. The air inside is thick with the smell of sweat, metal, and something else I can’t place. My feet scrape against the floor as I stumble, trying to steady myself, but there’s nowhere to go. The guards don’t waste time. One of them shoves me forward, his hand like iron on my shoulder. “Stand there,” he orders, pointing to a spot at the front of the truck, just below the ceiling.

I do as I’m told, not fighting as they hoist my arms over my head and chain them to the ceiling.

“Open wide,” he barks, pulling something from his pocket. It takes me a second to understand what he’s saying, but he doesn’t give me time to obey his command. His partner grabs my jaw roughly, squeezing the side of my face to force my mouth open. They fix a ball gag into my mouth, straining my jaws wide as they fasten it around my head.

“Virgin, huh? I can’t wait to watch them breed you,” one taunts.

Then I’m left alone in the dark.

The silence is suffocating. There’s no sound but the clinking of chains whenever I shift. My feet ache, pressed flat against the cold metal floor.

Minutes stretch on. I can’t tell how long it’s been. My wrists throb with each passing second, my head pounding in time. I shift, trying to find some relief from the tension in my shoulders, but there’s no comfortable way to stand here like this. I’m too exposed. Too vulnerable. The cold metal against my bare arms makes my skin crawl, and the weight of the cuffs pulls at me, forcing me to stay rigid, unmoving.

I glance around, desperate for something to focus on, but there’s nothing. The walls are bare, dark, and unfeeling. The floor is grimy and cold, covered in old stains that I don’t want to look at too closely.

More time passes. I don’t know how much. I try to ignore the ache in my bladder, the growing desperation clawing at me, but it’s impossible to push it away. I’ve been here too long. Alone, waiting, and aching.

I can hear the truck doors opening again, and the shuffle of footsteps. The officers are back, but they don’t acknowledge me. They don’t even glance in my direction. They’re too busy ushering another woman into the truck, shoving her forward until we’re shoulder to shoulder, chaining her beside me. They don’t speak to us.

Then another gets added. And another. The hours go on for what feels like forever.

My head hurts, my mouth is dry, and fuck, do I need to pee. I don’t know how long I last before I finally give in, soaking my jumpsuit. The woman next to me squeals in disgust and tries to move away, but there’s nowhere to go. I try not to smirk when she wets herself an hour later.

Finally, the truck is full. The last woman is shoved inside, and the door slams shut behind her with a metallic bang.

The truck jerks forward with a heavy rumble, and we begin to move, the engine’s roar the only thing that drowns out the noise in my head.


Chapter three


The truck lurches to a stop, jolting me awake from a half-conscious state. My body is stiff from the hours of waiting, every muscle aching with the cold and strain. The muffled sound of the engine cuts off, and the door at the back of the truck creaks open, flooding the dark interior with harsh light. Every part of me aches. This is seeming like less of a good plan than before, but I still know in my core it's better than being sold to Hodge. I would have been dead before the next year.

I squint against the sudden brightness, my body protesting as I try to shift. My arms are screaming, my jaw throbbing. My bladder aches again, and the wetness between my legs is a constant reminder of how long I’ve been left in this state.

I hear the shuffle of feet outside, the voices of the guards low and muffled. The others are being taken out one by one, dragged out of the truck with the same lack of ceremony as they were shoved inside. Each of them disappears into the harsh daylight.

Finally, after what feels like forever, I hear footsteps approaching. The heavy clank of boots on metal echoes as two figures appear in the doorway, their silhouettes dark against the light behind them.

One of them, tall, broad-shouldered with dark hair, leans in, peering into the truck with a sneer. "Is this the virgin?" his voice is rough, with a hint of glee in it.

The second guard, thinner, with a sharp, almost predatory gaze, looks over me and nods. "Yeah, broke into a bar because her dad planned to sell her. Almost like she wanted this," he says, his voice slow, deliberate. He stares at me for a long moment, like he’s sizing me up, before a cruel smirk spreads across his face.

My stomach flips, and I instinctively try to shrink back, but the chains hold me in place. The guard’s eyes narrow as he steps forward, one hand gripping my jaw hard enough to bruise, forcing me to look into his pale green eyes.

"You’ve wet yourself, huh?" he says, his tone mocking.

Heat floods my cheeks, but I refuse to feel bad. That is the one thing today that wasn't my fault.

The first guard grunts, looking at me with a mix of disdain and amusement. "We’ll have to clean you up before we process you," he mutters.

They move quickly, uncuffing me and jerking me out of the truck. My legs are weak, and I stumble, the cold ground beneath me unforgiving. They don’t help me steady myself; instead, they shove me forward, hands on my back, pushing me towards a round metal pen. In minutes, they have me secured against the metal rails, trembling before them. The metal bites into my skin, forcing me to hold my arms out at an awkward angle.

I try to breathe, to focus, but all I can think about is the sharp pain in my arms and the strange feeling crawling up my spine. The new position is a relief because it's different, but my muscles scream all the same. I feel exposed, vulnerable, like a piece of meat being prepared for some twisted kind of slaughter.

"You wanted this, didn't you? Wanted to end up here on the Ranch?" the cold guard asks, his grin widening. "You wanted to become a Hucow, didn't you? You get off on the idea?"

I shrug because it's the only answer I can give. I don't know if I get off on it, but if I'm going to spend my life being told what to do by a man, yeah, I might as well be well taken care of and get some pleasure out of it. Everyone knows Hucows need sex to function. They always told us the horror stories like it was something bad but… getting tied up and being forced to climax? Well, it sure sounded better than the alternatives life had to offer.

Maybe I did get off on it. I should hate this, but there was a weird heat pooling in my stomach.

The other guard moves towards me, his face twisted with disdain as he pulls out a large, sharp knife. The metal gleams, and I can feel my breath catch in my throat.

“Hold still,” he growls, his voice low and threatening.

I don’t have a choice. I can’t move, can’t do anything but stand there as he brings the blade to the front of my jumpsuit. His hands are rough and calloused as he slides the knife through the fabric with quick, practiced movements. The sharp sound of it slicing through the material echoes in the empty air, and my heart hammers in my chest.

I flinch, but the guard just presses harder against me, the blade cutting through the jumpsuit like its nothing. The fabric rips open in quick, forceful movements, the roughness of the cuts making my skin prickle with cold dread, but he never slips, never cuts me. The knife moves with cruel precision, cutting through the jumpsuit until it falls away in tatters around my feet.

The guard pulls it off in one motion, tossing the ruined fabric aside. I’m left standing there, naked and exposed, my body trembling from the combination of fear and the dry air against my wet skin. The bindings around my wrists are the only thing keeping me upright, my arms aching.

Before I can even process what’s happening, the cruel guard steps forward, holding a hose in his hands. Without a word, he turns the nozzle, and cold, unforgiving water bursts from the end with a deafening roar. The stream hits me with brutal force, splashing against my chest, soaking my hair, and drenching my skin in seconds.

I gasp in shock, the cold so intense it makes my body freeze in place. The water splashes against my face, and I squeeze my eyes shut, trying to block out the sting. It rushes down my body, soaking me through, and I feel it crawling over my skin, washing away the remnants of the jumpsuit, the dirt, the sweat, and... everything.

When they finally stop, the water runs clear, dripping off my body in a steady stream. The cruel guard smirks at me again.

"You need to piss again, don't you, girl?" he asks and shame rushes over me. I try to shake my head, but I can't. Not with the intense pressure on my bladder. "Yeah, you do," he continues, stepping closer. "Better out here than inside. Get to it."

When I don't, he leans forward, putting one meaty hand on my stomach and pushing down hard. I whimper into the gag, and he only increases the force until I let go, a warm stream of urine spilling down my legs. He smirks, relishing in my shame, and a rush goes through me, something dark and forbidden that he's enjoying this.

"There you go," he says when I finish, and then he steps back, turning the hose on me again. I squeal as he sprays off my bare body.

"Clean enough," he grunts. "You'll wait here until they're ready for you at the vet's."


Chapter four


Finally, after what feels like an eternity, the guards return. They don’t speak to me, don’t offer a word, not even to taunt me, just unbind my wrists with less care than you'd use with a sack of flower. My arms feel like they’ve been cut off, unable to move or function, as they drag me forward again.

I’m stumbling, half-dazed, head lolling. I don't even look around, my gaze fixed on my feet. Lifting my head is out of the question.

Suddenly we're inside and the cold air bites at my skin like a relief and a punishment all at once. It’s so different from the stifling heat that a shiver runs through my body. We move through several more doors, and then I'm in a lab. The only thing keeping me upright at this point is the tight grip of the guards.

A man in a white coat suddenly appears before me. He looks me over with a hungry, assessing gaze.

"Ah, this is our virgin?" he asks.

"Yeah, Doc. Twisted little thing. I think this is what she wanted."

His eyes rake over me with clinical precision, taking in the dripping wetness of my skin, the trembling of my body, and the obvious signs of exhaustion.

He smiles slightly, a small, satisfied curve of his lips that makes my stomach churn.

“Very good,” he mutters to himself, his voice too pleased. “Very good indeed.”

The Doc turns, picking up a clipboard as he begins to make notes.

"Welcome to the Hucow Ranch, #561. It sounds like you'll be very happy here. Gentlemen, if you could put her on the bench, please. Colt should be in any moment."

I can barely hold my head up, dizziness swirling in my vision, but I catch glimpses of the room as they move around me. Medical instruments lie scattered across a counter, and the fluorescent lights buzz overhead, too bright and unrelenting. There's a padded leather bench looming in the center. Before I know what's happening, they have me bent over it on all fours. I don't have a chance to squirm before they begin to fasten the leather straps, binding me in place.

There's a padded leather bench looming in the center of the room, like something out of those illegal films Father likes to watch. It seems to grow larger, more imposing, as the guards drag me forward. My breath quickens with the rush of adrenaline. Before I can process what’s happening, they push me down onto it, bending me over on all fours. I’m sprawled, limbs pinned beneath me, my body arching over the surface like an animal ready for slaughter.

The smooth leather feels cold against my bare skin, a jolt of sensation that makes me gasp. They don't give me even a second to find my bearings before they begin their work. The straps are thick and unyielding, wrapping around my wrists and ankles, binding me cruelly in place. I jerk instinctively, trying to pull away, but the bindings are too strong. I'm caught, completely helpless, unable to move or even shift without the leather biting into my flesh. More straps run over my hips and shoulders, a heavy collar is put around my neck, and another strap goes over the top of my head. I’m pinned like a butterfly on display.

It’s like being in the truck all over again, but worse. This is where it really begins. This is where it all happens. My breath is ragged, the weight of my own body pressing down on my lungs. I feel the guards’ hands, impersonal and mechanical, tightening the straps until they’re satisfied that I’m going nowhere. The bench groans beneath me as I struggle to breathe, to focus. Everything seems too bright, and sounds echo in my ears like I’m underwater.

They step back, and I can almost feel the sneers on their faces as they leave me there, trembling and alone.

"All ready for you, Doc," one of them calls, and I hear the heavy door close behind them as they leave, a final, resounding boom that makes me shudder.

I flinch when the cold antiseptic swab touches my skin just above my hip. The needle follows, a sharp, burning sensation as whatever is in the syringe empties into me. The pain is quick but intense, a flash of fire beneath my skin that makes me whimper against the gag.

"Hold still," he scolds, moving to my side. "That was the smallest one."

Behind me, I hear the door open, heavy footsteps approaching.

"This is our new virgin?" a deep voice asks. "The one the judge sent over this morning?"

"Yes," the Doc says. "Perfect timing, Colt. You can start prepping her."

There's another swab, cold and damp against my skin. The second injection is worse, the needle sliding deep into the sensitive flesh at the side of my breast. Tears spring to my eyes as the liquid fire spreads through the tender tissue. My muffled sounds of protest are ignored.

The newcomer, Colt apparently, moves into my field of vision briefly. He's tall, broad-shouldered, with calloused hands and eyes that study me with professional assessment. Not cruel, but not kind either.

"Where do you want me to start?" he asks.

"Swap that gag out and then get started on shaving her."

Colt moves behind me, and I hear the metallic scrape of tools being arranged on a tray. His fingers find the buckle of my ball gag, working it loose like he's done this a hundred times.

The ball slides free, and I gasp, working my aching jaw. The relief is short-lived. Before I can utter a single word, Colt slides a metal ring between my teeth, forcing my mouth open in a perfect O. The straps tighten around my head, locking it in place.

"There we go," he says, patting my cheek. "That's better."

I make a choked sound of protest, but all that comes out is a garbled moan. Drool immediately begins to pool at the corners of my mouth, unable to swallow properly. It's a great distraction until a needle sinks into my ass, making me squeal in pain. The burn spreads outward, a radiating heat that makes me squirm against my restraints.

Colt moves out of my sight again, and I hear the buzz of electric clippers. The vibration against my scalp is strange, almost soothing in its rhythm. Long strands of my brown hair fall to the floor in clumps, severed from my head in swift, efficient strokes. I feel oddly detached, watching pieces of myself scatter across the floor, as if I'm shedding my old identity with each pass of the clippers.

As soon as all the hair is gone, there's a strange burning sensation, like there's a heat gun being held to my head.

"Burning away the follicles," Colt explains, though I didn't, couldn't ask.

Another needle drives into my other hip, and I squeal in pain. The Doctor tsks.

"You better dope her, Colt, or we'll never get through this."

There's a faint hiss, a tiny pinch, and then warmth spreads through my veins like honey as something injects into the side of my neck. The sensation crawls outward from the injection site, slow and thick, until it reaches my fingertips and toes.

"Give it a minute," he says to the Doc, his voice sounding distant and far away.

The room begins to blur at the edges, colors smearing together like wet paint. My brain starts to go fuzzy. The pain from the earlier injections fades into a dull, forgettable throb. Something is starting to pool in my belly and I flash back to the strange rush I had when the guard made me pee in front of him.

Colt's fingers snap in front of my face, and I blink sluggishly. "She's ready," he announces.

He moves out of my sight again, and I hear the clink of metal on metal. When he returns, he's holding what looks like a small silver gun and a thick needle that gleams under the harsh lights. My drugged brain registers danger, but my body refuses to respond. I don't even struggle.

"Hold her head steady."

Firm hands grip either side of my skull, fingers digging into my freshly shaved scalp. I feel the cool press of what must be a clamp against my septum, pinching the cartilage between my nostrils. There's pressure, a brief flare of pain that cuts through the fog, and then a strange sensation of something sliding through.

"Perfect," Colt murmurs, and I feel him threading something cool and metallic through the fresh hole. "What a good Hucow."

The fingers release my head, and I hear the soft clink of a ring being closed. I try to sniff, to feel the strange weight now hanging from my nose, but it's hard to focus on it.

Drool pools at the corners of my mouth, spilling past the ring gag and onto the floor beneath me.

"What do you think, Doc? Feed next?"

"Yes, I've got eight more injections to do, then we'll brand her. I want her to have a good bit in her belly before we get that far."

Colt reappears in front of me, holding a clear plastic tube attached to some kind of machine. Without warning, he snaps the tube into a socket on my ring gag that I hadn't noticed before. It clicks into place with a sickening finality.

"Feed cycle starting," he announces, flipping a switch on the wall.

The machine hums to life, and seconds later a thick, grayish paste begins to ooze through the tube. It hits the back of my throat, and I gag reflexively, choking as the substance fills my mouth. There's no option but to swallow. The ring gag holds my jaw open wide, leaving me no way to spit it out or stop the steady flow.

The paste tastes vile—a bland, medicinal mixture with the consistency of oatmeal but none of the warmth or comfort. It coats my tongue and slides down my throat in heavy, viscous globs.

"Good girl," Colt murmurs, patting my cheek. "The more you eat, the better you'll feel."

Behind me, the Doc continues his work. Another needle plunges into the soft flesh of my thigh, and I flinch as much as my restraints allow. The burn spreads outward, but it's different from the earlier injections—hotter, more intense. Three more injections follow in quick succession, each one driving the strange heat deeper into my body.

By the fifth injection, something odd begins to happen. The heat centralizes, pooling in my lower abdomen and between my legs. My skin feels hypersensitive, every point of contact with the leather bench suddenly electric. My nipples tighten painfully, and an involuntary moan escapes around the tube in my mouth.

"Ah, the hormones are kicking in," the Doc nearly purrs. "Perfect timing."

The paste continues to flow, forcing me to swallow and swallow as my body betrays me, responding to whatever chemicals they've pumped into my system. The arousal builds like a tide, unwanted but unstoppable. My hips shift unconsciously, seeking friction against nothing but air, and shame burns alongside desire in my veins.

I try to focus on the disgusting taste in my mouth, on the humiliation of drool running down my chin, on anything but the growing ache between my thighs. But the drugs make it impossible to control my thoughts, and the heat continues to build, a relentless, pulsing need that I have no way to satisfy.

"Alright, that's enough," the Doc decides. He slides another needle deep into my breast. The injection burns like acid in my breast, the pain cutting through the haze for just a moment before dissolving back into that strange, floating sensation. I'm hot all over, my skin feverish and tight. Between my legs, I'm slick and throbbing, a need so primal it makes me whimper around the feeding tube.

I try to shift my hips, desperate for more of friction, any relief from this maddening ache, because the two orgasms I've already had are not enough. The movement is barely perceptible, but Colt notices immediately. His hand cracks across my ass, the sharp sting making me jolt against my restraints.

"Hold still," he barks, his voice hard with authority. "Hucows don't move unless they're told to."

My skin burns where he struck me, but instead of dampening my arousal, it only intensifies it. A muffled whine escapes through my nose, my body betraying me in every possible way.

The Doc chuckles, the sound cold and cruel. "Don't worry, Colt. Once we get the brand on her, she'll learn quickly enough."

The word "brand" filters slowly through my mind, but before I can process what it means, Colt's already moving away, his footsteps echoing on the tile floor.

"Got it heating up earlier," he says, his voice coming from somewhere behind me. "Should be ready now."

There's a metallic clatter, then the hiss of something being removed from heat. The sound makes my stomach lurch.

"Hold her tight," the Doc instructs. "Even with the sedatives, this is going to hurt."

Hands press down on my shoulders, my hips, everywhere they can find purchase, pinning me against the bench. I feel something heavy and hot hovering near my right ass cheek, the heat radiating off it in waves that make my skin prickle with fear.

"Three... two... one..."

The world explodes into white-hot agony as the brand makes contact with my flesh. I scream around the feeding tube; the sound ripping from my throat in a garbled, inhuman shriek. The smell of burning skin fills the air, acrid and sickening. The pain is beyond anything I've ever experienced, a searing, all-consuming torture that cuts through whatever they gave me, through arousal, through thought itself.

Tears stream down my face, mingling with the drool at the corners of my mouth. My body convulses against the restraints, every muscle straining to escape the unbearable pain, but there's nowhere to go. The brand seems to burn forever, melting into my flesh.

Through the haze of pain, I hear metal clinking against metal. Colt moves into my peripheral vision, holding what looks like a large, industrial stapler and a yellow plastic tag.

"Don't move," he warns, though it's an unnecessary command. I couldn't if I wanted to.

His fingers grasp my ear roughly, pulling it taut. I feel the cold press of metal against the cartilage, followed by a sharp, piercing pain as the device punches through. It's nothing compared to the brand, but it still draws a pathetic whimper from my throat. There's a loud click, and then the weight of something plastic hanging from my ear.

"Perfect," the Doc says, leaning down to inspect their handiwork. "The tag suits her."

Colt steps back, admiring his work with a satisfied nod. "There we go," he reads aloud, flicking the yellow tag so it swings from my ear like a grotesque earring. "Now she's officially #561."

My body sags against the restraints, too exhausted to fight anymore. The edges of my vision have gone fuzzy, the room swimming in and out of focus. The brand on my ass throbs with each heartbeat, a constant reminder of what I've become—livestock, property, a thing to be numbered and tagged. But the arousal is flooding back in... so clearly some demented part of me enjoys this.

I feel another needle slide into my neck, but this time there's no pain, just a cool rush that spreads outward, numbing everything in its path. The drug hits my system like a tidal wave, dragging me under almost instantly.


Chapter five


Iwake slowly, my consciousness returning in fragments. The first sensation is pressure—not pain, exactly, but the awareness of my body being supported by something unyielding. My hands and knees rest on padded surfaces, but I can’t move them. A chill runs through me as I realize I’m still completely naked, my skin prickling in the cool air.

My eyes flutter open to a dimly lit space. I’m in some kind of stall, like those in a barn but modified. The walls around me are solid on three sides, with metal bars forming the fourth halfway up so I can’t see out. A metal frame cradles my body, keeping me perfectly positioned on all fours, my back straight and my head slightly elevated. Thick leather straps encircle my wrists, elbows, ankles, thighs, and hips, binding me to the frame with no slack to move.

The ring gag is still locked in my mouth, stretching my jaws painfully wide. A fresh feeding tube connects to it, leading to a clear container mounted on the wall filled with that same grayish paste. My throat feels raw.

Something heavy hangs from my neck, a thick leather collar with a substantial weight dangling from it. When I try to shift my head, the weight pulls uncomfortably, forcing me to maintain the position they’ve set for me.

But the most shocking change is my breasts. They hang beneath me like heavy pendulums, swollen to at least twice, no, three times, their former size. When I breathe, I can feel them sway, the unfamiliar weight pulling at my chest with each tiny movement. A mixture of horror and fascination washes over me.

A mechanical click sounds from somewhere above, and suddenly the feeding tube activates. Thick paste oozes into my mouth, forcing me to swallow or choke. I’ve been eating for maybe a minute when something unexpected happens, a cascade of sensations that starts in my core and radiates outward. Heat floods between my legs, a sudden, shocking arousal that makes me gasp around the tube.

With each swallow, the feeling intensifies. It’s like a direct line has been established between my throat and my pussy, every gulp sending a new pulse of need through my body. I whimper, confused and overwhelmed by how quickly my body responds to the feed.

Instinctively, I rock my hips, seeking friction, relief, anything to address the building ache. The movement is limited by my restraints, but I can’t help myself. Even as I continue to swallow the tasteless paste, sounds of frustration escape around the tube, groaning, desperate noises I barely recognize as my own.

The heavy door at the front of the stall slides open with a metallic groan. Colt steps in, hands in his pockets, his expression shifting from professional detachment to amused interest as he watches me struggle against my bindings, hips still rocking uselessly in the air.

“Well, well,” he says, leaning against the bars. “Looks like someone’s hormones are kicking in nicely. Hungry and horny—exactly how a good Hucow should be.”

His eyes rake over my body, lingering on my swollen breasts and the desperate movement of my hips. Shame floods me, but also desire.

“Keep eating,” he instructs. “When you’re finished, I’ll bring in the milking machine.”

I try to glare at him, but another wave of arousal crashes through me as I swallow, and my eyes roll back instead. My nipples have hardened to painful points, and I can feel wetness trickling down my inner thighs. He watches as I struggle to choke down the gruel for ten or fifteen minutes, my belly heavy with the feed and my mind wild with desire. I can see his cock hardening under his pants.

Eventually he switches the feed off and pulls the tube from my mouth. To my shock, he pulls the ring gag out of my mouth. Colt gives me a sadistic grin.

“Go ahead, try to speak.”

I work my aching jaw, swallowing desperately several times before I can even attempt to form words.

I try to speak, try to demand answers, to curse at him, but when I open my mouth, what comes out isn’t human at all. A long, plaintive “Moooooo” echoes through the stall. The sound is so foreign, so alien, yet it’s coming from my own vocal cords. Panic surges through me as I try again—“Moooo”—the sound rumbling from deep in my chest, like something primal, something not mine.

My mind spins. This isn’t real. This can’t be real.

Colt steps closer, his fingers tapping gently on the heavy weight hanging from my collar. The cold metal sends a shiver down my spine as he grins, clearly enjoying my shock.

“Voice modulator,” he says, his voice casual but laced with amusement. “State-of-the art. It intercepts the signals from your brain to your vocal cords and transforms them. You can think whatever words you want, but all that comes out is exactly what you are now—a cow.”

My eyes widen in horror. No. This isn’t happening. I try to scream, but all that comes out is a frantic, high-pitched lowing, the noise unnervingly frantic and helpless. Colt chuckles darkly.

“You’ll get used to it,” he adds, ruffling my freshly shaved head. “Most girls do. And you wanted this, didn’t you? That’s why you got yourself arrested, isn’t it?”

I moan—a miserable, resigned sound, the noise escaping my throat without my permission. My body trembles as the reality of what’s happening crashes down on me. The drugs coursing through my veins do nothing to dull the horror. If anything, they make the arousal, the sickening warmth flooding my core, more vivid—more undeniable. I try to focus, but it slips further from my grasp with every breath, every sound I make.

“I’ll be right back with the milking machine,” Colt announces, turning to leave. His words are casual, almost bored. “You just hang tight, #561.”

The door slides shut behind him with a metallic clang, leaving me alone in the stall. I’m shaking, my body wracked with a mix of fear, confusion, and all-consuming arousal. I try again to speak, to make human words, but each attempt only produces more variations of bovine noises—some plaintive, some frantic, none of them anything close to human. My chest tightens with panic, and the humiliation claws at my throat.

I don’t know how much time passes before Colt returns. When he does, I’m still making distressed cow sounds, my eyes wild with panic. He wheels in a machine, sleek and unnervingly clinical, its clear tubes and collection bottles reminding me far too much of medical equipment.

“Settle down,” Colt says, his voice firm, almost cold. “The more worked up you get, the harder this will be.”

He moves with ease, attaching what look like large suction cups to the ends of the tubes. I’m so dizzy with fear and confusion that I barely register what he’s doing until he grabs one of my swollen breasts. The rough squeeze sends a jolt of unwanted pleasure straight to my core, and I can’t stop the low, sensual moan that escapes me—a sound that still unmistakably belongs to a cow.

“See?” Colt murmurs, like he’s explaining something simple. “Your body knows what it wants, even if your mind hasn’t caught up yet.”

His fingers are cold as they work the suction cup into place over my nipple. The click of it attaching echoes in the small stall. My body stiffens, but there’s no escaping it. The sensation—strangely, terribly—feels too familiar, too right. It terrifies me.

He moves to my other breast, squeezing it roughly like the first before attaching the second cup. The weight of the cups pulls at my tits, stretching them further. I can feel the wetness pooling between my thighs, the twisted arousal I can’t suppress.

Colt checks the gauges on the machine, tightening the connections with the same detached precision.

“First milking’s always special,” he says with a soft, almost affectionate tone. “Might hurt a bit at first.” His hand slides down my back, coming to rest on my freshly branded skin, his fingers lingering on the mark and I whimper. My breath catches in my throat, but I can’t speak. All I can do is tremble, feeling the machine hum to life.

Colt flips a switch, and the sound of the machine filling with air sends a fresh wave of panic through me. The suction pulls at my sensitive breasts, and a low, involuntary moan slips from my throat. It starts slowly, a gentle pull that quickly builds into an insistent pressure. I try to prepare myself, but nothing could have readied me for the sensation that rips through my body as the machine truly engages. A moo, a strangled, bovine sound, tears from my throat as my milk begins to flow.

The pain is sharp at first, radiating from my nipples outward like lightning strikes across my chest. I try to pull away, to escape the merciless draw of the machine, but the frame holds me perfectly immobile. The suction cups tug at my sensitive flesh with rhythmic persistence, every pull sending new waves of sensation through my swollen breasts.

And then it shifts.

The pain doesn’t disappear, it transforms, melting into something else entirely. Pleasure builds underneath the discomfort, rising like floodwater, impossible to contain. Each pull of the machine sends dual sensations shooting straight to my core, the line between agony and ecstasy blurring until I can no longer tell where one ends and the other begins.

I watch in horrified fascination as my milk flows into the clear tubes, white and thick, streaming from my body into the collection bottles. The sight of it—the evidence of what I’ve become—should disgust me. It should break me. Instead, my hips buck involuntarily against nothing, seeking friction, relief, completion.

“That’s it,” Colt murmurs, his eyes fixed on the filling bottles. “Good girl.”

His approval shouldn’t matter. It shouldn’t send that spike of warmth through me, that perverse pride that makes me arch my back and present myself more fully to the machine. But it does. My body betrays me completely.

I hate this. I hate the helplessness, the humiliation of being displayed and used like livestock. I hate the sounds that escape me—inhuman, needy moans that echo against the stall walls. I hate how my milk flows freely now, my body yielding to its new purpose with shameful eagerness.

And yet... I’ve never felt so alive. Every nerve ending sings with sensation, every pull of the machine bringing me closer to some precipice I both fear and crave. Between my legs, I’m slick with need, throbbing in time with the rhythm of the milking. The pleasure builds and builds until I’m trembling, until I’m making desperate noises even I don’t recognize.

When the orgasm hits, it crashes through me with devastating force. It starts at my nipples and radiates outward, a supernova of pleasure that consumes everything in its path. My vision blurs, my body convulses against the frame, and the sound that tears from my throat is primal and raw—a long, guttural moo that fills the stall.

Wave after wave of pleasure rolls through me, each one as intense as the last. The milking machine continues its relentless rhythm, drawing out both my milk and my pleasure until I’m left shaking, gasping, utterly spent.

As the tremors finally subside, reality comes crashing back. Colt lets out a whistle.

“You came just from milking. I didn’t even touch you, you horny little Hucow. You love this, don’t you?”

I moo frantically again and he laughs.

“God, I can’t wait to fuck you.”


Chapter six


The machine slows its rhythm as the flow dwindles, giving a few final, gentle pulls before shutting off with a mechanical sigh. My breasts feel strangely hollow, lighter, the relief both welcome and disorienting. I hang my head, exhausted and dazed, the aftershocks of pleasure still tingling along my nerves even as shame burns hot in my chest.

Colt approaches, his footsteps echoing on the concrete floor. He examines the collection bottles with an appraising eye, nodding in satisfaction at the quantity.

"Not bad for your first time," he says, detaching the suction cups from my tender nipples with brutal hands. The sudden release makes me gasp, a sound that emerges as a soft, pathetic moo. "Most new cows barely produce half this much."

He runs his fingers over my empty breasts, checking for any remaining milk. His touch is clinical, impersonal, yet it still sends unwanted sparks of arousal through my sensitized skin. When he's satisfied, he wipes my nipples with a cold, antiseptic cloth that makes me flinch and whimper. Then he reattaches the feeding tube.

"Rest up," he instructs, patting my flank like I'm truly an animal. "I'll be back to check on you."

With that, he wheels the milking machine away, the door clanging shut behind him. The silence that follows is deafening. I hang in my restraints, my body slowly recovering from the intensity of what just happened. My thoughts are fragmented, shattered by the force of that unwilling pleasure, the betrayal of my own flesh.

Time passes in a haze. The feeding tube clicks on automatically at some point, filling my mouth with that tasteless paste once more. With each forced swallow, the familiar heat begins to build again, rekindling the embers of desire that had barely cooled. By the time the tube clicks off, my breasts are beginning to feel heavy again, filling with new milk at an alarming rate.

I don't know exactly how long it's been when the door slides open again. Colt strides in, looking exactly as he did before—unaffected, unbothered by what's happening to me.

"Let's see how you're coming along," he says.

His hands cup my breasts, lifting their weight assessingly. His eyes widen slightly, a look of pleasant surprise crossing his features.

"Well, well," he murmurs, squeezing gently. Droplets of milk form at my nipples, pearling on the sensitive tips before rolling down the curves of my flesh. "Aren't you the productive little thing? You've refilled already."

There's something in his tone—pride, perhaps, or satisfaction—that makes my stomach flip. I shouldn't care what he thinks. I shouldn't feel that flicker of perverse pleasure at his approval. But my twisted mind takes it as a compliment. Was I always wired this way, or did they do this to me?

"This is exceptional," he continues, more to himself than to me. He presses harder, and a stream of milk sprays from my nipple, spattering on the floor. The feeling makes me groan, the sound emerging as a long, low moo through the gag. "Most new cows take at least three or four hours to refill. You really were made for this, weren't you?"

I try to shake my head, to deny it, but my body betrays me. As he continues to squeeze and manipulate my breasts, checking their fullness, I feel that same treacherous heat building between my legs. My hips rock unconsciously, seeking friction that isn't there.

Colt chuckles, noticing my movements. "Horny again already? That's how it works for Hucows—the more you're milked, the more you need it. It becomes an addiction." His smile is knowing, almost cruel. "And it looks like you're already hooked."

He steps back and wheels in the milking machine once more. My heart races, a confused mixture of dread and anticipation coursing through me. I don't want this. I shouldn't want this. And yet, as he attaches the suction cups to my aching nipples, I can't deny the relief I feel, the sick excitement that courses through me at the thought of being emptied again.

"This is who you are now," Colt says, his voice a soft murmur as he flips the switch. The machine hums to life, the suction beginning its relentless rhythm once more.

As the milk begins to flow from my body, as the pleasure builds rapid and unstoppable, I know with terrible certainty that he's right.


Chapter seven


The door to my stall slides open with that familiar metallic groan. Colt enters, accompanied by the cruel guard from the truck—the one who sprayed me down and made me urinate in front of him. My stomach twists at the sight of them both, a confused mixture of fear, conditioning, and something else I don’t want to name.

“Good news, #561,” Colt announces, checking something off on his clipboard. “Your numbers are through the roof. Time to take you to the Breeding Shed.”

The cruel guard gives me a smirk. “Ready for your debut, cow?”

They move quickly, efficiently, as if they’ve done this countless times before. Colt disconnects the feeding tube from my gag, pulling it free from my mouth. The other guard, Colt calls him Max, works on the restraints, unbuckling the thick leather straps that have held me in place for days.

As the last strap comes free, I collapse, my muscles weak and trembling from disuse. My limbs feel foreign, uncooperative, my joints stiff and aching. I try to push myself up, but my arms give out beneath me. The men watch impassively, making no move to help.

“You’ll be crawling from now on anyway,” Max says with a shrug. “Might as well get used to it.”

Colt reaches into a bag he’s brought with him, pulling out thick, padded knee and hand protectors. They’re made of some kind of rubber, black and industrial-looking. Without warning, he straps them onto my limbs, tightening them until they bite into my skin.

“These will protect your joints,” he explains. “Can’t have you getting injured. Injured Hucows don’t produce well.”

Once I’m outfitted with the pads, Max clips a heavy leash to my collar. He gives it a sharp tug, forcing my head up to look at him.

“Time to go for a walk,” he says, his voice dripping with mock sweetness. “On all fours like a good cow.”

I try to rise to my feet—some last, desperate attempt at defiance—but Max’s boot comes down hard between my shoulder blades, forcing me back to the ground.

“I said,” he growls, his voice dangerous now, “on all fours.”

Shame burns through me as I position myself on my hands and knees. The pads cushion my joints against the hard floor, but nothing protects my dignity as Max tugs the leash again, urging me forward. My swollen breasts hang heavily beneath me, swaying with each awkward movement. My freshly shaved head feels cold and exposed, the yellow tag on my ear catching the light.“Let’s go,” Colt says, holding the stall door open. “The others are waiting.”

Others? The word sends a chill through me as I crawl forward, following the insistent pull of the leash. My movements are clumsy, uncoordinated after days of immobility. The corridor outside my stall stretches before me, clinical and bright, lined with similar stalls on either side. I can’t see inside, the walls blocked off just like mine.

The journey is humiliating. Every few feet, Max gives the leash a sharp tug, making me scramble to keep up. My knees and palms quickly grow sore despite the padding. My breasts ache, already beginning to fill again without the machine to empty them. But worse than the physical discomfort is the degradation of being led like this—naked, crawling, struggling on all fours. Every handler we pass stops to watch like I’m being led to the gallows.

We move out into the sunlight, and I flinch, so used to artificial lighting. They don’t give me a moment, forcing me across the rough dirt to a small barn in the distance. It’s a long, slow journey, and Max just loves to jerk me along.

We enter a small arena with televisions on the walls and cameras hanging from the ceiling. Max prods me to follow Colt to a bench similar to the one from the vet’s office, but it’s taller on one side.

Colt and Max maneuver me toward the bench with ease, like they’ve done this a thousand times. Before I can process what’s happening, they’ve hoisted me onto it, the padded leather cool against my overheated skin. The bench is angled, higher at one end, forcing my hips elevated while my upper body slopes downward. The position is deliberately exposing, humiliating.

“Hold still,” Max growls, though resistance is the furthest thing from my mind. My muscles are too weak from days of immobility to put up much of a fight.

They work in tandem, securing thick leather straps across my body—ankles, calves, thighs, waist, shoulders, and wrists. Each strap tightens with a final, definitive click, leaving me completely immobilized. Colt reaches for my head, removing the ring gag that’s been locked in my mouth for days.

The relief of having it removed is short-lived as I realize its purpose is not mercy.

“Let’s hear those pretty sounds you make,” Colt says, patting my cheek almost affectionately. “Everyone loves a vocal Hucow during mounting.”

I open and close my jaw tentatively, feeling the strange emptiness where the gag had been. My lips are dry, cracked from days of forced extension. Max slides a hand through my pussy, wet though not soaked, and I bleat in surprise.

Several handlers watching from the sidelines chuckle, their eyes hungry, eager for the spectacle about to unfold.

Colt reaches into his deep pockets, pulling out a baby bottle filled with thick pinkish liquid. It’s different from the grayish paste they’ve been feeding me, thinner, almost iridescent in the harsh light.

“Special formula,” he explains, holding it up for me to see. “Modified just for breeding days.”

He uncaps it with a flick of his thumb, the seal breaking with a soft hiss. The scent hits me immediately, sweet but with an underlying chemical tang that makes my nostrils flare. I’m salivating already.

Max grips my chin, forcing my head back as Colt brings the bottle to my lips.

“Drink,” he commands, tipping the bottle. The liquid floods my mouth, cold and sweet and strange. I try to turn away, to spit it out, but Max’s grip is iron, and Colt pinches my nose, giving me no choice but to swallow or choke. I gulp reflexively, once, twice, again and again as the bottle empties.

The effect is instantaneous and overwhelming. Heat explodes in my core, radiating outward in waves that make my vision blur at the edges. It’s like nothing I’ve experienced before. Not the gradual build of arousal from the regular feed, but an immediate, all-consuming inferno that obliterates thought itself.

My hips buck against the restraints with such force that the entire bench shudders. A sound tears from my throat—not a moo this time, but something more primal, a keening wail that doesn’t even sound like it came from me. My nipples harden to painful points, and I can feel wetness pooling between my thighs, running down to the bench below.

“That’s it,” Colt murmurs, watching my reaction with a sadistic smile. “Special cocktail of hormones and stimulants. Sends fertility through the roof and makes them desperate for it.”

Through the haze of arousal, I’m dimly aware of movement around me. The cameras on the ceiling adjust, focusing in as monitors flicker to life on the walls. I can see myself on the screens, splayed out, restrained, my body flushed and trembling, my expression a mask of desperate need.

“Look at her go,” Max says with a low whistle. “I’ve never seen one respond that strongly to the breeding formula.”

The need builds and builds, a pressure so intense it’s almost pain. I writhe against the restraints, my body no longer my own. There’s no thought anymore, no shame, no fear—only this terrible, consuming desire that claws at me from the inside out.

“Mooooo!” The sound rips from my throat, long and loud and pleading, and I don’t even care anymore. I don’t care who hears, who watches. I just need relief from this torment.

Max laughs, a dark, satisfied sound. “She’s ready.”

Colt nods, stepping back to address someone I can’t see. “Bring him in.”

They step away, moving beyond the sight of the cameras. A voice comes over a loudspeaker.

“Hucow #561 got herself arrested to she come to the Hucow Ranch. Yes, that’s right gentlemen, this little Hucow went right out and went on a crime spree because she wanted to spend her life here with us rather than letting her Father sell her. Our Vet was able to confirm her virginal status, and Mr. Sinclair has paid a hefty sum for the privilege of being the first to mount her.”

The heavy doors at the far end of the arena swing open with a metallic groan. A man strides in—tall, broad-shouldered, dressed in an expensive suit that seems oddly formal against the clinical backdrop of the breeding shed. His salt-and-pepper hair is neatly combed, his face bearing the weathered lines of someone in his fifties who’s lived well and hard.

Mr. Sinclair’s lips curl into a satisfied smile as he looks me over. He removes his suit jacket with deliberate movements, tossing it on the ground. His cufflinks follow, small gold pieces that catch the light as he deposits them in his pockets. He rolls up his sleeves with methodical precision, revealing tanned forearms corded with muscle.

The formula burns through my veins, making me arch and twist against my restraints. Shameful, needy sounds escape my throat—lowing, mooing noises that fill the arena despite my desperate attempts to maintain some shred of dignity.

Mr. Sinclair watches my struggle with clear pleasure, making no move to touch me yet. He’s savoring the moment, drawing out my desperation, my need.

“So, you went and broke into a bar so you could end up here? And now just look at you.” He laughs, the sound echoing off the walls.

His hand finally makes contact, trailing over my heaving chest, down to my swollen breasts. His touch is surprisingly gentle at first, almost curious, as he weighs them in his palms, testing their fullness.

“Impressive production already,” he comments, fingers finding my sensitive nipples. When he pinches them, hard, twin jets of milk spray forth, and I cry out—a strangled, bovine sound of mingled pain and pleasure.

The smile that spreads across his face is predatory, victorious.

“I paid a small fortune to be your first,” he tells me, hands moving lower now, over my trembling flesh, to the slick heat between my thighs.

His fingers slide over my soaking wet pussy.

The touch, after days of nothing but the milking machine, is electrifying. My hips buck involuntarily, seeking more contact, more pressure, more of anything to relieve this burning need.

“So responsive,” he murmurs, more to himself than to me. “They’re going to make a fortune off you.”

He positions himself behind me, at the elevated end of the bench where my hips are raised and exposed.

“I’ve broken in dozens of new Hucows,” he says, hands gripping my hips with bruising force. “But none quite so... enthusiastic as you.”

He doesn’t wait. He slides right in, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth thrust. The sensation is overwhelming, filling me completely, and a long, low moo escapes my throat.

“That’s it,” he growls, his controlled facade cracking slightly. “Let me hear you.”

I moo loudly, my body shaking from the force of his thrusts. Each one sends waves of pleasure radiating through me, and I moan in response. Every fiber of my being is focused on the sensation of him inside me, his sweat dripping down onto my back like a reward for my obedience.

“Yes,” he growls again, his voice a low rumble that vibrates through the room and into my core. “Let me hear you. Show me how much you want to get bred.”

He picks up his pace, his grip on my hips tight and bruising, but I love it.

I moo and moan, encouraging him further, my body arching to meet his every thrust. I can feel his breath on my back as he pounds into my pussy, the intensity of our connection threatening to overwhelm me.

“That’s it,” he hisses, his hands sinking into my skin like claws, his grip on my hips becoming more brutal with each passing second. The sensation of him filling me up, relentless and forceful, is indescribable, a burning need that courses through every vein, making my entire body quake. It builds and builds until it threatens to consume me whole.

“Take it,” he growls, barely recognizable over the sounds of our bodies slapping together. “Take it all.” His voice is savage, demanding, and every thrust matches the primal intensity of his words.

The force of his movements jolts through me, and I can’t hold back any longer. His words are all I need to push me over the edge. A wave of pure ecstasy washes over me as I come hard against him, my pussy clenching. My vocalizations turn from moos to bellows as the intensity of my climax consumes me completely, seizing every muscle in my body.

“Moooooooooooooooo!” It’s too much, but I don’t want it to end. The pleasure is overwhelming, drowning me, and my mind goes blank with the ferocity of it.

He keeps thrusting, even more determined as the final spasms pulse through me, dragging them out until I have nothing left but ragged breaths and gasping moans. “Yes,” he says, not slowing, not easing up. “You’re not done yet.”

He pounds into me, faster, harder, driving me to the brink again with merciless precision. I can feel another climax threatening, more intense than the last, and I can’t stop it. I don’t want to stop it.

I’m lost in sensation, pure need and desperation, my body shaking uncontrollably from the relentless onslaught. I can’t hold back anything—not my cries, not the frantic way my body arches to meet him. Every thrust sends blistering heat through me, until I know I can’t take it anymore.

Then I’m coming again, harder than before, my pussy tightening around him. It’s everything and nothing all at once. My moos echo loud and wild, mingling with his grunts and the harsh sound of our skin colliding. There’s no holding back, nothing but the raw power of it.

“Fuck,” he groans, feeling my body convulse around him. “So fucking tight.”

He keeps going, friction building until I’m sure I’ll explode from it. Every fiber of my being is on fire, and the cameras capture it all: my restraint, my release, my surrender.

Everything fades except the sound of him and me together, the heat of his skin, the unstoppable force of his possession.

He’s not easing up, not giving me a moment to breathe, to think, to recover from the wild pleasure of that last orgasm. Every thrust is faster, harder than the one before, driving all reason from my mind. Skin slaps against skin, raw and loud and primal. Heat pools in my belly, and I can’t stop the moans that pour from my throat, the breathless cries that echo off the walls. I’m stretching, straining against the restraints, desperate for more, for everything, willing to let it consume me. Then one hand reaches around suddenly and grasps my breast, squeezing rhythmically in time with his thrusts, pinching my nipple with brutal force and forcing streams of milk to arc through the air.

The sight of it pushes me over the edge again.

Another wave builds, swelling, choking, drowning me in another climax that rips through my entire being. I don’t even know where I end and he begins. I’m nothing but sensation, raw and overpowering and endless, and then I feel him explode inside me, dumping his hot seed into my waiting cunt, filling me up, flooding me with it.

“Moooooo!”

The sound tears from my throat as the last spasms pulse through me, and we ride out the final aftershocks together, both of us shaking from the intensity. He stays inside me, not moving, not speaking, his breathing heavy and labored. Finally, he withdraws, and I cry out at the loss, my pussy clenching at air. My own ragged breaths fill the silence.

He watches me for a long moment, a gleam of satisfaction in his eyes, then stands and moves away. My body is trembling, sore, overwhelmed by what he’s done to me, by how much it’s taken out of me, by how much I wanted it. I collapse against the bench, my limbs twitching uncontrollably.

I lay there spent, for I don’t know how long, until footsteps approach. They’re heavy at first, echoing across the floor, then light as if the person is trying to move without disturbing me. I don’t care. I’m still shaking, my limbs twitching, my breath coming in ragged gasps. Everything is throbbing, the bench, the metal, my aching body. Even my mind throbs and pulses with the memory of him filling me up, his hot cum spilling into me like it was meant to be there. The world fades in and out, disjointed flashes of light and darkness where nothing makes sense. I try to remember, try to figure out where I am and how I got here, but all I have is the burning emptiness between my legs. It claws at me, raw and unsatisfied, and I moan at the shame of admitting that I want more. I don’t know how much longer I can take this.

Finally, I see Colt looming, something I can’t make out in his hand. My vision blurs, then focuses, then blurs again. I can’t make sense of it, this sudden intrusion, this new torment. Isn’t it over? Isn’t he done with me? My stomach churns with something like fear, or maybe hope.

He steps behind me, and I feel something hard and rubbery pushing up against my folds. It’s cold at first, but that disappears as my body swallows it up, taking it in, eager and desperate and all too willing. I gasp when I realize what it is, when the fog in my head lifts just long enough for me to understand.

“Don’t even need lube with you, #561. This will slide right in.”

He pushes a toy deep inside me, causing me to bleat and shift my hips. I can’t help myself; I arch up to meet it, hungry and aching and not caring about anything but the pulse of heat between my legs. The slippery plastic moves smoothly, too smoothly, and my mind reels. Are we going again? I don’t know whether I want the answer to be yes or no, whether I want to be ravaged or left alone. The emptiness leaves me wild and panting, but the thought of more is terrifying, overwhelming, too much.

“No, don’t get excited. Just stopping you up and keeping the seed inside you to make sure the calf takes.” Colt produces a thick leather belt. Worn and creased from frequent use, it’s designed specifically for this purpose. With quick, deft movements, he wraps it around my waist, the leather cold against my feverish skin. The buckle clicks into place at the small of my back, tight enough that I can feel it with each breath.

“Can’t have you pushing out our investment, now can we?” he mutters, reaching between my legs.

His fingers hook through a sturdy strap attached to the front of the belt. He pulls it back between my thighs, the rough material pressing the toy deeper inside me. I moo in surprise as the pressure increases. With a few practiced tugs, he secures the strap to the back of the belt, creating a harness that ensures the plug remains firmly lodged inside me.

“There,” he says, giving the belt a final adjustment. “That should keep everything nice and sealed up.”

My legs tremble as they unbuckle me from the bench. I collapse to the floor when they’re finished, my muscles refusing to cooperate after the intensity of what just happened. The toy shifts inside me with each movement, a constant reminder of its presence, of Sinclair’s seed trapped within.

Max clips the leash back onto my collar, giving it a sharp, unnecessary tug. “Up, cow. On all fours.”

I struggle to comply, the belt digging into my waist as I position myself on hands and knees. My swollen breasts hang heavily beneath me, sensitive and aching.

“Look at her,” Max sneers to Colt as he leads me toward the door. “First breeding, and she’s already addicted. Bet she’s hoping there’s a line of men waiting back at her stall.”

He jerks the leash again, forcing me to crawl faster despite my exhaustion. The knee pads scrape against the ground as I struggle to keep pace.

“That’s right, keep moving,” he taunts, loud enough for the other handlers to hear. “Got to get you back before you start begging for another round. Greedy little Hucow, aren’t you?”

Handlers stop and stare as we pass them, hungrier than before.

“Don’t worry, #561,” Max murmurs, his voice dropping to a whisper as he leans down close to my ear. “That was just the beginning. Once that calf takes, your real training starts. By the time we’re done with you, you’ll be begging for the breeding shed.”

The plug shifts with each crawling step, a persistent presence that makes ignoring Max’s words impossible.

By the time we reach my stall, my knees are raw despite the padding, and every muscle screams in protest. Max shoves me inside with his boot, sending me sprawling onto the padded floor.

“Sleep tight,” he calls, sliding the door shut with a metallic clang. “Dream of all the studs who’ll be lining up for you.”

In the sudden silence, I curl into myself, the belt tight around my waist, the plug a cruel constant taunt of what I still desperately want and can't have.


Chapter eight


Iwake to the harsh clang of metal against metal as my stall door slides open. Disoriented, I blink against the bright overhead lights that suddenly flood my small space. My body aches in places I didn’t know could ache, and the belt around my waist has grown uncomfortable during the night, the leather stiff and unyielding against my skin.

Colt stands in the doorway, his silhouette familiar now. “Up and at ’em, #561. Time to see if that premium breeding took.”

I stare at him blankly until he snaps his fingers in front of my face. “Today, cow. Let’s go.”

He doesn’t wait for me to comply, simply clips a leash to my collar and tugs, forcing me to scramble onto my hands and knees. The toy shifts inside me, a constant reminder of yesterday’s events, and I wince as the movement sends a jolt through my tender insides.

“If you’re sore now, just wait,” Colt remarks, noticing my discomfort with a smirk.

The journey back through the facility feels longer this morning, my muscles protesting each movement. Handlers stop and watch as Colt leads me past, their eyes following our progress with undisguised interest. One whistles low as we pass, earning a sharp laugh from Colt.

“Everyone’s excited to see if our newest investment is going to pay off,” he tells me, giving the leash another unnecessary tug. “Bet you are too, right, #561?”

I don’t respond—I can’t, not with anything intelligible—but the truth is more complicated than I want to admit. The thought is terrifying and exciting.

We enter the familiar clinic space where I was processed what feels like a lifetime ago. The antiseptic smell hits me first, sharp and clinical, cutting through the haze of my thoughts. The Vet is already there, adjusting a large machine that hums softly in the corner. A gynecological chair dominates the room, its stirrups raised and waiting.

“Morning, Doc,” Colt greets him. “Got her here nice and early for you.”

The Vet nods, barely glancing up from his preparations. “Get her in the chair. I want to check before we waste time on an ultrasound.”

Colt unclips my leash and motions toward a small stool beside the chair. “Up,” he commands, as if I’m a dog learning a new trick.

When I hesitate, his hand finds the back of my neck, fingers digging into pressure points that make me gasp. “I said, up.”

With his help—or more accurately, his force—I manage to climb onto the stool and then the chair. The padded surface is cool against my bare skin, but not uncomfortable. That changes quickly as Colt begins securing the restraints.

First my ankles, locked firmly into the stirrups. Then straps across my thighs, waist, and chest. My wrists are bound to armrests that extend out to my sides. Finally, a padded clamp secures my head in place, forcing me to stare at the ceiling.

Only when I’m completely immobilized does Colt reach for the belt around my waist. His fingers work the buckle, and I feel the pressure ease as it comes undone. The strap between my legs follows, and then his hand is there, fingers wrapping around the base of the plug.

“Deep breath,” he warns, though it’s hardly for my comfort.

With one smooth motion, he pulls the toy free. I gasp at the sudden emptiness, my body clenching around nothing. A trickle of fluid follows, warm against my skin, and Colt chuckles.

“Looks like Mr. Sinclair left quite the deposit.”

The Vet approaches now, snapping on latex gloves with a sound that makes me flinch. His face is expressionless as he positions himself between my spread legs, clinical eyes assessing me like a piece of machinery.

“Let’s see what we’re working with,” he murmurs, almost to himself.

His gloved fingers are cold as they probe inside me, and I tense involuntarily at the intrusion.

“Relax,” he commands, pressing deeper, his touch impersonal and efficient. “Hmm, cervix is still open. That’s good. Increases the chances of conception.”

He withdraws his hand and turns to the ultrasound machine, squirting clear gel onto a wand-like instrument. “Let’s take a look, shall we?”

The probe is cold against me, and I close my eyes, unable to watch the screen he studies so intently. The room is silent except for the soft whirring of the machine and the occasional click as the Vet captures images.

“Anything?” Colt asks after what feels like an eternity.

The Vet makes a noncommittal sound. “Too early to see an embryo, of course. But her uterine lining looks good. Very receptive.” He twists the wand slightly, and I bite back a sound of discomfort. “Ovaries show recent activity. I’d say our chances are excellent.”

He removes the probe and wipes me clean with a disinterest that somehow feels more invasive than the examination itself. When he steps back, he’s smiling slightly, a cold, satisfied expression.

“We’ll know for certain in a few days, but I’m optimistic. In the meantime, keep her on the fertility feed and hook her up to the fucking machine.”

Colt nods. “What about milking? Continue as scheduled?”

“Yes, as much as possible.”

They discuss me as if I’m not there, as if I can’t hear or understand them. But I’m focused on the fucking machine, wondering what on earth that is.

The return journey to my stall is silent, Colt unusually pensive as he leads me through the facility. My thoughts race, trying to process everything I’ve learned, everything that’s happening to my body. The cool concrete beneath my hands and knees grounds me in reality, each step a reminder of what I’ve become.

When we reach my stall, Colt slides open the door to reveal something new. My stomach drops at the sight. The familiar frame is there—the one that holds me on all fours—but beside it sits a machine I don’t recognize. It’s sleek and mechanical, with a control box connected to what can only be described as a motorized arm. At the end of the arm, unmistakable in its purpose, is a flesh-colored silicone phallus, thick and intimidating.

“Meet your new best friend,” Colt says, noticing my wide-eyed stare. “The Doc wants to make sure that seed takes, and this is how we do it.”

He tugs the leash, urging me inside. My legs feel leaden, each step requiring deliberate effort as I approach the frame. The machine sits ominously beside it, the silicone attachment gleaming under the harsh lights.

“Don’t worry,” Colt adds, misinterpreting my hesitation as fear rather than resignation. “It’s programmed to be gentle. At first, anyway.”

He positions me in front of the frame, and I assume the now-familiar position without being told. My body knows what’s expected, muscle memory taking over as I place my hands and knees on the padded rests. Colt works quickly, securing the straps around my limbs, waist, and neck. The weight hanging from my collar settles against my throat, its presence a constant reminder of my inability to speak, to protest.

When I’m firmly secured, unable to move more than a few inches in any direction, Colt turns his attention to the machine. He wheels it closer, adjusting its height and angle with practiced precision. The mechanical arm extends, positioning the silicone phallus directly behind me. I can’t see it anymore, but I can feel its presence, sense it hovering mere inches from my exposed center.

“This is the fucking machine,” Colt explains, his voice taking on that clinical tone he uses when explaining procedures. “State-of-the-art breeding assistant. Keeps you stimulated, keeps those hormones flowing, and makes sure any seed deposited stays right where it needs to be.”

He kneels beside the control box, fingers dancing over the settings.

“It has different modes—gentle, moderate, intense. We’ll start you on gentle, work you up over time.” He glances up at me, a smirk playing at the corners of his mouth. “Though from what I’ve seen, you might be ready for moderate.”

The machine hums to life, a low, mechanical drone that makes my skin prickle with apprehension. Colt moves behind me, his hand coming to rest on my lower back.

“Let’s get you ready,” he murmurs, his other hand reaching between my legs.

His fingers probe my entrance, checking for wetness. Despite everything—the humiliation, the fear, the resignation—my body responds to his touch. I roll my hips eagerly.

“Already wet,” he observes with satisfaction. “Such a horny little cow.”

He positions the silicone phallus at my entrance, the cool material making me flinch. With careful adjustments, he aligns it perfectly, then steps back to the control panel.

“Here we go,” he announces, pressing a button.

The machine whirs, the mechanical arm extending slowly until the phallus presses against me, then into me, a smooth, controlled penetration that makes me gasp. It slides in completely, filling me, then begins to withdraw just as slowly. The pace is deliberately gentle, almost teasing, nothing like the frantic coupling with Sinclair.

“Perfect,” Colt says, watching the machine work. “This will run for an hour, then rest for thirty minutes, then start again. By the time I come check on you tomorrow morning, you’ll have had about twelve cycles.”

He approaches the feeding apparatus next, adjusting the settings on the tube connected to the wall.

“And of course, you need to eat,” he continues, bringing the tube to my mouth.

I open without resistance, allowing him to connect it to the socket he reinstalls in my mouth. The familiar taste of the paste floods my senses, bland and medicinal, but it’s comforting somehow.

“There we go,” Colt says, stepping back to survey his work. “All set up for a productive night.”

The machine continues its relentless rhythm behind me, each thrust sending small waves of unwanted pleasure through my body. The feeding tube dispenses its paste in measured intervals, forcing me to swallow. Between the two, I’m completely occupied, my existence reduced to the most basic functions, and I love it.

“If you’re wondering about the milking,” Colt says, pausing at the door, “don’t worry. We’ll be in every few hours to empty those udders. Can’t have you getting uncomfortable, can we?”

His laughter follows him out as the door slides shut, leaving me alone with the mechanical hum of the machine, the rhythmic dispensing of the feeding tube, and the growing warmth between my legs that tells me, despite everything, my body is responding.

The silicone phallus continues its steady pace, each thrust a little more welcome than the last as my body acclimates to the invasion. The pleasure builds, mounting in my body as I work towards my orgasm. It’s slow and steady, building like a wave.

When I scream out my climax, my eyes rolling back in my head, I realize I’ve gotten exactly what I wanted.


Chapter nine


Aweek passes in a blur of sensation and routine. Time loses meaning in the endless cycle of feeding, milking, and the relentless attention of the machine. My world narrows to the space between pleasure and pain, between sleeping and waking, between one session and the next. The only markers are the handlers who come to milk me every couple of hours, their faces blending together until they're just hands that hook me up to the pumps, voices that occasionally praise or scold.

When Colt finally appears with the Vet in tow, the break in routine is jarring. I blink up at them, disoriented by the interruption. My mind feels foggy, dulled by days of nothing but physical sensation.

"Time for your check-up, #561," Colt announces, unstrapping me from the frame with quick, efficient movements. The machine powers down with a whir, the silicone phallus withdrawing from my body with a wet sound that should embarrass me but doesn't anymore.

When I don't immediately move, Colt snaps his fingers in front of my face. "Wake up, cow. The Doc's here special for you."

I struggle onto all fours, my muscles weak and trembling. How long has it been since I've moved freely? My joints creak as I crawl toward them, following Colt's pointed finger to a portable examination table they've wheeled into the stall.

"Up," the Vet commands, patting the surface.

With Colt's less-than-gentle assistance, I climb onto the table, lying back as instructed. The surface is cool against my skin, a shock after days of the padded frame. The Vet snaps on latex gloves while Colt secures my legs in stirrups attached to the table, spreading me open for examination.

"Let's see how our investment is coming along," the Vet murmurs, reaching into his bag for a handheld ultrasound device.

The gel is cold on my stomach, making me flinch. The Vet ignores my reaction, pressing the wand firmly against my abdomen and moving it in slow, methodical patterns. His eyes remain fixed on the small screen attached to the device, his expression giving nothing away.

The silence stretches, broken only by the soft whirring of the ultrasound machine. Colt shifts impatiently beside me, his eyes darting between my face and the screen I can't see.

"Well?" he finally prompts.

The Vet's mouth curves into a satisfied smile. "Confirmed," he says simply. "The implantation is successful."

Colt's face breaks into a wide grin. "I knew it! She took it first try."

"Indeed," the Vet agrees, moving the wand to get a better angle. "And based on hormone levels, she's likely to carry to term without complications. Excellent breeding stock, just as we predicted."

He turns the screen, allowing Colt to see what I cannot. "See there? Right on schedule."

Colt's eyes widen, his expression shifting from satisfaction to something almost like awe. "Will it be one or...?"

"Too early to tell multiple fetuses," the Vet says, wiping the gel from my stomach with clinical efficiency. "But her hormone levels are unusually high, so twins wouldn't surprise me."

The news should shock me, should fill me with dread or rage or something. But I feel strangely detached, as if they're discussing someone else entirely. My body is no longer my own—hasn't been since I arrived—so why should this development be any different?

The Vet packs away his equipment, making notes on a tablet. "We'll adjust her feed starting tomorrow. Increase calories by fifteen percent, add the prenatal supplements to the morning feeding." He glances at me, his eyes assessing. "She's producing milk well already?"

Colt nods enthusiastically. "Better than most veterans. Fills up once an hour, like clockwork."

"Move her to continuous milking. Full automation," the Doc says. "You can supplement the fucking machine as needed."

Colt lets out a groan.

"You've been very patient, Colt. You've earned this."

They take me out of the chair, moving me back onto the frame. Then the vet leaves with a cursory nod, taking the exam chair with him, and the door sliding shut. Colt remains, staring down at me with an unreadable expression. His fingers tap against his thigh, a restless rhythm that betrays his excitement despite his controlled breathing.

"You heard the Doc," he says finally, his voice dropping lower.

He moves to the door, engaging the lock with a decisive click. The sound echoes in the stall, final and irrevocable. When he turns back to me, his eyes have darkened, pupils dilated with barely contained desire.

"Been waiting for this since you first showed up," he admits, approaching the table where I still lie restrained. "Watching you take the machine, watching Sinclair mount you... it's not the same as feeling you for myself."

His hand trails up my leg, callused fingers rough against my sensitive skin. "Don't worry," he continues, voice dropping to a murmur. "I'll take care of our little investment. Just like the Doc ordered."

He begins unbuckling his belt, the leather sliding free with a soft hiss.

My body responds traitorously, a flush spreading across my skin as his hands continue their exploration. The week of constant stimulation from the machine has left me hypersensitive, perpetually ready.

"That's it," Colt murmurs, noting my response with satisfaction. "Good girl. Show me how much you want my cock."

As he positions himself between my spread legs, as his hands grip my hips with possessive force, I groan and grind back against him eagerly. Colt's hands are everywhere at once, rough and demanding as they explore my body. He touches me with the confidence of someone who knows exactly what he's doing. His fingers find my nipples, pinching and rolling them between calloused digits until twin streams of milk spray forth.

"Look at that," he murmurs, watching the white liquid arc through the air. "So responsive."

He leans down, his mouth closing around one sensitive peak. The sensation of his tongue against my nipple sends a jolt straight to my core, and I arch against my restraints. He suckles hard, drawing the milk directly from the source, and the relief is immediate and overwhelming. A moan escapes me, a long, bovine sound that seems to excite him further.

"That's it," he growls against my skin, moving to the other breast. "Let me hear you."

His mouth works hungrily, draining me with an efficiency that rivals the milking machine but with a heat, a humanity, that the mechanical device could never match. When he finally pulls away, milk dribbles down his chin, and his eyes are wild with desire.

"Fuck," he breathes, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

He finishes undressing quickly, dropping his pants to the floor. His body is lean and muscled, honed by physical labor. The evidence of his arousal juts proudly from between his legs, thick and imposing.

He positions himself between my spread thighs once more.

He doesn't ease into it, doesn't start slow. With one powerful thrust, he buries himself to the hilt inside me, and the sudden fullness makes me cry out—a strangled, inhuman sound that echoes off the stall walls. The intrusion is different from the machine—warmer, more insistent, alive in a way silicone could never be.

"Fuck, you're tight," Colt groans, his head falling back as he savors the sensation. "Machine's kept you nice and ready, but nothing beats the real thing, does it?"

He begins to move, establishing a rhythm that's both punishing and precise. Each thrust hits something deep inside me, a spot the machine never quite reached. My body responds instantly, my walls spasming.

"That's it," he encourages, watching my reactions with hungry eyes. "Show me how much you need this. Show me what a good breeding cow you are."

A surge of heat goes through my core.

I moo loudly; the sound torn from my throat as the pressure builds. My hips lift off the frame, meeting his thrusts with a desperate energy. He laughs, a dark, satisfied sound.

"Look at you," he taunts, increasing his pace. "Born for this. This is what you wanted, isn't it? With your tits full of milk and your belly full of calves?"

His hand slides between us, finding my clit. His thumb circles it ruthlessly, adding a new dimension to the pleasure already building inside me.

"Come for me," he commands, his voice a growl. "Let me feel that tight little cow pussy squeeze my cock."

The combination of his words, his movements, and the relentless pressure of his thumb pushes me over the edge. The orgasm crashes through me with devastating force, a tsunami of sensation that tears a long, loud moo from my throat. My body convulses around him, squeezing and pulsing as the pleasure overwhelms every nerve ending.

But Colt doesn't stop. He works me through the climax, maintaining his pace even as my body shudders beneath him. When the final tremors subside, he smiles wickedly.

"That's one," he says, slowing briefly. "Let's see how many we can get out of you today."

Before I can fully recover, he shifts positions, lifting my hips higher to change the angle. The new position drives him even deeper, and I gasp at the intensity. His rhythm changes too, slower but more forceful, each thrust deliberate and powerful.

His fingers dig into my flesh, holding me in place as he continues his relentless pace. The pressure builds again, impossibly fast, as if my body can't get enough. My second orgasm approaches like a freight train, unstoppable and overwhelming.

When it hits, it's even more intense than the first. My vision blurs at the edges, my back arching off the table despite the restraints.

Colt's pace falters briefly, his own control slipping as my body clenches around him. "Fuck, yes," he hisses through gritted teeth. "Take it. Take all of it."

He drives into me with renewed vigor, chasing his own release now. His movements grow erratic, his breathing ragged. With a final, powerful thrust, he buries himself deep inside me and groans, his body tensing as he finds his climax.

But even as he pulses inside me, his hand returns to that sensitive spot between my legs, working me toward a third peak. My overstimulated body responds immediately, hurtling toward yet another orgasm with alarming speed.

"One more," he insists, still hard inside me despite his release. "One more for me, cow."

The third orgasm is almost painful in its intensity, a white-hot explosion that leaves me limp and gasping. My throat is raw from the sounds I've made, my body slick with sweat.

Colt finally withdraws, his expression one of smug satisfaction as he surveys my trembling form. "That's more like it," he says, reaching for a towel to clean himself. "Much better than that machine, isn't it?"

A moo slips out.

"Don't worry," he continues, pulling his pants up. "You're going to have a line out the door in no time. I'll be back in a little while so we can get you started on the automatic milking machine."


Chapter ten


The door slides open with that now-familiar metallic groan. Colt enters, followed by Max, both pushing large equipment carts. My stomach tightens at the sight of them, at the gleaming machinery they've brought. The encounter with Colt earlier has left me exhausted, but somehow still sensitive, still aware of every sensation.

"Rise and shine, #561," Max calls, his voice echoing in the small space. "Time for your upgrade."

They wheel the carts to either side of my frame, Colt immediately beginning to unpack what looks like an elaborate system of tubes and bottles, while Max fiddles with something electronic.

"You're going to love this setup," Colt says, holding up what looks like a modified version of the milking cups I've become accustomed to. These are sleeker, more anatomically shaped, with soft silicone linings that shimmer slightly in the harsh light. "Continuous milking. No more waiting for handlers to hook you up every few hours."

He takes the gag and feeding tube out of my mouth.

Max approaches with something in his palm: a small capsule, no bigger than my thumb, metallic gray with tiny blinking lights.

"Open wide," he commands, holding it near my face.

When I hesitate, Colt's hand finds my jaw, fingers pressing into pressure points that force my mouth open in a gasp of pain. Max seizes the opportunity, dropping the capsule onto my tongue and then covering my mouth and nose until I have no choice but to swallow.

The small device slides down my throat with a painful scrape, and I cough reflexively.

"That's a sensor," Max explains, watching with satisfaction as I struggle to regain my breath. "Monitors the level of feed in your stomach, tracks your nutritional intake, even measures your hormone levels. The feeding tube will adjust automatically based on its readings. No more scheduled feeds, just constant nutrition as your body needs it."

Colt moves behind me, his hands cold as they lift my swollen breasts. "These new cups are something special," he continues, his voice taking on that clinical tone he uses when explaining procedures. "Self-adjusting suction, temperature regulation, and built-in stimulation to keep production high. Once they're on, they stay on. Permanent attachment."

The word "permanent" sends a chill through me, but there's no opportunity to protest. Colt positions the first cup beneath my right breast, the soft silicone ring cold against my sensitive skin. With a soft hiss, the cup activates, forming an airtight seal around the entire breast. The sensation is immediate and intense—not painful, exactly, but overwhelming. The cup warms quickly, conforming to my shape with unnerving precision.

"Perfect," Colt murmurs, reaching for the second cup. "See how it molds to her? Latest technology. These things cost a fortune, but for prime producers like her, it's worth every penny."

The second cup attaches with the same hissing sound, encasing my left breast completely. As soon as both are secured, a subtle vibration begins within them, a gentle stimulation that sends immediate signals of arousal through my body. I moan—a low, bovine sound that seems to please both men.

"She likes it," Max observes with a smirk. "They always do."

Colt connects the cups to a complex system of tubes leading to a sleek, metallic machine that now sits beside my frame. It's smaller than the previous milking apparatus, but clearly more sophisticated, with digital readings and soft, pulsing lights.

"This is the control unit," he explains, adjusting settings on a touchscreen. "It monitors production rates, adjusts suction as needed, and collects everything automatically. No more stopping and starting—it'll milk you continuously, extracting only when there's enough accumulation to make it efficient."

Max, meanwhile, has been setting up the new feeding apparatus. Unlike the simple tube I've been using, this one connects to what looks like a small computer mounted on the wall. The tube itself is thinner, more flexible, and splits into two sections near the end.

"Dual-channel feeding system," he says, noticing my confused stare. "One line delivers the base nutrition, the other handles supplements and medications. They mix just before entering your mouth for optimal absorption."

He approaches with the end of the tube, which terminates in a sleek mouthpiece designed to fit around my teeth.

"Open up," he orders, and this time I comply without resistance, too overwhelmed by the sensations from the breast cups to fight.

The mouthpiece slides between my lips, fitting snugly against my gums. It's more comfortable than the previous feeding tube, designed to allow for some movement of my jaw while still ensuring delivery of the feed. Once positioned, Max secures it with thin straps that wrap around the back of my head.

"Bite down," he instructs. "It needs to mold to your teeth."

I comply, and the material softens slightly, conforming to the shape of my mouth. When it hardens again, it's locked in place, impossible to dislodge without the proper tools.

"Perfect," Max says, stepping back to admire their handiwork. "Feeding schedule is automated now. The sensor in your stomach will communicate with the system, delivering nutrition when needed. It'll even adjust the formula based on your hormone levels—more calories during high production, more supplements when the calves need it."

Colt flips a switch on the milking machine, and the gentle vibration in the cups intensifies. A rhythmic pulsing begins, a sensation both familiar and new. It's not the steady suction of the previous machine, but a more complex pattern designed to stimulate production while extracting milk efficiently.

The effect is immediate and overwhelming. My back arches as much as my restraints allow, a moan escaping around the feeding tube. The pleasure is intense, radiating outward from my breasts to pool heavily between my legs.

"Ah, she's responding beautifully," Colt observes, checking the digital readout. "Production is already up fifteen percent from her last manual milking."

He turns to Max with a satisfied grin. "I told you she was special. Born for this."

Max nods, his eyes raking over me with renewed interest. "The guys are going to love her. Once word gets out about the twins, the breeding requests will pour in."

Colt makes a few final adjustments to the machines, then steps back to survey their work. I'm completely integrated into the system now—the cups permanently attached to my breasts, the feeding tube locked in place, the sensor monitoring my every physiological response. My autonomy has been reduced to zero, my body now just a component in their efficient production line.

"All set," Colt announces, his hand trailing possessively over my flank. "Just one more thing."

He reaches into his pocket and pulls out what looks like a small remote. With a press of a button, the fucking machine behind me whirs to life, the familiar silicone phallus positioning itself at my entrance.

"Can't forget about this," he says with a smirk. "The Doc wants to make sure those calves get all the stimulation they need to grow big and strong."

The machine begins its rhythmic movement, the phallus sliding into me with no resistance. My body, conditioned by days of constant use, accepts it readily, eagerly even. Combined with the sensation from the milking cups, the pleasure is overwhelming, building faster than I can process.

"Look at her go," Max murmurs, watching as my body responds to the dual stimulation. "She's going to break records, I'm telling you."

Colt nods, his expression one of professional pride. "We've got her dialed in perfectly. Continuous milking, optimized feeding, regular stimulation. By the time the Doc comes back to check on her, those calves will be right on schedule."

They gather their equipment carts, preparing to leave. At the door, Colt pauses, looking back at me with a satisfied smile.

"Comfortable, #561? You'd better get used to it. This is your life now. Day and night, for as long as you're productive."

The door slides shut behind them, leaving me alone with the relentless machines. The milking cups continue their rhythmic pulsing, the feeding tube delivers precisely measured nutrition, and the fucking machine maintains its steady pace. Every few minutes, a wave of pleasure crashes through me, my body responding to the constant stimulation with programmed precision.

As the first of many mechanically induced orgasms washes over me, I realize this is exactly what I wanted when I broke into the tavern.


Chapter eleven


The first contraction hits like a wave crashing against the shore, powerful, unstoppable, all-consuming. I'm jerked from a half-conscious state, the familiar haze of pleasure-pain from the milking machines instantly replaced by something sharper, more insistent. My body tenses against the frame that has held me in place for months, a groan escaping around the feeding apparatus that's become as much a part of me as my own teeth.

The machines continue their relentless work, unaware of the change occurring within me. The milking cups pulse rhythmically against my swollen breasts, now four times their original size after months of continuous production. The fucking machine maintains its steady pace, oblivious that changes are coming.

But my body knows. Something is different. Something is happening.

The second contraction comes faster than I expected, stronger than the first. A low, bovine noise escapes me—a sound of distress that triggers an alert somewhere in the facility. The door to my stall slides open with that familiar metallic scrape, and Colt appears, tablet in hand, his eyes quickly assessing the situation.

"Well, well," he says, checking the readings on the monitors. "Looks like today's the day, #561."

He approaches, his movements unhurried but purposeful. He begins shutting down the machines, first the fucking apparatus, then the feeding system. The tube retracts from my mouth for the first time in months, leaving me gasping at the strange emptiness. The milking cups, however, remain attached—those haven't been removed since the day they were installed.

"Let's get you ready," Colt murmurs, unstrapping me from the frame that has held me in position for the better part of a year.

When the last restraint falls away, I collapse, my muscles too weak to support me. Nine months of immobility have left me trembling, helpless. My massive belly hangs beneath me, the weight of it pulling me toward the floor. Colt catches me before I fall completely, his muscular arms supporting me as he guides me to a special delivery table that's been wheeled in while I was distracted by the contractions.

The table is unlike anything I've seen before—padded but with strategic cutouts and supports. Colt positions me on it with the help of another handler, arranging my body so that I'm on all fours, but with my belly suspended in a sling-like contraption. The milking cups hanging from my breasts are connected to a portable unit that continues the extraction process even as another contraction rips through me.

"The Vet's on his way," Colt informs me, though I can barely focus on his words through the pain. "Just breathe through it. Your body knows what to do."

I try to respond, forgetting momentarily that I can only make cow sounds. A mournful "moooooo" escapes me, long and low, as another contraction builds. Colt chuckles, his hand moving to my lower back, where he applies firm pressure.

"That's it, good girl. It won't be long now."

The door slides open again, and the Vet strides in, looking exactly as he did the first day I arrived—clinical, detached, professional. He's followed by several assistants wheeling equipment and monitors.

"How far apart are the contractions?" he asks Colt, not bothering to acknowledge me directly.

"About three minutes now," Colt replies. "Started about forty minutes ago, according to the monitoring system."

The Vet nods, pulling on latex gloves with practiced precision. "Perfect timing. Let's see how she's progressing."

His hands are cold as they examine me. I moan at the intrusion, another contraction building as his fingers probe inside me.

"Eight centimeters already," he announces, sounding pleased. "She's progressing rapidly. First-time mothers usually take longer, but her hormone levels have been exceptionally high throughout. The twins are well-positioned."

He turns to his assistants. "Prepare the incubators and monitoring equipment. I want both calves transitioning seamlessly."

The contractions intensify, coming faster now, barely giving me time to breathe between them. Sweat pours down my body, soaking the padding beneath me. The milking cups continue their rhythmic pulsing, adding another layer of sensation to an overwhelming experience.

"She's fully dilated," the Vet announces after another examination. "It's time to push with the next contraction."

I hardly need the instruction. When the next contraction hits, I bear down instinctively, a guttural moo tearing from my throat as I push with all my might.

"Good, good," the Vet encourages, his hands positioned to receive the first calf. "I can see the head. Keep pushing."

The pressure is unbearable, a burning, stretching sensation that seems impossible to endure. But there's no choice, no escape. Another contraction comes, and I push again, feeling something shift, move, begin to emerge.

"That's it," Colt murmurs from beside me, his hand on my shoulder. "You're doing great, #561. The first one's almost here."

With one final, monumental effort, I feel the calf slide free, the sudden relief so profound I nearly collapse. A tiny, mewling cry fills the stall, high-pitched and unmistakably human.

"It's a girl," the Vet announces, quickly passing the infant to an assistant who whisks her to one of the waiting incubators. "Perfectly formed. Eight pounds, four ounces, by my estimation."

There's no time to process, to think, to feel. Another contraction is already building, the second calf making its way into position. The cycle begins again—the pressure, the pushing, the pain. But it goes faster this time, my body already knowing the way.

The second birth is quicker, more efficient. With just a few powerful pushes, another cry joins the first, this one slightly lower in pitch.

"Another girl," the Vet says, handing the second infant off. "Slightly smaller, but excellent coloration and lung capacity."

From where I'm positioned, I can see the incubators, the small, writhing forms of the infants—my calves—being cleaned, wrapped, monitored. They look so human, so normal, with their tiny fists and scrunched faces. I can't wrap my mind around it.

"Excellent job, #561," the Vet says, his attention back on me as he delivers the afterbirth. "Two healthy specimens in record time. Your first breeding has been remarkably successful."

Colt appears at my side again, a smile of genuine pleasure on his face. "You should be proud," he tells me, his voice uncharacteristically gentle. "Most first-timers struggle with twins. You handled it like a champ."

As the vet finishes tending to me, cleaning and checking for tears or complications, I watch the assistants working with the calves. They're so efficient, so practiced, scanning and measuring and documenting.

The Vet nods, clearly satisfied. "Excellent. Prepare them for transport to the nursery. I want full monitoring for the first forty-eight hours, then we'll begin the standard feeding protocol."

"What about #561?" Colt asks. "Standard recovery period?"

The Vet considers for a moment, his eyes assessing me with that clinical gaze. "Given her exceptional performance, I'd say we can expedite. Twenty-four hours rest, then back on the continuous milking. Her production numbers are too valuable to waste. As for breeding..." He pauses, making a note on his tablet. "Let's give her body a week to recover, then start prep for the next round. With these results, I'd like to try for triplets next time."

Colt nods in agreement. "I'll update her feeding regimen accordingly. Any supplements you want to add?"

"The usual post-delivery package, plus an extra twenty percent calcium to support milk production. We'll reassess hormone levels next week."

As they discuss me like a particularly promising piece of machinery, I watch the incubators being wheeled from the stall. I should feel something but I don't. I just want to sleep.

"Welcome to motherhood, #561," Colt murmurs as he moves me back to the frame. "You're going to make us very, very rich."
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