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Farmer Easton’s son Beau is as handsome as he is smart. Knowing he’s next in line to take over the family business, he keeps an eye out for the best hucows - and now he has his eyes set on me. He’s chosen me as his personal hucow mate, making the other girls jealous.

But Farmer Easton has a different plan for breeding the hucows - a terrifying mechanical insemination machine called “The Bull”. When it’s my turn to take The Bull, will Beau still want me after I’ve been bred by the machine? 


-


HUCOW SANCTUARY RANCH - Somewhere in the southwest, there is a beautiful farm full of fertile women. Farmer Easton is the third in his family to own the ranch where hucows can roam free and live life bathing in the sun and rolling on the grass. This picturesque farm is where the country’s best hucows produce the world’s most delicious milk and the farmhands are more than willing to do whatever it takes to keep their busty hucows happy.


Mated on the Ranch is a 6000-word erotic short story meant for readers 18+.
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ONE

Louise. Louise, my name was Louise, right?

It felt like so long ago that I was a person, instead of a willing hucow. Now, my only purpose was to give milk and let the farm hands use me sexually. To be honest, it was a pretty sweet deal.

I fed from the feeding trough, waiting for my turn to be milked. My tits were heavy with milk this morning. Beau, the farmer's son, told me I was the top producer this month, so I was doing everything I could to keep the milk flowing.

I moaned softly as I ate the delicious slop, pretending not to care that the milking machine was coming closer and closer to my stall.

Easton's Hucow Ranch had twelve hucows now, all of them well-cared for busty, horny women who were used for their bodies and their milk. We took turns getting milked and fucked, and now in the height of summer, spent most of our days lazing around the field.

"Good morning Louise," said a voice.

I looked up and saw Farmer Easton, pulling the milking machine behind him.

He had a wide grin on his face as he entered my stall. "Well, looks like you're ready for another round of milking already," he teased.

"Morning, Farmer Easton," I replied, trying to sound uninterested. But truthfully, the thought of being milked excited me. I could feel my pussy growing wet just thinking about it. The humiliation, the constant attention to my breasts, and the way I could feed people in need, it was all part of what made this experience so fucking hot.

Every night, I dreamed of being milked until dry, then filled back up again with endless orgasms. This was the dream.

"Let's get this going," Farmer Easton said, taking off his hat and placing it on a hook. "Beau is out to town today so I have a lot of work to do." He chuckled, walking over to the milking machine and flicking a switch.

Instantly, the device hummed to life, whirring quietly as it began sucking at the air. The scent of warm milk filled the air, and I could feel my nipples hardening even more. I knew he loved watching me get horny, knowing that I wanted nothing more than to be milked and bred.

"So, how does it feel to be the best producer yet?" he asked, reaching down to cup my breast.

I sighed softly, my heart pounding in my chest. "Yeah, it feels really good," I murmured, feeling my cheeks flush red. "I can't believe I've got such an abundance of milk."

Farmer Easton smiled knowingly, running his fingers across my nipple. His touch sent a tingle straight to my core, making me shiver involuntarily. He attached the milking cups and I couldn't help but moan. The machine hummed as it pulled at my nipples, drawing them into the clear tubes and sucking out wave after wave of fresh milk.

I watched as the stainless steel tank below quickly filled up, the creamy white liquid glistening under the bright lights. My arousal grew with every suck, and I knew I wouldn't last much longer before my orgasm hit.

As the milking continued, Farmer Easton reached out and gently touched my cheek. "You know," he began, his voice low and seductive. "You make some damn fine milk."

I nodded, biting my lip to suppress a gasp.

"I can see why my son has taken a shine to you," the farmer continued.

I whimpered, feeling the wetness pooling between my legs as the milking machine continued it's work.

The sensation of my milk being drawn out was a strange mix of pain and pleasure. Each pulse of release left me wanting more, and each suckling motion brought me closer to the edge.

The farmer noticed my excitement and leaned close to whisper in my ear. "You know, I think you'll be ready for breeding soon."

My body shook with anticipation. I didn't want to deny myself the chance to finally be bred - to finally fulfill my role as a hucow, pumping out milk for hungry mouths.

"Mmmhmmm," I managed to say. My breath quickened, and the muscles of my inner thighs clenched tightly.

The farmer must have heard my soft moans because he grinned broadly. "Hey, don't be shy," he whispered, reaching over to squeeze my breast. "We're all adults here. No need to hold back."

"I just... I love the feeling of being milked," I admitted, my voice barely audible. "It makes me feel so full, so... Well, I can't help but feel so turned on when I'm being milked."

Farmer Easton nodded, squeezing my breast harder. "I understand," he said, his voice husky. "And I can tell you enjoy it when we fuck you too, huh?"

A surge of heat spread through my body, and I swallowed nervously. "Yeah," I breathed, my heart pounding against my chest.

"Unfortunately, I don't have time for that today," Farmer Easton said and the anticipation whooshed out of me like a popped balloon. He took the milking machine off and left my pen, moving to the next hucow.

Farmer Easton looked over his shoulder at me.

I couldn’t hide my disappointment.

“Don’t you worry little cow,” he said. “I think you might be pleasantly surprised with what Beau comes back with for you.”


TWO

I couldn’t contain my excitement now. Farmer Easton’s words had me bursting with curiosity. I kept my eyes on the dirt road from where I sat in the pastures, lazing around in the sun.

Every time a car or truck drove by, I held my breath. So far none of them had been Beau's beat up red pick up truck.

"What on earth are you so excited for?" Sue asked. She'd been here as a hucow longer than me and I was fairly certain she was jealous of all the attention I got because of my plentiful milk.

"Nothing," I lied. I stretched and splayed out in the warm summer sun. "Just enjoying the view," I responded, ignoring Sue's probing gaze. I was desperate to know if Beau would return with something for me.

Sue snorted, crossing her arms. "I know you're waiting for Beau," she said. Her voice was spiked with jealousy.

I ignored her. She was always complaining about not getting enough action from the farmhands.

A shadow passed over our bodies as the farm hand Joshua strolled up the hill. "Hey cows," he said. "Are you all ready for some breeding?" He grinned, his eyes dancing with lust. "Apparently the farmer's invested in some big changes around here."

Sue and I both exchanged confused glances.

"Breeding?" I asked.

The thought of breeding, having my body violated and used for the sole purpose of producing gallons upon gallons of milk, was thrilling beyond belief. I yearned for Beau to come home and claim me for his own. My heart raced, imagining the sensation of his cock thrusting deeply inside me, filling me with his seed.

Joshua's teasing words ignited a spark deep inside me, fueling my desire to be bred and impregnated.

Joshua took out his cock and smacked Sue's ass. "Come here, cow," he grunted.

Sue got on all fours, presenting her pussy and ass to the farmhand, eager to be fucked. Her large, ripe udders swaying slightly as she moved. The sight of her in heat was almost hypnotic.

"I guess it ain't gonna hurt," she mumbled, winking playfully at Joshua. "Maybe I am ready for some breeding."

Joshua laughed loudly as he approached Sue, his erection jutting straight out in front of him. "Believe me, after what the farmer has planned you'll be begging for it."

I wanted to know what he was talking about, but it was useless to ask now. I watched as Joshua forced his cock into Sue's pussy and they both let out moans.

I didn't bother to look away, letting them rut into each other beside me like animals. Just another day on the hucow ranch, after all.

"Oh god, fuck yes!" Sue gasped. She was putting on a show for me, wanting to make me jealous.

Too bad for her I never really liked Joshua. He was alright, sure, but he wasn't Beau. Beau was my favorite. He was strong, handsome, and he loved me. I mean, he didn't say it outright, but I could sense it.

"Fuck me, hucow bitch" Joshua groaned, thrusting deeper into Sue. She cried out, and I wondered if she was truly enjoying herself or simply feigning pleasure to one-up me.

I bit my lip, watching her body contort and twist beneath Joshua's weight. He was a burly man, his muscled frame easily dominating hers, but there was a gentleness to his movements.

Joshua slid his cock out of Sue's pussy, leaving her panting and begging for more. He walked around and forced his cock into her open mouth. "Come on," he groaned. "I'm gonna cum down your throat."

Joshua growled as he pumped his dick faster, his balls swinging wildly.

Sue gagged, choking on his massive shaft, her eyes widening in panic. But the fear and desperation were intoxicating, driving her wilder with lust.

She clawed at the grass desperately, fighting for oxygen as her lungs burned. Despite the discomfort, she found herself craving for more, aching for the taste of his thick semen.

It wasn't long before her cries became louder; a symphony of moans and pleas that filled the otherwise quiet pasture. Her cunt was soaked, juices dripping onto the grass below.

Joshua groaned, finally releasing his load into her open mouth. He jerked off until every last drop of cum was gone. "Damn," he sighed. "Good girl."

Sue licked her lips and glanced at me wickedly.

I pretended not to notice.

The rest of the hucows were playing or laying in the grass, enjoying the warm weather before we were forced back into the barns for the night.

Joshua had retreated into the distance, presumably returning to his duties, leaving Sue and I alone together. She stared at me with a gleam in her eye, clearly savoring the moment.

"So, did you enjoy the show?" she croaked out, her voice hoarse from the vigorous fucking she received earlier. Her swollen lips hung open, her tongue darting out to lick her lips sensually. She shifted in the grass, her hips rolling provocatively.

I didn't respond, but the tension between us was palpable. The silence between us was deafening, broken only by the occasional chirping of birds or rustle of leaves.

Then, I saw a cloud of dust getting kicked up down the road. There was a flash of red and chrome, telling me that Beau was finally on his way home.

My heart leaped with joy. I got up and ran down the hill, my massive tits jiggling from side to side as I went. The dirt path crunched underneath my naked feet.

"Louise!" Sue called behind me. "Where are you going?"

I didn't stop. I could hear Beau's truck coming closer and closer. The roar of the engine echoed in my ears, and I felt a tug of excitement. My heart pounded in my chest, sending a rush of adrenaline coursing through my veins.

The truck came to a screeching halt in front of me, kicking up clouds of dust. Beau jumped out, looking just as gorgeous as ever. He wore a pair of worn jeans that hugged his muscular thighs tightly, and a loose fitting shirt that revealed the tanned skin underneath. His hair was messy, and he looked tired, but he still managed to light up the room with his presence.

"Hey, babe," he greeted me, his voice rough and tired. "Long day, huh?"

I nodded, smiling softly. "It was okay," I said, stepping closer to him. "How was your trip?"

The corners of his mouth lifted in a half smile. "Eventful," he answered cryptically. He glanced at his truck. There was a big box covered in a tarp in the truck bed, securely strapped down.

"What's that?" I asked, my eyes going wide.

"Nothing you need to worry about yet, darlin'," he said with a smile and kissed my forehead. "I'll come see you for your evening milking, ok?"

Curiosity burned hotter than my loins. What was that thing?


THREE

Beau, Farmer Easton, and the other farmhands spent the rest of the afternoon in the back of the barn. Sounds of power tools and shouting echoed throughout the building.

As the sun was setting, I wandered back into the barn, eager for a milking. My tits were heavy and full, as usual. I sat in my pen and waited, surrounded by the familiar smells of hay, sweat, and milk.

Just as all the hucows were settling in, the back door opened and Joshua strode in.

"Get one of them and bring them back here," I could hear Farmer Easton's voice.

I trembled. What was going on?

Joshua's eyes flashed with lust as he moved over to Sue's pen. "You'll do. Let's stretch out that big bovine cunt of yours," he chuckled, grabbing Sue by her lead and pulling her through the barn.

"What? What's going on?" she shrieked, her eyes wide with terror.

"Don't you worry," Joshua said. "It won't hurt much."

Joshua promised, gripping Sue's arm and leading her into the darkness. "In fact, it'll probably feel great."

Sue tried to free herself from his grasp, squirming and thrashing wildly. But it was no use. The strength of his grip was overwhelming, and he dragged her further into the shadows.

"No, please!" she pleaded, her voice cracking softly. "I don't want to go!"

Ignoring her protests, Joshua continued to pull her towards the back rooms. The door slammed shut with an echoing crash.

The other hucows, myself included, cowered in our pens. Everyone was whispering. What was going on? The Easton Hucow Sanctuary was a wonderful place were all of the hucows were treated well. This wasn't like the farmer to be so rough.

I curled up, cradling my heavy tits. I could hear a commotion coming from the back of the barn.

The door slammed open and shut again. Beau walked out, wiping sweat from his forehead and moved towards the milking machine. He could sense to fear in the room. "Don't you worry your pretty heads," he said with a smile. "Nothing bad is happening."

There was a reluctant murmur from the hucows.

I waited with bated breath for my turn to be milked. I needed to find out what was going on, but would he even tell a lowly hucow like me? Sure, Beau treated me different, but at the end of the day I knew my place. I was a hucow, and Beau was the one calling the shots.

And so, I patiently waited for my turn to be milked. I lay down in my pen, my heavy tits resting on the hay and straw beneath me. I closed my eyes, listening to the sounds of the barn around me. The rhythmic hum of the machinery, the soft breathing of the other hucows, and the distant laughter of the farmhands from the back room.

Finally, Beau appeared above me. "Evenin' Louise," he said and let out a whistle. "Damn, you're full tonight." He reached out and cupped one of my tits.

I shivered, the cool sensation of his hands on my sensitive flesh sending a shockwave of pleasure through my body. He squeezed gently, his knuckles brushing against my nipple and causing a jolt of electricity to course through me.

I moaned softly, arching my back and pressing my body against his.

Beau released my tit, his fingers tracing down the curve of my breast and over my stomach. is hands slid lower, cupping my mound and squeezing lightly.

I gasped, my breath catching in my throat. He was teasing me, pushing my boundaries and testing my limits.

I knew he was doing it to get me even more worked up, so he could milk me until I was completely drained.

"I'm ready to be milked," I purred, arching my back and pressing my body against his.

"Oh, I know, darlin'," he said. He flipped a switch and the milking machine came to life. The rumble was almost enough to drown out the muffled shouting coming from the back room.

My eyes flicked over there and Beau caught on to my nervousness.

"Like I said, don't worry," he said with a soothing voice as he attached the milking machine to my teats. "Everything's going to be just fine."

His reassurance calmed me somewhat, although I couldn't shake the feeling of unease. Something seemed off, but I couldn't quite put my finger on it. I focused on the gentle suction of the machine as it drew my milk, feeling the pressure building up inside me.

"Mmm," I moaned softly, closing my eyes and sinking into the warmth of the moment. Beau's hands rested on my waist, his fingers lightly grazing my bare skin.

"Good girl," he praised. His hand moved further down over my ass and between my legs, finding my hot, wet cunt and slipping two fingers inside of me.

I let out a gasp as he moved his fingers in and out of my pussy, occasionally slipping out to pass over my swollen clit.

His touch was insistent, demanding, and I knew that he was preparing me for something much bigger.

"Is that good, baby?" he murmured, his breath warm against my neck. "You're soaking wet, aren't you?"

My toes curled against the floor, my knees buckling from the sheer force of his fingers working my g-spot. I moaned loudly, throwing my head back and arching my neck.

"Yes," I panted, unable to form coherent sentences. The double sensations of being milked and being fingered was almost too much to bear. I quivered against him, ready to squirt my cum.

My whole body was shaking with need, and I knew that Beau was going to give me exactly what I wanted.

"Are you ready for more, baby?" he asked, his voice low and seductive.

I nodded, my chest rising and falling rapidly. I was throbbing with anticipation, desperate for him to fill me up.

Beau forced his hand into my pussy, fisting me and stretching my pussy to the limit.

I let out a cracking moan as my core burned around his hand. "Oh, fuck!" I cried out. My milk flowed freely, the machine working overtime to keep up.

Each pump sent waves of ecstasy crashing through me, threatening to push me over the edge.

"That's right, baby," Beau murmured, his voice low and seductive. "Let it all out." He used his strength to fist me mercilessly until my eyes rolled back in my head and I was taken captive by my own orgasm.

I gasped and twitched on the floor as he unhooked me from the milking machine and wiped his hands on his jeans. "Good girl," he whispered, kneeling down beside me. "I'm going to come see you later tonight," he added so quietly that no one else could hear. "See you soon."

With that, Beau rose to his feet and disappeared into the darkness of the barn to resume his duties, leaving me alone with my pulsing pussy and empty tits.

I lay there for a few moments, basking in the warmth of his touch and the memories of our intimate encounter. My pussy was still throbbing, craving more of his touch. But there was also a part of me that was anxious about what was going on in the back of the barn.


FOUR

I couldn't sleep. The combined anxiety of wondering what happened to Sue and wondering what Beau wanted to meet me for was tearing me up inside.

Shortly after Beau left, Joshua came back with Sue. She was passed out in his arms, so he left her in her pen to sleep. She was so exhausted that she still hadn't woken up, even when I tried to speak to her.

The barn was finally quiet for the night when the moon was high in the sky. The moonlight filtered down between the boards above me, casting thin shadows. The barn was silent except for the occasional creak of wood and the faint sound of breathing.

"Louise."

I heard Beau's voice.

Beau snuck into the barn, moving to my stall with a smile on his face. "Come on, I thought we could enjoy the warm night and go out to the field."

I pushed myself to stand, wobbling slightly on my weakened legs. The weight of my breasts threatened to pull me back down, but I managed to stay upright.

Beau took my hand instead of my lead and walked out with me. It felt so strange. It was like he almost forgot that I was an ordinary hucow.

"Why did you want to meet in secret?" I asked.

Beau kissed me as we laid in the grass. "I haven't been able to stop thinking of you," he said. "And I wanted to let you know that I've chosen you to be my hucow mate."

I gasped, not fully understanding what he was saying. "Your mate?" I repeated.

Beau nodded, his hand gently cupping my cheek. "I've decided that you deserve special treatment," he explained. "As my mate, you can expect extra care, protection, and attention."

A wave of emotion washed over me—excitement, happiness, and disbelief. I had never considered the possibility of being someone's mate, especially considering my status as a hucow.

"One day I will take over the farm from my father and continue on his legacy. I want you to be the prized hucow. The very best on the farm," he chuckled. "You pretty much already are. Your milk yield is amazing." He paused, swallowing. "And I want to breed you."

"Breed me?" My face went pink. "I'd like that too," I admitted. The thought of his seed inside of me, the thought of my belly growing with his child, the whole thing sounded like a dream.

Beau kissed me again, taking me into his arms instead of forcing me down on my knees. His cock was hard against my belly, threatening to burst from his jeans. "I want you," he growled.

"I want you to be mine. I want to impregnate you, to mark you as mine forever."

I felt my heart pounding in my chest, a mixture of excitement and nervousness washing over me. "But I'm just a hucow," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper. "I'm not supposed to have feelings and you're not supposed to love me any more than the rest."

He shook his head, his eyes burning with intensity. "You're not just any hucow," he insisted. "You're mine. I want you to belong to me," Beau declared fiercely.

Beau didn't take a moment longer to wait, stripping off his pants and rubbing his cock against my cunt. I was already wet for him. Just a simple kiss from him made me burn with desire. "I'm going to breed you," he declared as he kissed me. His hands moved over my body, cupping my breasts and caressing my nipples.

I could feel his gaze on me, his eyes devouring my nakedness. "Please," I breathed. "I want you to take me."

Beau forced his cock into my pussy, filling me with his thick manhood.

I screamed out in bliss, my body convulsing with pleasure. He thrust into me relentlessly, his cock sliding in and out of my tight hole.

"I'm going to breed you," he growled, his voice husky with lust. "You're going to carry my seed."

His words spurred me on, and I arched my back, meeting his thrusts with enthusiasm. His cock stretched me wide, filling me up completely. I could feel my walls tightening around him, holding his cock firmly inside me.

"Fuck, yes," he groaned as he plowed me, holding my body against his and locking eyes with me.

We'd never done it like this. It felt so much more intimate here alone in the field, our arms wrapped around each other and the moon shining down on our naked bodies.

"I'm going to cum," I whimpered.

Beau grabbed my hips, forcing himself deeper into me. "Cum with me, darlin'," he groaned.

I felt the familiar tightening in my stomach, signaling that I was close to my release. "I'm about to cum," I panted.

"Me too," he responded, his thrusts becoming frantic. "I'm going to fill you up with my seed."

We let out a cry, our voices mixing together as we rode the crest of our orgasm. Beau's cock pumped his warm cum deep into my fertile hucow womb.

We collapsed onto the grass, entwined in each other's arms. Our breaths came in ragged gasps, intermingled with the soft rustling of the wind through the trees.

"You're going to be my mate," Beau said, kissing my cheek.

I was about to speak when we were interrupted by a flash of light.

Farmer Easton came over the hill, anger contorting his face. "What the hell is this?" He shouted.

Beau scrambled to his feet, pulling his pants back up. "Father!" He suddenly looked very scared, not at all the rugged rancher that he normally was.

"Why did you take her out of the barn at night?" the farmer demanded. "What's all this... intimacy?" His eyes went wide as he realized what was going on. "Oh no, son, please tell me you don't have feelings for this cow."

"I want to breed her," he said defiantly.

I cowered under the farmer's harsh gaze.

"Her? She's nothing but an animal to us. Yes, we might treat our hucows better than most farms, but she is not for you. We use her for her milk." Farmer Easton shook his head in disgust.

"She's not an animal!" Beau shouted.

"You sure? Wait until The Bull gets a hold of her!" His father shot back.

Farmer Easton grabbed my leather leash and hauled me to my knees. "Come on hucow, let's show Beau what you're really made of."


FIVE

The Bull? What was The Bull?

Turns out I didn't have to wait long to find out.

Farmer Easton hauled me to the back of the barn, fighting with his son the entire way.

"Please, sir," Beau tried to bargain. "She doesn't need that. I can breed her."

"She's going to The Bull just like the rest of them," Farmer Easton said harshly. He kicked the back door opened and revealed the secret project that they'd been working on all afternoon.

The Bull was a mechanical contraption, part breeding stand, part artificial insemination machine. It's metal frame stood gleaming in the moonlight ominously.

I gasped.

What was that monstrosity?

The Bull had a metal cage with a bench to kneel over. Inside, there was a piston with an attachment that resembled a giant metallic phallus, complete with veins and ridges, mounted on a sturdy base.

"This," Farmer Easton began, his voice filled with pride, "is how we breed our hucows. And you will be no exception."

He snapped my leash, making me crawl onto the pedestal of The Bull.

The cold iron bit into my knees, causing a sharp pain to shoot up my spine. My heavy tits bounced and swayed with every movement, threatening to knock me off balance.

"You're gonna learn your true role," Farmer Easton growled, his tone harsh and unforgiving. "We breed these cows to keep them docile. We make it clear that they are nothing more than vessels for our desires."

I whimpered and whined, my heart racing in my chest. I knew exactly what was about to happen.

The cold metal phallus was going to enter me, stretching me wide and filling me up. The idea of being penetrated by such a monstrous object terrified me, but I couldn't help but feel a strange arousal creeping up my spine. The metal cock was massive, easily twice the size of Beau's fist. I wondered if I would be able to handle its girth without splitting apart.

"Alright, Beau," Farmer Easton commanded, his voice booming through the barn. "You want to breed her so bad, you can control The Bull."

Beau swallowed, his fists shaking with anger. "Father," he tried but was cut off.

"Enough bullshit," Farmer Easton said. "You know the rules of the farm. We've made some big investments in artificial insemination and we are going to use them." He patted my ass, giving it a squeeze. "Our best milker can't miss out on all the fun, can she?"

I followed his instructions like the good obedient hucow I was, leaning over the bench and presenting my ass into the air. My nipples hardened under the cold chill that surrounded the steel bull.

My heavy tits hung heavily, swinging back and forth as I prepared myself for the ordeal ahead.

"Now what?" I asked, trying to hide the panic in my voice.

"Don't worry," Farmer Easton assured me gruffly. "Beau knows how to operate The Bull."

Beau looked at me with a sad expression before focusing on the controls of the massive apparatus. His fingers danced across the buttons and switches, and the mechanical beast started to come to life.

"Alright," Beau said, looking at me nervously. He hesitated another moment before slamming his fist on the start button.

A low rumble vibrated through the air, and the enormous shaft slowly descended toward me. My heart raced in my chest, a mix of fear and anticipation coursing through my veins. I couldn't believe what was happening. I was about to be violated by an inanimate object, a monster made of cold steel.

"Look at that," Farmer Easton gloated, running his fingers along the cold metal shaft. "Witness the transformation of our precious Louise."

I struggled to maintain my composure, tears streaming down my cheeks unchecked. The Bull restrained me with cold metal clamps so I couldn't escape.

I looked over my shoulder, witnessing the massive head moving towards me. Lubricant dripped out of the gaping hole, ready to fill me first with lube and then with artificial semen.

"Truly it is the future of hucow breeding technology," Farmer Easton said, checking my restraints. "Try to relax, it'll hurt less that way." He whispered in my ear.

I couldn't help but feel aroused looking at the massive steel cock. Was I really going to be able to take it?

I watched the tip of the steel cock approach my entrance, the lubricant glistening and shimmering in the dim light. My pussy clenched involuntarily, straining against the intrusion.

"I think it's time," Beau announced, his voice sounding far away.

Farmer Easton nodded approvingly. "Go ahead," he encouraged.

Beau pressed a button, and the massive steel cock slowly inched forward. My pussy gradually widened, accommodating the massive head of the cock. The cold metal pushed past my outer lips, and then my inner ones.

Slowly but surely, it advanced into my pussy, spreading me wider and wider. I gasped, biting my lip to prevent a scream of agony. The pain was excruciating, a searing fire consuming my insides. I felt like I was being torn apart, my tender flesh shredded by the relentless advance of the steel cock.

Farmer Easton smiled cruelly, enjoying my torment. "Take it, you little slut," he sneered. "You wanted to be bred, so, now it's your turn."

I whimpered, struggling to maintain my composure. The pain mixed with pleasure, sending confusing jolts through my body. I couldn't help but moan.

The immense cold steel rod was invading my body, stretching me wider than anything I'd ever experienced. Each centimeter it advanced, the pain intensified tenfold. Yet, despite the torture, I found myself drawn to the delicious feeling of my pussy being stuffed by something so huge.

"Just relax," Beau coaxed, watching intently as the steel cock continued its relentless advance.

Farmer Easton grinned wickedly, savoring my torment.

"That's right, sweetheart," he growled, reaching out to stroke my exposed ass. "Take it all in. Embrace the pain. You're going to love it."

My teeth clenched, my muscles strained, and my pussy ached from the invasion.

The Bull withdrew slowly and began to pump in and out of me. I moaned as the machine fucked me better than any man ever had in all my life.

Despite the pain, the pleasure that surged through me felt so intense that I became wetter and wetter. My pussy was practically screaming for more. My heart thumped wildly, hammering against my ribcage as I reached new heights of arousal.

"You like it, don't you?" Farmer Easton taunted, his voice dripping with contempt. "You're loving this, aren't you?"

I clenched my jaw, refusing to answer. How could I admit it? I was getting excited.

The cold steel cock was fucking me relentlessly, plunging deep into my wet pussy and pulling out only to plunge back in again. It was relentless, ruthless, and oh, so incredibly pleasurable.

Every time it thrust into me, I felt a surge of lusty delight wash over me. I wanted more, needed more.

I threw my head back, letting out a guttural moan.

The Bull had me trapped, spread eagle and helpless, my screams echoing eerily in the vast expanse of the barn.

My eyes locked with Beau's and I looked away with shame. He'd been the one who wanted to breed me, and now I was helplessly lost in the pleasure of The Bull.

My eyes widened in disbelief as the monstrous cock continued its relentless assault, stretching me beyond what I ever thought possible. Even though every part of me yearned for release, I fought desperately to resist the sensual embrace of The Bull. "Oh my god, it's so big. It feels so good."

The machine whirred as the speed increased.

I moaned and writhed around, my tits leaking milk that dripped down the metal frame and onto the concrete floor. "Yes! Yes!" I cried.

My pussy gripped tightly around the metal rod, clenching and releasing repeatedly.

"Ok, prepare her for the release of insemination fluid," Farmer Easton commanded.

Beau pressed a few more buttons and The Bull plowed into my harder. Each stroke hit my ripe cervix, threatening to break me completely.

A piston hissed and suddenly the pumping stopped, followed by a flooding burst of warm liquid. It filled my womb completely, draining around the shaft in my pussy and oozing out between my thighs. The giant phallus was still for a moment and then withdrew.

I let out a groan as my gaping pussy spilled fluid all over the floor. My legs trembled and if it were not for the bench, I would have collapsed.

"Insemination complete," A computer voice said.

My pussy felt sore and bruised, but the remnants of The Bull's seed lingered in my womb, swelling my belly. I couldn't help but wonder if I was actually going to become pregnant by a piece of machinery.

"Alright, Beau, enough for today," Farmer Easton said, cutting the power to The Bull.

Beau stared at me blankly, unable to process what had just occurred.

The reality of the situation was starting to sink in. Louise, the hucow he loved, had just been brutally impregnated by an inhuman mechanical device called The Bull.

"I'm sorry," he muttered, his voice quivering. "I didn't know it would end up like this."

We sat there silently, both of us reeling from the shock of the experience.

"It's alright," I lied, attempting to console him.

Beau didn't look at me. He got up and left the barn, not saying a word to me or the farmer.

Farmer Easton patted my head and unhooked me from the machine. "This is the future of hucow breeding," he said as he led me back to my stall. "And if you want to stay in our beautiful sanctuary, you will forget any hope you had of being mated to my son. Remember what you are."

I nodded, gingerly curling up on the hay, feeling fluid still draining from my gaping cunt. I was a hucow to be milked and used for sex. Nothing more.


SIX

A few weeks later, I was laying in the field, letting the late August sun warm my skin. My belly was big and round - The Bull had done it's job for me and all of the other hucows on the farm.

Farmer Easton was proud beyond words. His investment was going to make a lot of money for the farm and allow him to expand the ranch. According to the whispers I'd heard, he planned to build another barn and take in more hucows that had been abused.

But what did he care about me? Beau hadn't spoken to me since the night of the Bull incident. He was hurt and angry, both and his father and at me, although I had no say in the matter.

I sighed, trying not to think about him.

Sue walked by, her belly and breasts wobbling as she went. She had a smug look on her face every time she saw me. She was proud to be the first one who'd gone to The Bull and conceived so quickly.

Dust kicked up on the road and I caught a glimpse of Beau's truck.

My heart skipped a beat and I couldn't help but make my way over to the edge of the pasture.

Beau got out, taking off his hat and stretching. For a brief moment, our eyes met and he looked away. His expression was conflicted. He glanced around before coming to the fence.

"Louise," he said.

"Beau," I gasped happily. He was finally talking to me?

"I can't stay here long, especially since I know my dad is out working," he said. "But, I just wanted you to know that I ..." He glanced down at my belly. "Well, I don't hold it against you."

Happy tears welled in my eyes as he brushed my cheek with his calloused hand. "You're still my favorite hucow. You always will be." He paused. "Maybe things will change when I'm in charge, but for now, let's stick to our roles, ok?"

I nodded. "Of course, Beau. We can do this together."

He squeezed my hand gently before releasing it. "Keep strong, Louise. Don't lose faith. Once day, you'll be my mate."

With that, he placed his hat back on his head and headed for the farm house.

I stood there, watching him leave, knowing that no matter what the future held, I would continue to be the best hucow I could be.

THE END
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