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During a white-out blizzard, Elena finds herself lost in the middle of nowhere. She finds shelter in a barn, not knowing she's stumbled upon a Hucow Ranch. She discovers THE BULL - a massive artificial insemination machine that awakens a lust inside of her that she never knew.

When she's discovered by a farm hand, he shows her the pleasures of becoming a Hucow. Will she stay or will she flee once the snow melts?

-

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.

Trapped on the Ranch is a 5500-word erotic short story meant for readers 18+.
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ONE

The blizzard howled like a wild beast, its icy breath lashing against the windshield as I squinted into the swirling white void. There was no way in hell my old car would make it through these unplowed country roads.

The tires churned through the sticky snow, and my car wheezed. I had to pull over and call for help. Just as I urged my car over to the side of the road, the engine cut out.

"Fucking great," I sighed, rubbing my eyes.

In the distance, I saw a light. It looked like a little farmhouse.

It was a long shot, but maybe someone was home and could help. I'd rather take my chances with a stranger than be stranded here all night.

I put the car in park, even though it wasn't going anywhere, and stepped out into the storm.

The wind was brutal, whipping my long brown hair into my face. I tugged my beanie down further and trudged through the snow, following the faint glow of the light.

As I got closer, I realized the house was well-kept. A light was on in the window, but there were no cars or trucks parked outside. It looked like whoever owned this place wasn't home.

I shivered, looking around for any sign of life, when I noticed a golden glow coming from the barns. "I guess it's better than nothing," I sighed. I slipped and slid my way towards the barn, the snow squelching under my boots. The door was slightly ajar, and as I pushed it open, the clank of metal echoed through the otherwise silent structure.

"Hello?" I called out, my voice barely a whisper in the vast, shadowy space. "Anyone here?"

The barn was huge, filled with the scent of hay. It was dimly lit, but I could make out a few stalls along the back wall. The sound of a cow lowing echoed through the barn, and I let out a nervous laugh. It sounded a little different than a normal cow, but I shrugged away the thought.

I pushed into the darkness, ignored by the dozen or so cows in their stalls. Finally, I found a door.

The door was red with the words "RESTRICTED" on it. I gulped but opened it anyway. I had to get out of this cold if I was going to survive, and I really didn't want to sleep in the hay with the livestock. Plus, who puts a "RESTRICTED" sign on a door in a barn?

I was curious, and it was a distraction from my freezing fingers. I pushed open the door, and a warm, damp air hit my face. I called out again, my voice echoing in the large, open space.

The barn was even bigger than I thought, with rustic wooden beams supporting the roof and a large whitewashed floor. As my eyes adjusted to the light, I realized it wasn't your typical room. There were no cows or hay bales, just a long, wide table in the center of the room with some odd-looking equipment scattered around it, along with some metal instruments that looked suspiciously like sex toys. No, it couldn't be.

The light was much brighter in here, harsh fluorescent bulbs flickering slightly, casting strange shadows on the walls. I called out again, my voice echoing off the bare walls. No response. I stepped further into the room, rubbing my hands together for warmth. That's when I heard it - a whirring sound. Machinery.

At the back of the room was a curtain. I drew the fabric back and gasped. It was the most monstrous machine I'd ever seen.

A towering, metallic beast, it stood like a grotesque sculpture, a gargantuan phallus protruding from its base. It was part breeding stand, part artificial insemination machine - a monstrous contraption that looked like some sort of obscene version of a breeding stand for cattle.

I crept closer, my eyes scanning the machine's intricate details.

"What the hell is this place?" I whispered to myself, my breath visible in the chilly air. I accidentally bumped into the control panel, lighting up some buttons.

Suddenly, the machine whirred to life, the phallic attachment shifting and pulsing as if it were breathing.

I jumped back, startled, and let out a small yelp.

"Shit," I muttered, eyes wide.

The machine came to life, and the phallic attachment extended, oozing some sort of clear lubricant. It was bigger than any cock or dildo I'd ever seen, easily the size of my arm. It jerked forward as if looking for a hole to bury itself in.

I gulped, glancing down at the control panel. TX-9088 BULL - that was the name of this thing.

"The Bull?" My eyes flicked up to the metallic cock. Was this some sort of industrial-grade fucking machine?

Heat bloomed between my legs at the thought of it. The metal cock was so thick and powerful. For a moment, I wondered what it might feel like. The machine was grotesque, a perverse curiosity that piqued my interest. I'd never seen anything like it before, and the thought thrilled me.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm my racing heart. I shouldn't be here, I knew that. But I was cold, alone, and curious. And the thought of that machine, that Bull, sending shockwaves of pleasure through me was undeniably tempting.

I looked around, making sure I was truly alone. The barn was quiet, save for the low hum of the machine.

I wiped my sweating palms on my jeans and took a deep breath, steeling myself for what I was about to do. I knew it was wrong, stupid even, but the curiosity was eating me alive. I had to know what it felt like.


TWO

The machine thrust against my hand. Was it some sort of AI sex machine? It seemed to be programmed as well as any man I'd ever been with. The technology was remarkable.

"Alright, Elena," I whispered to myself, my voice barely audible. I wet my lips with my tongue as I pulled my jeans down over my wide hips. The cold air nipped at my bare skin, but I didn't care. I was focused on the machine, on the way it pulsed and moved as if it were alive.

I could hear the sound of my own breathing, steady and deep. I knew this was stupid. I should turn back and find another way to stay warm, but the thrill of it all was too much to resist.

Once I was naked, I climbed up onto the bench, the metal cold against my knees. The Bull loomed over me, its metallic cock jutting out, ready. I tilted my body just right so the giant metal cock was pushing against my entrance.

I managed to hit the start button again with my foot, bracing myself for impact. The Bull whirred to life, and the metallic phallus began to throb and pulse, mimicking the movement of a real one.

The Bull pushed forward, the cold metal stretching me wide open. I gasped, my nails digging into the edge of the bench. It was brutal. The machine moved with a rhythm that was almost hypnotic, the cold metal warming up with each thrust. The sensation was intense, unlike anything I'd ever experienced before.

It edged forward, past my inner lips, and deep into my cunt, vibrating against my cervix. My body budged with this giant cock inside of me.

I let out a trembling scream as the giant AI Bull cock ripped into me. The metal was cold and unyielding, stretching me in ways I'd never felt before. The machine's movements were mechanical yet somehow precise and deliberate as if it knew exactly how to hit every spot that would drive me wild. It was coded to perfection.

"Fucking hell," I gasped, my body already slick with sweat despite the cold. The Bull pounded into me relentlessly, the vibrations resonating through my entire body. Each thrust sent a shockwave of pleasure coursing through me, the sensation both intense and overwhelming.

I gripped the edge of the bench tighter, my knuckles turning white as I tried to hold on.

The Bull's relentless pace was almost too much to bear, but I was too far gone to stop now. My breath came in ragged gasps, my body shaking with each thrust. I could feel the pressure building, the pleasure coiling deep inside me, ready to explode.

The machine paused for a moment, and I let out a frustrated groan. But then it started up again, this time with a different rhythm, a slower, deeper thrust. I could feel every inch of the metallic cock as it filled me, the vibrations sending shockwaves through my body.

"Fuck," I moaned, my body writhing on the bench.

The machine began to vibrate, pouring more and more warm lubricant into me.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck!" I couldn't stop myself. I was going to cum on this giant Bull machine. I could feel it, the orgasm building deep within me, threatening to explode. The machine's relentless pace, the cold metal warming up against my insides, the vibrations resonating through my entire body—it was all too much.

"Yes," I gasped, my body tensing as the Bull continued to pound into me. "Right there, yes!"

The Bull's pace quickened, the vibrations intensifying, and I knew I was close. I arched my back, pushing myself further onto the machine, wanting to feel every inch of it. My clit rubbed against the cold metal as I let go.

With a moan that could shake the rafters, I had the most powerful orgasm I'd ever experienced.

At the same time, the mechanical cock exploded, shooting at least a gallon of warm insemination fluid directly into my womb.

I shuddered violently, convulsing under the onslaught of pleasure and the sheer volume of fluid being pumped into me.

The machine bore down on me like a freight train, driving its metal cock deeper and deeper into my cunt, as if trying to impregnate me with every drop of its seed.

I screamed, my body bucking and writhing as the Bull continued to unrelentingly fuck me, even as my orgasm subsided. I was dizzy with pleasure, my vision swimming with bright spots of light. My body felt like it was on fire, every nerve ending tingling with electricity. I couldn't take much more of this.

Mercifully, The Bull receded, leaving my pussy an empty, wet, gaping mess.

I whimpered, immediately passing out.


THREE

I didn't expect to be woken up with a shotgun pointed at me, but the last twenty-four hours had been strange, to say the least.

"What the hell are you doing in here?" A man asked. He was probably in his mid-thirties, dressed for work on the farm. He was tall and muscular, with messy hair hidden under a baseball cap.

I shrieked. "Oh, I'm so sorry!" I bolted upwards but found myself unable to move. I was shackled to The Bull. "Wait, what's going on?" I tugged against the leather and metal, but it was no use. "What is this thing?" I cried out, panic rising in my voice. "Get me off this thing!"

The man chuckled, lowering the shotgun but not putting it away. "You're not from around here, are you?" He said, his voice a low rumble.

"No, I'm not," I snapped, struggling against the restraints. "What is this thing, and why am I shackled to it?"

He sighed, rubbing his temples. "Well, based on the state of your cunt, you found out exactly what this thing is," he paused, giving me a knowing look.

My face burned with shame.

"So, I thought maybe you'd like another quickie and tied you up properly. Don't want you getting hurt or anything. The Bull is a modern marvel of agricultural technology."

"What is this place?" I whimpered.

"A hucow ranch. Easton's Hucow Sanctuary," there was a note of pride in his voice. "My father's farm. And one day, I'll take it over from him. We have the world's most happy and healthy hucows. We produce the best milk this side of the Mississippi."

My body went cold. Hucows. Of course! That's why the moos sounded weird last night. I should've known better than to let curiosity get the best of me. But now it was too late. I was stuck here, shackled to a machine that had just filled me with who knows what.

"Please, you've got to let me go," I pleaded, tugging futilely at the restraints. "I didn't know what this thing was. I'm sorry."

The man sighed again, running a hand through his messy hair. "Look, I'm not going to hurt you, okay? My name's Beau, by the way." He put the shotgun away. "But, now that you've started this... do you want to go all the way?"

"What do you mean, all the way?" My body went hot. Was there more to this?

"I can give you a hucow hormone injection and show you what real pleasure is." Beau leaned against the wall, his eyes locked onto mine. His voice was casual, as if he had just offered me a cup of coffee, not a life-changing decision.

I hesitated, my mind racing. This was crazy. Sandwiched between a life-threatening snowstorm and a giant artificial insemination machine, I was now being offered a shot that would turn me into a human cow.

"And then what?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

"You can decide if you want to stay here and join the herd."

My curiosity got the best of me. I only thought for a moment before nodding. "Then, let's do it."

Beau chuckled. "I knew you'd say that. All you insatiable sluts can't get enough of it once you get a taste of The Bull."

The farmer's ruggedly handsome son left for a few minutes before returning with a syringe.

Instinctively, I struggled against the binds.

"Shh," he hushed me, stroking my hair. "It's ok. It'll only hurt for a second." He stroked my back, moving down to my ass before injecting the needle right into my thigh.

I winced, but the sharp pain was gone in an instant. After only a few breaths, a warm feeling took over me. It was euphoric and calming, like a tight hug or a hot bath.

"Oh," I murmured.

"See, told ya," he chuckled. "Everyone's different, but it normally only takes a few minutes to kick in and a few hours to take full effect." He paused, his lips curling deviously. "But I know how we can speed up the process."

He walked over to The Bull's control panel.

"What are you doing?" I asked, unable to move my neck far enough while strapped down.

"Giving you some... stimulation," he said, punching the start button.

The Bull whirred to life, the demonic metal cock rising up like a monster, searching for a wet hole to bury itself into. I couldn't move, my legs spread wide, my arms restrained, as the machine began to hum.

Beau walked over, his eyes never leaving the Bull as it started to vibrate. He reached out, his fingers brushing against the steel cock, and my body shuddered. The warm feeling from the injection spread through my veins, and my nipples hardened, aching for his touch.

"You like that, don't you?" Beau asked, his voice thick with lust.

The Bull's metal cock shoved against my cunt.

The machine began to thrust in earnest, the cold metal warming up inside me as it slid in and out. The sensation made my head spin.

Beau watched me, his eyes dark with desire. "You're taking it so well," he murmured, his voice low and gravelly. "You were made for this, weren't you?"

I let out a whimper, my body writhing against the restraints. I couldn't deny the pleasure coursing through me, but the intensity of it all was overwhelming.

Beau leaned in, his hands cupping my breasts. "You were meant to be part of the herd," he continued. "Soon, you'll be producing lots of milk for us." He pinched my nipples, rolling them between his fingers as the machine continued to pound into me.

I arched my back, trying to push myself further onto the cold metal cock, wanting more, needing more. The injection had taken over completely. All I could think of was getting fucked and bred like an animal.

The Bull's relentless thrusts matched the rhythm of my racing heart. I was nothing more than a cow now, and this was what I was meant for.

Beau watched me, his eyes filled with primal lust. "That's it," he encouraged, pinching my nipples harder. "Take it like the good hucow you are."

The machine's vibrations intensified, and I felt a warmth spreading through my body. The hormones were taking effect, and my body was already changing. My breasts swelled, becoming fuller and heavier.

I could feel the milk ducts expanding, and the sensitivity was intense. Beau's hands moved from my breasts to my sides, his touch gentle yet firm.

"That's it, Elena," he murmured, his voice soothing. "Let your body change. Embrace it."

I could feel my body responding, my hips grinding against the machine, matching its rhythm. The pleasure was overwhelming, and I moaned, my eyes rolling back in my head.

Beau chuckled, his hands still running over my sides. "What a good hucow you are," he said as he moved his hand to my ass and gave the flesh a hard squeeze. "Are you ready for breeding?"

I could only whimper and moo in response. I nodded my head wildly.

With the press of a button, the metal cock pushed deeper, ready to inseminate me. Beau's voice was thick with lust as he said, "This will fill you up, make you swell with life. You'll never want to leave once you've experienced what it's like to be our hucow."

I cried out as the machine began to pulse, locking into place at my core filling me with the hot semen. It was thick and cloying, unlike anything I had ever felt before. My body shuddered as the machine pulsed so much cum inside me that it started spilling out.

Beau's hands traveled over my now larger, milk-ready breasts, caressing them with expert precision. "Look at these udders," he whistled.

He squeezed my swollen breasts, making me moan. The machine's warm semen was filling me up, and my body was responding to the sensation. I felt my belly swell, my hips widen, and my body began to change more rapidly.

"You're gonna be such a great breeder, Elena," Beau said, his voice thick with lust. He continued to knead my breasts, making me moan. I could feel the milk building, ready to be taken.

"You're the fastest convert I've ever seen," Beau said, a note of pride in his voice. "Let's finish this up." He pressed another button that made the cock vibrate. "Cum for me, cow."

I screamed, finally releasing the build-up inside of me. My cunt spasmed around the cold metal. The waves of pleasure crashed over me, and I moaned, my head lolling back as I came undone. The machine pulsed inside me, filling me with more of its warm semen, and I shuddered, my body convulsing with the force of my orgasm.

Beau watched me, his eyes dark with lust. "That's it, cow," he murmured, his voice low and gravelly. "Take it all. Take every last drop."

I could feel my body changing, my hips widening, my breasts swelling. My stomach was rounding, my belly swollen with semen. There was a hiss as the machine pulled out of me, letting waves of cum splatter to the ground. It powered down, leaving the room silent.

Beau stepped back, enjoying the sight of me, his hucow, bound to The Bull. "You're a sight to behold, Elena," he said, his voice thick with lust. "I can't wait to see how much milk those udders will produce."


FOUR

After my legs stopped shaking, Beau took me down from The Bull and showered me off. He was surprisingly gentle with the disinfectant and toweled me off after.

"Thank you," I said.

"This ranch is my pride," he said, adjusting the new collar around my neck. "You're going to love it here. We treat our hucows right."

Beau led me to the main barn. I could see it all now: about a dozen stalls full of women. The hucow women were on all fours, with huge tits that swayed beneath them. They were all swollen, ready for milking. Their bodies were sleek and muscular, and their eyes were glazed over with a distant, content look.

I was led to an empty stall, and Beau began to attach the milking machine to my swollen breasts.

"What's your name, anyway, cow?" Beau asked as he attached the suction cups to my nipples. The feeling was strange, the machine pulling at my sensitive breasts, but it also felt... right.

"Elena," I managed to say. My voice was hoarse, my body still recovering from the intense session with The Bull.

Beau nodded, testing the weight of my tit. "Looks like you have milk already." He flipped a switch and turned the milking machine on.

The machine immediately started to suck on my nipples.

I cried out as my nipples swelled with each pull.

For a moment, nothing happened, then gush after gush of warm milk started squirting out. The machine rumbled, and I watched the clear tubes take my milk to a holding tank. The sound was steady, like a heartbeat, and the rhythm of it soothed me.

Beau watched me, a proud smile on his face.

I let out a soft moo, my body still tingling from the hormones and the fucking machine. I could feel the milk pooling in my breasts, the discomfort of engorgement replaced by the gentle pull of the machine. My body had been waiting for this all along.

I could feel the milk slowly letting go, the pressure inside me easing as the machine sucked it out. He ran a hand over my ass, squeezing gently.

I let out an affectionate moo, leaning towards his touch. The milking was making me horny. My pussy, still dripping with The Bull’s semen, started throbbing.

Beau chuckled, his hand still squeezing my ass. "That's it, good cow."

The machine suckled me until there wasn't a drop of milk left. The heaviness was gone, but it would come back more and more every time.

I let out a sigh of disappointment as he unhooked me.

Beau glanced at me and patted my head. "Don't be sad," he said. "This was great for your first milking, little missy. Soon, you'll be getting milked three or four times a day."

The thought made me shudder. I dug my fingers into the hay beneath me. "Beau... would you..."

My request was cut off by the barn door opening. A man walked in, dressed in jeans and a brown jacket. He had a rugged look about him. He must have been Beau's father, the owner of the ranch. Farmer Easton.


FIVE

The farmer's gaze locked onto me. "So it's true? You found this pretty little thing hiding from the snow?"

"Yes, Father," Beau said, petting my hair. "Would you like to try her out?”

An impressively thick cock budged in the farmer's pants. "Of course. Quality control, after all." He and Beau chuckled.

Farmer Easton entered my stall, walking around and inspecting me. His hands roamed over my body, squeezing and prodding. I mooed softly, more out of instinct than anything else.

"Yes, she's a good one," he said, nodding. "She took to The Bull well, didn't she?"

Beau smirked. "Like a natural, Father. She's going to be one of our best breeders."

Easton looked at me, his eyes darkening. "Good, good. We could use some new blood in the herd." He took my chin in his hand, making me look up at him. "And she's pretty, too.

That's always a plus," Easton added, his gaze raking over my body. He pinched my nipple, making me gasp. "Her tits are already swollen. How long has it been since we last milked her?"

"Just now, Father. She was already full. Less than an hour after the first injection."

Easton grunted in approval. "Excellent. We could use a new hucow with that kind of production."

Beau grinned. "I thought so, too. She's a keeper."

Easton nodded, his hand still fondling my breast. He unzipped his jeans and let his cock free, rubbing it against my mouth. "How about we see how she handles some real man's cock."

I mooed against his cock, smelling the musk on him.

He groaned, pushing the head of his cock into my wet mouth.

I sucked him eagerly, my tongue swirling around the shaft as I took him deeper and deeper.

Beau stroked my throat to encourage me to take more of his father's cock.

Easton's hands grip my hair, his moans filling the stall. "Fuck, son, she's a natural," he groans. "She takes cock like she was born to do it."

Beau chuckles, his hand still on his cock, stroking it slowly. "She sure does, father."

I whimper, squeezing my thighs together.

"Well, go fill her up from the other end," the farmer said. "She needs to practice taking multiple cocks at once."

Beau nodded and went behind me, pulling down his jeans and rubbing his cock against my swollen hole. "She's already had it twice from The Bull."

"Then use her ass," Easton said, still pumping in and out of my mouth. "She'll take it like a good hucow."

I felt Beau's cock head against my ass, slick with my juices. I tensed momentarily but then relaxed as he pushed in slowly.

"That's it, cow," Beau murmured, his hands gripping my hips. "Take it easy."

I moaned around Easton's cock, the vibration making him groan. He thrust deeper into my mouth, his balls slapping against my chin.

Beau continued to push in, inch by inch until he was fully sheathed inside me.

I moaned, the sensation of two cocks filling me was overwhelming. I was meant to be filled, to be used like this.

Easton pulled out of my mouth, his cock glistening with my saliva. "My son knows how to train a good hucow," he praised, stroking my hair. "Always knew he had a knack for it." He smiled down at me, his eyes appraising my body.

"Now, let's see how you handle both of us at the same time." He forced his cock back down my throat, holding the sides of my head and fucking my mouth.

Beau gasped and grunted as he pummeled my ass. He was using my ass. My new masters were using me like the good hucow I was.

I could feel him moving in sync with his father, our bodies working together like machines. The sensation was intense, and I found myself mooing in pleasure as the two cocks filled me up until I thought I might break.

The farmer watched, his eyes dark with lust and approval. "That's it, son, work her like a good cow."

Beau groaned, his grip tightening on my hips as he began to thrust harder. "She's so tight, Father. You should feel it."

"Next time," he grunted. "I'm going to make her taste me. Make sure she knows her place."

The two men pounded me in unison until they reached their breaking point. Suddenly, both of their cocks erupted inside of me at the same time, painting my insides with seed.

Farmer Easton held my place as he pumped cum down my throat. Beau grabbed onto my hips as he dumped his load into my ass. The feeling of their hot seed filling me up was overwhelming.

Beau pulled out of me, his cock glistening. "Good girl. Good cow."

I mooed softly, my body still throbbing with desire. I wanted more, needed more. I was insatiable. How long would I have to wait for another milking? I could already feel my tits getting heavy again.

Farmer Easton zipped up his pants, tucking his cock away. He looked down at me, a look of satisfaction on his face. "You're welcome to stay here, Elena. We could use someone like you on the ranch," he added, stroking my hair. "Do you accept?"

I nodded, my body still humming with pleasure. "Yes," I mooed softly.

Easton smiled with a look of pride in his eyes. "Good girl. You won't regret it."

I nuzzled against Beau's hand, breathing softly and mooing. I was so tired.

"Rest now, Elena. You'll get the hang of things in no time. Welcome to the herd."
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