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All characters are over 18.  

The gravel crunched under my heels as the black SUV rolled to a stop at the end of a long dirt road somewhere deep in rural Tennessee. I stepped out into the thick summer heat—God, it hit me like a wall, humid and heavy and smelling of cut hay and animal musk. That smell. My thighs pressed together instinctively. I was already wet just from the drive out here, scrolling through the NDA packet on my phone, reading the "performance descriptions" line by line until my panties were soaked through.

The farm sprawled out before me like something out of a countryside painting—rolling green pastures fenced in white timber, a massive red barn with its doors flung wide, and beyond it, a series of newer-looking outbuildings with blacked-out windows. That's where the studios were. I knew because Carla, who'd done this shoot three months ago, told me everything. Everything.

I smoothed down my sundress and grabbed my overnight bag. Six other girls milled around the farmhouse porch already—long legs, tiny waists, faces I recognized from catalog work and Instagram campaigns. Brianna from the Victoria's Secret Pink line was leaning against a post sipping iced tea like she was at a fucking garden party. Mika, who I'd walked Milan with two seasons ago, was reapplying gloss using her phone screen as a mirror. All of us handpicked. All of us here because we'd said yes to the most depraved, highly classified, absurdly well-paid gig in the industry.

Two hundred and fifty thousand dollars for a weekend.

A man in a worn flannel shirt and Wranglers came down the porch steps—tanned, mid-fifties, built like he'd thrown hay bales his whole life. He introduced himself as Dale, the farm's owner and "production coordinator." His eyes barely lingered on our bodies, professional and efficient, like a rancher appraising livestock. Which, I supposed, we were. The thought made my cunt throb.

"Ladies, welcome to Briarwood," he said, his drawl slow and warm. "You'll each have your own suite in the east wing. Wardrobe and makeup start at six a.m. We shoot in the main barn and Studio B. Your scene assignments and animal partners are on the cards in your rooms."

Animal partners.

My pulse kicked hard between my legs. I'd been fantasizing about this for weeks—no, longer. Years, honestly. Since I was old enough to understand what the dark forums online were showing me and realized my body responded to it like nothing else. The thought of a stallion's cock—thick as my forearm, flared and dark and dripping—made my knees feel liquid. I'd masturbated to it so many times I'd lost count, fingers buried in my sopping cunt at two in the morning, imagining the weight of a dog mounting me from behind, the frantic jackhammer thrusting, the hot knot swelling inside me until I couldn't pull away.

I followed the group inside. The farmhouse was nicer than expected—polished hardwood, air conditioning that kissed my damp skin, fresh wildflowers on every surface. My room was upstairs, bright and clean with a king bed draped in white linen. On the nightstand sat a cream-colored card with my name embossed at the top.

I picked it up. My hands trembled.
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My breath came out shaky. I sat on the edge of the bed and pressed my palm flat against my pussy through my dress. The cotton was damp. I was throbbing so hard I could feel my heartbeat in my clit. A stallion first. A fucking stallion.

I fell back on the mattress and stared at the ceiling fan spinning slow overhead, listening to the distant sound of a horse nickering from the barn, deep and resonant.

Tomorrow I'd be on my knees for it.

I slid my hand under my dress and dragged my fingers through the slick mess between my legs, biting my lip to keep quiet as the other girls' voices echoed down the hallway—laughter, the clink of wine glasses, someone squealing about room assignments. My fingers circled my swollen clit, slow and deliberate, and I pictured the boar they'd named Brutus, imagined its corkscrew cock twisting into me while cameras captured every inch of it disappearing inside my stretched, dripping cunt.

"Mmnh—" I pressed my face into the pillow.

Through the open window, the evening air carried the deep grunt of hogs from somewhere behind the barn, guttural and raw, and my hips bucked up into my own hand as the wetness spread down to my inner thighs.

I didn't finish myself. I pulled my hand away, glistening, and brought my fingers to my lips—tasting myself, salt and musk, savoring the ache.

I wanted to save it. Every drop of this desperate, filthy need.

The sun was sinking behind the tree line, painting the pastures in amber and gold, and somewhere out there Zeus stood in his stall, seventeen hands of raw animal power, utterly unaware of what tomorrow held.

I rolled over and hugged the pillow to my chest, pressing my thighs together tight, and let the anticipation burn.

I woke before the alarm. Five-fifteen a.m., the sky outside still bruised purple and the roosters just beginning to stir. My body hummed like a live wire. I'd barely slept—every time I drifted off, I dreamed of hooves and hot breath and the obscene stretch of something impossibly thick pushing inside me, and I'd jolt awake with my hand between my legs and my panties ruined.

I showered fast, shaved everything smooth as glass—every inch, inner thighs, the delicate folds of my pussy, even the downy hair on my forearms because the cameras would catch everything. The hot water ran over my nipples and they hardened into aching little peaks. I resisted the urge to touch myself. Not yet. Save it. I toweled off and found the wardrobe laid out on the vanity chair: a white lace bralette, barely there, the kind that showed the dark circles of my areolae through the fabric; a matching thong so sheer it was basically decorative; white thigh-high stockings with a satin band at the top; and stilettos that made my legs look eight miles long. Virginal. That was the aesthetic. The irony made me smirk.

I dressed, dabbed perfume between my breasts and behind my ears—something light, vanilla and jasmine—and headed downstairs.

The farmhouse kitchen was already alive. A makeup artist named Roz, a heavyset woman with kind eyes and tattooed sleeves, set up a portable station by the window. She didn't bat an eye at what we were here for. Just another gig, her expression said. She dusted my cheekbones with highlighter, lined my eyes with a subtle smoke, glossed my lips a shade of pink that made them look swollen and bitten. She brushed my hair out long and loose—honey blonde waves cascading past my shoulder blades.

"You look like a goddamn angel," Roz said, stepping back to assess her work.

An angel about to take horse cock on camera. I pressed my thighs together under the makeup cape and smiled.

Brianna came down next, her dark skin luminous, wearing a red lace bodysuit that left absolutely nothing to imagination. Her nipples jutted through the mesh like bullets. She caught my eye and grinned—wide, genuine, conspiratorial.

"You see your card?" she asked, sliding into the chair next to me.

"Zeus," I said.

"Girl." She fanned herself dramatically. "I saw him yesterday during the tour. Dale walked us past the stables while you were still unpacking." She leaned close, her voice dropping to a whisper that vibrated with excitement. "His cock is the size of my whole fucking arm. I'm talking—" she held her hands apart, nearly two feet, "—this long. And thick. Like a baseball bat wrapped in velvet."

My stomach dropped in the best way. A flood of heat rushed to my pussy so fast I felt dizzy.

"You're first up," Brianna continued. "I'm jealous. I've got the Danes." She bit her lower lip. "Two of them."

"At the same time?"

"Mmhmm. King and another one named Ares. They said Ares is... aggressive." Her eyes sparkled. God, I hope he pins me down, she thought, her gaze going distant for just a second before she snapped back. "Anyway. You better tell me everything after."



Dale met me at the entrance to Studio B at six sharp. The morning air was cool and dewy, mist curling low across the pastures, the sun just cresting the treeline and throwing long golden beams across the property. Birds sang. The farm smelled of earth and hay and the faint, musky undercurrent of animals—warm bodies, sweat, something primal that made my hindbrain light up like a switchboard.

Studio B was one of those converted outbuildings I'd noticed yesterday. Inside, it looked nothing like a barn. The floors were padded with thick rubber matting covered in clean canvas. Professional lighting rigs hung from the ceiling—soft boxes and key lights arranged to create a warm, golden glow that would make skin look luminous. Three cameras were already positioned: one on a dolly track, one mounted overhead on a mechanical arm, one handheld operated by a lean woman in a backwards cap who introduced herself simply as "Tess." A fourth operator I never saw worked a remote unit hidden somewhere for close-ups.

In the center of the space stood a padded breeding bench—waist height, covered in black leather, with adjustable supports and padded grips. Behind it, a hay-strewn area opened to a wide door leading to a stable run.

Dale walked me through the logistics. His voice was calm, measured, utterly professional. He might as well have been explaining how to operate a lathe.

"Zeus will be brought in after we get your solo footage. He's been prepped—cleaned, checked by the vet this morning. He's experienced. Gentle temperament, but he's a stallion, so he'll mount when he's ready and there's no rushing him or slowing him down once he starts. We use a phantom mount to get him started, then transition to you on the bench. The bench is adjustable—we'll set the height so he can enter you comfortably. You control the depth with your positioning. If at any point you need to stop, you say 'red' and we pull him off with the guide line. The handler, Marcus, will be just off-camera the entire time."

I nodded. My mouth was dry. My pussy was the opposite—I could feel the slickness already coating my inner thighs above the stocking bands.

"Any questions?"

"How big is he?" My voice came out steadier than I felt.

Dale's mouth twitched—almost a smile. "Erect, about twenty-two inches. Girth comparable to your wrist, flaring wider at the head. Most girls take about a third on the first session."

Seven inches of girth. A third meant over seven inches of penetration, just to start. I'd taken large toys—the biggest was a horse dildo I'd ordered online, fourteen inches of silicone that I'd worked into myself over months of practice, riding it on my bedroom floor with a towel underneath to catch the obscene flood of wetness it produced. But a real stallion cock, living and throbbing and hot—

"I'm ready," I said.

Dale nodded and stepped off-set. A production assistant touched up my lipstick. Someone handed me a bottle of water. The lights shifted, warmed. Tess lifted her camera to her shoulder and gave me a thumbs-up.

"Whenever you're comfortable," she said.

I moved to the center of the set. The canvas was soft under my heels. I stood there for a moment, letting the cameras drink me in—the white lace barely containing my tits, my flat stomach, the visible shadow of my slit through the transparent thong, the stockings making my tanned legs look endless. I felt beautiful. I felt like a sacrifice.

I started slow. Ran my fingers down my neck, over my collarbones, tracing the edge of the bralette. I cupped my breasts through the lace, squeezing gently, thumbing my nipples until they ached and pushed hard against the fabric. Then I peeled the bralette up, over my head, and let it drop. My tits bounced free—full C-cups, firm and round, the nipples dark pink and already pebbled tight. I pinched them, rolled them between my fingers, let out a soft moan that was completely genuine.

"Mmm..."

My hand slid down my stomach. I hooked my thumb under the thong and tugged it to the side, exposing my bare pussy to the cameras—smooth, pink, glistening wet. My clit was swollen, peeking out from its hood like it was begging for attention. I dragged two fingers through my slit, bottom to top, and they came away connected by a thin, shining strand of arousal.

"Fuuuck," I breathed, and I meant it.

I brought those fingers to my mouth and sucked them clean, tasting my own tang—sharp and sweet and desperate. Then I turned around, bent at the waist, and peeled the thong down my thighs, stepping out of it and spreading my legs so the overhead camera could capture everything: my swollen lips parting, the wetness dripping in a slow, glossy trail down my inner thigh, my tight little asshole clenching above it.

I straightened up and moved to the breeding bench. Draped myself over it belly-down, the leather cool against my flushed skin, my tits pressing flat against the surface, my ass raised and presented. I arched my back—deep, pornographic—and reached back with both hands to spread my cheeks apart.

"I'm ready for him," I said to the camera. To whoever would watch this. To myself. "I want it. I want to feel a real stallion's cock stretching my little cunt open."

I heard the stable door slide.

Hooves on rubber matting. Heavy. Measured. The deep whuff of enormous lungs.

I turned my head and my breath stopped.

Zeus was a Friesian—pure black, seventeen hands of rippling muscle and raw power. His mane fell in dark waves over a neck thick as a tree trunk. His coat gleamed under the studio lights like liquid obsidian. Marcus, the handler, walked beside him with a lead rope, guiding him in—a tall Black man with forearms corded with muscle and an expression of total calm. Zeus's hooves struck the mat with dull, rhythmic thuds. His ears swiveled. His nostrils flared, catching my scent.

And between his hind legs, already descending from its sheath, his cock emerged.

My vision tunneled. The rest of the room vanished. There was only that—that massive, impossible thing sliding out, inch after inch, dark mottled flesh marbled in black and grey and pink. It hung like a weapon, thick and heavy, swaying with his gait. The medial ring was pronounced, a ridge of swollen tissue halfway down the shaft, and the head—the head was a broad, flared disc the size of my fist, already weeping a clear thread of pre-cum that caught the light as it dripped to the mat.

Twenty-two inches. Dale wasn't exaggerating.

"Oh my god," I whispered. My voice shook. My pussy clenched around nothing, aching, empty, desperate. I could feel my arousal literally dripping from me, running in warm rivulets down my thighs. "Oh my god, he's beautiful."

Marcus led Zeus around behind me. The stallion's head dipped, his muzzle brushing my lower back, and the huff of his breath—hot and damp—sent goosebumps racing across my skin. He smelled of hay and sweat and something deeply, primitively male, an animal musk that went straight to the base of my brain and flipped every switch to breed.

Zeus nosed lower. His lips—soft, impossibly soft—brushed across my ass, my inner thighs. He found my pussy and I felt the wet heat of his tongue, broad and flat, drag across my entire slit in one long stroke.

"Ahhhh—FUCK!" I gripped the bench. The sensation was indescribable—his tongue was thick and rough-textured and so warm, and it covered everything at once, clit to opening, bathing me in his hot saliva. He licked again, tasting me, and I felt the vibration of a low rumble in his chest.

He likes how she tastes, Marcus noted internally, watching Zeus's ears prick forward with interest. Good. He'll mount easy.

"He's ready," Marcus said calmly. He adjusted Zeus's position, guiding the stallion forward. I felt the enormous presence of him behind me—the heat radiating from his barrel chest, the shift of massive weight as his front hooves left the ground.

It happened fast.

Zeus reared up and his forelegs came down on the padded supports on either side of the bench with a heavy thud-thud that I felt through my whole body. Suddenly sixteen hundred pounds of stallion loomed over me. His belly hovered inches above my back. His hind legs shifted, adjusting, and I felt the head of his cock—blunt and hot and slippery with pre-cum—prod blindly against my thigh, my ass, searching.

Marcus reached in with a gloved hand and guided him.

The flared head found my opening.

"Breathe," Marcus said.

Zeus pushed forward.

"AAAHH—NNNGH—OH FUUUCK—"

The stretch was beyond anything. Beyond the toys, beyond imagination, beyond language. His cockhead alone was wider than anything I'd ever taken, a blunt battering ram of hot, living flesh that forced my pussy lips apart and kept going. My walls screamed and yielded, stretched to their absolute limit around that massive flare, and the pressure was so intense I saw white.

But the pain was laced with something else—a deep, electric, full-body pleasure that radiated from my core outward, liquefying my muscles, making my toes curl in the stilettos. My cunt was designed for this. I could feel it yielding, opening, welcoming him in despite the impossible girth. My body wanted it. My body was made for it.

"Oh god oh god oh god—" I chanted into the leather bench as Zeus sank deeper. Inch by inch. The medial ring hit my entrance and I felt a pop of resistance, then it slid in, and the added girth made me scream—a high, raw sound that bounced off the studio walls.

"AAAIIIEEEE—FUCK—HE'S SO BIG—"

Six inches. Eight. Ten. I could feel him in my belly, a fullness so profound it redefined what I thought my body could contain. My abdomen bulged visibly—I looked down past my swinging tits and saw the outline of him pressing against my lower belly from the inside, distending the skin.

Zeus didn't care about my adjustment period. His hips hitched and he thrust—a short, powerful jab that drove another three inches into me and made my eyes roll back.

"UNH—UNH—NNGH—"

Then he found his rhythm.

Stallions don't fuck like men. There's no artistry, no variation, no teasing. It's pure, mechanical, relentless breeding—fast, sharp thrusts powered by haunches that could kick through a barn wall. Zeus pistoned into me with jackrabbit speed, his cock plunging in and out of my stretched, gushing cunt in a blur of glistening flesh. Each thrust punched the air from my lungs. The wet, squelching sounds were obscene—schlck-schlck-schlck-schlck—a filthy symphony of my overflowing pussy juice and his pre-cum churning together into froth that sprayed out around his shaft with every stroke.

"OH FUCK OH FUCK OH FUCK YES YES YESSS—"

I was cumming. Already cumming, barely a minute in, a violent orgasm that ripped through me like a shockwave. My cunt clamped down on his cock—or tried to, but he was so thick my muscles couldn't even close around him—and a gush of clear fluid sprayed from where we were joined, splattering the canvas beneath us. My legs shook uncontrollably. Drool ran from my open mouth onto the bench.

Zeus didn't slow down. He had no concept of my orgasm, no awareness of my pleasure. I was a warm, wet hole and his billion-year-old instincts had one command: breed. His thrusts grew harder, his breathing louder—great bellowing snorts that blasted hot air across my back. His hooves scraped the supports. His massive balls, each the size of a grapefruit, swung forward and slapped against my clit with every thrust—whap-whap-whap-whap—and the stimulation was so intense I came again, a rolling, cresting wave that didn't fully end before the next one started.

"CUMMING—I'M CUMMING AGAIN—AHHH FUCK HIS COCK—HIS FUCKING HORSE COCK—"

Tess circled with the handheld, getting low, shooting up between my legs where Zeus's massive shaft disappeared into my obscenely stretched pink hole. The close-up camera captured everything—the white ring of my pussy lips pulled taut around him, the frothy cream churning at my entrance, my clit engorged and bouncing with each impact. My juices ran in sheets down my stockings.

It went on. Minutes that felt like hours. Zeus bred me with tireless, animal stamina, his thrusts never faltering, never slowing. I lost count of orgasms—they blurred together into one continuous, screaming, sobbing peak of sensation. I bit the leather bench. I clawed at it. I babbled incoherently—yes, fuck me, breed me, fill me up, oh god your cock, your huge fucking cock—and none of it was performance. Every syllable was ripped from the most honest part of me.

Then Zeus's rhythm changed. His thrusts shortened, quickened, became erratic. His whole body tensed—I felt every muscle in his massive frame coil—and he slammed forward one final time, driving deeper than he'd gone before, and I felt the head of his cock flare even wider inside me, locking against my cervix.

He came.

The first jet hit me like a fire hose. A massive, pressurized blast of hot stallion cum erupted directly against my cervix, so forceful I felt the impact in my spine. My eyes went wide. My mouth opened in a silent scream.

Then the next jet. And the next. And the next.

Horses don't cum like men. They ejaculate in massive, sustained pumps—each one delivering a flood of thick, grey-white semen in volumes that the human body was never designed to contain. I felt it filling me, a rising tide of liquid heat that expanded my already-stuffed cunt to new limits. My belly swelled. Cum poured out around his shaft—there was simply too much, and it sprayed from my hole in thick, ropey streams that splattered the bench, the canvas, my thighs. It ran down to my knees, soaked my stockings, pooled on the floor.

"OH—OH GOD—HE'S FILLING ME UP—THERE'S SO MUCH—OH FUCK I CAN FEEL IT—"

I came one final time, the hardest yet, my whole body seizing as the sensation of being flooded with animal seed triggered something primal and overwhelming. My vision blacked out at the edges. I might have screamed. I might have cried. I don't know. There was only fullness, only heat, only the deep throbbing satisfaction of being bred.

Zeus held still inside me for nearly a minute, his cock pulsing with the last spurts of his orgasm. Then, slowly, he withdrew.

The sensation of his massive shaft sliding out was almost as intense as the penetration. I felt every ridge, every inch, dragging against my oversensitive walls. When the flared head finally popped free, a torrent of cum cascaded from my gaping hole—a waterfall of grey-white fluid that splattered the mat in a spreading puddle. My pussy stayed open, cavernous, twitching, unable to close after being stretched so wide. The overhead camera zoomed in on my ruined cunt as it slowly, slowly began to contract, thick ropes of cum oozing steadily from within.

I lay draped over the bench, shaking, destroyed, euphoric. My hair was plastered to my sweaty face. My mascara had run. My thighs were glazed in a mix of horse cum and my own juices. I looked like I'd been wrecked by a god.

Marcus led Zeus away. The stallion went calmly, his softening cock retracting into its sheath, his work done. Good boy, Marcus thought, patting the massive neck. Clean dismount.

Tess lowered her camera and let out a breath. "Holy shit," she murmured.

I lay there for ten minutes, feeling cum leak from me in slow, warm pulses, before anyone helped me up.



They gave me two hours to recover. I showered, drank electrolytes, ate half a sandwich I couldn't taste. My pussy ached in the most delicious way—a deep, swollen tenderness that reminded me with every step of what had been inside me. I touched myself gently in the shower and felt how loose I still was, two fingers slipping in without resistance where normally I was snug. The thought of what came next—the boar, the dog, a group scene—made me lightheaded with desire.

I found Mika in the hallway, wrapped in a silk robe, her black hair damp. She had a dazed, glassy look in her dark eyes and a hickey-like mark on her inner thigh.

"How was yours?" I asked.

She leaned against the wall and closed her eyes. "The dog," she said softly. "The Rottweiler. His name is Tank." She swallowed. "He knotted me for twenty minutes. I came so many times I passed out. Actually passed out. They had to check my pulse." A dreamy smile crossed her lips. "It was the best sex of my life."

I squeezed her hand. We didn't need to say anything else. We understood each other perfectly.



The main barn was bigger than Studio B and dressed to look rustic—real hay bales, rough timber posts, ambient golden light that mimicked late afternoon sun filtering through cracks in the walls. The cameras here were more numerous, eight in total, covering every conceivable angle.

My afternoon call sheet listed a group scene. Me, Brianna, and a girl named Suki—a petite Japanese model with porcelain skin and a waist I could span with my hands. Suki was already on set when I arrived, wearing nothing but a black lace garter belt and sheer stockings, sitting cross-legged on a hay bale with her small, perfect tits bare and her shaved pussy visible between her parted thighs. She waved at me cheerfully.

"Hi! I'm so excited," she said, bouncing slightly. "I've been wanting to try a pig forever."

Brianna arrived seconds later, already stripped to her red lace, her dark nipples visible through the mesh, her long legs gleaming with some kind of body oil that made her look carved from dark chocolate marble. She surveyed the set with a predatory grin.

Dale entered with the full production crew and went through the scene breakdown. The three of us would start together—an intimate girl-on-girl warm-up to establish the scene. Then the animals would be introduced one at a time. First the Great Dane, King. Then the boar, Brutus. Then the second Dane, Ares. The goal was sustained, overlapping action—while one girl was being mounted, the others would be engaged with each other or with a second animal. It was a spectacle. Orchestrated chaos.

"Positions, ladies."

We arranged ourselves on a padded platform layered with hay and clean canvas. Brianna pulled me into a kiss first—her lips tasted like cocoa butter and champagne—and Suki pressed against my back, her small hands sliding around to cup my tits while her mouth found the curve of my neck. I melted between them. Their skin was warm and soft and fragrant, a stark contrast to the animal power I'd experienced that morning, and the combination of feminine tenderness with the anticipation of bestial rawness made my cunt absolutely weep.

We moved together. Brianna spread her thighs and I buried my face between them, lapping at her dark, swollen pussy while Suki knelt behind me and ate my ass with delicate, flickering tongue strokes that made me squirm. Brianna tasted like honey and salt. Her clit was a prominent little bead that I sucked between my lips, and she grabbed fistfuls of my hair and ground against my mouth.

"Mmmh—yeah—right there, baby, right fucking there—"

Suki's tongue pushed into my asshole and I moaned against Brianna's cunt, the vibration making her gasp. We were a chain of mouths and hands and wet, willing flesh, and the cameras circled us like sharks.

Then I heard it. Claws on the barn floor. A low, eager whine.

King entered the set.

He was enormous—a Great Dane the color of blue steel, easily a hundred and sixty pounds, his shoulders level with my waist. His tongue lolled from his massive jaw, dripping saliva, and his eyes locked onto the tangle of naked women with immediate, laser-focused interest. Between his hind legs, already emerging from its furry sheath, his cock slid out—bright red, tapered, glistening wet, the pointed tip already drooling fluid.

Three of them. All in heat. Fuck, his lucky day. The handler released the lead and King surged forward.

He went straight for Brianna. She'd rolled onto her stomach, her perfect ass raised, and King mounted her with zero preamble—his massive paws gripping her hips, his hind legs driving forward. His red cock jabbed wildly, missing twice, smearing pre-cum across her inner thighs before finding her slick entrance and slamming home.

"OHHH FUCK—" Brianna's voice cracked. Her eyes went wide, then rolled back, her mouth dropping open as eight inches of dog cock pistoned into her with frantic, jackhammering speed. The sound was vulgar—wet, rapid, smack-smack-smack-smack—and Brianna's thick ass jiggled with every impact. King's hips were a blur, his instinct to breed operating at a frequency human men couldn't dream of matching.

I watched from inches away, transfixed. King's red shaft appeared and disappeared in a blur between Brianna's dark pussy lips, coated in her cream. His knot—a bulge the size of a tennis ball at the base of his cock—was already beginning to swell, bouncing against her entrance with each thrust.

"HE'S SO FAST—UNH UNH UNH UNH—OH GOD THE KNOT—I CAN FEEL THE KNOT—"

Suki crawled beside me, her dark eyes huge, her small hand between her own legs, fingers working furiously. "It's so hot," she whispered. "Oh my god, look at her take it—"

King's thrusts shortened and he drove forward with sudden, brutal force. The knot stretched Brianna's entrance wide—wider—she screamed, a raw sound between agony and rapture—and it popped inside with a wet, audible schlorp.

"AIIIIIEE—IT'S IN—THE KNOT'S IN—OH FUCK IT'S SWELLING—IT'S GETTING BIGGER INSIDE ME—"

King stopped thrusting. He stood locked inside her, panting, his massive tongue hanging out, drool spattering her back. Tied. His knot inflated to its full size inside her cunt, sealing them together, and I could see the rhythmic clenching of his hind legs as he began to ejaculate—pumping load after load of thin, hot dog cum directly into Brianna's womb.

Brianna collapsed face-first into the hay, moaning continuously, her fingers clawing at the canvas. Her cunt gripped King's knot in involuntary spasms and her own orgasm ripped through her, fluid gushing out around the imperfect seal of the tie, running down her thighs in milky rivulets.

"I'm cumming I'm cumming I'm cumming don't stop don't stop DON'T STOP—"

The barn door opened again. Two handlers entered.

One led Brutus.

The boar was a Hampshire—three hundred pounds of solid, barrel-chested pig with a bristly black-and-white hide and small, shrewd eyes. He grunted constantly, a wet, guttural sound that resonated in my chest. His snout twitched, scenting the air, scenting us. Between his short hind legs, already fully erect, his cock was—

I stared. I'd seen pictures. Nothing prepared me.

A pig's cock is unlike any other animal's. It was long—nearly eighteen inches—and thin compared to Zeus, maybe an inch and a half in diameter, but the shape was what made my brain short-circuit. It spiraled. A tight, corkscrew twist of pink flesh that rotated in a left-hand helix, the tip narrowing to a curving point. It glistened with a constant flow of watery pre-cum that dripped from the spiraling tip in an unbroken stream.

"Oh, fuck me," I breathed. "That's going inside me."

Suki grabbed my arm. "Me first," she said, her voice trembling with excitement. "Please—Dale said I could—the pig is mine first."

I nodded. My turn was coming.

Suki positioned herself on all fours on the platform, her tiny body dwarfed by the approaching boar. Her pale skin glowed against the hay. She arched her back, presenting her small, tight pussy, and looked back over her shoulder with an expression of pure, trembling lust.

The handler guided Brutus forward. The boar needed no encouragement. He clambered up, his front hooves scraping against Suki's hips—she winced at the scratch but didn't pull away—and his spiraling cock found her entrance with the unerring aim of instinct.

He drove in.

"AAAAAHH—OH—OH IT'S SPINNING—I CAN FEEL IT SPINNING INSIDE ME—"

Suki's scream was high and musical, her eyes flying open, her small mouth forming a perfect O. Brutus thrust with mechanical, unrelenting rhythm—short, rapid jabs that screwed his corkscrew cock deeper with each stroke. The spiral shape meant his shaft literally drilled into her, rotating as it penetrated, stimulating every nerve ending along her vaginal walls simultaneously. Suki's reaction was immediate and violent—her whole body seized, her toes curled, and she came with a shriek that echoed off the barn rafters.

"IT'S—AHHH—I CAN'T—IT'S TOO MUCH—NNGH—HE'S SO DEEP—"

The boar grunted with each thrust—hnk, hnk, hnk, hnk—his bristly hide rasping against Suki's smooth back. Watery pre-cum sprayed from around his shaft, splattering her thighs and the canvas beneath them. Pigs ejaculate for extended periods—minutes, not seconds—and Brutus was already releasing a steady flow that mixed with Suki's own copious wetness to create a puddle spreading beneath her knees.

I watched, mesmerized, my hand between my own legs, three fingers plunged into my still-loose, cum-slicked pussy, working myself in time with Brutus's thrusts. Beside me, Brianna was still tied to King, the Dane's knot locked inside her, both of them panting, Brianna occasionally twitching and moaning as another aftershock rolled through her.

Then the second handler approached me.

Ares.

The second Great Dane was bigger than King—darker, more muscular, with scars on his muzzle and an intensity in his amber eyes that made my skin prickle. His cock was already fully extended, angry red and dripping, the tip jabbing at the air as he strained against his lead. He was fixated on me. Locked on.

That one. The blonde. She's mine. His nostrils flared, catching the scent of my drenched cunt.

The handler released him.

Ares hit me like a freight train. One second I was on my knees watching Suki get screwed by a pig, the next a hundred and seventy pounds of Great Dane slammed into my back, his huge paws locking around my waist, his hips already jackhammering. His cock jabbed against my ass, my thigh, the back of my pussy—frantic, missing, smearing hot pre-cum everywhere—

Then he found me.

"FUCK—OH FUCK OH FUCK—"

He sank in to the hilt in one savage thrust and immediately began hammering me with that insane, machine-gun canine rhythm—so fast his hips were a blur, so hard each impact jolted me forward on my hands and knees. The feeling was completely different from Zeus. Where the stallion was overwhelming size and fullness, Ares was speed and aggression. His cock hit my cervix with every thrust, a sharp, electric jolt that walked the razor line between pain and blinding pleasure. His claws dug into my hips—I'd have bruises tomorrow—and his hot breath blasted against my neck as he panted in rapid-fire bursts.

"UH UH UH UH UH UH UH—"

The barn was a symphony of filth. Suki screaming as Brutus's spiraling cock drilled into her tiny cunt, the pig grunting in rhythmic, guttural bursts. Brianna moaning low and continuous, still locked on King's knot, cum leaking in a steady stream from her stuffed pussy. And me—me crying out with each brutal thrust as Ares claimed me, his cock swelling thicker, his knot beginning to press against my entrance with each forward slam.

"AH—AH—THE KNOT—HE'S—OH GOD HE'S TRYING TO—"

I pushed back against him. I wanted it. I wanted to be tied, locked, filled. I bore down, relaxed my muscles the way I'd trained myself with the toys, and on his next thrust I felt the knot stretch me wide—

"NNNAAAAHHHH—"

It popped inside. My pussy clamped shut behind it. Ares's knot swelled to the size of a large apple inside my cunt, pressing against my G-spot with unbearable, constant pressure, and the orgasm that hit me was unlike anything I'd ever experienced—a full-body detonation that started in my core and blew outward to my fingertips, my scalp, the soles of my feet. I convulsed. My vision whited out. I felt my cunt squirt violently around the knot, fluid spraying backward against Ares's belly, and the dog began to pump his cum into me—hot, thin jets that filled my already-abused insides.

"CUMMING—CUMMING—AHHHHH FUUUUUCK—"

I don't know how long the tie lasted. Time dissolved. I existed in a suspended state of continuous orgasm, Ares's knot massaging my G-spot with every twitch and shift, his seed flooding my womb in a steady, relentless stream. Behind me, I heard Suki wailing as Brutus reached his own climax—pigs ejaculate for up to fifteen minutes, and the boar buried himself to the hilt and unleashed what sounded like a gallon of cum into her tiny body, her belly visibly distending as he pumped and pumped.

"IT'S SO MUCH—AHHH—I'M SO FULL—HE WON'T STOP CUMMING—"

The barn smelled of sex and hay and animals—a thick, heady fog of musk and cum and sweat that I breathed in like incense. I dropped my head and let Ares use me, let his cock pulse and throb and flood me, my pussy making obscene sucking sounds around his knot with each involuntary clench.

Eventually—ten minutes, fifteen—his knot began to deflate. When it slipped free, a gush of watery cum poured from my gaping hole, splashing the canvas. I collapsed forward onto my chest, ass still raised, leaking, trembling, my face pressed sideways into the hay with a smile I couldn't have wiped off with a crowbar.

Brianna crawled to me, finally free of King, her own thighs glazed and dripping. She kissed my forehead. "You good, babe?"

"I'm so fucking good," I mumbled into the hay.

She laughed, low and warm, and lay down beside me.

On the other side of the set, Suki lay curled on her side, Brutus already led away, a river of pig cum flowing from between her legs, her small body shivering with residual aftershocks, a euphoric smile on her face as she traced idle patterns in the puddle beneath her. I'm doing this every weekend, she thought, her eyes half-closed. Every single weekend for the rest of my life.



That night, we gathered in the farmhouse living room—all seven of us, in robes and pajamas, drinking wine and sharing stories. The energy was electric, giddy, a bizarre sorority of women who'd crossed a line together and found paradise on the other side.

Mika described the Rottweiler's knot in anatomical detail while Brianna fanned herself. A blonde named Cassidy, who I hadn't spoken to yet, recounted her session with a miniature horse whose cock had made her squirt so hard she'd soaked the cameraman's shoes. Laughter filled the room—real laughter, unguarded, joyful. No shame. Not a drop.

I sat in the corner of the couch, pleasantly sore, Zeus's cum still occasionally leaking into my panties in warm little reminders, and thought about tomorrow morning. The pond set. The drake pairing.

I'd read about it. Drake ducks have corkscrew cocks too—smaller than Brutus but ribbed, and they ejaculate almost instantly. The scene would be more intimate, more artistic. Dale had mentioned shallow water, morning light, a single camera.

I finished my wine and headed upstairs. In my room, I stood naked in front of the mirror and examined myself. Fingerprint bruises on my hips from Ares's paws. A faint red mark on my belly from Zeus's girth pressing outward. My pussy was swollen and rosy, still slightly agape, tender to the touch. I looked used. I looked complete.

I climbed into bed and pressed my hand gently against my lower abdomen, feeling the warmth there, the faint ache that reminded me of everything that had happened and everything still to come.

Through the open window, the Tennessee night hummed with crickets and distant animal sounds—a horse stamping in its stall, the low murmur of hogs settling in their pen—and I drifted toward sleep with my thighs pressed together and my lips curved in a smile that tasted like hay and cum and the first true satisfaction I had ever known.

The compound sprawled across forty acres of Costa Rican jungle, hidden behind a canopy so dense that satellite imagery showed nothing but unbroken green. Dr. Valeria Messen had purchased the land six years ago through a labyrinth of shell companies, and in that time she'd built something unprecedented—a private research facility disguised as an exotic animal sanctuary, staffed by fourteen women who shared a singular, consuming obsession.

Valeria stood on the observation deck at dawn, black coffee in hand, watching the mist rise off the river that bisected the property. She was forty-three, tall and angular, with silver-streaked black hair cropped close to her skull and cheekbones that could cut glass. Her body was lean and hard—small breasts, narrow hips, long legs roped with the muscle of someone who hiked jungle trails daily. She wore nothing but a silk robe, open at the front, the morning humidity already beading moisture between her collarbones.

Below her, the compound awakened. The equine barn—a climate-controlled facility housing six stallions of various breeds—hummed with the sound of automated feeders dispensing grain. The canine wing, a separate structure connected by a covered walkway, erupted in a chorus of barks and whines as the dogs sensed breakfast approaching. Further out, past the training pavilion and the freshwater pool, the exotic enclosures held the rarer specimens: two mature bulls, a boar the size of a small car, a pair of timber wolves acquired from a defunct breeding program in Montana, and—Valeria's pride—a bottlenose dolphin named Poseidon who lived in a saltwater lagoon fed by an underground spring.

Another perfect morning in paradise, Valeria thought, sipping her coffee, feeling the familiar warmth pool between her thighs as she mentally reviewed the day's schedule.



Katya was already in the equine barn when the sun crested the treeline, its golden light slanting through the high windows and painting warm stripes across the rubber-matted floor. She was twenty-six, Ukrainian, with a gymnast's body—compact, powerful, her muscles visible beneath skin so pale it was almost translucent. Her hair was white-blonde, buzzed on the sides and long on top, falling in a sweep across her forehead. Her eyes were the pale grey of winter sky. She had small, firm breasts with nipples the color of ballet slippers, a tight waist, and an ass that was a perfect muscular shelf—round, hard, built by years of squats and riding.

She was naked. Everyone was naked at the compound unless the weather demanded otherwise. Clothing was an inconvenience, a barrier between skin and the animals they worshipped.

Katya moved down the row of stalls, greeting each horse by name. Magnus, a Belgian draft—twenty hands, two thousand pounds, chestnut with a flaxen mane, his cock the thickness of a two-liter bottle. Orion, an Andalusian—dapple grey, elegant, his penis long and curved with a pronounced flare that Katya had taken twelve times and craved like a drug. Shadow, a jet-black Thoroughbred, lean and nervous and explosively fast when he mounted. Titan, a Percheron, the biggest horse on the property—his cock, fully erect, measured twenty-six inches, and only Valeria herself had ever taken him past the halfway point.

And at the end of the row: Apollo.

Apollo was an Arabian—fifteen hands, smaller than the drafts but exquisitely built, his coat a burnished copper that glowed like metal in the morning light. His mane was black silk. His eyes were large, dark, intelligent—and when Katya approached his stall, his ears pricked forward and he nickered softly, pressing his velvet muzzle against her bare shoulder.

"Good morning, beautiful," Katya murmured, stroking his jaw. She felt his nostrils flare against her skin, drawing in her scent. He could smell her arousal—she'd been wet since she woke up, dreaming of exactly this. His lips peeled back slightly, showing teeth, and he performed the flehmen response—curling his upper lip, inhaling deeply, processing her pheromones.

His cock began to drop.

Katya watched it descend from the sheath with the reverence of someone witnessing a sunrise. Inch by inch, dark mottled flesh, grey and pink and charcoal, sliding free, thickening, lengthening. Apollo's penis was eighteen inches fully erect—not the largest in the barn, but perfectly proportioned, with a smooth shaft and a flared head that mushroomed into a disc roughly the width of a coffee mug's rim. Pre-cum beaded at the tip, a crystal droplet that swelled and fell, hitting the straw bedding with a faint pat.

Katya's pussy clenched. She felt her juices slide down her inner thigh—a warm, slick trickle that the horse smelled immediately. Apollo's cock twitched, jumping upward, and another thick rope of pre-cum oozed from the slit.

She unlatched the stall and led him to the breeding area—a wide, padded platform in the center of the barn, equipped with adjustable mounting supports and padded barriers. The setup was refined over years of practice: the platform height could be cranked to match the horse's natural mounting angle, the supports kept his hooves from pressing directly on the woman's body, and padded barriers on either side prevented lateral slippage. It was engineering in service of bestiality, and it worked flawlessly.

Katya adjusted the platform to Apollo's height—lower than it would be for Titan—and positioned herself belly-down, her torso flat against the padded surface, her legs spread wide, feet braced on the lower rungs. Her pussy was on full display—swollen pink lips parted, glistening with arousal, her clit engorged and protruding from its hood. Her tight asshole winked above, a small pink rosebud.

"Come on, baby," she whispered. "Come breed me."

Apollo needed no further invitation. He'd done this dozens of times with Katya, and he knew what the platform meant. He approached from behind, his breath hot and heavy on her lower back, his muzzle nosing between her thighs. His tongue—thick, warm, rough—dragged across her cunt in one long, devastating stroke.

"Ahhhh—mmmm—" Katya bit her lip, fingers gripping the edge of the platform. His tongue found her clit and pressed against it with the flat, grinding pressure of a creature that had no concept of gentleness—just instinct, just hunger. Saliva and her own wetness mixed into a slippery flood that dripped from her pussy in long, swinging strands.

Then Apollo reared.

His front hooves hit the supports with a bang-bang that vibrated through the platform and into Katya's bones. Sixteen hundred pounds of stallion rose above her—she could feel the heat of his barrel chest inches from her back, smell the intoxicating musk of horse sweat and testosterone and hay. His cock swung below his belly, fully erect now, rock-hard and pointing directly at her opening, the flared head weeping a steady stream of clear fluid.

The tip found her entrance. Hot. Blunt. Alive.

Apollo drove forward.

"NNNNGH—FUCK—YES—"

The head alone made Katya gasp—a stretching, spreading pressure as her pussy lips were forced apart around the flared disc. Her walls yielded, wet and willing, and the head popped past her entrance with a sensation like a cork being pushed into a bottle in reverse. Then the shaft followed—inch after inch of hot, living horse cock sliding into her body, filling her, stretching her, reshaping her insides around its girth.

"Oh god—oh god oh god—he's so deep—AHHHH—"

Six inches. Eight. Ten. The shaft was smooth but she could feel the subtle ridges and veins, the pulse of his heartbeat transmitted directly into her most intimate flesh. At twelve inches, she felt him nudge her cervix—a sharp, electric jolt that made her whole body jerk—and Apollo's hips adjusted, angling slightly, and the head slid past her cervix into the space beyond.

Katya screamed. Not in pain—in a sensation so intense it transcended categories. The deepest part of her body, a space she'd never felt anything touch, was suddenly filled with throbbing horse cock, and the nerve endings there—nerves she didn't even know she had—fired in a cascade that made her vision strobe.

"HE'S IN MY WOMB—OH FUCK—HE'S INSIDE MY FUCKING WOMB—"

Apollo began to thrust.

The rhythm was primal, relentless, mechanical. His haunches drove forward in short, powerful strokes, each one pushing his cock to its maximum depth and withdrawing just enough to slam back in. The schlck-schlck-schlck of wet flesh on flesh echoed through the barn, accompanied by the deeper percussion of his hips impacting the platform's padding and the sharp, breathy grunts of an animal in the throes of breeding instinct.

"UH—UH—UH—UH—YES—FUCK ME—BREED ME APOLLO—AHHH—"

Katya's orgasm built like a wave gathering height offshore. She could feel it in the tightening of her belly, the electric tingling in her clit, the rhythmic clenching of her cunt around the impossibly thick shaft that pistoned in and out of her. Her juices had turned to foam—white, frothy cream that churned around Apollo's cock and sprayed outward with each thrust, splattering her inner thighs and the platform beneath her.

When she came, it was nuclear.

"AAIIIEEEE—CUMMING—I'M CUMMING ON HIS COCK—AHHHHH FUUUUCK—"

Her whole body convulsed. Her pussy clamped down on Apollo's shaft with involuntary, rhythmic spasms, and a jet of clear fluid squirted from around his cock, arcing through the air and splattering the barn floor three feet away. Her eyes rolled back. Her toes curled so hard they cramped. She bit the padding of the platform and screamed into it, the sound muffled but raw.

Apollo didn't slow. He couldn't. His biology demanded completion, and Katya's clenching cunt only intensified his drive. His thrusts grew faster, shorter, more erratic. His breathing became harsh, ragged snorts that blasted hot air across her sweat-slicked back. His massive balls—each heavy and swollen, drawn up tight against his body—slapped against her clit with each forward drive.

Whap-whap-whap-whap-whap—

"OH GOD—HIS BALLS—EVERY TIME THEY HIT MY CLIT—I'M GONNA CUM AGAIN—NNGH—NNGH—"

She did. A second orgasm crashed into the tail end of the first, a rolling, overlapping detonation that made her legs shake uncontrollably and her vision go black at the edges. She was drowning in it—pleasure so extreme it bordered on something beyond pleasure, a total neural overload that obliterated thought and identity and left nothing but sensation.

Then Apollo came.

His whole body went rigid. Every muscle in his frame—neck, shoulders, haunches, the massive cables of his hind legs—locked tight. He buried himself to maximum depth, his cock flaring wider inside her, the head expanding against her cervix like a balloon inflating, and the first jet of semen hit her insides with the force of a pressure washer.

"OHHH—OH GOD—HE'S CUMMING—I CAN FEEL IT—"

Hot. So unbelievably hot. A scalding flood of thick, grey-white stallion cum erupted directly into Katya's womb in massive, pulsing jets. Each pump delivered what felt like a cup of liquid—far more than any human male could produce in a week, and Apollo pumped again and again and again. Ten jets. Twenty. Her belly swelled visibly, the skin distending as her womb filled past capacity.

Cum exploded out around his shaft. There was simply too much—her body couldn't contain it—and it sprayed from her stuffed pussy in thick, ropey streams that splattered the platform, ran down her thighs in warm rivers, puddled on the barn floor. The sound was obscene—a wet, gurgling squelch-squelch-squelch with each pulse, like a boot being pulled from deep mud.

"SO MUCH CUM—THERE'S SO MUCH—AHHH—MY BELLY—LOOK AT MY BELLY—"

Katya looked down past her heaving breasts and saw her abdomen distended like early pregnancy, taut and round, sloshing with stallion seed. The sight triggered a third orgasm—smaller but sharper, a focused blast that made her cunt squeeze Apollo's cock in rapid-fire contractions, milking him, coaxing out every last drop.

Apollo held still for nearly two minutes, his cock pulsing, his body trembling with the effort of his orgasm. Then, slowly, he withdrew. The feeling of his shaft sliding out—every ridge, every vein dragging against her oversensitized walls—made Katya whimper continuously, a high, keening sound.

When the flared head popped free, the torrent was biblical. A waterfall of grey-white cum cascaded from her gaping pussy—her hole stayed open, a dark pink tunnel that pulsed and twitched but couldn't close, loose and ruined and gorgeous. The cum poured out in thick, viscous waves, pooling beneath her, the volume shocking even to someone who'd experienced it before. It smelled of starch and salt and something wild, something fundamentally animal, and Katya breathed it in like perfume.

She lay there for five minutes, shaking, leaking, grinning into the padding with tears of pleasure drying on her cheeks.

Every single time, she thought, it gets better. Every single time.



Downstairs in the canine wing, Lena was already on her third orgasm.

Lena was the youngest at the compound—just turned twenty—with the body of a centerfold: enormous natural breasts, 32F, that defied gravity in a way that made even Valeria stare; a tiny waist; wide, cushioned hips; and an ass so round and full it could balance a champagne glass on each cheek. Her skin was deep olive, her hair jet black and waist-length, her eyes a startling green. She'd been a swimsuit model in São Paulo before she found the compound, and she'd never looked back.

She was on all fours on the padded floor, her massive tits swinging beneath her with each jarring impact, her face pressed into the mat, drool and tears running from her mouth and eyes—not from pain, but from sensory overload so intense her body didn't know what to do except leak from every orifice.

Behind her, a Rottweiler named Diesel was destroying her.

Diesel was a hundred and forty pounds of solid muscle, his black-and-tan coat rippling as his hips blurred with that characteristic canine frenzy—impossibly fast, relentlessly mechanical, every thrust driving his bright red cock into Lena's drenched, sloppy cunt with a wet smack that echoed off the tile walls. His forepaws gripped her waist, claws pricking crescent moons into her olive skin, his panting a rapid-fire hah-hah-hah-hah that synced with his thrusting.

"AH AH AH AH AH AH AH—FUCK—HIS COCK—SO GOOD—"

Diesel's cock was ten inches of tapering red flesh, the pointed tip perfectly designed to find and penetrate with minimal guidance. But it was the base that mattered—the knot. Already swelling, already the size of a large lemon, bouncing against Lena's entrance with each forward slam, stretching her open a little wider each time before popping back out.

Almost, thought Rosa, the handler, watching from a chair by the wall. She was a stocky Argentinian woman in her fifties with weathered hands and absolutely no expression on her face. She'd been handling stud dogs for twenty years and the scene before her was as routine as morning coffee. Two more thrusts and he'll tie. She's loose enough.

Rosa was right.

On the next thrust, Diesel drove forward with his full weight and the knot—now the size of a tennis ball—stretched Lena's pussy lips obscenely wide. Her entrance turned white around the girth, the skin pulled taut, and for one suspended moment it looked like it wouldn't fit—

"AAAHHH—PUSH—COME ON—GET IT IN—"

—and then it popped through with a slick, audible SCHLORP that made Lena's whole body spasm.

"YESSS—OH FUCK THE KNOT—IT'S IN—HE'S LOCKED IN ME—"

Diesel stopped thrusting. His hind legs quivered. The knot inflated rapidly inside Lena's cunt, swelling to its maximum size—easily the width of a softball—pressing outward against her walls, mashing against her G-spot with constant, unyielding pressure. Lena could feel it growing inside her, a hot, hard mass that filled her completely and sealed them together.

Then Diesel began to cum.

Dog ejaculate comes in phases. The first fraction is thin and clear, a lubricating fluid that jets out in rapid pulses. Lena felt each pulse as a distinct burst of warmth deep inside her. Then the second phase—thicker, opaque, carrying the sperm—flooded her in a sustained, rhythmic pumping that went on and on and on, each contraction of Diesel's cock sending another wave of heat through her body.

"He's cumming in me—oh god—I can feel it filling me up—mmmh—mmmhh—"

Lena's voice had dropped to a low, dreamy moan. The constant pressure of the knot on her G-spot maintained her in a state of rolling orgasm—not the sharp, explosive peaks of clitoral stimulation, but a deep, whole-body trembling that made her muscles clench and release in slow waves. Her pussy squeezed the knot rhythmically, milking it, and each squeeze coaxed another jet of cum from Diesel's balls.

The tie lasted eighteen minutes.

Lena counted them on the clock on the wall, because the pleasure was so sustained and unbroken that she needed an anchor to reality. Eighteen minutes of a hundred-and-forty-pound dog locked inside her, pumping cum into her womb, his knot pressing against her most sensitive spot without respite. She came four more times during the tie—quiet orgasms, shuddering waves that washed through her like warm water, each one punctuated by a soft, breathless "Oh—" and a gush of fluid around the imperfect seal of the knot.

When Diesel's knot finally deflated enough to slip free, the rush of cum that poured from Lena's stretched hole was extraordinary. Watery and voluminous, it splashed onto the mat in a spreading pool, and Lena collapsed forward into it, her cheek resting in the warm puddle, her eyes half-closed, a beatific smile on her face.

"Good boy," she whispered. "Such a good boy."

Diesel padded away to his water bowl, tongue lolling, tail wagging. Treats now, he thought simply. Treats and nap.



By mid-morning, the compound was in full swing.

In the outdoor training pavilion—a roofed but open-sided structure overlooking the river—Yuki and Esperanza were working with the wolves.

Yuki was Japanese-American, thirty-one, a former veterinary student who'd abandoned her degree when she realized her interest in animal anatomy was not, strictly speaking, academic. She was slender and small-breasted, with a graceful neck, sharp collarbones, and the quiet, focused demeanor of someone who approached everything—including getting fucked by wild canids—with scientific precision. Her hair was cropped in a blunt black bob. She wore rectangular glasses that she removed and set carefully on a nearby bench before assuming position on the padded mat.

Esperanza was her opposite in every way: a voluptuous Colombian woman of thirty-five with curves that belonged on a Renaissance painting—heavy breasts with dark, wide areolae, a soft belly, enormous hips, and a round, jiggling ass that she was deeply, unapologetically proud of. Her hair was a wild mane of dark curls that fell to her waist. She laughed often and loudly, and she could make even the most nervous animal relax with her warmth.

The two timber wolves—grey-furred, amber-eyed, each roughly a hundred and ten pounds—circled the women with a predatory grace that was entirely different from domestic dogs. These animals moved like smoke, silent and fluid, their eyes tracking every twitch and breath with the calculated attention of apex predators.

The alpha male, designated W-1 by Valeria's records but called Ghost by the women, approached Yuki first. He was massive for a wolf—lean but densely muscled, his silver-grey coat thick and luxurious, his muzzle scarred from dominance fights in his previous pack. He pressed his cold, wet nose against Yuki's bare hip, and she held perfectly still, barely breathing.

Submissive posture. No threat. Receptive. Ghost's amber eyes processed the scene with lupine intelligence. He circled behind her, sniffed between her thighs, and his tongue—longer and more dexterous than a domestic dog's—lapped at her pussy with a slow, deliberate stroke that made Yuki gasp.

"Ohhh—" She gripped the mat. Ghost licked again, and again, his tongue probing deeper each time, curling against her clit with an almost purposeful precision. Unlike a domestic dog's frantic, sloppy lapping, Ghost's technique was methodical—exploratory. He tasted her arousal and something in his ancient brain responded.

His cock emerged from its sheath. Bright red, tapered, glistening—similar to a domestic dog's but longer, thinner, with a pronounced bulge at the base that would become the knot. The tip was sharply pointed, designed by evolution for rapid, efficient penetration.

Ghost mounted Yuki with the fluid economy of a wild animal. No scrambling, no misalignment. His forelegs wrapped around her hips, his hind legs braced, and his cock found her entrance on the first thrust—a single, smooth penetration that buried him to the base in one stroke.

"AHHHH—oh—oh he's—he's fast—"

Wolf rhythm was different from dog rhythm. Where domestic dogs hammered with frantic, indiscriminate speed, Ghost thrust with a controlled, powerful cadence—deep, deliberate strokes that used his full length, pulling almost completely out before driving back in to the hilt. Each thrust was forceful enough to slide Yuki forward on the mat, and she braced her arms to hold position, her small breasts swaying, her glasses-free eyes squeezed shut.

"Nngh—nngh—nngh—deeper—oh fuck he goes so deep—"

Meanwhile, the second wolf—a younger, rangier animal with darker fur, called Shade—had fixated on Esperanza. She'd positioned herself on all fours beside Yuki, her enormous ass raised and presented, her heavy breasts hanging beneath her, and she looked back over her shoulder at the approaching wolf with an expression of unabashed hunger.

"Come here, papi," she murmured, her voice honey-thick with her Colombian accent. "Come fuck this fat ass."

Shade needed no encouragement. He mounted her with a lunging leap, his forepaws clamping around her wide hips, and began thrusting immediately—faster than Ghost, more aggressive, his cock jabbing against her pussy lips before finding the mark and sinking into her with a wet, sucking sound.

"AYYY—DIOS MÍO—SÍ SÍ SÍ—"

Esperanza threw her head back, her wild curls cascading down her back, and moaned with full-throated abandon. Shade's cock was slightly thicker than Ghost's, and Esperanza's cunt—wet and swollen from an hour of anticipation—gripped it with muscular intensity, her walls squeezing and releasing in rhythm with his thrusts.

The pavilion filled with the sounds of their coupling: the wet slapping of wolf hips against human flesh, the women's moans weaving together in a ragged harmony, the panting of the animals, the creak of the mat beneath shifting bodies. Outside, birds called in the canopy and the river murmured over stones, a surreal pastoral backdrop to the raw, primal scene.

Yuki came first—a sharp, sudden orgasm that hit her like an electric shock. Her eyes flew open and her mouth made a silent O and her whole body went rigid as her cunt clenched around Ghost's cock in rapid, milking contractions.

"Ah—ah—AH—cumming—I'm—NNGH—"

Ghost responded to her tightening by increasing his pace, his thrusts becoming shorter and harder, and she felt his knot beginning to swell—pressing against her entrance with each forward stroke, stretching her wider, wider—

"The knot—he's—oh god—"

It pushed inside with a final, firm thrust. Smaller than a domestic dog's—about the size of a large plum—but rock-hard and positioned perfectly against her G-spot. Ghost locked inside her and began to pulse, his cock delivering thin, hot jets of wolf cum deep into her body.

Yuki melted. She dropped her forehead to the mat and shook, her small body wracked with continuous, quivering orgasm as the knot pressed and pressed and the warmth of his seed spread through her insides. She made sounds—not words, just soft, keening notes that rose and fell with each pulse of the knot.

Beside her, Esperanza was building toward her own peak. Shade hammered into her with increasing urgency, his dark-furred hips a blur, and Esperanza pushed back to meet every thrust, her enormous ass clapping against his haunches with each impact—CLAP-CLAP-CLAP-CLAP—the sound as loud as applause.

"MÁS—MÁS DURO—HARDER PAPI—AHHHH—"

Shade's knot swelled and pressed against her entrance. Esperanza was bigger, wider, than Yuki—her pussy could accommodate more—and the knot popped inside with a wet schlck that made Esperanza's eyes cross.

"AYYY—ESTÁ ADENTRO—IT'S IN—OH FUCK OH FUCK—"

Both women lay knotted to their wolves, side by side on the mat, their bodies locked in biological union with two wild predators. The wolves stood panting over them, tongues dripping, amber eyes glazed. For twenty minutes, the ties held—twenty minutes of sustained orgasm for Yuki, who came in quiet, shuddering waves, and twenty minutes of loud, profane, multilingual ecstasy for Esperanza, who switched between English and Spanish as each climax rolled through her.

When the wolves finally pulled free, the combined puddle of cum and female arousal that spread beneath the two women soaked the mat edge to edge.

That's what I'm talking about, Esperanza thought, reaching down to touch her swollen, dripping pussy, scooping wolf cum on her fingers and bringing them to her lips to taste. Lobos para siempre.



The lagoon was Valeria's personal sanctuary. She'd designed it herself—a natural saltwater pool fed by an underground spring, filtered and temperature-controlled, surrounded by smooth volcanic rock and overhanging tropical vegetation that created dappled shade patterns on the water's surface. It was beautiful. It looked like something from a nature documentary.

Poseidon lived here.

The bottlenose dolphin was eleven feet long, eight hundred pounds, and—by any measure—the most intelligent non-human resident of the compound. His grey skin was sleek and unmarked, his permanent smile revealing rows of small, even teeth. He surfaced when Valeria descended the stone steps into the waist-deep shallows, his blowhole exhaling with a sharp pfffshhh, and he glided to her with the effortless grace of an animal perfectly adapted to its element.

Valeria ran her hands along his flank. His skin was smooth—rubbery, warm, impossibly smooth, like touching living silk. Poseidon clicked and whistled, a rapid sequence of echolocation sounds that she felt more than heard, the ultrasonic pulses tickling her skin.

"Hello, darling," she murmured.

She'd trained Poseidon herself over three years. Dolphins are sexual creatures by nature—they mate frequently, recreationally, with multiple partners of both sexes. Poseidon had been eager from the start, responsive to her body in the water, and over time she'd developed a protocol that was safe for both of them. The key was positioning: in the shallows, where she could brace herself against the rock shelf, with Poseidon approaching from behind in water deep enough to support his weight but shallow enough for her to breathe freely.

She waded deeper—to her hips, the warm water lapping at the undersides of her small breasts—and positioned herself against the shelf. The volcanic rock was smooth, rounded by water, comfortable to grip. She spread her legs and arched her back, presenting herself, and felt the familiar thrill—the unique, irreplaceable excitement of what was about to happen.

Poseidon circled her once, his dorsal fin cutting the surface. He was already aroused—she could see the tip of his penis emerging from the genital slit on his underside. A dolphin's cock is prehensile—it can move independently, curl and flex and probe with muscular precision. It's roughly twelve inches long, tapered to a curved point, smooth and pink and constantly slick with natural lubrication. As Poseidon glided closer, his cock extended fully, curving toward her like a seeking finger.

He positioned himself behind her with a gentle bump of his rostrum against her hip. His pectoral fins brushed her thighs—their touch was delicate, almost tender, nothing like the raw force of a horse or the frantic urgency of a dog. Dolphins are lovers, not breeders. They take their time.

The tip of his cock found her pussy lips beneath the water. She felt it—warm, flexible, alive—pressing gently, sliding along her slit from bottom to top, finding her clit and circling it with deliberate, exploratory movement.

"Mmmm—oh, that's it—"

Poseidon's cock curled and probed her entrance. The tip slipped inside—smooth, effortless, the natural lubrication combining with the warm water to create zero friction. He pushed deeper, and Valeria felt the unique sensation of a prehensile penis adjusting inside her, curving to follow the contours of her vaginal walls, pressing against her G-spot with purposeful accuracy.

"Ahhhh—god—right there—"

She gripped the rock shelf. Poseidon began to move—not thrusting exactly, but undulating, his powerful body flexing in slow waves that transmitted through his cock as a rhythmic, rolling pressure deep inside her. Each undulation pushed him deeper, withdrew slightly, pushed deeper again. His cock flexed and curled inside her with each stroke, massaging her walls from within, applying pressure to spots she couldn't reach with fingers or toys.

"Oh fuck—oh fuck that's incredible—"

Poseidon clicked rapidly—a cascade of sounds that vibrated through the water and into her body, and Valeria felt the echolocation pulses against her clit, a buzzing, tingling sensation like a living vibrator pressed to her most sensitive nerves.

"AHHH—the clicks—oh god, the clicks—"

She came. A deep, rolling orgasm that built slowly and crested gently, waves of pleasure radiating from her core through her limbs, making her toes curl against the sandy bottom and her fingers tighten on the rock. It was different from the violent, body-shattering orgasms the horses produced—this was oceanic, vast, a whole-body melting that made her feel like she was dissolving into the warm water.

"Mmmmnnh—oh—oh yes—"

Poseidon increased his pace. His undulations grew faster, more forceful, and his cock stiffened inside her, the prehensile flexibility giving way to rigid hardness as he approached his own climax. Dolphins ejaculate quickly when they're ready—a burst of thick, warm cum delivered in a single, powerful pulse.

She felt it—a sudden expansion of his cock, a throb, and then a flood of heat deep inside her as Poseidon released. The volume was modest compared to a horse—perhaps a tablespoon—but the intensity of the sensation, the warmth spreading through her water-cooled insides, triggered a second orgasm that crashed into the first.

"CUMMING—oh god—again—"

Poseidon held still inside her for a long moment, his body pressed against her back beneath the water, his blowhole exhaling warm mist against her shoulder. Then he withdrew slowly, his softening cock sliding free with a gentle tug, and he glided away in a lazy circle, surfacing to breathe, his permanent smile somehow looking smugger than usual.

She always tastes like the good fish, some dolphin equivalent of satisfaction rippled through his neural network as he rolled onto his back in the deeper water, belly up, basking.

Valeria leaned against the rock shelf, waist-deep in warm water, cum and her own juices dissipating in invisible clouds around her thighs. She watched Poseidon play in the shallows and felt a peace so profound it was almost religious.



Afternoon brought the bulls.

The bull pen was the most heavily engineered space on the compound. Reinforced steel barriers. Hydraulic breeding chutes modified for human use. Three layers of safety interlocks. The animals themselves—a pair of Angus bulls, each weighing over two thousand pounds—were powerful enough to kill with a casual swipe of their heads. Nothing about this was casual.

Marisa handled the bulls. She was thirty-eight, Mexican-American, built like an Olympic shot-putter—broad shoulders, thick arms, heavy breasts that she bound in a sports wrap during sessions for practicality, powerful thighs and a wide, round ass. Her face was strikingly beautiful—high cheekbones, full lips, dark eyes that could shift from warmth to steel in a blink. She'd grown up on a cattle ranch in Chihuahua and understood bovines the way sailors understand weather.

She'd modified the breeding chute herself. The standard design immobilized the cow for veterinary procedures or artificial insemination. Marisa's version immobilized her—or rather, positioned her safely beneath the bull's massive frame while he mounted the padded phantom above her. The phantom—a mechanical surrogate shaped roughly like a cow's hindquarters—absorbed the bull's weight. Marisa's contribution was her pussy, positioned at the exact height of the phantom's artificial vagina, accessible through an opening in the apparatus.

It was engineering genius born of obsession.

The bull—designated Brutus, because every compound apparently needed a Brutus—was led into the chute by two handlers. He was enormous: jet black, rippling with muscle, his neck thick as a barrel, his hooves the size of dinner plates. His eyes were dark and dull, focused entirely on the phantom's artificial pheromone patch that Marisa had sprayed with estrus-mimicking compound.

His cock descended from his sheath. Bull cocks are different from horse cocks—thinner, longer, more flexible, with a pronounced sigmoid curve. Brutus's was thirty inches of dark, rosy flesh that unwound from its S-shaped resting position as blood filled the erectile tissue, the tip curving and probing the air. The head was pointed, almost conical, designed for rapid intromission.

He's eager today, thought Carmen, one of the handlers, watching Brutus's cock stiffen and bob. Marisa's going to get a hell of a ride.

Marisa lay in the modified chute, her back on a padded cradle, her legs spread wide and elevated in stirrups, her pussy positioned at the opening in the phantom. She could see Brutus's massive form above her through a clear polycarbonate shield—a safety measure that let her watch without risking a hoof to the face. His belly was vast, black-furred, heaving with heavy breaths.

Brutus mounted the phantom. Two thousand pounds of bull climbed onto the padded structure, which groaned under his weight but held firm. His hind legs braced. His cock—thirty inches of seeking, curving flesh—swung toward the phantom's vaginal opening, where Marisa waited.

The tip found her.

A bull's thrust is not like a horse's methodical pumping or a dog's frantic hammering. It's a single, explosive lunge—one massive, full-body thrust powered by haunches that could flip a car. Brutus drove forward and his entire thirty-inch cock straightened from its sigmoid curve and plunged into Marisa's cunt in one devastating stroke.

"AAAAAHHHHHHH—FUCK—ALL OF IT—HE PUT ALL OF IT IN—"

Thirty inches. Her pussy devoured his entire length. The thin, flexible shaft coiled inside her like a snake, filling her vaginal canal, pressing against her cervix, curving past it into her womb. Marisa felt him in her stomach. Her abdomen bulged visibly, a serpentine ridge pressing outward beneath her skin, and she looked down and saw the outline of his cock moving inside her and came instantly.

"CUMMING—OH GOD—I CAN SEE IT—I CAN SEE HIS COCK INSIDE ME—AAAHHHH—"

Brutus thrust again—another full-body lunge that rearranged Marisa's internal organs. And again. And again. Bulls are fast—much faster than horses—and his rhythm was a series of explosive, violent jabs that punched the air from her lungs with each impact. The flexible shaft whipped inside her, coiling and straightening with each stroke, stimulating every surface of her vaginal walls simultaneously.

"UGH—UGH—UGH—UGH—SO DEEP—NNNGH—"

Marisa gripped the cradle rails until her knuckles went white. Her massive breasts bounced violently with each thrust despite the sports wrap, the heavy flesh rippling with kinetic energy. Her face was a mask of overwhelmed ecstasy—mouth open, eyes unfocused, sweat running in rivers down her temples.

Then Brutus came.

Bull ejaculation is brief but voluminous—a single, sustained pulse that delivers roughly a pint of thick, viscous semen in approximately three seconds. Marisa felt the pulse travel the length of his cock like a wave through a garden hose, and then the eruption—a pressurized blast of hot cum directly into her womb that made her scream so loud Carmen flinched.

"AAIIIIIEEEEEE—HE'S CUMMING—OH DIOS—OH FUCK—IT'S SO HOT—THERE'S SO MUCH—"

A pint of bull cum filled her womb to bursting. Her belly distended, round and tight, and cum sprayed backward around his cock and out of the phantom's opening, splattering the polycarbonate shield above her face in thick, white ropes. She came again—a wrenching, full-body spasm that made her arch off the cradle—and fluid gushed from her pussy around Brutus's still-inserted cock.

Brutus dismounted. His cock slid free of the phantom—and of Marisa—with a long, wet, sucking sound, and a cascade of cum and juices poured from between her thighs, running down the cradle and pooling on the concrete floor beneath the chute. His softening cock retracted into its sheath as the handlers led him away, his expression placid, bovine, utterly indifferent.

Marisa lay in the cradle, legs still in the stirrups, cum pouring from her in a continuous stream, her belly slowly deflating as the reservoir inside her drained. She laughed—a breathless, giddy laugh that echoed off the steel walls of the bull pen.

"Ay, papi," she murmured, pressing her hand to her cum-swollen stomach. "You always know how to treat a girl."



Evening at the compound was communal. The women gathered on the wide veranda of the main house as the jungle sunset painted the sky in violent shades of orange and magenta. The air smelled of frangipani and woodsmoke. Someone had opened bottles of Chilean red. The cicadas sang.

Katya sat in a hammock, still faintly leaking Apollo's cum into the fabric, her body loose and warm. Lena sprawled on a daybed, absentmindedly playing with one enormous breast, her green eyes lazy and satisfied. Yuki and Esperanza shared a loveseat, their thighs touching, both still flushed and glassy-eyed from the wolves. Marisa stood at the railing, wine in hand, watching the river turn gold.

Valeria emerged from the house with a tablet, her hair damp from a second session in the lagoon—Poseidon had been particularly amorous in the late afternoon, and she'd stayed in the water until her fingers pruned.

"Tomorrow's rotation," she announced, and the women leaned in. "Katya, you're with Titan."

Katya's pale eyes widened. Titan—the Percheron. Twenty-six inches. The one no one but Valeria had taken past halfway.

"I'm ready," Katya said. Her voice was steady. Her pussy was already getting wet.

"Lena, double session—Diesel and the new shepherd, Fenrir. Simultaneously."

Lena bit her lip and grinned. Two dogs. Two knots. She'd been asking for months.

"Yuki, you're on research—I want data on the wolves' ejaculate volume. We're publishing the paper."

Yuki nodded, already mentally designing the collection protocol. And if I happen to collect the samples personally, she thought, pushing her glasses up her nose, that's simply good methodology.

"Esperanza, you're with Brutus."

Esperanza's eyes went wide. The bull. She'd watched Marisa's sessions through the observation window dozens of times, pressing her thick thighs together, imagining what that thirty-inch cock would feel like coiling inside her spacious, accommodating cunt.

"Sí," she said, her voice husky. "Sí, sí, sí."

"Marisa, rest day. You earned it."

Marisa raised her wine glass in salute.

"And I," Valeria said, setting the tablet down and picking up her own glass, "will be introducing a new resident. He arrived this evening during the bull session. An intact male bonobo from a sanctuary in the Congo. His name is Kael."

Silence fell. Every woman on the veranda stared at Valeria.

Bonobos. The most sexual primates on earth. The only great apes besides humans who mate face-to-face. Who use sex for conflict resolution, social bonding, recreation. Whose males, proportional to body size, have penises roughly the same dimensions as human males—but with stamina, drive, and frequency that made even the most energetic human lover look celibate.

"A bonobo," Lena breathed.

"An intact, sexually mature male bonobo," Valeria confirmed. "Approximately seventy pounds. Gentle temperament. And according to his previous keepers..." She paused, a rare smile crossing her sharp features. "...exceptionally enthusiastic."

The veranda erupted in excited chatter. Esperanza clapped her hands. Katya leaned forward in her hammock. Lena bounced on the daybed, her enormous tits jiggling.

Valeria stood at the railing and sipped her wine and watched the last sliver of sun vanish behind the jungle canopy. Somewhere behind her, in the equine barn, Apollo stamped and whickered. In the canine wing, Diesel barked once, sharply. In the lagoon, Poseidon surfaced and exhaled—pfffshhh—and dove again, a grey shadow in darkening water.

Tomorrow would bring new pleasures, new depths, new frontiers of sensation that none of them had explored. Tonight, the jungle hummed and the women drank and laughed and touched each other casually—a hand on a thigh, fingers tracing a jaw—and the warm air carried the mingled scent of twelve different species of sex like incense rising toward the emerging stars.

Marisa leaned against the railing and closed her eyes, still feeling the phantom echo of Brutus's cock coiled deep inside her, and pressed her thighs together beneath her sarong as the first fireflies blinked to life above the river.

The island didn't appear on any commercial map. Thirty-seven nautical miles southeast of Crete, it was a spur of volcanic rock draped in wild thyme and oregano, ringed by water so blue it looked synthetic. The Greeks had called it Nysira in antiquity—named, supposedly, for a nymph who coupled with the god Pan in his animal forms. Whether the legend inspired the island's current purpose or merely validated it, nobody could say.

Maren discovered it through a forum buried seventeen layers deep in the dark web, behind three invite-only gates and a cryptocurrency deposit that would have bought a decent car. The forum's name translated roughly to "The Garden." Its members—verified, vetted, background-checked with a thoroughness that would embarrass most intelligence agencies—numbered fewer than six hundred worldwide. All women. All sharing a singular, consuming desire.

She'd flown from Oslo to Athens, Athens to Heraklion, then boarded a private hydrofoil that cut through the Aegean chop for ninety minutes before the island materialized from the afternoon haze like a fever dream. A dock of bleached wood. A winding stone path through wild herbs that perfumed the air with each step. And at the summit, sprawling across a natural plateau, the compound: whitewashed buildings with blue-painted shutters in the Cycladic style, connected by covered walkways draped in bougainvillea, surrounding a central courtyard with a fountain shaped like a rearing stallion, water cascading from its open mouth into a mosaic-tiled basin.

It was beautiful. It was the most expensive resort on earth per square foot. And it existed for one purpose only.

Thea met her at the entrance. The resort's director was a tall Greek woman of perhaps fifty, with sun-darkened skin pulled taut over aristocratic bones, silver hair gathered in a low knot, and the calm, assessing gaze of someone who had seen everything and judged nothing. She wore a simple white linen dress, sandals, no jewelry except a thin gold chain with a pendant shaped like a bee—the ancient Minoan symbol of fertility.

"Welcome to Nysira," Thea said, her English lightly accented. "You've read the orientation materials?"

"Twice," Maren said.

"Then you know our rules. Hydration before and after every session. The medical suite is staffed twenty-four hours. Each animal has a dedicated handler who controls the encounter. The safeword is 'Poseidon.' Beyond those parameters..." Thea's lips curved in a smile that was warm and conspiratorial. "There are no rules. You are here to experience everything. And everything is available to you."

She led Maren through the compound, and Maren absorbed it with the wide-eyed wonder of a pilgrim arriving at a holy site.

The equine pavilion occupied the eastern wing—a long, airy structure of stone and timber, open on one side to a view of the sea. Eight stalls, each spacious and immaculate, housed horses of various breeds. A Friesian with a mane like black water. A palomino whose golden coat seemed to glow from within. A massive Shire with feathered hooves the size of platters. And others—an Appaloosa, a grey Arabian, a pair of matching Lusitanos.

The canine quarter was a separate building, climate-controlled, with indoor and outdoor runs. Maren counted dogs of a dozen breeds: Great Danes, Rottweilers, German Shepherds, a Mastiff the size of a small pony, a pair of lean, muscular Dobermans, several Labradors, and a wolf-dog hybrid with one blue eye and one amber that watched her pass with unsettling intelligence.

Beyond these, in specialized enclosures further from the main buildings, were the exotics. Thea pointed them out as they walked the gravel paths: a pig barn housing three boars of different breeds. A small primate house with two bonobos. A marine enclosure built into a natural sea cave, where—Thea mentioned casually—a trained dolphin named Nereus lived in a saltwater pool connected to the open ocean by a gated channel.

"And our newest addition," Thea said, stopping at a reinforced paddock shaded by ancient olive trees. Inside, a massive shape moved—grey, wrinkled, prehistoric. A rhinoceros. Indian, single-horned, perhaps three thousand pounds, munching contentedly on a pile of browse.

Maren stared. "You're joking."

"I never joke about the animals," Thea said serenely. "His name is Ganesh. He is extraordinarily gentle. His handler, Despina, has been working with him for two years. He is not available to guests—only Despina. But you may observe, if she consents."

Maren's luggage was waiting in her suite—a sunlit room with a private terrace overlooking the sea, white cotton sheets on a king bed, a bathroom with a deep soaking tub, and a welcome basket containing high-end lubricant, electrolyte drinks, arnica cream for bruising, and a printed schedule of available sessions.

She sat on the bed, opened the schedule, and felt her pulse accelerate to something approaching cardiac distress.

Tomorrow. Everything started tomorrow.

She showered, shaved meticulously, moisturized every inch of her body, and lay naked on the white sheets as the Aegean breeze dried her skin, and she pressed her hand between her thighs and felt the wet heat already gathering, and she didn't touch herself further because she wanted to arrive at tomorrow starving.



Maren was twenty-nine. Norwegian. Tall—five-ten—with the long-limbed, broad-shouldered build of her Viking ancestors. Her hair was a pale strawberry blonde, thick and straight, falling to her mid-back. Her face was striking rather than pretty: strong jaw, wide-set blue eyes the color of glacier ice, a dusting of freckles across her nose and cheeks that made her look younger than she was. Her breasts were medium—full B-cups, firm, with pale pink nipples that hardened at the slightest provocation. Her waist nipped in, her hips flared moderately, and her ass was high and tight—an athlete's ass, built by years of cross-country skiing. Between her long legs, her pussy was naturally sparse—fine, reddish-gold hair that she'd shaved smooth for the trip, leaving herself bare and exposed, her outer lips plump and her inner lips a delicate coral pink that peeked out when she spread her thighs.

She'd been with three men and one woman in her life. None of them had made her feel what the videos made her feel—the ones she'd found at sixteen, alone in her bedroom in Tromsø, the Arctic dark pressing against the windows, her hand working furiously between her legs as she watched a woman take a horse on her laptop screen. The orgasm that hit her that night had been so violent she'd bitten through her own lip. She'd tasted blood and cum simultaneously, and something had fundamentally rewired in her brain, and no human partner had ever come close to replicating that voltage.

Now she was here. Thirteen years of fantasy about to become flesh.



Morning. The Aegean light poured through her windows like liquid gold. She dressed in what the orientation materials suggested: nothing. A silk robe for the walk to the pavilion, sandals, nothing underneath. Her nipples peaked against the silk as the morning air kissed them.

The equine pavilion was quiet at this hour—seven a.m., the handlers performing morning routines, the scent of hay and grain and warm horse filling the air. Maren found her assigned handler waiting by the third stall.

His name was Nikos—a compact, muscular Greek man in his thirties with olive skin, dark curly hair, and hands that looked like they could crush walnuts. He shook Maren's hand with professional firmness and zero suggestiveness. For Nikos, this was work—skilled, important work. She looks nervous, he noted, reading her body language. First-timer. I'll go slow with the introduction.

"This is Eros," Nikos said, opening the stall.

The stallion was a Lusitano—sixteen hands, compact and powerful, with a coat the color of burnished pewter and a mane and tail of pure silver. His neck was arched, muscular, crested with a thick ridge of mane that Maren immediately wanted to bury her fingers in. His eyes were large, dark, liquid with intelligence. He was, without qualification, the most beautiful animal she had ever seen.

"He's a trained breeding stallion," Nikos explained, leading Eros to the cross-ties in the grooming area. "Experienced with women. Gentle. Patient—for a stallion. His erect length is approximately nineteen inches, girth roughly six and a half inches at the widest point near the head. For a first-timer, I recommend the breeding bench with depth stops. You control how much you take."

Maren's mouth had gone dry. She nodded, unable to speak, her eyes fixed on the space between Eros's hind legs where his sheath hung—heavy, dark, a promise of what lay coiled within.

Nikos led them to the breeding area at the far end of the pavilion. The setup was similar to what Maren had seen in videos but far more refined: a padded bench at adjustable height, covered in soft black leather, with ergonomic grips and a padded chin rest. Mounted supports on either side would catch the stallion's forelegs. A depth-limiting bar could be positioned behind the woman to prevent the horse from penetrating beyond a set point. Overhead, a retractable mirror angled to let the woman see everything happening behind and beneath her.

"Whenever you're ready," Nikos said. "Take your robe off. Let him get your scent."

Maren untied the robe. It slithered off her shoulders and pooled at her feet. She stood naked in the golden morning light, her skin pale and freckled, her nipples hard, her bare pussy already glistening with arousal she could feel trickling down her inner thigh. The air was warm but she shivered—not from cold. From the enormity of the moment.

Eros's ears swiveled toward her. His nostrils flared. He stamped one hoof and let out a low, rumbling nicker that Maren felt in her chest.

"Walk to him," Nikos said. "Let him smell you. Touch his neck first."

She approached on legs that trembled. Eros's head turned, his dark eye fixing on her with an expression she could only describe as interested. She placed her hand on his neck. His coat was warm, smooth as oiled suede, and beneath it she felt the coiled power of muscles that could shatter her bones. Her fingers threaded into his silver mane. She leaned close and breathed him in—hay, sweat, the deep musky scent of stallion, an olfactory signal that went straight to her brainstem and made her cunt clench.

Eros lowered his head. His muzzle—velvet-soft, warm, damp—pressed against her bare shoulder. He breathed her in, a long, deep inhale that fluttered the fine hairs on her arm. Then his nose trailed down—over her collarbone, between her breasts, across her stomach. Maren held perfectly still, barely breathing, as half a ton of stallion nuzzled lower and lower until his muzzle pressed against the junction of her thighs.

His breath on her bare pussy was like a blast from a furnace. Hot, moist, scented with grain. His lips—impossibly soft—brushed her outer labia, and she gasped and gripped his mane and felt her knees nearly buckle.

Then his tongue emerged.

It was thick and flat and rough-textured and scorching hot, and it dragged across her entire pussy in one broad, unhurried stroke that covered everything—her slit, her clit, her perineum—in a wash of sensation so intense her vision whited out for a full second.

"Ohhhh—oh my god—"

Eros licked again. And again. Long, flat, devastating strokes that bathed her cunt in horse saliva and stimulated every nerve ending she possessed simultaneously. The rough texture of his tongue against her swollen clit was electric—not painful, not gentle, but a raw, animal friction that bore no resemblance to any human mouth she'd ever felt. Her legs shook. Her arousal mixed with his saliva and ran down her thighs in warm rivulets.

"He likes you," Nikos said calmly. "Good. Step to the bench."

She moved on autopilot. Draped herself belly-down on the leather bench, which Nikos had adjusted to the correct height. The padding was warm, soft, cradling her body. Her breasts pressed flat against the surface, her hard nipples sending sparks of sensation with each micro-movement. Her ass was raised, her legs spread, her swollen pink pussy fully exposed and dripping.

She looked up at the angled mirror and saw herself from behind—pale, freckled, vulnerable, her cunt gaping slightly with arousal, strings of wetness connecting her inner lips. And behind her, Eros, being unclipped from the cross-ties by Nikos and guided forward.

She saw the moment his cock began to drop.

The sheath contracted and the head emerged first—dark, mottled grey and pink, broad and flat, glistening with a film of pre-cum that caught the morning light. Then the shaft followed, sliding out in a seemingly endless cascade of flesh—thick, veined, heavy, swaying with each step Eros took. It was mesmerizing. It was enormous. Nineteen inches of stallion cock, thickening from the base, the medial ring prominent halfway down, the head flaring into a disc wider than her fist. Pre-cum dripped from the tip in a steady, glossy stream that left a trail on the stone floor.

"Oh fuck," Maren breathed. Her voice was small. "Oh fuck, oh fuck."

"Breathe," Nikos reminded her. He positioned the depth stop—a padded crossbar behind her hips that would prevent Eros from thrusting deeper than eight inches on this first session. "You'll feel the head first. It's the widest part going in. Once it's past your entrance, the shaft is slightly narrower. Push back if you want more. The stop will catch him at eight inches. Ready?"

"Yes." The word left her before she could think. "Yes. Please. Now."

Nikos guided Eros behind the bench. The stallion knew the routine—he approached, sniffed Maren's raised ass, huffed hot breath across her dripping cunt, and then his front hooves left the ground.

The world shifted. Eros's forelegs landed on the padded supports with a thud-thud that shook the bench and vibrated through Maren's entire body. Suddenly he was above her—his barrel chest radiating heat inches from her back, his belly a warm ceiling, the overwhelming physical presence of sixteen hundred pounds of aroused stallion consuming her entire sensory field. She could hear his breathing—deep, heavy, slightly accelerated. She could smell him—musk and sweat and something raw and sexual that made her cunt pulse.

His cock swung beneath him, heavy and seeking. The blunt head bumped against the back of her thigh—hot, slick, shockingly hard. It dragged across her skin, leaving a wet trail of pre-cum, and jabbed against her ass cheek, her perineum, searching with blind instinct for the warmth and wetness that signaled here, here, push here.

Nikos reached in with a gloved hand and guided the head to her entrance.

Contact.

The flared head pressed against her pussy lips—hot, blunt, enormous—and Maren felt her opening stretch. Her body resisted for one panicked second—too big, too big, it won't fit—and then Eros pushed forward with the casual, irresistible force of a creature that outweighed her by fourteen hundred pounds.

"AAHHHH—"

The head split her open. Her pussy lips stretched white around the flare, pulled taut to their absolute limit, and the sensation was indescribable—a burning, spreading fullness that walked the knife-edge between agony and ecstasy so precisely that Maren couldn't tell which she was feeling. Her body opened for him. Yielded. Submitted. The widest part of the head passed her entrance with a slick, stretching pop and then the shaft followed—slightly narrower, blessed relief—sliding into her with a smooth, relentless push that filled her inch by inch.

"OH GOD—OH FUCK—HE'S INSIDE ME—I CAN FEEL—EVERY INCH—"

Four inches. Her walls gripped the shaft, stretched but tight, every nerve ending firing. The texture of living horse cock was nothing like silicone—it was hot, radiating heat into her core, and it pulsed with his heartbeat, a rhythmic throbbing she could feel against her vaginal walls like a second heart beating inside her body.

Six inches. She could feel the medial ring approaching—a ridge of swollen tissue that pressed against her entrance and then popped through with a wet, audible schluck. The added girth behind the ring made her cry out.

"NNGH—the ring—I feel the ring—oh GOD—"

Eight inches. The depth stop caught Eros's thrust. His hips pressed against the padded bar and held. Eight inches of stallion cock buried in her cunt—the deepest anything had ever been inside her body. She could feel the head pressing against her cervix, a firm, insistent pressure that sent bolts of electric sensation up her spine.

She looked at the mirror. She saw herself—flushed, wide-eyed, mouth open, gripping the bench—and behind her, Eros, magnificent, his powerful body arched over hers, his cock disappearing into her pale, stretched pussy, the remaining eleven inches of shaft visible below, gleaming with her wetness. The visual was so pornographic, so primal, that her first orgasm detonated without warning.

"CUM—CUMMING—I'M CUMMING—AAHHHHHH—"

Her cunt clamped down on the shaft in violent, rhythmic spasms. A gush of clear fluid sprayed from her stretched entrance, coating Eros's cock and splattering the bench beneath her. Her legs shook. Her toes curled. She bit the leather chin rest and screamed into it, the sound muffled but raw, animal in its own right.

Eros began to thrust.

The depth stop limited his range to about three inches of movement—in and out, in and out—but within that range he moved with the relentless, mechanical rhythm of a breeding machine. Each thrust drove his cock to the stop and withdrew. Each thrust was accompanied by a wet, churning squelch as her copious juices and his pre-cum frothed around the shaft. Each thrust punched against her cervix with that electric, deep-body impact that made colors bloom behind her closed eyelids.

"UH—UH—UH—UH—YES—DON'T STOP—BREED ME—"

She was babbling. She didn't care. She was getting fucked by a horse—an actual, living stallion—and it was everything she'd dreamed about since she was sixteen in Tromsø with her laptop, everything and more, because fantasy couldn't capture the heat of him, the weight of him above her, the musky animal scent, the sound of his breathing, the wet obscenity of his cock churning inside her stretched, flooded cunt.

She came again. A rolling, cresting wave that built and broke and built and broke in endless repetition, each peak higher than the last, and she lost track—three orgasms? Four? They blurred into one continuous state of overwhelmed ecstasy.

Then Eros's rhythm changed. His thrusts shortened, quickened, became erratic—staccato jabs that pressed hard against the depth stop. His breathing turned to harsh, explosive snorts. His whole body trembled—she could feel the vibration through the bench, through her own flesh.

He came.

The first jet of semen hit her cervix like a fire hose. A scalding, pressurized blast of thick, viscous fluid that sprayed into her with enough force to feel like an impact. Maren's eyes flew wide. Her mouth opened in a soundless scream.

"HE'S—OH GOD—HE'S CUMMING IN ME—"

Jet after jet. Pulsing, rhythmic, massive volumes of grey-white stallion cum flooding her insides. She felt it filling her—her already-stuffed vagina expanding further as the pressure built, cum backing up around his shaft because there was nowhere for it to go, her cervix sealed against the onslaught. Then the seal broke and cum erupted out around his cock in thick, ropey streams that poured down her thighs, splattered the bench, pooled on the stone floor.

"SO MUCH—THERE'S SO MUCH CUM—I CAN'T—IT'S OVERFLOWING—AHHH—"

The warmth was extraordinary. She could feel it spreading through her core, a liquid heat that seemed to radiate into her belly, her hips, her entire lower body. Her womb was full—she could feel the distension, a taut pressure low in her abdomen—and still Eros pumped, each contraction of his massive body delivering another flood.

Maren came one final time. Not the explosive, screaming climaxes of before but something deeper—a slow, rolling implosion that started at the base of her spine and spread outward like ripples in dark water, her cunt squeezing his shaft in slow, milking contractions, her breath leaving her in a long, shuddering exhalation that took all the tension from her body and left her liquid.

Eros withdrew. The sensation of nineteen inches of softening cock sliding from her body was exquisite and agonizing—every vein, every ridge, every inch dragging against her sensitized walls. When the flared head finally popped free of her entrance, a torrent of cum poured from her gaping pussy—thick, pearlescent, obscene in volume—cascading down her thighs and off the bench in a waterfall that pooled on the stone.

She lay there. She couldn't move. She didn't want to move. Cum leaked from her in warm, rhythmic pulses—her cunt couldn't close, stretched and loose, the pink interior visible to anyone who cared to look. Her body hummed like a struck bell.

Nikos led Eros away. The stallion went calmly, his cock retracting, his demeanor returning to placid equine contentment. Good session, Nikos thought, noting Maren's state with practiced assessment. She handled the depth stop well. Next time I'll add two inches.

Maren pressed her cheek against the leather bench and smiled. Through the open wall of the pavilion, the Aegean glittered under the climbing sun. Somewhere, a donkey brayed. The scent of thyme drifted on the warm air, mingling with the heavier scents of horse and sex and cum.

She'd come to the island a virgin in the only way that mattered. That was over now.



By noon, she'd eaten—a light Mediterranean lunch of grilled fish, cucumber, bread—and rested in a salt bath that soothed the deep ache in her stretched pussy. The tenderness was divine. Every step reminded her.

Her afternoon session was in the canine quarter.

The handler was a woman this time—Eleni, a wiry Greek woman in her forties with deep laugh lines and the no-nonsense manner of a professional dog trainer. She introduced Maren to Ajax.

Ajax was a Cane Corso—an Italian mastiff, a hundred and thirty pounds of dense, charcoal-grey muscle packed into a frame that radiated controlled power. His head was enormous—broad, square-jawed, with a face that looked carved from granite. His eyes were amber, intelligent, and when they fixed on Maren's naked body, they tracked downward with unmistakable intent.

She's in heat, Ajax processed in the simple, scent-driven logic of a canine brain. Mount. Breed. Now.

"He's direct," Eleni said, reading the dog's body language—the forward-leaning posture, the rapid tail wagging, the gleaming red tip of his cock already peeking from its sheath. "No foreplay with this one. Get in position and he'll mount within seconds."

The canine breeding room was smaller and more intimate than the equine pavilion—padded floor, warm lighting, a single camera in the corner that Maren could activate or deactivate at her choice. She'd turned it on. She wanted to watch this later. She wanted proof that it was real.

She knelt on the padded floor, spread her knees wide, and lowered her chest until her breasts pressed against the warm surface. Her ass rose high, her still-swollen pussy on full display—pink, puffy from the morning's equine session, glistening with fresh arousal. She looked back over her shoulder at Ajax and felt her heartbeat in her cunt.

Eleni released his lead.

Ajax crossed the room in three strides. No circling, no sniffing—he lunged onto Maren's back with the force of a linebacker, his massive paws clamping around her waist, his claws pricking through her skin. His weight—a hundred and thirty pounds of dense muscle—slammed into her and she dropped flat to the mat, barely catching herself on her elbows.

"OH—he's strong—"

His hips began thrusting before he'd even found the target. Rapid, jackhammer strokes—ten per second, maybe more—his bright red cock jabbing wildly against her thighs, her ass, her perineum, leaving wet streaks of pre-cum across her skin. The tip was pointed, tapered, glistening, and it found her entrance by pure statistical probability—jab jab jab jab IN.

"FUCK—YES—HE'S IN—"

Ajax sank home and the world narrowed to the point of penetration. His cock was perhaps nine inches—shorter than Eros, narrower—but the speed. The speed was something no horse could match. Ajax hammered into her with a velocity that turned individual thrusts into a continuous vibration, his hips a blur, his cock a piston driving in and out of her sopping cunt so fast the wet sounds merged into a single sustained SCHLLLLCKKK that filled the room.

"AH AH AH AH AH AH AH AH AH—"

Each impact jolted her forward. Her breasts slapped against the mat—fwap fwap fwap fwap—her nipples dragging on the textured surface, the friction sending electric jolts straight to her clit. Her hands scrabbled for purchase. Ajax's hot breath blasted against the back of her neck, his drool spattering her shoulder blades, his grunts a rhythmic, guttural unh-unh-unh-unh that synchronized with his thrusting.

The difference between horse and dog was like the difference between a symphony and a drumline. Eros had been deep, stretching, slow-building—an orchestral swell of sensation that climaxed in crashing waves. Ajax was percussion. Pure rhythm. Pure speed. The rapid-fire stimulation overwhelmed her nerve endings in a completely different way, like the difference between a deep massage and a vibrator set to maximum.

"SO FAST—HE'S SO FUCKING FAST—I'M GONNA—NNNGH—"

She came in under a minute. A sharp, explosive orgasm that detonated in her clit and blew outward, her cunt clamping rhythmically around Ajax's pounding cock, her whole body spasming. She squirted—a spray of clear fluid that jetted backward, hitting Ajax's belly and the mat beneath them.

Ajax didn't notice. Didn't slow. His biology had one gear—breed—and he drove forward through her orgasm without pause, his cock swelling thicker as the knot began to develop.

The knot. She'd read about it. She'd watched videos of it. But feeling it press against her entrance was an entirely different education.

It started as a subtle thickening at the base of his shaft—a bulge that pressed against her pussy lips with each forward thrust, stretching her wider for a fraction of a second before pulling back. With each successive thrust, it grew. Lemon-sized. Tennis-ball-sized. Each time it hit her entrance, it stretched her wider, stayed a fraction longer, and each stretch sent a bolt of sensation through her body that was half pain and half something far more intense.

"THE KNOT—I FEEL IT—IT'S GETTING BIGGER—"

She needs to relax her pelvic floor, Eleni observed, watching Maren's body language from her chair. She's clenching. Natural instinct. She'll figure it out.

Maren figured it out. She bore down, consciously relaxed her muscles—the way she did during yoga, the way she'd taught herself with the horse—and on Ajax's next thrust, the knot popped through.

"AAAAHHHHH—"

The stretch was extraordinary. Wider than Eros's flared head, wider than anything she'd ever experienced, her pussy lips pulled taut to the point of translucence around the base of Ajax's cock. And then the knot was inside, and it swelled, and the sensation of it inflating inside her cunt—pressing outward against her walls in every direction, mashing against her G-spot with unyielding, constant pressure—was so intense that Maren's second orgasm hit before she'd finished processing the first.

"TIED—HE TIED ME—OH GOD OH FUCK—THE KNOT—IT'S SO BIG—I CAN'T—I CAN'T STOP CUMMING—"

Ajax's thrusting stopped. His hips pressed flush against her ass and held. His massive head dropped beside hers, tongue lolling, drool pooling on the mat, and she could hear his heartbeat through his chest where it pressed against her back—rapid but slowing, the urgency of thrusting replaced by the steady, purposeful rhythm of ejaculation.

She felt him cum. Each pulse was distinct—a throb of the knot, a jet of warmth deep inside her, a subtle expansion as more fluid filled the sealed space of her pussy. Dog cum was thinner and hotter than horse cum, and it flowed in a sustained, continuous stream rather than the massive jets Eros had delivered. The sensation was different—less dramatic but more intimate, a steady filling warmth that spread through her core with each heartbeat.

"Mmmm—he's filling me—I can feel it—warm—so warm inside—"

Her voice had dropped to a dreamy murmur. The constant pressure of the knot on her G-spot maintained her in a state of perpetual, low-level orgasm—not the screaming peaks of before, but a sustained plateau of pleasure that pulsed and shimmered like a held musical note. She rested her cheek on the mat and closed her eyes and existed in that feeling—tied to a hundred-and-thirty-pound dog, her cunt stretched around his swollen knot, his seed flowing into her in an endless warm stream—and she felt, for the first time in her life, something close to transcendence.

The tie lasted twenty-two minutes. Eleni timed it. Maren drifted in and out of awareness, each micro-shift of Ajax's body sending ripples of sensation through the knot-to-G-spot connection, each ripple triggering a mini-orgasm—a soft oh, a flutter of her eyelids, a clench and release of her abdominal muscles.

When the knot deflated, the rush of fluid was immediate and copious. Thin, watery dog cum gushed from her pussy as the seal broke, splattering the mat in a pool that spread to a two-foot diameter. Ajax pulled free with a wet pop and trotted away, tail wagging, and collapsed on his bed in the corner with the satisfied air of a job completed.

Maren didn't move for a long time. The cum leaked from her in warm trickles. Her cunt gaped—puffed, reddened, thoroughly used. She felt the combined residue of horse and dog semen inside her, two different textures and temperatures mingling in her stretched, sensitive passage, and the thought made her shiver with something that was more than pleasure.

"How do you feel?" Eleni asked.

"Like I'm alive," Maren said.



That evening, she met the other guests.

There were five currently in residence. They gathered for dinner on the main terrace as the sun set over the Aegean, painting the whitewashed walls in shades of amber and rose.

Chiara was Italian, twenty-four, petite and olive-skinned with enormous dark eyes and a body that was all dramatic contrasts—tiny waist, surprisingly full breasts for her frame, narrow hips that flared into a round, tight ass. She'd arrived three days ago and had already been through the full equine roster. Her favorite, she confided over wine, was the Shire.

"His cock is wider than my thigh," she said, her Roman accent making the words sound like poetry. "It took three sessions before I could even take the head. But when I did..." She closed her eyes and touched her chest, fingers splayed over her breastbone. "I cried. Not from pain. From fullness. From being so completely filled that there was no room left for anything else—no thoughts, no worries, no past. Just his cock and my body and the feeling of being used by something so much bigger and more powerful than myself." She opened her eyes. I sound crazy, she thought, briefly self-conscious. But everyone here understands.

Everyone understood.

Sade was Nigerian, thirty-six, a former investment banker with a body she'd sculpted through years of dedicated gym work—muscular shoulders, defined abs, thick, powerful thighs, and a spectacular ass that could crack walnuts. Her breasts were heavy D-cups with dark, prominent nipples. She specialized in dogs—specifically, multiple dogs simultaneously.

"My record is three," she said, sipping sparkling water. "Two knotted vaginally in sequence, one in my mouth. The third one knotted while the second was still deflating, so for about ninety seconds I had two knots inside me." She paused, a slow smile spreading across her face. "I passed out. When I woke up, the second one had pulled free and the third was still tied. I came so hard I couldn't walk for two days."

Mei was Taiwanese, twenty-seven, a software developer with a pixie cut and a body that was slim and boyish except for unexpectedly large, soft breasts—DD-cups that looked almost comical on her narrow frame, with wide, pale nipples that she displayed constantly, as she'd abandoned clothing entirely since arriving. She was quiet, analytical, and had spent most of her stay so far in the marine enclosure with Nereus the dolphin.

"The echolocation," she said, when asked. That was all she said. She blushed and went quiet, but her thighs pressed together under the table and a distant look crossed her face. The clicks against my clit, she thought, are better than any vibrator ever made. Nothing else even comes close.

Ines was Spanish, forty, a veterinarian by trade—an irony she acknowledged with a dry laugh. She was angular and handsome, with short-cropped grey-streaked hair, sharp eyes, and the lean, weathered body of an outdoorswoman. Small breasts, prominent hipbones, a cunt she described with clinical frankness as "extremely elastic from years of dedicated stretching." She was here for the boars.

"The corkscrew," she said, swirling her wine. "Nothing replicates the sensation. The rotational stimulation of a boar's cock is biomechanically unique among all mammals. The spiral tip literally threads into the cervix. The orgasms it produces are of a fundamentally different character—deeper, more uterine, almost painful in their intensity." She took a measured sip. "I've had the experience seventeen times now. It has not lost its novelty."

And finally, Despina. The rhinoceros handler. A towering Greek woman of forty-five—six feet tall, broad-shouldered, heavy-breasted, wide-hipped, built like a classical statue of Hera. Her face was beautiful in a severe way: prominent nose, strong brow, deep-set brown eyes that held equal parts warmth and ferocity. Her body was large and abundantly curved—breasts that must have been G-cups, a round, soft belly she made no effort to flatten, thick thighs and a vast, dimpled ass that she carried like a queen carries a crown.

She said nothing about Ganesh during dinner. She smiled when asked, refilled her wine, and changed the subject with the smooth practice of someone who kept her most sacred experiences private.

They wouldn't understand anyway, she thought, touching the small rhinoceros-shaped pendant at her throat. What Ganesh and I have isn't about sex. It's about trust. The sex is just how we speak it.



Maren's schedule for the next morning read: Boar—Ares (Hampshire, 340 lbs). Handler: Ines. Breeding room C.

She arrived to find Ines already there, wearing nothing but her practical short hair and an expression of calm anticipation. The breeding room was smaller than the others—warm, dimly lit, the floor covered in thick rubber matting overlaid with clean canvas. A padded breeding cradle sat in the center, lower than the equine bench, with wide padded grips and adjustable leg supports.

Ines walked Maren through the specifics with the precision of her veterinary training.

"Ares is a Hampshire boar. Three hundred forty pounds, well-socialized, trained to mount the cradle. His erect penis is approximately eighteen inches—similar in length to a mid-size horse but dramatically different in structure. The shaft is thin, roughly an inch and a half in diameter, but the distal end is corkscrew-shaped—a tight left-hand spiral that terminates in a narrow point. During copulation, the spiral tip threads into the cervical opening and locks. The boar then ejaculates for an extended period—up to twenty minutes—delivering between a third of a liter and a full liter of semen directly into the uterus."

Maren's pulse hammered. "A liter?"

"In some cases. The sensation of sustained uterine filling is..." Ines paused, and for the first time her clinical composure cracked. A flush crept up her neck. "There is nothing comparable. You will understand shortly."

Ares was led in by a handler—a young Greek man who guided the massive pig with calm authority. The boar was enormous. Three hundred forty pounds of barrel-chested, bristle-hided animal, his trotters clicking on the rubber mat, his small eyes bright and alert, his flat snout twitching as he scented the room. He grunted continuously—a deep, wet, guttural vocalization that Maren felt vibrate in her rib cage.

And his cock was already out.

She stared. The corkscrew was real—a pale pink spiral of flesh that rotated from a thicker base to a narrow, curving tip, glistening with a constant flow of clear pre-seminal fluid. The whole apparatus moved independently, the tip rotating in slow, searching circles as if probing for an opening. It was the strangest, most obscenely fascinating thing she'd ever seen.

"Position yourself on the cradle," Ines instructed. "Belly down, hips elevated. He'll mount from behind. The spiral will find your cervix on its own—it's a reflexive behavior. When you feel it lock in, you'll know. It's... unmistakable."

Maren mounted the cradle. The padding cradled her hips, elevating her ass, spreading her thighs. She was already drenched—arousal ran freely down her inner legs, her pussy lips swollen and parted, her clit throbbing. She gripped the handles and pressed her forehead to the chin rest and breathed.

Ares needed no guidance. The boar clambered onto the cradle with practiced efficiency, his front trotters finding the padded supports on either side of Maren's waist, his massive bristly belly hovering above her lower back. His weight settled partially onto her—not crushing, but present, three hundred forty pounds of pig pinning her to the cradle with biological authority.

His corkscrew cock found her cunt immediately.

The tip pressed against her opening—thin, warm, flexible—and began to rotate. Maren felt it spinning against her pussy lips, the spiral thread catching and pulling, creating a sensation like nothing she'd experienced—a twisting, drilling, screwing pressure that simultaneously stimulated her entrance from every angle.

"Ohhhh—oh what the—it's turning—I can feel it turning—"

Ares pushed forward. The spiral tip entered her and kept spinning, threading deeper, the corkscrew shape literally screwing into her vaginal canal like a drill bit into soft wood. The sensation was insane—every centimeter of penetration accompanied by a full rotation, the ridges of the spiral dragging across her vaginal walls in a continuous helical stroke that lit up nerve endings she didn't know existed.

"AHHH—NNGH—IT'S—LIKE NOTHING—I CAN'T DESCRIBE—OH GOD—"

Deeper. Deeper. The thin shaft sank into her with each rotation, six inches, eight, ten, the spiral tip navigating the curves of her canal with biomechanical precision, the corkscrew ridges maintaining constant rotational contact with her walls. At twelve inches, she felt the tip reach her cervix.

And lock.

The spiral threaded into her cervical opening like a screw entering a nut. Maren felt a sharp, deep sensation—not pain exactly, but a profound invasion of the deepest, most sensitive part of her body. The corkscrew tip penetrated her cervix and kept threading, spiraling into her womb, and the feeling was so intense and so fundamentally alien that Maren screamed—a raw, guttural sound that came from somewhere below her conscious mind.

"HE'S INSIDE—MY CERVIX—HE'S THROUGH MY CERVIX—OH FUCK OH FUCK—"

Then Ares began to ejaculate.

Unlike the explosive jets of a horse or the rapid pulses of a dog, a boar's ejaculation was a slow, sustained, continuous flow. Maren felt it start as a gentle warmth deep inside her—not the searing heat of stallion cum but a softer, spreading warmth that filled her uterus with steady, mounting pressure. The semen was voluminous and thin, flowing through the corkscrew tip directly into her womb in an unbroken stream.

"He's cumming—oh god—it's going directly inside my womb—I can feel it filling—"

The sensation was utterly unique. A growing fullness in her deepest interior—not the vaginal fullness of a horse cock stretching her walls, but a uterine fullness, her womb expanding as it filled with boar semen, the pressure building slowly and steadily and not stopping.

"Still going—oh god he's still going—there's so much—my belly—"

Her abdomen began to distend. Slowly, visibly, her lower belly swelling outward as her womb filled. The pressure increased, and with it a deep, cramping pleasure that was unlike any orgasm she'd had before—not a sharp, clitoral peak or a G-spot burst but a profound, uterine contraction, her womb squeezing and releasing around the incoming flood of semen, each contraction sending a wave of dense, heavy pleasure through her core.

"NNNNGH—I'm—it's like—an orgasm but—deeper—inside—MMMH—"

It built. And built. The boar pumped steadily, grunting with each pelvic contraction—hnk, hnk, hnk—and the volume of semen entering her womb increased, and the pressure increased, and the uterine contractions intensified until Maren was shaking uncontrollably, her face pressed into the chin rest, drool and tears running freely, her entire lower body gripped by a sustained, escalating orgasm that had no peak because it simply kept climbing.

"CAN'T STOP—IT WON'T STOP—THE ORGASM WON'T STOP—AAAHHHH—"

Ten minutes. Ares ejaculated into her for ten continuous minutes. Thin, watery cum began to leak from around the cervical lock, backflowing into her vaginal canal and seeping from her entrance in warm, steady trickles. Her belly was visibly swollen—distended, round, tight with the volume of boar semen pumped into her womb. She looked pregnant. She looked used.

When Ares finally finished—his grunts slowing, his flow tapering—the corkscrew tip began to unthread. The sensation of the spiral withdrawing from her cervix was almost as intense as the penetration—a twisting, pulling sensation that triggered one final, crashing orgasm so powerful Maren's vision went completely black for several seconds.

"AAHHHHH—CUMMING—ONE MORE—OH GOD—"

The cock slid free. Semen poured from her gaping cunt in a sustained, viscous flood—thin and copious, pooling beneath her in a spreading lake, running off the edges of the cradle and splashing onto the mat. The volume was staggering. It looked like someone had upended a bottle.

Ines helped her off the cradle. Maren's legs wouldn't work. She sat on the mat in a puddle of boar cum, her belly still distended, semen still flowing from her in slow pulses, and she looked up at Ines with an expression of stunned, demolished wonder.

"You were right," she whispered. "Nothing compares."

Ines knelt beside her and smoothed the sweaty hair from her forehead. "Welcome to the other side," she said.



That night, Maren sat alone on her terrace. The moon had risen—fat and yellow over the black Aegean—and the air was warm and scented with jasmine and salt. Crickets sang. A nightjar called from the olive grove.

Her body was a map of the day. Dull, sweet ache deep in her pussy from Eros's girth. Tiny crescent bruises on her hips from Ajax's claws. A tender, swollen sensitivity in her cervix from Ares's corkscrew. She could still feel phantom echoes of each encounter—the deep stretch of horse, the rapid pounding of dog, the relentless spiral of pig—layered in her muscle memory like sediment in stone.

She had five more days on the island. The dolphins. The wolf-dog hybrid with mismatched eyes. The second boar. The Shire that Chiara rhapsodized about. And possibly, if Despina permitted, observation of Ganesh.

Five days. A lifetime of fantasy compressed into a single week on a volcanic island in the Aegean, surrounded by women who understood, tended by handlers who judged nothing, served by animals whose power and beauty and raw, instinctive sexuality made every human encounter she'd ever had feel like a colorless photocopy of the real thing.

She touched herself—gently, barely grazing her swollen clit with her fingertip—and came one last time, a soft, quiet orgasm that rolled through her like a warm tide, her pussy clenching around nothing, her body remembering everything.

Below the terrace, the sea lapped at volcanic rock. In the equine pavilion, Eros stamped and breathed. In the canine quarter, Ajax dreamed of mounting. In the boar barn, Ares settled into his straw with a contented grunt.

Maren pulled a blanket around her shoulders and watched the moonlight fracture on the waves and pressed her thighs together against the pleasant, aching soreness that lived there now like a second heartbeat, steady and warm and entirely her own.



  	
	    
	      Also by Rose Santos

	    

      
	    
          
	      Bestiality

          
        
          
	          Mom Forced to Be With Dogs

          
        
          
	          The Dog Rampage - Quest for Fertile Women

          
        
          
	          Animal Encounters on the Farm

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Bimbo

          
        
          
	          Bimbo Intrigue: A Lusty Plot

          
        
          
	          Hypno Incest: Mother and Son

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Humiliation

          
        
          
	          Degrading Herself for Older Men

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Incest

          
        
          
	          Paradise Island

          
        
          
	          Hypno Seduction of Mother

          
        
          
	          Grandpa Teaches Sex

          
        
          
	          The Rite of Breeding

          
        
          
	          A Master of His Mother and Sister

          
        
          
	          Wanting Mom and Owning Her

          
        
          
	          Mom's Sexy Motivation

          
        
          
	          Seduced By Mom and Her Hot Friend

          
        
          
	          Mom and Son Behind Closed Doors

          
        
          
	          Training His Conservative Daughter

          
        
          
	          Incest Family Backwoods Fun

          
        
          
	          The Magic Milk

          
        
          
	          The Seduction of Her Son

          
        
          
	          Claiming Mother and Sister at the Castle

          
        
          
	          Corrupting His Family

          
        
          
	          Corrupting His Sister

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Male Harem

          
        
          
	          The Rite of Man

          
        
          
	          Night of the Dark Elf

          
        
          
	          Building a Harem of Submissive Wives

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Mind Control

          
        
          
	          The Mind Control Cafe

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Noncon

          
        
          
	          Blackmailed on Her Webcam Shows

          
        
          
	          Home Invasion (Forced By Strangers)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Sex Slave

          
        
          
	          The Life of a Slave

          
        
          
	          A World Where Women Serve

          
        
          
	          A World Made for Men

          
        
          
	          At the Bimbo Farm

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Old West Erotica

          
        
          
	          Father's Rights

          
        
          
	          Controlling College Students

          
        
          
	          Dominance at Home: Son Controls

          
        
      

      
    
    

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
ROSE SANTOS





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





