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Content Warning


This is a story of dark Hucow erotic fiction, full of bondage, dub-con, non-con, medical play, and dark and disturbing themes that may be upsetting to some readers. This book is intended only for those eighteen and up. Please proceed with caution.


Chapter 1


Sofia’s finally asleep.

She lies curled in the corner of her crib, a hand-me-down that groans every time I dare to move it. The paint chipped, tape holds together one splintered leg, and the mattress sags in the middle like a breath held too long. But it does the job. There’s no blanket. She doesn’t need one at her age, and I can’t afford the luxury of anything soft or sentimental. Just her sleep sack, her thumb, and the kind of exhaustion that keeps her still.

I watch her for a few seconds longer than I should. The light from the overhead bulb casts a gentle shadow across her face. Her lashes flutter. A sigh slips from her lips. She’s okay. For now.

I tiptoe across the room, careful to avoid the warped floorboard near the table. It shrieks like a wounded animal if I forget and step on it. The cottage is more of a shed than a home, with only two rooms, sagging walls, and a tin roof that leaks in three places. It used to be a hunting cabin; I think. No insulation, no working heat, and the floorboards splinter if you look at them wrong. But it’s ours. The rent is low because no one sane wants to live this far out on the outskirts of our little village. I bought it with the payout I got from the mining accident that killed my husband right before our daughter’s birth.

I move through it like a ghost, bare feet padding across cold wood, and head for the sink.

There’s a pile of dishes from yesterday: mismatched plates, the single pot I use for everything, the two forks we have. I turn the faucet gently. The water wheezes before it comes, cold and rusty at first, then clear enough. I wet a rag and start wiping down the counter.

The tin of formula sits untouched on the top shelf, out of reach now mostly to spite it. Its government-issued and overpriced, the only brand legally approved for child nutrition. It smells of chalk and metal and despair. They say it’s fortified for maximum development. I say it’s a racket. It costs more than a week’s wages from the town laundry.

The Department of Child Welfare says breast milk is unsanitary. Unregulated. Dangerous. They never mention it’s free.

I dry the dishes slowly, stacking them beside the sink. The cabinet door doesn’t close all the way anymore, and I have to wedge a spoon in the hinge to keep it from swinging open. I’ve gotten good at making things last. Stretching food. Sewing threadbare clothes. Lying when I need to. Nolan used to say I had a stubborn streak. He’d kiss my forehead and call it survival. He was supposed to be here. He promised he would be.

Instead, he’s buried behind the old church with a plastic plaque and no stone, and I’m left holding the baby and the bills and the silence.

My stomach clenches. I ignore it. I’ll manage.

I always do.

Three sharp knocks suddenly sound at the door, sending a shiver up my spine.

I freeze.

The rag slips from my hand and lands in the sink with a soft splat. For a moment, all I hear is the ticking of the secondhand clock above the stove and the rush of blood in my ears. No one knocks out here. Not this late. Not unless they mean trouble.

Another knock. Firmer, slower. Three deliberate beats like a countdown.

I move toward the front window, careful to stay low. The curtain is an old bedsheet I dyed dark brown with leftover coffee grounds, tacked to the wall with bent nails. I peel it back just enough to see through the slit.

There are three of them.

Two wear dark blue uniforms with shiny black boots and stiff postures. Enforcement officers. The third is worse. A woman in a charcoal-gray trench coat, hair in a tight coil, with a silver badge glinting at her collar. My heart stops in my chest when I recognize the insignia from the clinic.

Department of Child Welfare.

Even thinking the name makes my stomach twist. They’re the arm of the government that deals with infants, health, safety, and oversight. In theory. In practice, they decide how our children are raised.

The woman is holding a tablet worth more than the cottage. Tapping something into it. Then she looks up, right at the window.

I jerk the curtain closed, fear running through me.

I think about pretending I’m not home. Killing the lights. Scooping Sofia into my coat and slipping out the back, into the woods. But it’s too late. That wouldn’t work. They have drones. Scanners. Heat sensors. They wouldn’t have come all the way out here just to give up.

Sofia stirs in her crib, letting out a tiny sigh. My body tenses, but she doesn’t wake.

I swallow and force myself to the door. My hand shakes on the knob.

When I open it, the night air is a painful blast in the face.

The woman on the porch offers a smile. Not kind. Not cruel. Just efficient.

“Ella Morrison?” she asks, though she already knows.

I nod, fingers curled around the edge of the door.

“You are the biological mother of one Sofia Morrison, born six months ago at Midline Memorial?”

Another nod.

She checks something on her tablet. “Our records indicate you’ve purchased only three tins of formula in the past sixty days.”

I say nothing. The silence stretches, heavy and pressing. I’m afraid to breathe.

“That amount is insufficient for a child of six months,” she continues. “Not even half the recommended minimum. Would you like to explain the discrepancy?”

Behind her, one of the officers shifts his weight. The other glances toward the dark windows of my home.

They haven’t asked to come in.

Not yet.

“I don’t have to explain anything,” I say, quieter than I mean to. My voice feels small—like it already knows it’s lost. The woman from the Department of Child Welfare doesn’t blink.

“You do, actually. Under Article 11, failure to provide sufficient government-certified nutrition qualifies as Tier 2 Neglect.” She tilts her head slightly, gaze narrowing.

“But that’s not what concerns us most.” My stomach flips. The officer on the left steps forward, just a hair. His hand hovers near the clasp of his belt, close enough to make his point.

“We’ve received an anonymous report,” the woman continues. “It alleges that you’ve been feeding your child… through noncompliant means.”

I stare at her. Say nothing. I can’t lie fast enough.

I can’t breathe.

She taps something on her tablet.

“You’ve purchased only three formula tins in sixty days. A six-month-old requires four per week. That puts you at a deficit of nineteen. We’ve confirmed no clinic pickups. No supplemental credit requests. So the question is simple, Ms. Morrison.” Her smile vanishes. “What are you feeding your baby?”

The words stick in my throat.

“You do understand that feeding a child under two years old anything outside of government-sanctioned formula is not just noncompliance,” she says, voice sharpening like a scalpel. “It’s abuse. Criminal abuse.”

My mouth opens, then closes again like a fish.

“Do you have something to say for yourself?”

I don’t. There’s nothing I can say that will change how this ends.

Now, the other officer shifts his weight, causing the porch to let out a loud, horrendous squeak. That’s all it takes for my baby to wake, and Sofia’s wail to fill the air. I flinch at Sofia’s cry, twisting toward the sound, but I barely make it a step.

A hand like iron seizes my upper arm, yanking me back so hard my shoulder wrenches. Another hand catches the back of my shift dress, pulling the fabric tight across my chest. It rides up my thighs as I struggle, feet skidding on the warped floorboards. I try to twist, to kick, but I can’t even get my balance.

“Let me go!” I scream.

The officer doesn’t speak. He pulls my arms behind me with brutal force, pressing his knee into the back of my leg to drop me hard to my knees. The floor smacks my kneecaps with a sickening crack. My breath punches out of me as pain radiates up my legs.

Cold steel cuffs snap tight around my wrists. Too tight. The metal pinches skin. I cry out, and he jerks me upright like I weigh nothing as he forces me back to my feet.

My shift dress has bunched around my hips, and I feel the cold air lick at my thighs. Humiliation burns hotter than the bruises forming under my skin.

“Get her inside,” the woman in gray says, already stepping through the threshold.

A second set of hands descends, and then they drag me across the porch and through the front door.

I’m thrown down onto the couch. My knees hit first, then my side, and I struggle to sit upright with no use of my arms. One officer stations himself behind me like a shadow, close enough I can feel his breath; the other starts rifling through cabinets, knocking things to the floor like nothing matters and trampling my one clean dish towel.

Sofia is still screaming.

The woman takes her time, strolling into the bedroom, heels clicking across the floor like a metronome of doom.

“Don’t touch her,” I gasp. “Please.”

I hear the creak of the crib. The rustle of movement. The sharp cry.

“Oh, sweetheart,” the woman says, voice dripping with venom so sweet that the prey would walk right into the trap. “What has mommy done to you?”

My throat closes up.

“She’s been forcing you to drink that awful breast milk, hasn’t she?” Her voice rises just enough to carry. “Poor thing. It’s a miracle you’re still alive.”

Sofia shrieks, inconsolable. The sound rattles my bones.

I try to get up. The officer behind me plants his hand on my shoulder and shoves me back down like I’m nothing. “Sit.”

I fight anyway, writhing under his grip, the cuffs biting into my wrists. “You don’t understand!”

“She’s not using the formula,” the other officer calls from the kitchen. “Found one tin, expired. Everything else is empty.”

“She’s nursing,” the woman confirms. “Textbook abuse.”

She’s holding Sofia in her arms, cradling her like she has the right. Sofia’s face is red and blotchy, mouth open in a scream. Her fists clench and flail in protest.

The woman only rocks her gently, swaying on her heels. “There, there. It’s alright now. You’re safe.”

My child. My child.

I thrash, trying to launch myself off the couch, but the officer slams me back again, this time gripping the base of my neck. I gasp as pain flares down my spine.

“Give her to me,” I plead, barely able to breathe.

The woman ignores me.

She lifts Sofia slightly and whispers something in her ear, soft enough I can’t hear it.

Then she glances back at me with a clinical, cruel smile.

“Ella Morrison,” the woman says, still holding my baby in her arms, “you are under arrest for criminal abuse of a dependent minor and failure to comply with the Child Welfare Act. You will be transported for immediate intake and evaluation. Your child is now under the protective custody of the Department of Child Welfare.”

“No, no, please,” I sob, the words falling out of me in ragged gasps. “Please don’t take her. I’m her mother. She needs me; she won’t sleep without me! She won’t, please!”

The officers pull me up off the couch like I’m a sack of flour, and I stumble as my bare feet hit the floor. The thin fabric of my shift dress clings to my skin with sweat and desperation, twisted up over my thighs from the struggle. I don’t care. I can’t think about anything except the baby crying in that woman’s arms.

“I’ll comply! I’ll do anything! I’ll buy the formula! I’ll report daily! please, don’t take her-”

The officer behind me grunts with irritation. “Enough.”

I keep going anyway. I can’t stop. My voice rises, hoarse and broken. “Sofia! Baby, I’m right here, I’m right here!”

Then the other officer steps forward and pulls something from his belt pouch.

My breath hitches as I see what it is.

“No, no, don’t, please, don’t-”

I thrash, turning away, trying to duck, twisting my wrists until they burn. The metal cuffs bite deeper into my skin.

“Hold her,” the officer snaps.

Rough hands seize my jaw, prying it open. I clamp my teeth shut, fighting like a trapped animal. The gag presses against my lips, and I jerk back with every ounce of strength I have left.

Then they pinch my nose shut.

My lungs clench. I hold my breath as long as I can. My eyes well up with tears. Spots flicker at the edges of my vision.

Finally, I break.

I gasp, and they shove the thick, rubber gag in, fast and deep, pushing until my jaw stretches with pain. The strap cinches behind my head with a click. The pressure is brutal.

I try to scream, but all that comes out is a ragged, muffled sob.

“Let’s move,” one of them says, disgusted. “We’re done here.”

They shove me toward the door. I try to dig in my heels, but I slip again. One officer grabs me by the elbow; the other by the back of the dress. My legs flail beneath me as they half-lift, half-drag me outside.

The chilly night air slaps my skin. My knees scrape against the porch edge as they haul me down the steps.

The black truck waits at the end of the drive, hulking and silent like a predator. One of the rear doors yawns open.

My thoughts scream, even if my mouth can’t.

I twist again. They don’t like that.

One of them slams me up against the side of the vehicle hard enough to rattle my teeth. My cheek hits the metal. My breath bursts out of me.

Then they turn me, just slightly, so I can see.

Across the yard, the woman from the Department of Child Welfare is calmly walking toward a sleek black car. Sofia is still crying in her arms, little hands reaching up toward a face she doesn’t recognize.

The woman opens the car door and eases her inside, buckling her into a smooth, sterile white car seat.

I slam my shoulder into the officer holding me. He doesn’t budge. I scream through the gag, spit pooling around the synthetic straps as tears stream down my face.

The woman doesn’t even glance in my direction.

She climbs in, smooth as anything, and the door shuts behind her with a gentle click.

The engine hums. The car pulls away.

And I’m still pressed against the truck, trembling, sobbing, gagged and powerless as they take my baby and disappear into the night.

The last thing I hear is the sharp slam of the transport door behind me.

Then everything goes dark.


Chapter 2


I don’t know how long the ride is.

Time warps when you’re gagged and shackled and your baby’s gone.

Eventually, we stop. The engine cuts. The back doors groan open.

I’m yanked into the light.

Flood lamps blind me. A concrete yard. High walls. Razor wire. A flickering sign over steel doors:

COUNTY DETENTION CENTER–INTAKE & PROCESSING

The guards don’t unshackle my wrists or remove my gag. They just drag me forward, a hand at the back of my neck like I’m a stray animal. The concrete is rough beneath my bare feet. I stumble once. Someone laughs behind me.

Inside, the air changes. It’s colder. Fluorescent. Bleached and metallic.

Everything echoes.

No one says my name. No one says a word.

They steer me down a long corridor, past desks, past officers who stop and stare. Some with curiosity. Others with open disgust.

One leers. “What’s this one in for?”

“Abuse,” one of my handlers grunts.

Another whistle. “What kind?”

“Malnutrition by forced breastfeeding,” the other answers.

I’m met with disgusted stares.

My face burns.

The woman and my child are gone. It’s just me and the uniforms now. No one looks at me like a mother who was just trying to feed her child. Just a criminal.

We stop at a steel door with yellow stripes. A scanner. A camera. A keypad. One of the guards punches in a code.

The door opens with a hydraulic hiss.

It’s a white room. Cold tile. Stainless steel bench bolted to the floor. A drain in the center. Cameras in every corner. No mirror. No privacy.

They push me inside and remove my handcuffs. I barely have a moment to rub my wrists before the order comes.

“Strip.”

The word hits like a slap.

I freeze, staring at them, but I can’t speak with the gag in my mouth.

“You heard him,” the other says, already pulling on gloves. “You want it done the easy way, or the hard way?”

I glance down at my shift dress. Torn from the porch, streaked with dirt and spit. I’ve got no bra. Just skin and shame and the frayed edges of what used to be dignity.

I hesitate too long.

“Get the scissors,” one says.

I jerk my head quickly and pull the dress off before they can. It clings to me, soaked through at the armpits and chest. I fold it, shaking, and place it on the bench. I clutch at my chest, trying to cover myself.

“Underwear too,” the command is harsh.

I flinch, fighting tears. Still, I hook my fingers under the paper-thin fabric. They slide off easily. I fold them, shaking, and place them with the dress on the bench.

The gloves snap.

“Face the wall.”

I turn to do as he says, trembling like a leaf. One hand clamps down at the back of my neck. The other grabs my waist. They’re not trying to be gentle. The first guard forces my head sideways, pressing my cheek to the cinderblock, flattening his palm over my skull, fingers splayed, daring me to move. The other gets to work.

He traces down my spine, vertebra by vertebra, then along my ribs. His fingers dig into the soft part beneath them, the place where I carried Sofia. He doesn’t skip my breasts. He just grabs them, quick and firm, like he’s checking for something. My ducts ache. Then he moves to my hips, pressing hard enough to bruise and causing me to whimper, letting drool drip down my chin.

The other guard breathes through his nose. Steady. Unbothered. Like he’s done this a thousand times.

“Spread ’em,” the first one says.

What could they possibly think I have? It’s not like I had time to grab anything.

I inch my feet further apart, toes splayed for balance. I clench my fists, digging my nails into my palms.

A hand presses to the small of my back, forcing me flush against the wall.

And then it starts again.

He begins at my knees this time. Works his way up. Slow. Searching. When he reaches my thighs, he lingers. Kneads the flesh. Looking for something that he knows isn’t there.

Then he finds the seam of me. Two fingers sinking inside.

I jerk. Just a little. A flinch.

Wrong move.

The other guard tightens his grip at my neck, fingers digging in.

“Almost done,” the first one says, like that’s supposed to help. “Arms up.”

I raise my hands. Wrists limp. I press my forearms to the cold, glossy cinderblock. He runs his hands down my back. Checks my underarms. Then he takes my waist and gently pulls me back from the wall. I stagger. He holds me steady.

And then I realize I’m shaking.

My legs feel like water. My thighs tremble. My knees want to give out. I brace for whatever comes next. Another order. Another inspection. Another moment I won’t forget.

But nothing comes.

He steps back. I feel his eyes on me. Watching. Circling.

I keep mine on the wall as I wait for the next order.

“Turn around.”

I do. He leans forward and undoes the buckles on my gag, letting me sputter and try to catch my breath. He gives me barely ten seconds to recover before the next order comes.

“Squat. Cough.”

I obey, tears streaming down my face.

“Again.”

A pause.

“She’s leaking,” one says, laughing. “Jesus. She leaked. Look at that.”

Humiliation floods me like heat. I wrap my arms over my chest, tears welling all over again as I feel my breasts leak.

They don’t care.

A camera flashes overhead.

Click. Click. Click.

Now my humiliation is immortalized. The other guard holds up a clear bag with an orange jumpsuit and a rolled pair of socks. Nothing else.

No bra. No shoes. Nothing that might give comfort.

They toss it on the bench like garbage.

“Get dressed.”

I don’t move fast enough, and it gets me a slap on the ass.

“Now.”

I bolt, reaching for the bag.

The jumpsuit smells faintly of bleach and something older. Sweat, maybe. It’s stiff in the arms and tight across the chest. I struggle to zip it over the wet patch on my front. I pray they don’t notice, but I know they do.

The moment I zip up, they’re back on me. No time to breathe. No space to think.

Cold metal bites into my wrists—shackles again. Tight. Deliberate. One of them gives a firm yank to test them. Satisfied, he grabs the chain between, pinning me tight so his partner can force my jaw open to put the gag back in. I don’t even have a chance to swallow before the rubber is between my lips. The moment it’s fastened, he shoves me toward the door.

Back into the corridor.

It feels longer this time. Wider. Harsher. Like the walls have teeth.

Every officer we pass seems to have something to say.

“Guess we know why she’s in.”

“Could’ve pumped and dumped like a normal degenerate.”

“Disgusting.”

“She’s leaking again.”

They’re not wrong. I can feel it. The tight fabric of the jumpsuit grows wetter against my chest. I can’t stop it. I can’t hide it. Every step makes it worse.

My milk betrays me, proof of what I did.

One of the guards laughs low in his throat, eyes tracking the spreading stain like its entertainment. “Bet that cell’s gonna smell like a dairy.”

Another snorts. “She’ll get used to it.”

They all laugh at that. Like it’s a joke. Like I’m not here. Like I’m less than human.

I keep my eyes on the floor. Keep walking. One foot in front of the other. I don’t ask where we’re going. I already know. I can feel the milk soaking through the front of the jumpsuit. My chest aches. One breast heavier than the other. Hot and tight and throbbing.

They stop at a station manned by a tired-looking officer behind glass. He doesn’t even look up.

“Tier 2 abuse suspect,” my handler says. “Where do you want her?”

The man looks up, startled by the severity of my crime. His gaze narrows on me, and a sadistic smile spreads on his face as he takes in the sight of me leaking through my jumpsuit.

“Holding Cell 37. Isolation. Leave her cuffed and gagged,” he says. The look he gives me sends shivers down my spine. “She’ll explode in there; let her sit in it.”

My handlers seem to delight in their new orders as they force me through the next set of doors.

We reach another checkpoint. A final hallway. Steel doors line both sides. Each one numbered in red, no windows, just food tray slots and bolts the size of my fist.

A keycard swipe. A heavy clunk as the bolt retracts. The door opens.

The cell smells of sweat and bleach and mildew. A slab of metal posing as a bed juts from one wall, bolted down. A toilet squats in the corner. The lights hum. There’s no sink. No mirror. No privacy.

They shove me in.

The one with darker hair leans in the doorway. “Try not to squirt all over the mattress, sweetheart. We just wiped it down.”

The door slams shut.

The lock clicks.

I’m alone.

The sound of my own breath is ragged in the stillness. I press myself into the corner, back to the cold wall, and hug my chest. My arms come away damp. My milk seeps through the jumpsuit, spreading warmth and shame down my ribs.

There’s nowhere to hide.

I sit on the edge of the cot, then slide down to crouch on the floor. I let the tears come, thinking of how badly all I want is to hold my baby. How frightened she must be. How confused.

Tomorrow, they’ll sentence me.

But tonight, I’ll sit in my crime, leaking proof of it by the minute.


Chapter 3


The lights never turn off. Not once. Not even to pretend I deserve sleep.

I curl on the cot, face pressed to the wall, the sour taste of dried spit and blood clinging to the gag strapped over my mouth. My arms ache behind me, still shackled from the night before. I lost feeling in my fingers hours ago. Now they just throb in slow, useless pulses.

My jumpsuit is stiff. The milk soaked through hours ago and dried into a tacky, humiliating crust against my chest. I can feel it with every shift of fabric dragging over my skin like sandpaper. My breasts are hard and aching, so full they pulse in rhythm with my heartbeat. The pain is constant, alive.

Footsteps.

I jerk upright too fast and nearly fall off the cot. My knees hit the floor as the door unlocks with a metal click, then swings open with a groan.

Two guards. One with a clipboard. One with a baton. Neither looks at me like I’m a person.

“Tier 2, confirmed,” clipboard mutters. “Isolation gag still secure?”

The one with the baton walks over and grips my jaw, fingers digging into my cheeks. I try to turn away, but there’s nowhere to go. He lifts my chin and inspects the gag like he’s checking horse tack.

“Secure,” he says, then slaps the side of my face lightly, mockingly. “Cute, though. You want a photo for the record?”

Clipboard doesn’t answer. He just drops a crate onto the cot with a heavy thud. My eyes go wide as I stare at the strange series of plastic and tubes.

“She’s already leaking through the suit,” baton says, nudging my chest with the tip of his boot like I’m roadkill. “Want me to hook her up?”

My cheeks burn. The gag tastes like rubber and old breath. Horror washes over me as I realize what I’m looking at.

A breast pump. Funny how those are outlawed too, but they can use it.

Clipboard nods. “Hands stay cuffed. Five minutes. No talking. If she struggles, cut her time short and dock her relief credits.”

The gag tightens as I flinch.

They don’t remove my shackles. Instead, they haul me to my knees and twist me sideways against the cot. I grunt behind the gag, pain blooming in my shoulders. A whimper slips out despite my best efforts.

Gloved hands pull down the zipper of the jumpsuit, baring my chest to the cold air. I want to hide, to cover myself, but my hands are still pinned behind my back. My chest is swollen, veined, aching. Milk seeps out on its own. I feel it drip down my ribs.

The pump cups are suctioned onto me roughly, too hard, too fast. I cry out behind the gag, a wet, muffled sob, but it doesn’t slow them. They don’t even notice. The machine kicks on with a loud whrrr, jerking against my skin. Milk sprays down the tubing.

I close my eyes. Focus on breathing through my nose. I try to think of Sofia. Her weight against my shoulder. The way she smells when she sleeps. But the pump groans with every cycle, and all I can feel is my body betraying me for a pair of plastic bags and a stopwatch.

“Look at her cry. You’d think these dumb bitches would learn.”

The other one chuckles. “Some of them think they know better than the Department. Every time. Like it’s their body or something.”

I gag a little, not from the device in my mouth, but from the words.

They don’t notice.

“Time’s up,” Clipboard says.

The pump shuts off, and the cups are yanked away with no care. Milk spills down my chest and stomach, clinging to the fabric of the jumpsuit where it falls open. They don’t wipe me off. They don’t zip me up. One of them just gives me a hard shove between the shoulder blades.

“On your feet.”

I stagger, knees wobbling, head swimming with nausea and cold. They pull the zipper up halfway, just enough for protocol, and tighten the cuffs on my wrists.

I’m marched down the hallway, gag still in place, arms bound behind me, front soaked with my own milk.

Sentencing awaits.
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They don’t rush. Baton grips my elbow like I might bolt, even gagged and shackled. Clipboard walks behind me, close enough that I can feel his breath on my neck every so often, like he’s enjoying the view. My half-zipped jumpsuit sags against my chest, and the wet patches are growing again, warm and humiliating.

We leave the intake block and re-enter the main corridor.

Everything echoes. Boots, doors slamming, laughter.

Guards lean in doorways and sip their coffee. A few do double takes when they see me. Others already know. Word’s gotten around. The Tier 2. The one who fed her baby from her own body.

“She’s leaking again,” one snickers.

“Should’ve clamped her.”

I flinch under their stares. One guard barks a fake baby cry as I pass, high-pitched and mocking.

My face burns. My fists clench behind me, shackled so tight I can’t cover myself. Can’t speak. Can’t run.

They push me through a side door, and the air changes. Cooler. Fresher.

Outside.

They lead me outside.

The air is damp and sharp. I blink in the gray morning light, disoriented. We’re in a gated walkway that connects the detention center to the courthouse. Overhead: razor wire. On both sides: fencing. Just outside that, people.

Ordinary people.

Not rich—if they were rich, they wouldn’t be standing out here in coats too thin for the weather. Some look like workers on their way to shifts. Others like they came just to watch. A few grip children’s hands.

No one knows who I am. No one has to.

They see the gag, the shackles, the stains spreading across my chest. They see the hollow look in my eyes. That’s enough.

They don’t yell accusations. They don’t know what I did.

They just smirk. Laugh. Point.

“Guess she forgot how to use a bottle.”

“Disgusting.”

Another woman whispers to her husband. He just grunts and stares, like I’m meat hanging in a window.

My cheeks burn. My breasts ache, and I want to cry.

The guards don’t stop. They don’t speak. They just walk me straight across the courtyard, through the open doors of the courthouse.

The marble floor inside the courthouse is spotless. Too clean for the filth they just dragged in. The hallway smells like polish and old paper, like something sacred once happened here. Now it’s just a corridor for the condemned.

The guards don’t stop. They march me past closed doors and through heavy double doors, where a court clerk glances up from behind a desk and nods toward the wall.

“Tier Two?” he asks, and waits for my guard to nod. “Put her in the coffin.”

Coffin?

The guards don’t explain. They shove me forward again. I stumble, nearly fall, but one grabs my upper arm and yanks me toward the row of holding cages near the back of the courtroom. It’s just a wall of steel boxes—no benches, no padding. One door swings open with a screech, revealing a narrow vertical slot barely wider than my shoulders. My stomach twists.

It’s exactly what the clerk said.

A coffin.

No room to sit. No room to lean. Just enough space to stand, arms shackled behind my back, the gag still strapped to my jaw. My head just misses the top. The walls press in on both sides.

They shove me in.

The metal is cold against my back. My knees lock. There’s nowhere to go.

“Nice and tight,” one of the guards says, peering in like I’m a side of meat in cold storage. “Bet she won’t leak so much standing up.”

The other laughs and slams the cage door shut with a crash. There’s a click, then silence. No window. Just slivers in the door for air.

Darkness presses in.

From somewhere down the hall, a judge’s voice echoes through the courtroom, sharp and impersonal, calling names I don’t recognize. Cases being heard. Futures being crushed.

I can’t see the courtroom. All I can hear are the faint murmurs of voices through thick walls, and the way my own breath shudders through my nose.

My chest pulses. Wetness spreads again across the front of my jumpsuit. My breasts are too full. I can feel them leaking, soaking the stiff fabric again. There’s no way to stop it. No way to move. No way to breathe without tasting the gag.

A voice somewhere laughs.

“She still in there? Shit. Don’t let her rot. The judge hates it when they cry in the cage.”

I close my eyes. I don’t want to know how close the walls are. I don’t want to feel the milk drip down my stomach. I don’t want to exist.

I think of Sofia. Her tiny fingers curling around mine. Her soft sighs when she sleeps. The way she used to root against me, hungry, innocent, loved.

And now I wait for a sentence that was decided the moment they saw the stains on my chest.


Chapter 4


The metal door screeches open, flooding the coffin with harsh fluorescent light. I blink, disoriented, my legs trembling from standing in the same position for what feels like hours.

“Case has been called,” clipboard says, his smirk wide and cruel. “Time for your big moment.”

They haul me out of the cage, my knees buckling as blood rushes back into my legs. The courtroom is a blur of wood paneling and harsh lights. My wet jumpsuit clings to my chest, the stains darker now, impossible to hide.

But then I see them.

At the prosecutor’s table sits a man in an expensive charcoal suit, his hair perfectly styled, a briefcase worth more than my cottage gleaming beside him. He doesn’t look up from his papers when I’m dragged in. Why would he? I’m just another case to him.

But beside him-

My breath catches in my throat.

The woman from the Department of Child Welfare sits primly in her chair, and cradled in her arms is Sofia. My Sofia. She’s wearing a clean white onesie I’ve never seen before, her dark hair brushed and neat. She looks so small against the woman’s gray jacket.

“Sofia,” I gasp through the gag, the word coming out as a muffled cry.

My baby turns toward the sound of my voice, her eyes wide and searching. She doesn’t understand where she is or why I’m not holding her. But she knows me. Even from across the room, she knows me.

Without thinking, I lunge forward.

The shackles bite into my wrists as I throw myself toward the prosecutor’s table, desperate to reach her. “My baby-”

The taser hits me before I take three steps.

Lightning courses through my body. Every muscle seizes at once. My legs give out, and I crash to the floor, convulsing, a scream trapped behind the gag. The pain is everything—white-hot and consuming, erasing thought, erasing hope, erasing everything except the fire racing through my veins.

I can’t breathe. Can’t think. Can’t move.

My bladder releases. Warm urine spreads across the floor beneath me, soaking through the jumpsuit, adding another layer of humiliation to the agony.

The guards’ laughter cuts through the ringing in my ears.

“Look at that! She pissed herself!”

“Stupid bitch thought she could just run over there and grab the kid.”

One of them leans down close to my face as I twitch on the floor, still shaking from the shock. “You better learn your lesson, sweetheart, or you’ll get it again. And next time we’ll leave the juice on longer.”

Through my tears, I can see Sofia in the woman’s arms, crying now, her little fists waving in the air. The sound of her distress cuts deeper than the taser ever could.

But I can’t reach her.

I can’t even stand.

Tears blur my vision. My face is hot and wet.

I try to crawl, but they don’t give me the chance.

They drag me by the arms, up the center aisle, like a sack of trash.

The courtroom watches in dead silence.

A judge peers over his glasses at me, unimpressed. A court recorder stares without blinking. Someone in the back coughs, and the sound echoes as loud as a gunshot.

They shove me toward the stand, the wooden frame looming like a cage within the courtroom. The chair waiting there is cold metal, stark and unyielding, a cruel contrast to the warm wooden paneling around it.

One guard yanks the handcuffs loose from my wrists, but it’s no relief, just the prelude to something worse.

They clamp new shackles onto my wrists, locking them to the arms of the chair. The cold metal bites into my skin, pinning me firmly in place.

My legs are next. I barely have time to brace before heavy chains wrap around my ankles, locking me to the chair’s legs. I try to shift, but there’s no give. No escape.

Then one of them snaps a thick collar around my neck, tightening it until I choke on the pressure. I bite back a gasp, the raw skin already chafing beneath the cold steel.

The guards step back, satisfied. I’m a prisoner in every sense.

And then—finally—they reach for the gag.

Their fingers pull at the straps, the rubber loosening from around my mouth.

I gasp, the air flooding my lungs in a desperate, ragged rush.

I cough. My throat burns.

Silence swells around me, heavier than the chains.

I blink, blinking away tears I didn’t know I had left.

The judge sits behind a raised bench, an imposing figure framed by dark wood and cold stone. He’s older—lines etching deep into his face like carved granite, eyes sharp and unforgiving beneath heavy brows. His white hair is thinning, slicked back with practiced precision, but there’s no softness in his gaze. Only steel.

He looks like a man who’s made up his mind long before this courtroom filled.

His lips press into a thin, hard line as he fixes me with a stare that makes my skin crawl.

“Ms. Morrison,” he says, voice cold and clipped, every word weighted with finality, “you will speak only when spoken to. Any outburst or disobedience will be met with immediate consequences.”

He gestures toward one of the handlers standing nearby—a hulking man with a baton tucked at his side and eyes that glint with cruel anticipation.

“That handler will remain by your side. Should you attempt to speak out of turn, he is authorized to use the shock device again. Understood?”

I nod, swallowing hard, the raw scrape in my throat making the gesture sting.

The handler steps closer, looming over me. His fingers twitch near a device clipped to his belt, and he gives me a grin that tells me he would be all too happy to use it.

I swallow my words, my anger, my fear.

The prosecutor stands smooth and confident, his voice filling the courtroom with practiced precision.

“There is no question of Ms. Morrison’s guilt,” he begins, eyes never leaving me. “She violated the Nutritional Compliance Act by deliberately feeding her child outside of government-approved formula.”

He gestures to the woman from the Department of Child Welfare, who holds Sofia like a trophy. The baby is quiet now, but the weight of her absence in my arms crushes me.

The man pulls out a folder, flipping it open with practiced ease. “First, the lack of government-approved formula in her home. Our investigators conducted a thorough search and found only a few tins—far below the legally mandated amount for a child of six months.”

He gestures toward a series of charts displayed on the screen behind him: transactions tracked, purchases logged. Horror washes through me again. They had been following me since the day Sofia was born. “We monitored her buying patterns. Only three tins in sixty days. A six-month-old requires at least four per week to meet minimum nutritional standards.”

He clicks to another slide. “Furthermore, Ms. Morrison never applied for any supplemental credit or aid programs designed to help struggling parents afford formula. Instead, she chose to feed her child through criminal, noncompliant means.”

His eyes flicker to me, cold and accusing. “But the most damning evidence,” he says, voice dropping an octave, “is right here.”

He steps closer, nodding toward me.

“Milk is leaking from the suspect’s breasts at this very moment. A clear, physical indicator that Ms. Morrison has been feeding her child in direct violation of the Nutritional Compliance Act. This is not speculation. It is a fact we can see with our own eyes.”

Heat rises in my cheeks, shame and defiance battling inside me. My throat tightens. I want to scream, to explain, to plead.

“I had-”

The shock hits before I can finish.

Electric fire explodes through my body, seizing every muscle at once. My arms and legs jerk uncontrollably in their chains. My head snaps against the collar, vision swimming with blinding spots. My breath comes in ragged gasps, and tears flood my eyes, blurring the sterile courtroom into a haze.

I’m utterly exposed—helpless and trembling—while every eye in the room fixes on me.

The prosecutor’s smug smile never falters. The woman from the Department of Child Welfare watches with cold satisfaction, cradling Sofia tightly as if daring me to make a move.

The guards stand rigid, impassive, ready to enforce the silence.

The room stays still. No one blinks.

I want to curl in on myself, to disappear beneath the weight of their gazes. The shame burns hotter than the shock’s sting. My milk leaks down the front of my jumpsuit and drips to the floor, a physical proof of my crime on display for all to see.

Minutes stretch, unbearable and endless.

Finally, the judge’s voice cuts through the silence, sharp and commanding.

“I hope you’ve learned your lesson, Ms. Morrison.”

He nods to the prosecutor without a hint of sympathy. “Proceed.”

The prosecutor straightens, his tone sharpening with purpose.

“Thanks to the swift and decisive actions of Vanessa Van de Kamp,” he says, nodding toward the woman holding Sofia, “a dedicated agent of the local Department of Child Welfare, the child was rescued before any permanent harm could occur.”

He lets the words hang in the air, making sure everyone understands the gravity involved.

“The baby is now in stable condition and expected to recover fully.”

His eyes flicker back to me, cold and unforgiving. “However, the defendant’s reckless and illegal behavior endangered her child’s health and well-being. Such actions cannot be tolerated.”

I sit, breath still shaky, the sting from the shock fading but humiliation burning ever brighter.

“Her guilt is not in question, Your Honor,” the prosecutor says smoothly, eyes locked on me like I’m already dead. “Only how steep her sentencing will be.”

The judge leans back in his chair, steepling his fingers, his sharp eyes boring into me like a blade. His face is old, leathery, and carved from judgment itself. The kind of man who’s handed out more sentences than he’s smiled. There’s no sympathy in his gaze, just patience, as though he’s merely waiting for the inevitable.

“What punishment do you seek, Counselor?”

The prosecutor straightens, voice low but deliberate. “Standard sentencing for Tier 2 abuse includes sterilization, a term of no less than five years’ imprisonment, and, eventually, the right to petition for custody upon release.”

He pauses, and I feel the silence squeeze the air from the room.

“But,” he says, voice softening into something cold and insidious, “Mrs. Morrison comes from a very poor village, Your Honor. A place ravaged by scarcity. Where protein is rationed, and children go hungry more nights than not.”

There’s a faint gleam in his eyes now. He’s not improvising. He’s planned this.

“Perhaps she could be put to better use there.”

My stomach drops.

The prosecutor lets the silence stretch, then delivers it like a verdict of its own.

“Assigned as the town cow.”

Gasps flutter across the courtroom. But no one interrupts. They’re all still listening. Still imagining.

I don’t move. I can’t. The words knock the breath from my lungs, and I sit there frozen, shackled and trembling, as the prosecutor continues with chilling precision.

“She will, of course, still be sterilized, her right to bear children permanently revoked as per standard sentence.”

The judge nods slowly, eyes never leaving me. He’s intrigued by what is being said.

The prosecutor obliges.

“A stockade will be constructed in the village square for milking. The apparatus will ensure full access and restraint, designed to prevent resistance and maintain efficiency. She will remain there during the day.”

My cheeks burn with humiliation. The room is watching me, imagining me like that—restrained, bent forward, leaking. I want to disappear, but there’s nowhere to hide.

“She will reside in a modified barn at night, retrofitted for long-term confinement. She will be, for all legal and functional purposes, livestock. To that end, she will remain gagged and movement will be restricted to crawling.”

My mouth opens, but no words come. Just breath. Just shock.

He presses on.

“Her milk is unsuitable for infants. That much is true. But it can be safely processed for consumption by older children and adults. In a starving village, even that holds value.”

His voice shifts slightly, lighter now, as if this next part is a favor.

“And should she cooperate, without incident, without protest, for the full duration of her assigned term, the state proposes a conditional reward.”

He turns back to the judge, smile fading into something grim and victorious.

“After eighteen months of service, custody of her child will be automatically restored. Until that time, Sofia will remain a ward of the state and receive proper formula. At age two, if Mrs. Morrison has fulfilled her duties, she may resume her maternal role.”

It hits like a blade to the gut. I don’t even know if I’m crying. My vision blurs from something, shame, rage, despair. I feel the chains on my wrists and ankles, the cold bench beneath me, the heat of every pair of eyes in the room burning into my skin.

The judge finally speaks.

“And the villagers? They’ll accept this... arrangement?”

The prosecutor’s answer is instant.

“They’re starving, Your Honor. They’ll accept whatever gives them relief. Her crime is not a light one, but we need to help these people. This might be the thing to do it.”

I can’t look at him. I can’t look at anyone.

The silence stretches until the judge gives a single, decisive nod.

“Very well. I will consider the proposal.”

He rises, disappearing into his chambers. The heavy door thuds shut like the final nail in a coffin.

I’m left shackled at the center of the courtroom, spotlighted under buzzing fluorescents. My hands twitch in my lap. My legs won’t stop trembling.

I should scream. I should fall to my knees and wail. I should beg for the easy way out—prison, sterilization, forget the rest.

But I just sit there.

Frozen.

And somehow, that makes it worse.

I feel him before I hear the handler. The slow drag of his boots against the polished floor, the thick heat of his presence pressing in beside me.

“Well, well,” he murmurs. “Aren’t you full of surprises.”

I don’t look at him.

“You’re not crying,” he says, amused. “Not begging to be thrown in a cell. That’s what most criminals would be doing right now. But not you.”

He crouches down to my level. I feel his eyes on my face, cataloging every flinch.

“You’re not upset at all, are you?” he asks, voice slick and low. “You’re excited.”

My throat locks up.

He leans in just enough for me to catch the sterile tang of antiseptic mixed with sweat. “I mean, look at you.” His voice drops. “Leaking through your shirt. Sitting there like a good girl. What’s the matter, huh? Just waiting for someone to come hook you up? Did it feel that good this morning?”

I flinch.

The shame comes in waves. My body, betraying me again. But it’s not like that. It’s stress. It’s fear. It’s my only chance.

Sofia.

This is the surest path back to her.

I can’t cry. I can’t scream. I just have to survive this.

He clicks his tongue, disappointed. “Don’t pretend you’re not into it. You like the idea, don’t you? Collared. Gagged. Paraded through the village like a prize sow. Milked like livestock. Put to work.”

He grins, eyes flicking to my chest. “Bet you’ll get off on it.”

I shake my head, slow, numb. But he laughs anyway.

“You think this is about punishment?” His voice sharpens. “No. This is what you really are. Your body knows. All that leaking, all that crawling you’ll be doing—it’s just instinct. Prison wouldn’t fix you.”

He leans closer, whispering just for me. “A real woman—she’d be sobbing right now. She’d beg for the knife. But you? You’d rather get down on all fours and let them milk you like an animal. Like a thing.”

Tears threaten, burning hot. But I hold them in.

I can endure this.

For her.

“They’re gonna call you a lot of things out there,” he adds. “Cow. Slut. Pig. But you won’t care, will you? Not as long as you’re full. Not as long as they’re watching.”

He tugs my chains, a soft metallic rattle, a reminder of what’s to come. Who I’ll belong to. What I’ll become.

He straightens, steps back.

“Enjoy the quiet while it lasts. Once the sentence is official?” His smile is cold. “You won’t be left alone again.”

He walks away.

And I sit there.

Trembling. Leaking. Humming with fear.

But I won’t beg.

I won’t break.

Because this isn’t for me.

It’s for Sofia.


Chapter 5


The door opens with a soft groan.

Everyone stands as the judge re-enters, robes heavy as he walks with the slow gravity of finality. He doesn’t look at me right away—he shuffles his papers first, settles into his seat. Then, his gaze drops to where I kneel in chains beneath the court’s harsh fluorescents.

“Be seated.”

The words hang in the air before the quiet rustle of movement resumes behind me.

He clears his throat.

“In reviewing the facts of the case and considering the prosecution’s recommendation, I find myself in agreement with the court that Mrs. Ella Morison is guilty of felony unauthorized lactation, child endangerment, and resource theft.”

I feel my heartbeat thudding in my ears.

“Her crimes are severe. This is not a matter of technical oversight or poverty alone, but a willful violation of one of our society’s most critical laws. She knowingly fed an unregulated substance to an infant, putting the child’s life in jeopardy.”

His eyes sweep over me. Clinical. Detached.

“The prosecution’s recommendation is... unorthodox,” he says carefully, folding his hands on the bench. “But in light of both the defendant’s offense and her community’s desperate needs, the court is willing to entertain it.”

He pauses, as if weighing the weight of his own words.

“You are hereby offered a choice between two sentences.”

A murmur ripples through the room, quickly silenced by a glance from the bailiff.

The judge continues.

“Option one: Sterilization and incarceration in a state correctional facility for fifteen years. During that time, your daughter will remain a ward of the state. You will not be permitted contact until your sentence concludes.”

My stomach sinks.

He shifts slightly.

“Option two: You will submit to the terms proposed. After sterilization, you will be classified as livestock and reassigned to your home village. For a period of eighteen months, you will be kept on all fours, fitted with restraints, and subjected to public use. You will provide sustenance for the community in restitution for your crime. If you complete the sentence without incident, you will be granted custody of your daughter upon the end of your term.”

My mouth goes dry. Every eye in the room is on me.

“Now, I want you to understand. This is not a kindness. You will be kept under lock and key, naked and exposed. I am not guaranteeing your safety. As a matter of fact, I will encourage your village to choose harsh handlers that will put that pussy to work as much as your udders. You will be milked. You will be mounted. Often. In fact, I see no reason a sterilized cow would not be mounted as much as possible. Do you understand?”

I take a long breath. He’s going to let them have sex with me. If I agree to this, I’m agreeing to sex, possibly with the entire village.

“Yes, sir.”

“Repeat it back to me. I want to be sure you understand.”

I swallow hard.

“If I choose option two, I am consenting to being milked, restrained, and having sex with anyone who chooses to have sex with me.”

The judge waits. “Good. You’re not as stupid as your actions make you seem. This is your only chance. Choose now.”

My breath catches. My hands are trembling in the cuffs.

Fifteen years. Sofia will be a teenager. A stranger. She’ll grow up without me. Without anyone. Just a ward of the system. Raised by strangers. Forgotten.

Eighteen months.

Eighteen months on all fours. In chains. Paraded and milked like livestock. Humiliated. Having sex with anyone who wants me. Milked and violated.

But I’ll get her back.

I can survive anything for that.

I straighten, even as tears blur my vision.

“I’ll take the second option,” I say, voice cracking but clear. “I’ll… I’ll become a cow. I consent.”

A hush falls over the courtroom like a lid slamming shut.

The judge doesn’t flinch.

“It is the sentence of this court,” the judge continues, “that Mrs. Ella Morison be remanded back to the County Detention Center immediately. There, she will undergo compulsory sterilization in accordance with federal guidelines.”

I grip the chains at my wrists. Keep my breathing steady.

“Following the procedure, she will be transported to her home village, where she will serve an eighteen-month sentence as a Class C Nutritional Resource.”

I want to throw up. There’s a name for it. This isn’t the first time they’ve done this.

The judge’s voice hardens slightly, though it never rises.

“This court is adjourned.”

His gavel cracks down once.

The sound echoes like a gunshot in the silence, sealing my fate. It's a firing squad for Ella, the person. Long live Ella the cow.

And just like that, it’s done.

The guards close in around me.

They can take everything from me.

My body. My dignity. My name.

But not my reason.

Not her.

Sofia.

I will crawl for her.

I will be their cow, their shameful creature.

Because in eighteen months, she will be in my arms again.

And no one will ever take her from me after that.
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The guards don’t wait for me to process what just happened. Before the echo of the gavel fades, rough hands are already hauling me to my feet. My legs shake, whether from fear or relief or the weight of what I’ve just agreed to, I can’t tell. The guards undo my shackles and collar, and then cuff my hands behind my back once more. I don’t even fight as they replace my gag. I’m too busy straining for a last glimpse of my daughter.

“Move,” one grunts, shoving me forward. Behind me, I hear the murmur of voices resuming in the courtroom. Spectators discussing my fate like its entertainment. The prosecutor packs up his files. Life moving on while mine fractures into eighteen months of crawling. It doesn’t take long for the jeers to start as we file out. “There she is!” “Look at her tits—still leaking!” “Gonna milk her like the animal she is!” The guards don’t shield me. If anything, they walk slower, letting the crowd get their fill.

I don’t even realize I’m crying until the tears hit my lips. Salt mixes with shame.

They march me back outside. The walkway has a fence and razor wire on either side, but they do nothing to protect me from the voices that follow us.

“I’ll visit the barn!” someone calls. Laughter erupts behind me.

“Hope they tether her real good. Don’t want her wandering off.”

The guard beside me chuckles under his breath.

My feet drag, but they won’t let me stop. I don’t get to pause. Don’t get to catch my breath. The world decided what I am the second I said the word cow, and now it won’t let me forget.

The double doors of the intake center swing open ahead. Cold air blasts my face. Fluorescent lights hum from within. Sterile. Clinical. Inescapable.

As they pull me over the threshold, the laughter fades behind us. Down corridors I haven’t seen before. Past doors marked with warnings: AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY. MEDICAL QUARANTINE. SURGICAL SUITE.

My stomach clenches. We stop and wait, though I don’t know what we’re waiting for... until two male orderlies come out wearing scrubs. The disgust is clear on their face as they take in the sight of me. One of the handlers chuckles. “Yeah, we had to shock her, and she pissed herself. You’ll want to clean her up first.” They turn me over into their care like passing a torch.

“We’ll put her in the exam chair and then deal with it before the Doctor gets in,” the taller one says, though he’s not talking to me. I don’t matter.

They push me through a heavy steel door marked EXAM ROOM 3. The smell hits me before I see anything—bleach, antiseptic, and something faintly metallic, like old blood.

Inside, the room is bare and clinical. A single gynecological exam chair dominates the center. It’s bolted firmly to the floor. I’ve never seen a chair with black leather restraints and heavy cuffs attached to the stirrups.

The taller orderly yanks at the shackles binding my wrists behind my back, unclasping the cold metal cuffs with a sharp click. The relief is fleeting.

Without pause, he spins me around and shoves me down into the chair, forcing my arms out along the armrests. They yank the leather straps tight around my wrists, securing me in place. Then they force my legs into the stirrups, hoisting my legs up and spreading them wide.

The chains rattle with every tiny tremble.

The taller orderly pulls a pair of scissors from his belt and cuts into the stained, sticky fabric of my jumpsuit. The smell of sour milk, piss, and sweat rises sharply as the torn pieces fall away.

I shiver, feeling exposed, vulnerable, and raw.

Without warning, the shorter one grabs a hose and turns it on. A harsh spray of cold water drenches me, soaking the abrasions, the skin beneath the soiled fabric. The chill bites deep, making me flinch involuntarily.

They pay no mind.

The water sluices down my arms, over my swollen breasts, down my stomach and thighs, flushing away the sticky, humiliating crust and evidence of my shame.

I close my eyes and grit my teeth, swallowing the sting, not just from the cold, but from every moment, every insult, every stripped piece of my dignity.

They finish; the water shuts off, and the room falls into heavy silence, broken only by the drip of water onto the sterile floor.

I sit in the chair, wet and shackled, waiting. Shivering.

The door swings open with a crisp click. Footsteps approach—measured, confident.

The doctor steps inside. He’s older, graying at the temples, dressed in a crisp white coat that contrasts sharply with the cold sterility of the room. His sharp eyes scan me with clinical detachment, as if I’m nothing more than a specimen on the table.

“One sterilization procedure. Tier 2. Oh my.”

He pulls on a pair of latex gloves; the snap echoing in the quiet room.

Without waiting for a response, he steps forward and begins his examination: checking my pulse, inspecting my bruises, and running his fingers lightly over my swollen breasts.

His touch is professional but cold, utterly devoid of sympathy.

“Milk leakage continues,” he mutters, noting the rawness on my skin. “It’s clear you’ve been under significant stress.”

He glances up briefly, eyes sharp beneath thick brows. “Your body is responding as expected. Don’t worry. This will be over quickly.”

One of the orderlies produces a tray of instruments, and I start to shake as he pulls out a long, silver speculum.

My throat closes completely as he sets the speculum on the tray beside me. The metal gleams under the harsh lights, cold and invasive. I try to press my legs together, but the stirrups hold them wide, exposing me completely.

“Please,” I try to whisper through the gag.

The doctor doesn’t acknowledge my plea. He positions himself between my spread legs, picking up the speculum with practiced ease.

“This is a standard pre-surgical examination,” he says, speaking to the orderlies as if I’m not even here. “We need to ensure there are no complications before the sterilization procedure.”

The cold metal touches me, and I jerk against the restraints. The leather bites into my wrists as I struggle, but there’s nowhere to go. The chair holds me fast.

“Hold still,” the doctor commands sharply. “Any movement will only delay the inevitable.”

I squeeze my eyes shut as the metal slides inside me, cold and invasive. The speculum clicks as he adjusts it, spreading me open. I bite down on the gag, tasting rubber and my own fear.

“Cervix looks healthy,” he murmurs to the orderlies, as if I’m not even here. “Good positioning for the procedure.”

He withdraws the instrument with clinical efficiency. I shudder at the loss of pressure, hating how my body responds to even this violation.

“I’d prefer to go with total surgical removal, but they want her shipped out tonight. We’ll have to do this via injection.”

The words hit like physical blows. I know what they mean—I’ll never carry another child. Never feel life growing inside me again. They’re taking that from me forever.

“Hand me the injection, please,” the doctor requests.

For the first time, absolute terror rolls through me as he approaches my displayed body with it, and I start to struggle as I realize he’s going to inject me there.

“Don’t fight it,” he orders. “This is a standard procedure.”

I shriek into the gag as the needle sinks into my lower lips.

The burning pain explodes inside me, liquid fire pulsing through my most sensitive tissues. I scream into the gag as my body arches against the restraints, leather cutting into my wrists and ankles. The doctor doesn’t flinch, doesn’t pause, just continues to push the plunger until the syringe is empty.

“There we go,” he says, withdrawing the needle. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”

I can’t answer. Tears stream down my face as the chemical burns through me, destroying something I’ll never get back. The pain is unlike anything I’ve ever felt: sharp, invasive, final. This isn’t just pain; it’s erasure. It’s taking a piece of me that I’ll never recover.

“The procedure is quick but effective,” the doctor, though I have no idea if he’s talking to me, his voice clinical and detached. “The solution targets the fallopian tubes and uterine lining simultaneously. Sterilization is permanent and immediate.”

I can’t focus on his words. All I know is pain—white-hot and consuming. My vision blurs with tears. I feel wetness streaming down my face, pooling beneath my head on the cold vinyl of the chair. My body convulses against the restraints, the leather cutting into my wrists and ankles.

“Increased muscle tension is normal,” the doctor says flatly, his gaze never leaving me as I convulse against the restraints. “The chemical causes spasms as it takes effect. It will pass.”

My body trembles violently, every nerve ablaze with pain. The leather straps dig into my wrists and ankles as I thrash, utterly powerless. The sterile room spins around me, the harsh fluorescent lights stabbing my eyes.

After what feels like an eternity, the spasms begin to ebb, fading into a dull, relentless ache.

The doctor straightens and exchanges a brief look with the orderlies.

“This reaction is expected, but I’m concerned that if we’re not careful, we’ll affect her output. Go get a gurney. I’ll prepare sedation for transport.”

The two orderlies disappear.

He kneels beside me again, pulling a fresh syringe from a tray and filling it with a clear, viscous liquid.

As he swabs my arm, his voice drops to a low murmur, almost casual.

“You’ll make a fine cow,” he says, injecting the sedative slowly. “Your body was made for this. You’re already responding beautifully.”

He squeezes one breast, causing a spurt of milk to come out, and he chuckles before wiping it away with a cloth.

The warmth from the injection spreads quickly, heavy and comforting in a twisted way. My limbs grow heavy, the world blurring at the edges.

His eyes linger on me as I sink deeper into the haze. “Rest now. When you wake, you’ll begin your true purpose.”

The room tilts and fades, the sterile lights dimming to darkness as sedation pulls me under.


Chapter 6


I wake in a fog dense with pain. My skull hums, my limbs are leaden, and my tongue is thick and useless behind my teeth. For a few seconds, I can’t process anything but the dull ache behind my eyes, a headache not born of a hangover but of tranquilizer, bruised bone, and despair. My vision swims, blurry and indistinct. Then it sharpens, and the world reforms around me.

My head is heavy and I don’t know why.

My eyelids flutter open, each breath a cold stab in my throat. The first thing I notice is the hard, unyielding surface beneath me—rubber. Not soft, not comforting. Just cold and flat against my cheek, spreading discomfort through my body.

I shift my head slightly and take in the dim, pale gray walls around me. They’re smooth and bare, sterile and oppressive, like a forgotten cage. To my right, a pile of sawdust sits in a corner, rough and dry, the faint scent sharp in the stale air.

A sharp, stale odor coats the inside of my nose and mouth, a mixture of bleach and ammonia. Layered over that is the animal tang of sawdust, cheap antiseptic, sweat, and shit. My eyes water as I force a breath. Behind the chemical tang is something metallic and faintly sweet. Milk.

My arms and legs refuse to move properly. I try to flex my hands, to curl my fingers, but they are encased in oversized mittens—hard, molded plastic, each finger locked in place, thumb immobilized. When I try to ball my hands into fists, I can’t. The most I can do is wiggle the mittened ends, pawing helplessly at the surface.

I try to shout, but something is lodged in my mouth. Not a ball, but a kind of bit, wide and hard, set deep behind my teeth, held in place by leather straps that dig into the corners of my mouth and run up along my cheeks and over my scalp. I can breathe, but only through my nose. Each attempt at a cry comes out as a strangled whine, high and pathetic.

Panic wells up, and I reach up to my face, only to find my head strapped tight in leather. My fingers brush over something unfamiliar—a muzzle, heavy and unyielding, replacing the simple gag I had before.

I freeze, stomach twisting in horror.

The muzzle is mockingly adorned with fake ears—soft, floppy, pinned awkwardly on top of my head. A cruel parody of an animal, mocking my fate.

As the panic continues to climb, I try to lift my head. The effort burns my neck, and I realize there is a stiff collar locked tight at the base of my jaw. It’s so thick I can’t turn my head more than a couple of degrees left or right. There’s a weight to it: a heavy brass bell, maybe the size of a plum, hanging from a ring at the front. The bell swings and clinks against the collar every time I tremble or breathe too hard. The sound is soft but constant, a humiliating punctuation to every movement.

Kneepads lock my legs at a cruel ninety-degree angle. I try to straighten or curl them, but the rigid restraints keep me bent, forcing me to remain on all fours—helpless, exposed, vulnerable.

The room is small, square, and windowless. The light is indirect, filtered through a frosted panel in the ceiling. Its so cold it makes my skin prickle, the kind of institutional chill designed to keep things sterile or to punish. The walls are coated in a matte gray; the floor is a seamless synthetic that slopes gently to a drain in the corner. There are no decorations, no mirrors, no clocks, nothing to orient myself in time or place.

Ahead of me is a pile of sawdust, a crude and obvious gesture. I realize, with a fresh wave of nausea, what it’s for.

I try to recall how I got here, but the memories slide away from me like oil on water. I remember the exam chair. The doctor’s cool, efficient hands. The needle. The rush of sedative. Then nothing. Now this.

Another detail emerges as my vision clears: the weight on my chest. I glance down, as best I can with the collar and muzzle in place, and see my breasts cupped by two black, plastic domes—milk catchers, the kind they use for cows or wet nurses. They’re held in place by a wide harness that circles my back and runs over my shoulders. Each motion makes the domes brush and tug at my nipples, which are sore and raw beneath the plastic. I can feel the liquid in them already; I was leaking in my sleep.

The door is a pale wooden slab halfway up, but the upper half is metal bars, though I’m trapped on the ground where I can’t see through them.

The door to the stall creaks open with a slow, menacing groan that echoes off the pale gray walls. I jerk backward on trembling hands and knees, retreating to the furthest corner, heart hammering like a frantic drum. My breath catches in my throat beneath the heavy muzzle.

I’ve seen them around the village before, shadows passing through market streets or standing silently by government vehicles, but I’ve never met any of them—never this close, never like this.

The tallest steps in first. Blonde hair cropped short, piercing blue eyes sharp as ice. He moves with deliberate control, his gaze locked on me. “We’re assigned to oversee your sentence. I'm Reese. This is Austin,” he pauses and gestures. Behind him, a dark-haired man with equally dark eyes follows. His presence is quieter but no less threatening. “And Silas,” Reese continues.

The last is stocky, with thick brown hair and intense green eyes. A deep scar snakes down one cheek, jagged and raw-looking. He steps forward, folding his arms across a broad chest.

Austin laughs, the sound rough and cold.

“Look at her, still leakin’. Doesn’t even know where she is.”

Reese moves to my side, and without a word, runs a gloved hand down my back, making me shiver. “Time to get used to it, cowgirl. You’re ours now.”

Silas pulls out a small device, clicking it on. The bell on my collar jingles softly.

“Every step you take, every breath you make—we’ll hear it,” he says. “No funny business.”

My breath hitches in my throat, muffled beneath the muzzle.

“Do you remember what you signed up for?” Silas asks. His voice is the deepest yet.

I nod, the bell tinkling.

“We will remove your muzzle for meal periods, but just this once, I want to hear you speak. If I hear your voice at all in the next eighteen months after this moment, you’ll regret it. Nod if you understand,” Reese says.

I nod dumbly.

Reese crouches slowly in front of me, his blue eyes locking with mine. Without a word, his gloved fingers reach for the leather straps crisscrossing my head. The buckle clicks open with a soft snap, and the heavy muzzle is lifted away, leaving my face exposed to the cold, sterile air.

The sudden absence of the gag leaves my mouth dry and raw. I gasp in a ragged breath, tasting the stale air, every inhale sharp and unfamiliar. The room feels unbearably quiet now — except for the faint jingling of the collar bell with every trembling movement I make.

Reese’s voice cuts through the silence, low and measured. “Say your name.”

My throat tightens. The words catch, but I force them out in a weak whisper. “Ella.”

“Now tell me what you agreed to. All of it.”

It’s hard to form the words. My jaw aches, but I force them to come.

“I’m a cow,” I say.

“What else?” Reese prompts.

I hate myself because I know what he’s looking for.

“I consent to being milked, restrained, and having sex with whoever wants to mount me,” I whisper.

Reese’s face doesn’t change as I say the words, but something in his eyes shifts, a cold satisfaction that makes my skin crawl.

“Good girl,” he says, his voice low and measured. “And who owns you now?”

I swallow hard, the words like ash in my mouth. “The village.”

“Try again,” he commands.

It takes me a moment to realize what he wants me to say. I have to swallow several times before I can form the words.

“You do.”

“And what are you allowed to do?”

“Crawl,” I whisper. “Only crawl. And... be milked.”

“And what else?”

I take along shuddering brea

“And fucked.”


Chapter 7


Austin snickers from behind Reese, but I keep my eyes locked on the floor. The rubber is cold beneath my mittened hands, digging into my knees despite the pads strapped to them.

“Silas, could you get her feed, please? Let’s get her watered and fed before we take her out.”

Silas grunts in acknowledgment and moves toward the door with long, heavy strides. The soft clang of metal against metal follows him as he retrieves a feed bucket from just outside.

Reese watches me with those piercing blue eyes, unreadable, as Silas returns carrying the bucket on a metal tray. The smell hits me before I see it—a bitter, sour mash, vaguely grainy and damp. The liquid inside sloshes as Silas sets it carefully in front of me.

“Eat up, cowgirl,” Reese orders, voice slicing through the stagnant air. The nickname lands on me with the finality of a gavel. I flinch at the command, but the mittens render my hands useless, and the men loom, three shadows cast by the pale institutional light. There is no table, no spoon or dignity. Just the feed bucket.

Silas leans against the wall, arms folded, green eyes narrowing in amusement as he tracks my every breath. Austin, always eager for entertainment, drifts closer to the gate, half-in and half-out, pretending detachment but too hungry to look away.

The bell at my neck trembles with each hesitant movement. They want me to crawl. They want me to remember my place, lowly and debased. I inch forward on all fours, knees pressing painfully into the cold floor despite the padding. The harness around my chest grinds into the sides of my breasts, and with each crawl the milk catchers slide and tug against tender, swollen skin.

The bucket is wide, a shallow basin bolted to the floor just inside the gate. For livestock, the design is perfect. For me, it is nothing but a grotesque parody. I move closer, nose wrinkling at the stench rising from the mash. It’s like someone blended oatmeal, raw eggs, and a faint undercurrent of artificial sweetness, then let it sit until it spoiled.

I hesitate at the rim. The men don’t move, but I feel their gaze. My scalp tingles with shame. I have no choice—the mittens are too big and clumsy to grip, and the bucket is set too low. I lower my head and push my face into the mess. The first mouthful is a texture nightmare: damp, gritty, and metallic. It coats my tongue and teeth, sticking to every crevice in my mouth. I gag and nearly retch, but the straps around my jaw force me to bite down, mashing the feed into a disgusting paste.

Austin’s snicker bounces off the bare walls. “Come on, cowgirl, you eat worse than a real animal.”

My ears burn. I try to keep my dignity, try not to let them see how much it hurts. But my eyes water, and tears blur the frosted light overhead. The world narrows to the bucket and the relentless chewing, the sour aftertaste lingering even when I try to swallow it down.

Every time I pause, the bell at my throat rings, a reminder that this is no performance. There is no one to rescue me, no one to appeal to behind the bars. The weight of the collar makes my head droop, and the stiffness of the knee braces makes every forward shuffle an agony.

I try to focus on anything else. I look at the floor, the drain in the corner, the fine layer of sawdust that sticks to my knees and forehead. But the crunch of the mash, the smothering pressure of the muzzle and harness, the glint of satisfaction in their eyes—these drown every other sensation.

A clump of the feed sticks to the side of my mouth, and for a moment I hesitate, not wanting to lick it up. I close my eyes and imagine a different world, a different version of myself, but the fantasy shatters when Reese’s hand comes down hard on the side of my head. His palm is gloved, but the force is real, a sudden painful jolt that snaps my neck sideways and brings fresh tears to my eyes.

“Eat it all,” he growls, voice close and dangerous, the words hot against my ear. “No leftovers. You do as you’re told.”

The sting of humiliation flashes through me. I hate how I flinch, hate how I obey. I lower my head and continue, this time licking the side of the bucket to clean every scrap, my tongue numb from the harsh flavors.

“Good girl,” Austin laughs, watching with undisguised pleasure.

My breath comes in ragged, snotty gulps. My face is sticky with the mash and damp with tears, but the men only watch, unmoved. I finish the last mouthful and wait, not daring to look up. The bucket is empty.

Reese crouches down beside me, his face level with mine, blue eyes sharp and dissecting. He wipes a fleck of grain from my cheek and smears it deliberately across the tip of my nose.

“Animals don’t whine,” he says. “They eat what they’re given. Remember that.”

I nod, the bell ringing softly. My tongue aches from the effort.

Before I can recover, Austin steps forward. In his hands is a battered plastic baby bottle, nipple swollen and wet. The label is gone; the bottle warped from use, but inside is clear water—cold, condensation beading down the sides. He kneels and yanks my head up by the collar, forcing my jaw open.

“Drink,” Austin commands, voice casual but unyielding.

He shoves the nipple between my teeth, and I try to resist, but the force of his grip makes it impossible. Water floods my mouth, icy and pure, a shock after the slop. I swallow in greedy gulps, almost choking in my rush for relief. The water feels like a mercy, but I know it’s not. It’s just another part of the routine, another way to control me.

Austin squeezes the bottle, letting the water rush faster. Some spills down my chin, soaking the harness and the front of my body. He laughs, shaking the bottle with mock impatience.

“Sloppy eater, sloppy drinker,” he sneers, but the words lose their sting in the flood of water. When the bottle is finally empty, he wrenches it away, leaving me coughing and gasping for breath.

Reese stands, looming above me. The light behind his head makes his eyes shadowed, unreadable.

“This is how every feeding time will go,” he says, each syllable clipped and final. “You were good this time. Keep being good, and maybe it won’t get any worse.”

The threat is clear, and I nod again, desperate to please. The bell sings a soft little dirge.

Without warning, Reese grabs the muzzle and slams it back into place, the rough leather straps abrading the corners of my mouth. My lips are forced apart, jaw wedged open by the hard bit. The world narrows again, every sense funneled through the damp, fecund space inside the muzzle. My sobs are silent now, each breath thin and shallow.

Silas steps closer. He reaches out, running a gloved finger along the edge of my jaw, then up to the fake animal ears pinned to my scalp. He tugs them, just to see me flinch.

“You’re getting the hang of it,” Silas murmurs, voice low and amused. I hate how part of me basks in the praise, even as my mind screams.

Austin returns, this time with a rag and a small mirror. He wipes the slop from my face—not gently, but with mechanical efficiency—then sets the mirror on the floor in front of me.

“For your own good, cowgirl,” he says, an edge of glee in his voice. “Take a good, long look.”

I stare. At first, I see only the shape of my own eyes, wild and wide with terror. But then the rest comes into view: the muzzle, the bell, the makeshift ears, the plastic domes squashing my tits, the straps pressing deep ridges in my skin. The new me. The animal.

I recoil from the image, disgusted and enthralled at once. It’s not me, I want to scream—but I know they’ve made it so. I am lost, remade, and there’s no way back.

Austin leans over and taps the glass. “That’s you now. Get used to it.”

Without warning, Reese runs a hand between my legs, palming my exposed pussy.

“Oh, she’s wet, boys. Our little cow is turned on. We'd better get her to the stockade.”

Silas pulls out two leather leashes, clipping one to the heavy collar around my neck and the other to the harness over my chest. The cold leather bites into my skin as they tighten the restraints.

“Time to go, cowgirl,” Reese sneers.

My padded knees and hands scrape against the cold floor as I’m forced into motion, crawling between them. The bell on my collar jingles with every reluctant step, a constant reminder of my captivity.

Silas reaches the heavy stall door first, yanking it open with a loud creak. He motions for the others to follow, and they lead me out into the blinding light of day. I can see the town square in the distance, maybe a hundred yards away. The bell jingles with every reluctant motion, a cruel metronome counting out my humiliation. Heads turn in the silent square, and I can feel eyes boring into me, heavy with judgment, scorn, and morbid fascination. The heat of the sun does nothing to burn away the burning shame that sets my cheeks aflame.

The voices of the crowd gather behind my head, a swelling tide of gasps and laughter. The sound is a live current, flowing through my muscles and setting every nerve on edge.

I’m slow. Every crawl is exhausting. My muscles ache, trembling with effort and humiliation. My breath hitches, caught between sobs and desperate gasps as I push onward, the taste of dust and bitter bile rising in my throat.

My gaze stays fixed on the dirt beneath me, unwilling or unable to meet the eyes of the crowd. Every inch forward is a victory and a defeat at once.

My wardens walk alongside me, their grips firm but merciless on the leads. Reese’s smirk is barely visible as he watches me struggle, eyes sharp and unyielding.

Each agonizing crawl is a slow, relentless surrender, a vivid reminder that this is my new life: slow, animal, exposed, and utterly broken.

They haul me forward; the leather leashes pulling tight with every desperate crawl. Each step is agony, sending sharp jolts through my already battered body. My mittened hands paw at the planks, fingers useless against the splinters and grit.

The handlers are merciless. Reese’s heavy hand clamps down on my hip, shoving me up the last step, while Austin’s fingers pinch sharply along my ribs, forcing me to keep moving. Silas stands by, arms crossed, watching with that cold, unreadable expression.

“Keep moving, cowgirl,” Reese snarls, his grip tightening, fingers digging into the tender flesh. “Don’t make me get rougher.”

I swallow the sting, biting down on the muzzle, trying not to sob as they push me onto the platform.

The metal frame—what they call the stockade—looms over me, all black iron and splintered wood, rising from the platform like an altar. Its purpose is clear, and so is my place in the new order.

Then Reese’s hand wraps around the back of my neck. He doesn’t squeeze, but the weight of his grip is a threat more than a force, a reminder that even my head belongs to him. He guides me down, folding my body over the frame until my chest is flush against the frigid steel. The surface is at a brutal angle—head lower than hips, spine bent into an obscene arch. For a moment, I hang there, unable to breathe, the blood rushing to my face in a single monstrous pulse.

Silas is already working on the straps. First across my lower back, then the shoulders, then the thighs. Each belt is tightened with a cruel, practiced efficiency—the kind that comes from repetition, not improvisation. The buckles snap shut with metallic finality, echoing loudly against the hush that’s crept into the square. With each cinch, my movement is pared away. Arms pinned at my sides. Thighs locked wide. Even my feet are secured, the toes pointed down so my soles can’t even press against the ground. I am flattened, splayed, spread for assembly or dissection. My skin prickles with nerves, sweat breaking out along my spine.

Reese’s hands shift from my neck to my head. He grabs a fistful of hair and yanks my face sideways, forcing my cheek against the rest on the wooden stock.

With a deliberate, final motion, the stock swings shut—clamping around my neck and forehead like a coffin lid sealing my humanity away.

The cold wood presses firm, the lock clicks with a metallic finality that rings louder than any gavel.

I’m trapped. Immobilized. Reduced.

A cow in a pen.


Chapter 8


Reese steps forward, his voice booming across the square with a cruel, theatrical edge.

“I know you’ve all heard the rumors,” he calls out, eyes scanning the gathered crowd like a showman unveiling his prize. “And I’m happy to tell you that they’re true.”

He pauses, letting the words hang heavy in the warm air.

“We have our very own cow, right here, for the next eighteen months. And lucky you…” He grins, voice dripping with mock sympathy, “She’s ready for her first milking.”

That line lands like a boulder in a pond. There’s a surge of laughter and a rising babble of voices, all coloring the air with new shades of shame. Above my locked jaw, my face burns, but the flush is nothing compared to what’s coming.

Silas and Austin move into place. They kneel on either side of the bench, hands moving with an ease that makes my gut twist. They don’t look at me—just at my body, the parts that interest them. Silas peels away the black plastic domes stuck tight to my chest, the suction letting go with a wet, obscene pop. My tits are bare now, the nipples dark and angry, already pebbled from the cold. He brushes a knuckle across one, and I shudder in the straps, but I can’t recoil.

Austin does the same on the other side, his hands rougher, almost clinical. The breeze hits my skin, and I realize how wet I am with sweat, how the straps make every inch of flesh feel hyperreal, electrified and exposed.

Reese circles behind me. I can’t see him, but I sense his shadow on my back, the way his presence changes the temperature of the air. He runs a hand along the curve of my spine, then down to my tailbone, tracing the shape of me as if appraising livestock. There’s a pause—he’s doing it for effect, I know it—and then he parts my thighs with both hands, spreading me wide.

I hear the intake of breath from the audience—an audible, collective gasp. I can’t tell if they’re horrified or delighted, but it doesn’t matter. I am the center of the universe, and the universe is hungry.

“My theory is,” Reese says, his voice lower now and full of cruel delight, “a fucked cow is a happy cow, and a happy cow makes more milk. So we’re going to test that theory while you all collect your milk. Get your jugs and buckets, and line up.”

There’s movement in the square, the scrape of shoes and the shuffle of anticipation. My hands clench in the mittens, the only protest I can manage. My eyes dart in the sliver of vision the stocks allow, catching glimpses of people—neighbors, strangers, women I know with children the same age as mine, men with drawn faces, some grinning, some turned away. All watching.

A hand slides between my legs—Reese’s, unmistakably. He glides his palm over my slit, slow and exploratory, then presses two fingers inside. I arch involuntarily, a fire racing up my spine. The bench creaks under the strain, but the straps hold me fast.

Reese withdraws his hand and holds it up to the crowd, showing off the slick evidence. “See? Happy already.”

The laughter comes again, louder this time. Austin and Silas begin affixing something to my breasts—metal cones, ribbed on the inside and cold as death. They clamp onto my nipples with a vise-like grip, and the shock of pain sends a helpless noise vibrating in my throat. I can’t scream, but the sound is there, muffled by the muzzle, leaking out as a pathetic mewl.

Austin works a small mechanical pump, and the cones begin to pulse against my skin. The sensation is savage—suction and release, a brutal rhythm that forces the milk to flow. I feel it, the hot rush from deep inside me, the milk drawn out in spurts and stutters. It runs down the inside of the cone, pooling at the bottom before dripping into a bucket set beneath the platform.

The men don’t look at me as a person. They adjust the cones, check the flow, trade remarks like mechanics at a garage. “She’s got a good yield,” Austin says, voice bland and satisfied. “Bet it doubles by next time.”

Reese is behind me again, hand at my waist, pushing my hips up until the arch is even more obscene. The muscles in my back scream, but I can’t move. “Ready for the main event, cowgirl?”

Before I can even flinch, he unzips his fly. I feel the brush of denim against my thighs, then the hard, hot press of him at my entrance. There’s no warning, no mercy. He slams into me in one brutal stroke, driving all the air from my lungs. My head jerks in the stock, but the wood holds me fast, and I can only claw uselessly at the empty air.

The crowd is silent now, watching. I can feel the heat of their gaze, see their faces in the periphery, some transfixed, some looking away but unable to leave.

Reese fucks me hard, fast, each thrust slamming my hips forward until the straps bite deeper into my skin. The suction cones keep pumping, a counterpoint to the rhythm of his hips. Milk splatters down the side of the bucket, some of it running in thin rivers down the meat of my breasts. Every nerve is a live wire. I’ve never felt pleasure like this, and I don’t know what that says about me.

My body betrays me completely. Each brutal thrust sends waves of sensation through me that I don’t want to feel, that I’m ashamed to feel. The milk cones pulse and suck at my breasts in rhythm with Reese’s movements, and I can hear the steady drip-drip-drip of my milk hitting the bucket below.

The crowd has formed a rough line now. I catch glimpses of them in my limited vision—weathered faces, hollow cheeks, the gaunt look of people who’ve known genuine hunger. A woman holds a dented metal pitcher. An old man clutches a mason jar.

“First come, first served,” Austin calls out, his voice carrying across the square. “Fresh from the tap.”

A woman steps forward with a metal pitcher, positioning it under one of the dripping tubes. She doesn’t look at my face—none of them do. I’m just a source now, a thing that makes what they need.

Reese’s hands grip my hips tighter, his breathing growing ragged. “Fuck, she’s tight,” he grunts to Austin. “And getting tighter.”

I squeeze my eyes shut, trying to disappear inside my own head, but there’s nowhere to go with the pleasure spiraling through my core.

I can feel the weight of Reese’s body against my back, the coarse fabric of his uniform rubbing against my exposed skin with each brutal thrust. My mind splinters into fragments—part of me wanting to die from shame, another part floating somewhere above this stockade, watching this happen to someone else. But the sensations keep dragging me back into my body, forcing me to inhabit this moment, this humiliation.

The milk continues to flow. I can’t stop it. My body responds automatically to the rhythmic suction of the cones clamped to my breasts, to the relentless pounding between my legs. The dripping grows faster, steadier. I hear the metallic plink as it fills the container below.

“Next,” Austin calls, and I see the woman with the pitcher step away, her vessel half-full with my milk. A man takes her place, thin-faced and hollow. A line forms in front of me. Villagers I’ve known my whole life—neighbors, shopkeepers, people who used to nod hello on the street—now look at me with cold, hungry eyes. They don’t see Ella anymore. They just see a cow. Their cow.

At that moment, Reese explodes inside of me, shooting hot streams of seed through my needy pussy, and I fight the urge to cry as I remember it will never take hold. What I gave up for this.

And then a hand pinches my clit, and I am swept away by the strongest climax I’ve ever experienced.

I cry out against the muzzle as my body betrays me; the orgasm ripping through me in waves so intense my vision blurs. I hate myself for it, hate how my body responds even as my mind screams in protest. The shame burns hotter than any pleasure could, knowing everyone can see what’s happening to me, knowing they’re watching me come while being milked and mounted like an animal.

Reese pulls out with a satisfied grunt, patting my ass like I’ve done a good trick, and I feel his seed dripping down my thighs, warm and viscous. “She’s a natural,” he announces to the crowd, his voice carrying across the square. “Came like a bitch in heat.”

Laughter ripples through the gathered villagers. I try to close my eyes, to block it all out, but the tears keep flowing, trickling down into the muzzle where they mix with drool and sweat.

“See?” Reese announces to the crowd, his voice carrying across the square. “The more you fuck her, the more she produces. It’s science.”

Laughter ripples through the gathering. Someone whistles.

“My turn,” Austin says. He steps up behind me, replacing Reese without hesitation. I hear the sound of his zipper, feel his hands gripping my hips. He’s rougher than Reese. Then he slams inside me without preamble, his cock thicker than Reese’s, stretching me in a way that makes me gasp against the muzzle. My eyes water as he sets a brutal pace, hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise.

“Look at her fucking milk,” he pants, each thrust making the bell at my collar jingle pathetically. “It’s coming faster now.”

He’s right. The suction cones pull at my nipples in a steady rhythm, and I can feel my milk flowing freely, dripping into the containers below. My body is betraying me completely, responding to this violation as if it’s salvation. I hate myself for it, hate how my pussy clenches around Austin’s cock, how my breasts leak faster with each brutal thrust.

I feel the hot trickle running down my chest, pooling in the collection devices beneath me. My body betrays me with every drop, with every involuntary clench around Austin’s cock. I hate how wet I am, how my pussy grips him like it’s desperate for more. It’s not me. It can’t be me.

And still, insatiably I crave it. Even as Austin’s warmth leaks out of me and the applause fades to muttering, I arch for more, desperate against the stock, my thighs tremoring with shameful anticipation. The moment Austin is gone, Silas steps up. His hands are rough and impersonal as he lines up behind me, slapping my ass with a flat palm that stings, then prying me open with a thumb that bruises. His dick is broad and relentless—I feel every inch punch into me, the world whiting out for a fraction of a second as my battered cunt adjusts to the new invasion.

No one in the crowd looks away now. They are all invested, watching to see if their menfolk will break the cow before the day is out. Silas fucks like a plowman, hips piston-fast and careless, making my whole body rattle in the stocks and the bell at my throat jangle. Reese comes back around to my front, bends low, lips at my ear, and huffs out a single word: “Heifer.” A name, an insult, a brand. I hate him for it—and the blackest part of me loves him just a little for knowing exactly what I am.

He finishes with a grunt, pulsing heat inside me, then steps away to zip up, face already bored. There’s a blur, then another man takes his place, but he’s not from my village. His hands are soft, trembling, unfamiliar. The men are lined up now, a procession. Each one takes his turn in me, some eager, some ashamed. Some finish in seconds, rutting desperately, pretending not to like it. Some take their time, drawing it out with slow, deliberate thrusts. Each time I hope they’ll stop, but the hope shrivels and dies with every new cock pressed into me. I lose count after six. My body is a vessel, an open conduit, a living piece of equipment. I feel every shape and rhythm, every new perfume of sweat and fear, every animal whimper and curse. I am not Ella. I am function, hardware, shared property.


Chapter 9


The cones keep milking me, even as the men do. The pain in my nipples is eclipsed by the ache in my pelvis, the way my insides are stretched raw, and my arms have gone numb from being bound so long. My head slumps forward, chin digging into the wood, a river of drool and tears pooling in the rough notch below my muzzle. Milk runs in steady rivulets down the inside of the cone, dripping loudly into the bucket until the sound changes—sputters, then stops. The men fuck me anyway, even after the last drop is squeezed from my breasts, as if my real use is always in the taking, not the giving.

After what feels like an eternity, Austin and Silas step forward. “She’s done,” Austin says, yanking the pump from my breasts. The removal hurts worse than the suction. The vacuum collapses, and my chest throbs, hot and tender. They slap on cold metal covers, screwing them tight until I want to scream, but the muzzle makes it a joke of a sound. I’m left to dangle, drooling and leaking every kind of fluid, while Reese and the others collect the remaining buckets and hand out the results to the villagers waiting in line.

But they don’t open the stockade. No one unties me, even though the square is mostly empty now. I realize with a cold jolt that they mean to keep me here until my breasts refill. My new job is just to wait, to bloat, to become valuable again. My wrists are cramping, my back a single searing line of agony, but none of that matters to the men. They want my milk. My cunt is just a bonus. The men who haven’t yet had their turn wander over, unzipping, using me at their leisure while I float above it all, brain spinning in and out of consciousness.

The hours pass. The village empties and refills; people wander by, peering at the animal in the stocks. Someone throws a handful of hay at my feet, as if I might eat. Mostly, the men come and go, using me, draining me, leaving bruises and bites and marks that I know will never heal. I no longer feel horror, or humiliation, or even pain—only the dull certainty that this is my life now, my world shrunk to the width of a wooden yoke, the perimeter of my body, the endless parade of men. I am the village cow.

They let the crowd thin before unlocking the stockade. I can’t even hold myself up. Hands grip my shoulders, steadying me long enough for Austin to reach down and squeeze my nipple sharply, testing. A bead of milk jumps out. He grins and lets go.

“Shift’s over, cowgirl,” he tells me, then says to the others, “Let’s get her back to the barn.”

They don’t give me a moment to rest.

Silas and Austin move quickly to unlock the heavy leather straps binding me to the metal bench. The buckles click open one by one, but my limbs don’t respond the way they should. As soon as the last strap falls away, my body goes limp.

I collapse forward onto the rough wooden platform with a harsh thud, my chest hitting the splintered surface. My arms tremble beneath me, useless as they fail to hold my weight. The world tilts, and the air leaves my lungs in a shaky gasp.

Reese’s voice cuts through the haze, sharp and unforgiving. “Get up. Crawl.”

The air is thick with sweat and humiliation. My body is slick, my skin sticky beneath the restraints and mittens. My chest heaves; my breath comes in ragged gasps. I want to collapse, to give in, but their hands shove me onward. The rough wooden stairs loom ahead—each step a cruel monument to my helplessness. I lower myself down onto all fours. I crawl, slow and shuffling, every scrape and grunt a symphony of shame.

Austin and Silas flank me, their leashes tugging sharp reminders of my place. The bell at my throat jingles with each agonized movement, a mocking chorus to my defeat.

I can feel the eyes of everyone watching as we pass through the village again—silent judgment, amused sneers, disgusted glances. There’s nowhere to hide, nowhere to retreat.

“Keep moving, cowgirl. No rest till we’re back,” Reese commands.

The weight of his words presses down on me harder than any chains. I grit my teeth, swallowing back the burning shame and exhaustion, and force myself onto all fours once again. Each slow, agonizing crawl is a reminder—there is no escape, no mercy, only the long, humiliating road back to the barn.

Finally, we reach the barn. The door creaks open, letting in the stale night air, but the relief I should feel is swallowed by the weight pressing down on me. I don’t care how it looks; I fall on my face the second we’re in the safety of my stall. Shame flushes through me as they laugh, but I can’t bring myself to care.

Reese laughs, low and cruel. “Look at her. What a pathetic little cow.”

Austin smirks and kneels beside me, grabbing me roughly by my collar. “Get up, or you’ll be lying in your own filth all night.”

He jerks me back onto all fours, shoving my head down until my breath catches in the muzzle. My chest heaves as I gasp, powerless under his control. Silas steps forward with the hose, flicking it on with a sharp hiss.

The spray hits my back and legs, shocking my skin, sending shivers through my battered muscles. The water mingles with sweat and grime, soaking through my clothes and running down my arms.

Austin holds me steady, fingers digging into the collar, making sure I don’t try to resist or collapse again. I’m a rag doll beneath him—helpless, humiliated, utterly exposed.

The cold bite of the water steals what little warmth I had left. The barn echoes with the sound of running water and the faint jingling of the bell at my neck. I swallow hard against the gag, tears mixing with the spray.

Reese leans close, his voice low and dripping with cold finality. “Get used to this, cowgirl. Every damn day is going to start and end just like this.” He nods toward Silas, who keeps the hose spraying over my aching muscles. “You’re not just a prisoner—you’re their livestock now. Cleaned, fed, milked. Fucked. Over and over.”

I don’t respond. The words hang in the air like a sentence I’ve already accepted but still hate.

When Silas finally shuts off the hose, water droplets glisten on my skin, mixing with the sweat that clings stubbornly to every pore. My limbs tremble as Austin returns, carrying the same battered bucket from before, the smell unmistakable.

Reese crouches beside me and, without a word, reaches up to undo the leather straps holding the muzzle tight against my face. The weight lifts away, and I gasp, the cool air hitting my raw lips.

Austin sets it down just beyond my reach, eyes cold and unblinking. “Dinner’s here. Get to it.” I’m too busy working the soreness out of my jaw, so I don’t move, until Reese spanks my ass, hard.

“Now!” he commands.

I lower my head, forcing myself to crawl toward the bucket once more, every movement a reminder of how far I’ve fallen. I dig in, and they watch silently as I consume every last scrap.

Silas steps forward, pulling from a pocket a baby bottle—identical to the one they’d forced on me before. The clear liquid inside catches the dim light, glinting like cold glass.

Without a word, Austin grips the back of my collar, tilting my head up so I can’t look away. Silas brings the bottle to my lips, forcing the nipple between them.

I try to resist, but my dry throat and aching hunger betray me. The bottle is pressed firmly against my mouth, and I begin to suck, swallowing the cool liquid down in small, desperate gulps.

They watch with cold satisfaction as I drain the entire bottle; the contents slipping down like a bitter reminder of my captivity.

When the last drop is gone, Silas pulls the bottle away. “Good cow,” he mutters, his voice low and cruel.

I shiver, my body still weak and trembling, the humiliation settling deeper into my bones.

I barely have time to swallow before Reese’s voice cuts through the heavy air. “Open your mouth. Muzzle goes back on before bed.”

Before I can protest, his rough hand grips my chin, forcing my jaw to part. The muzzle is pressed against my lips, cold leather snapping into place with a harsh finality.

The bell jingles softly as the muzzle settles, sealing me once again in silence.

“Sweet dreams, cowgirl,” Reese says, his voice low and mocking.

“Be a good girl,” Austin adds, the grin in his tone unmistakable.

“Sleep tight. We’ll be back in the morning,” Silas promises, his green eyes lingering on me for a moment before the door clicks shut.

The silence that follows is suffocating. The soft jingle of the bell against my muzzle echoes in the stillness, marking each shallow breath I take. I lie there, trapped and alone, the weight of the day pressing down like a shroud.


Chapter 10


The jingle of the bell wakes me before their boots do.

At first, I’m not sure where I am. My body aches in ways that don’t make sense. My arms, bent beneath me, throb with numbness. My knees are raw despite the pads. My mouth is dry behind the muzzle, my jaw stiff. Then I feel the rubber floor beneath me, hear the creak of the stall door, and it all comes back.

The barn.

The stocks.

The crowd.

The milking.

I open my eyes just as the latch clicks.

Reese steps in first, silhouetted against the pale morning light spilling through the barn’s open door. Behind him, Austin and Silas follow, talking in low voices. Reese doesn’t speak right away. He just looks at me, folded and trembling, damp hair sticking to my forehead. My knees burn. My arms are numb. The scent of straw and sweat clings to me.

“Morning, cowgirl,” he finally says, voice too chipper. “Still breathing?”

“Barely,” Austin adds with a smirk as he steps inside.

Silas sets the bucket down in front of me with a wet slop. The smell makes my stomach clench with hunger and revulsion all at once.

“You hungry, cow?” he asks, leaning forward to tap the side of my muzzle.

I nod, hating myself for it.

Reese crosses his arms. “Nope. That’s not how this works. You want your muzzle off, you ask nicely.”

I blink at him.

“You can figure it out. Beg us,” Silas says.

“If you want that muzzle off, you’re going to have to earn it,” Austin adds.

I shift forward on my knees, the bell at my throat chiming softly.

My throat works behind the muzzle, trying to form words that won’t come. The leather straps hold my jaw open around the bit, making speech impossible. But they want me to try, anyway. They want to watch me struggle.

I make a sound, a muffled whine that vibrates against the rubber bit. It’s pathetic, animal-like. Exactly what they want to hear.

“Louder,” Reese commands.

I try again, the sound more desperate this time. My cheeks burn with shame as I realize what I’m doing, begging like a dog for scraps. The bell jingles as I nod frantically, hoping they’ll understand.

Austin chuckles. “I think she’s trying to say please.”

I try to nod more frantically, the bell jingling in desperate rhythm. My throat works uselessly behind the muzzle as I attempt to form words that can’t escape. The humiliation burns through me as I realize what I’m reduced to: an animal begging for basic sustenance.

“Please what?” Silas repeats, his voice mockingly patient.

I make another sound, higher pitched, more desperate. My eyes water from the effort and the shame. I can feel drool gathering at the corners of the muzzle.

“What’s that?” Reese cups his ear mockingly. “Can’t quite hear you.”

I try again, forcing the sound out harder. It comes as a desperate moan, high and pleading.

“Still not clear enough,” Austin says, crouching down to my level. “You want something from us, you’re going to have to really sell it.”

My face burns with shame as I lower my head, pressing my forehead to the rubber floor. I make the sound again, longer this time, more desperate. A keening whine fills the room.

“Good enough, cowgirl,” Reese unbuckles the muzzle and lets it drop to the ground. “See? That wasn’t so hard.”

His fingers work the leather straps, and I feel the pressure ease around my jaw. The bit slides out of my mouth with a wet sound, leaving my tongue thick and numb. I work my jaw carefully, wincing at the stiffness. My muscles throb with relief, but I barely register it before the bucket is shoved toward me.

I don’t move.

A second passes.

Then, Austin crouches and grabs my collar. “Don’t make us ask twice.”

He pulls me down until my face hovers just above the bucket. It’s full of the same mush from yesterday, thick and lukewarm. The sour smell turns my stomach.

“Eat,” Reese says simply.

My hands are useless with the padded mittens. I stare at the slop, my breath shaking. My throat closes with shame.

“C’mon now,” Austin urges, tapping the back of my head like I’m a disobedient pet. “Cows eat on all fours, remember? Just like yesterday.”

I lower my face slowly and take the first mouthful. It’s gritty, bland, humiliating. Behind me, I hear them chuckle.

“Atta girl,” Reese says, mock pride in his voice. “Look at her go.”

Austin mimics a slow clap.

I try to eat quickly, but shame makes my body sluggish. When I pause to breathe, Austin swats my behind hard. The smack radiates through my body.

“Finish,” he warns. “Don’t keep us waiting.”

The mush sticks to my cheeks, coats my lips, soaks into the soft skin beneath my nose and chin. The texture is gritty, not quite solid, but almost rubbery, forcing my jaw to work in ways it’s never had to before. I bend down again and again, nose nearly breaking the surface, tongue straining to reach the last wet globs at the bottom. The bell rings with each involuntary lurch of my neck. The sound is no longer a warning, but an exclamation point to my degradation.

My stomach rolls with a mixture of hunger and revulsion, each swallow thick with shame. The men watch in silence, eyes pinned to my every movement. I imagine myself from the outside—hips splayed, back arched, jaw unhinged, slop dribbling down my chin in fat, dirty lines. A show animal performing its trick for a reward. I want to gag. I want to bite. But mostly, I just want it to be over.

I finish with a lurch, the last mouthful sticking to my tongue. I try to spit it out, but the mittens make it impossible to wipe my face. All I can do is look up, breathing hard, and hope someone puts me out of my misery.

Reese is the first to move. He crouches down, getting eye level with me, and inspects my face. His expression is distasteful, almost bored, but there is a glint of something mean in his eyes. He plucks a chunk of food from my chin and flicks it back into the bucket.

“Done already?” he says, smirking.

Austin steps forward with the baby bottle. He holds it up at eye level, shaking it so the clear liquid sloshes behind the silicone nipple. “You thirsty?” he asks, but it isn’t really a question.

I nod, feeling my throat seize up with anticipation and dread. The inside of my mouth feels like sandpaper. Every surface is raw from the bit, the leather, the long hours of silence.

Reese stands and folds his arms. “You want it, you beg for it.” He makes a show of stretching his back, popping his knuckles. “We want to hear you.”

I squeeze my eyes shut, trying to steel myself, but the urge is stronger than my pride. I bow my head, arch my back, and whine, louder than before. The sound reverberates in my skull, echoing off the rafters. I hear Silas snort and mutter something under his breath, but I can’t make it out.

Austin kneels in front of me, close enough I can smell the aftershave on his skin. He holds the bottle just beyond my reach, waiting for the right note of desperation. The bell at my neck rings with every movement. My face burns with humiliation. I force the sound out again, higher, more pleading, until I’m nearly sobbing with the effort. I’m so thirsty.

Finally, Austin’s hand reaches out and grabs my chin, guiding the bottle to my lips. He pinches my nose until I’m forced to open my mouth, and the nipple slides in, rubbery and too familiar. I suck, hesitant at first, then greedily, the water spilling down my throat in slow, measured pulses.

“That’s it,” Austin murmurs. “Drink up.”

Reese circles behind me, his boots scuffing the floor. I can feel him watching, waiting for me to finish, the pressure of his gaze heavier than the collar itself. Silas hovers near the door, arms crossed, tapping his foot with impatience.

The water is warm, too sweet, with a chemical aftertaste that clings to my teeth. I drain the bottle, my cheeks hollowing with each desperate pull. My breath comes fast through my nose. My eyes water with the effort. When it’s empty, Austin yanks the nipple away, and I gasp, drool streaming from the corners of my mouth.

Reese doesn’t give me time to recover. He steps in, wipes my chin roughly with a rag, then grabs the muzzle from the ground.

“Open up,” he says.

I obey, jaw aching, and he shoves the bit between my teeth. The leather straps are drawn tight, locking my mouth in a permanent O. The bell jangles softly as he buckles it beneath my chin.

“Perfect,” Reese says, clapping his hands together. “Almost ready. Just need to check you for damage before we take you out.”

Austin and Silas step back, surveying me. My knees are still raw, my shoulders hunched, but I keep my gaze down. I can feel the slop drying on my face, the water and spit pooling at my jaw. I am cowed. I am silent. I am exactly what they want me to be.

Austin moves with sudden purpose, grabbing the D-ring at the base of my collar and dragging me forward, heedless of the clumsy gait forced on me by the mittens and the stiffness in my limbs. I land hard on my hands and knees. I would wince, but muscle memory doesn’t allow it; flinching earns only more attention. I keep my head down, chin almost grazing my chest, until Austin grunts and yanks the collar up, pulling my neck into an arch that cranks my head back at a painful angle. My mouth clamps down around the bit, the bell at my throat ringing a shrill note into the air.

There’s a sound behind me, a brisk snap-snap-snap, unmistakable: latex gloves, stretched tight over calloused hands. I look up, and Reese is rolling a glove down over his tattooed forearm, moving with the slow, deliberate glee of a surgeon about to make the first cut. Silas leans against the wall, stoic and bored, but I can see his eyes flicker with anticipation.

Reese’s footsteps are heavy and unhurried as he crouches behind me. His hands—now sheathed in blue—move to my back, steadying me with a gentleness that’s almost more terrifying than violence. The contrast is deliberate, and I know it. His fingers press along my spine, methodically, as if searching for cracks. My body shudders once, involuntarily, and I squeeze my eyes shut. I remember to breathe only when I feel his breath, hot and close, just above the curve of my hip.

“She’s sweating already,” Reese calls out, his voice level but with a hint of pride, like a farmer admiring a prized heifer. “Good. She should be. Let’s check the udder.”

A shock of dread shoots through me at the word. I want to turn, to plead, but those options were taken from me yesterday, or maybe the day before. Time is a blur. Austin twists the collar again, forcing my head higher, my chest forward, making me strain on tiptoes and knees. My back arches so far my shoulders threaten to cramp, and I feel exposed in ways words can’t touch.

Reese’s gloved hands move under me, unceremonious and efficient. He cups my breasts roughly, weighing them as if on a scale, his fingers digging in at the base and lifting them up, up, to judge their heft and shape. His thumbs press into the sensitive tissue, seeking. I cannot help the hiss of air that escapes my nose, or the way my arms tremble with effort. He pinches, hard enough that spots of pain bloom and then fade to numbness.

“Swollen,” he notes, satisfaction in his tone. “Good signs. Didn’t waste a drop yesterday.”

He rolls the nipple between his fingers, milking it, and I feel the sharp ache of pressure release as a single, thick bead forms at the tip. Reese inspects the white droplet, holding it up to the light. He rubs it between his gloved thumb and forefinger, examining the consistency. Content, he wipes his glove on the side of my thigh, leaving a smear that cools almost instantly.

“Color’s good, no clots,” he reports, more to Austin than to me. “Let’s check for trauma.”

Austin now kneels at my side, his grip never leaving the collar. He uses his free hand to run a slow, flat palm down my shoulder blade, along my ribs, over the jut of my hip. There is a clinical detachment to his touch, but he never misses an opportunity to squeeze, to probe, to make me feel every inch of what I’ve become. My skin recoils under each assessment, but he notes the reaction only as a pass or fail. His hand dips to my belly and presses in, checking for tenderness. When I flinch, he clicks his tongue and presses harder, waiting for the shudder to run its course.

“Plenty of bruises,” Austin says, “but nothing serious. She’ll do fine today.”

I want to object, to say I won’t, but the bit and straps render me mute. Instead, all my resistance is funneled into the tight arch of my back, the refusal to sag or collapse no matter how my muscles burn. I can feel Silas watching, the intensity of his gaze a physical thing. I sense him shift his weight, the leather of his boots creaking. It is impossible to know what he thinks, but I know what they want.

Reese plants a hand between my shoulder blades and leans his weight in, flattening me to the mat. My cheek presses to the rubber, and I taste the sour-sweet residue of old sweat. He spreads my thighs with his knee, shoving them apart until I am wide open to the room, every inch on display. The humiliation is total, searing; I feel hotter than before, my breath quickening and fogging the surface under my mouth.

“Hold her steady,” Reese instructs, his voice shifting to a lower, more private register. The snap of a glove echoes again as he slides his hand down, this time cupping me between my legs. His fingers are cold, the latex slick, and he parts me with the minimum possible care. He probes, searching for abrasions, for soreness, for signs of use or damage. I try not to react, but there is a raw, electric sensitivity everywhere he touches. He wiggles a finger inside, twisting, then withdraws to check the glove for blood or discharge.

“All clear,” he says. “No tears. Maybe a little raw, but nothing she can’t handle.”

Austin lets go of my collar and scrapes my hair out of my face with his thumb, leaving sweat and tears streaked across my cheek. He tilts my head so I have to look directly at Silas, who now stands over me, arms folded, face blank.

“Almost ready for day two,” Austin says, a smile in his words.

Reese walks around to the front and crouches, bringing his face to mine. For a moment his expression softens, but it’s only a mask; behind his eyes, there is nothing but calculation.

“You know the drill,” he says, voice pitched low for my ears only. “We don’t want trouble today.”

I shudder and nod, or try to—the collar restricts it, so it comes out as a half-bow, half-twitch.

He grabs the muzzle again, checks the straps, then runs a thick finger along the edge where it presses into my cheek. “No chafing?” he says, and when I make no sound, he smacks the side of my face, not hard, but enough to sting. “If there is, make a noise.”

I whine, quietly, unsure if he wants a real answer or a show. Austin snorts and reaches down to adjust the straps, loosening them a notch. The sudden slack makes my jaw throb with relief, and I gasp through the bit, drool pooling at the corners.

“Better,” Reese says, less to me than to the others.

“We have a surprise for you,” Silas says, his voice cutting the air like a cold blade. He exchanges a glance with Reese, something conspiratorial flickering between them. The word “surprise” lodges deep in my gut; in this place, it can only mean a new kind of agony, another layer of degradation.

Silas steps toward the door, boots thumping, while Reese and Austin remain, looming over me with the thick, anticipatory silence of predators. Even when they’re not touching me, I can feel the shape of their hands on my skin. Austin’s fingers ready to clamp down at the slightest tremor. Reese’s heavy palms are a promise that escape is idiotic. My body is a rag on the mat, sweat trickling down my ribs, and still I am held in place by my own certainty that resistance is pointless. I wait.

The doorway frames Silas as he reenters, carrying something long and striped, black and white, curling with an obscene suggestion of movement. My first thought is of a whip, but as he draws closer, I see the fur, the uncanny imitation of an animal’s tail, and my body goes cold. In his other hand, he holds a squat translucent bottle, the pink gel inside quivering with each step.

“Can’t have a cow without a tail,” he says, and the singsong mockery in his voice makes me want to bite through the bit. He holds the tail up with a flourish, swinging it back and forth, watching for my reaction. I keep my head down, but the bell at my throat betrays the trembling of my body.

Austin snorts. “That’s fucking rich,” he mutters, but he’s grinning, and so is Reese.

Silas kneels, holding the tail out for the others to see. The base is thick, glossy black, attached to a round, flaring plug. I don’t need to be told where it’s going; my body pulses with dread, and the taste of rubber floods my mouth as I swallow hard against the gag.

“Go on, let her have a look,” says Reese, gesturing with his chin.

Silas brings the object directly under my nose, close enough that I can smell the rubber and synthetic fur. It’s heavy, the end weighted so the curl will swing with every movement. A cow-print ribbon is tied around the base in a bow. The sight is obscene and childish at once, and I shudder.

Silas laughs. “She gets it,” he says, and Austin finally lets out a low whistle.

“Jesus, you’re really going the whole nine yards,” Austin says.

“Why not?” Silas shrugs. “She deserves it, after all.”

They all look at me, waiting for a reaction. I focus on the floor, trying to disappear into the mat, but Reese crouches to my level and grabs my jaw. He wrenches my head up so my eyes meet the tail, then his face. His pupils are huge, his smile fixed and artificial, a patchwork of cruelty and professionalism.

“You want to make a scene?” he says, words warm and slick against my skin. “Because you know what happens if you do.”

I don’t want to find out, which only makes them laugh harder.

Austin pushes me back down, flattening my chest to the rubber mat, forcing my ass up and out. The tail dangles from Silas’s hand, swaying like a clock’s pendulum. Every movement feels rehearsed, a ritual of humiliation with me as the only possible sacrifice.

Silas unscrews the cap of the bottle, and the sharp scent of artificial strawberries fills the air. He squeezes a generous mound of the gel onto the gloved palm of his hand, rubbing his fingers together with a sound like slithering worms. The squelch is loud in the otherwise quiet room. He hands the bottle to Reese, who takes it and pops off the safety seal with his teeth.

“You’re lucky we’re using lube,” Silas says, voice syrupy. “We could just force it in dry.”

Reese grins, then pats my hip twice, a warning or a comfort, I can’t tell. He slicks his hand with the jelly and parts my cheeks with deliberate care, exposing me to the cold air and the eyes of the room. I feel the first touch of his finger and jerk, but Austin’s grip on my neck is iron.

“Shhh,” Reese coos. “Be good, and it’ll go easy.”

He circles the rim, slow at first, spreading the lube with practiced efficiency. The sensation burns, more from shame than from anything physical, but then the pressure increases, and I feel his finger breach, slipping all the way in, twisting to stretch me open. The sting is sharp, but manageable, and the worst part is the commentary.

“See how she opens up?” Reese says. “She’s a natural.”

Silas leans in with the tail, holding it upright. “Let’s not waste any more time,” he says, and gestures for Austin to hold me steady.

Austin’s hands tighten, pinning me to the floor like a insect on display in a museum. I can’t move, can barely squirm. Reese works another finger in, then a third, scissoring them to widen me, the noise of it obscene and wet. My face burns. I want to scream, but the bit only lets out a strangled moan.

“Ready,” says Reese, wiping the excess lube onto my thigh.

He lifts the tail and lines it up. I clamp my eyes shut, feeling the cold, blunt tip press against me.

I try to breathe slowly through my nose, fighting the panic as the cold plug presses against me. The pressure builds, insistent and unyielding. My body resists at first, muscles clenching instinctively against the intrusion. But Reese is relentless, pushing with steady force until the widest part breaches me with a sudden, burning stretch that makes me cry out against the gag.

“There we go,” Reese murmurs, his voice almost gentle. “Just a little more.”

My body swallows the rest of the plug with a horrible inevitability. The base settles against my skin, and I feel the weight of the tail hanging down between my legs. Every tiny movement sends shockwaves through me, the plug shifting inside, a constant reminder of its presence. The synthetic fur brushes against my thighs, tickling and tormenting.

Austin jerks on my collar, forcing me to stand up on all fours for them to inspect.

“Well, well,” Silas drawls, his voice dripping with mock affection. “Look at you, all full and eager. You’re such a good little cow, aren’t you?”

Reese kneels and snaps the leashes onto the heavy brass rings of my collar, the cold metal biting into my skin. The bell jingles sharply with every movement, an inescapable reminder that I’m nothing but property.

“Every step you take, everyone will hear you coming,” Reese says, pulling me forward with a harsh tug. “Come on, they’re waiting for their breakfast.”


Chapter 11


The crawl is interminable. Everything hurts, and the pain is alive in the seams between my bones. My hands, bundled into the thick mittens, are useless for catching my fall; my knees, locked and padded but still raw from yesterday, grind against the damp earth with each lurching step. The tail swings with its own gravity, bumping against my inner thighs, a metronome marking my shame. The plug roots me to my own body, every twitch magnified, every shift a reminder that I am filled, altered, made less and more.

Austin’s boots crunch behind me, the leash in his hand a constant threat. If I falter, it yanks my neck back, threatening to topple me. If I move too quickly, he laughs and tightens it, reminding me who is in charge. The bell at my throat rings at every step, an idiot’s soundtrack to my progress. Ahead, the village is awake. Faces appear in windows, on porches, clustered at the edges of the gravel path. The sun is still low, but light is everywhere, impossibly bright.

“There she is! The cow!”

“Check out the tail!”

“She looks better today, or is it just me?”

“She looks broken, that’s for sure.”

Their voices are a smear of sound, but each one knifes through. I keep my face to the ground, hoping the muzzle hides the worst of my expression. But the bit forces my mouth open, my tongue lolling against it, drool wetting my chin and collecting in thick globs under my jaw. I am spectacle. I am livestock, paraded for their morning amusement.

Two men stand near the water trough, arms crossed, eyes fixed on the way my breasts swing with every crawl. Someone spits in the dirt just ahead of me, and the fleck lands on my forearm, already soaked with sweat. I want to wipe it away, but the mittens make it impossible. I can only keep moving, head bowed.

At the end of the path, the platform waits. It’s higher than I remembered, I swear. Climbing it feels impossible. The metal frame at the center gleams in the sun, like it’s been freshly polished. A ring of villagers forms as I near the base, their faces hungry for what’s coming. Some are men I recognize from yesterday, others strangers with the same hungry, expectant stare.

My handlers are suddenly all business. Austin tugs hard on the leash and I tumble forward, my elbows buckling. Silas is there, grabbing me under the arms before I can hit the ground, but he only redirects my fall, pushing me into a kneeling position at the foot of the platform.

Reese’s voice is low and right behind me. “Up you go, cow. Don’t make us drag you.”

As the crowd thickens, the jeers and shouts blend into a sustained roar.

“Is she gonna moo for us?”

“Let’s see her walk!”

“Bet she shits herself, just like a real cow!”

I try to tune them out, to focus on not falling, but every word is a lash. The mask is slick with snot and spit, my nose running freely in the frosty morning air. I can’t wipe, can’t even twitch to signal distress. The only thing I can do is obey, stumbling up the stairs as my handlers drive me from behind. The bell on my neck clangs with every movement, echoing back from the steel frame above.

There is no time to breathe. Austin is in front of me, Reese and Silas to either side. The villagers are everywhere, their faces flushed with excitement, and holding their containers to their chests.

Austin grabs me by the hips and shoves me toward the bench. My knees hit the edge of the platform hard, sending a jolt of pain up my thighs. The mittens scrape against the metal, useless. Reese is already in front, unlocking the restraints with a thick brass key. The cuffs swing open, hungry.

They force me onto my belly, my knees spread wide by the frame’s design. Austin grabs my ankle and locks it into the cuff, then does the same with the other. The stocks close around my calves, pinning me in place. My thighs are forced apart, the tail now on display for everyone, causing the villagers to hoot and holler.

“Keep still, cowgirl,” Reese hisses before he grabs my wrist and pulls my arm forward. He slides the cuff over my mittened hand and tightens it, the leather biting into my flesh. The other arm follows. I am splayed open, held up by the frame, unable to move more than an inch in any direction.

Silas is at my neck, fiddling with the collar. He unclips the leash and attaches it to a ring on the frame, then does the same with the bell, ensuring it can’t be removed. He runs his finger under the collar, checking for slack.

The crowd is louder now, with the front row egging on the handlers.

“Milk her!”

“Let’s see the udders!”

“Fuck her!”

Then, the final indignity — the stocks.

Silas crouches in front of me, his fingers cold as they unlock the wooden jaws. I’m forced to tilt my head forward, chin dropping helplessly into the cradle.

The boards close slowly, inching together with a sickening snap.

It’s like being buried alive, the coarse wood pressing against my cheeks, my throat sealed off from the world. My humanity is crushed beneath the weight of this cruel machine. The muzzle is now sticky with saliva, my mouth dry and aching from the bit. I whimper, but it only makes them laugh harder.

Austin bends low over me, his hand going tight in my matted hair as he forces me to look at him. His breath is sour with last night’s whiskey and this morning’s hunger. “Which one are you more excited for, cow? Getting milked or getting fucked?” His voice is so close it vibrates through my skull. I squirm in the stocks, but it only makes the bell at my neck clang and the villagers howl in delight.

“Bet she’s greedy for both,” someone in the crowd says. I can’t see him, but I know from the leering tone he took his time with me yesterday.

Silas kneels beside me, careful and precise, like a farmer prepping a prize heifer for show. The suction cups on the milking machine are glass and cold, and he places them against my breast with a predator’s grace. The first touch is almost clinical. Then the suction flickers to life and the world collapses to the soft, inhuman tug on my flesh, pulling me forward, pinning me to the moment.

I gasp through the bit, tongue thick with saliva, and the sound that comes out of me is a monstrous whine, half cow and half woman. The villagers roar their approval.

“There’s a good cowgirl,” Silas says, his fingers never leaving my skin as he adjusts the cap for a tighter seal. The machine’s rhythm eats into me, a slow, relentless squeeze, and the tube begins to fill with a thin, off-white liquid that is equal parts lube and humiliation. They didn’t even bother to check if I was ready to be milked. Or maybe that’s the point: I don’t matter, my readiness doesn’t matter, only what comes out of me.

In an instant, villagers are pressing forward to put their jugs under the tubes, eager for my milk as they are for the show.

Reese circles the frame, face bent close to my ass. He flicks the tail with one finger, watches it bounce against my thigh, then slaps the base of it so the plug shifts inside me. The sensation is molten, electric, and I can’t help but clench, which only makes the suction hurt more.

“Tail was your idea, Silas,” Austin says, “you should see some reward.” He lets go of my hair with a rough jerk, sending my face smacking into the wood of the stocks. My world narrows to the splinters digging into my cheek, the pressure of the milking machine, and the hot, insistent poke of Silas’s fingers spreading me open for the entire village to see.

Silas stands, walking around to my rear with a kind of reverence, as if inspecting a feast before falling on it. He unbuckles his belt with slow, deliberate movements, metal clinking in the hush that falls over the crowd. My mind runs ahead in panic, trying to find some place to hide inside myself, but there is nowhere. The stocks hold me in place. The collar and bell and tail mark me as less than human.

Silas’s hand finds the plug, tugs it with a practiced twist, but doesn’t remove it. Instead, he uses it as a lever to tilt my hips, exposing me further, and the cold air hits my wetness with a shock that makes me tremble.

“I want everyone to see how much you enjoy this,” he says as he drags his thick cock through my soaked folds. “No point in hiding it.” The villagers lean forward as one, a wall of faces lit by hunger and sick fascination.

He presses inside, brutally slow, and the plug alongside him makes me feel impossibly full, unbearable. My legs shake with the force of not screaming, my jaw aches from the bit, and all the while the milking machine shudders and tugs, refusing me even the dignity of numbness. The pain and humiliation are total, burning through me like a fever.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Silas grunts, and drives in harder. I can hear the wet slap of flesh, the delighted commentary from the crowd. Someone barks, “Breed her!” and laughter chases the command.

Reese appears at my head, and leans in, his face inches from mine, eyes bright with sadism. He wipes the drool from my chin, then smears it across my cheek.

“You’re a natural at this,” Reese says. “Really. You were born for it.”

Behind me, Silas sets a punishing rhythm. The handle of the tail knocks against the backs of my thighs in time with his thrusts. The suction on my breasts grows more insistent, the tubes filling faster. The voices of the villagers rise, a cacophony of encouragements and insults. I hear the words “slut” and “bitch” and “cow” in the same breath.

My vision blurs around the edges. My body responds in ways I can’t control. The humiliation is complete, and all I can do is drool and sob and take it, reduced to something less than animal.

Silas’s hands grip my hips so tightly that I know there will be bruises in the shape of his fingers. Each thrust shoves my nose into the wood, the stocks creaking with the violence of it. At some point, the villagers change out my containers, but Silas just keeps fucking me, nowhere near finishing.

“You’re going to come before I do, cow, you’re going to show them how much you love this.”

He twists the plug again, and that’s enough. My body convulses against the straps as I come, a climax coming over me like a tidal wave before I sag under him.

But he doesn’t stop. He keeps driving into me.

I watch from somewhere far away, outside myself, as Silas finishes with a groan that is more animal than man. He pulls out, leaving me open, dripping, and the plug still stuffing me full. My whole body trembles. I can’t move, can’t even slump forward. The stocks and the frame keep me on display, my failure public and complete.

Silas wipes himself on my hip, then grabs the plug and gives it a twist, making me gasp. He laughs, low and mean. “Not bad, cow. Not bad at all.”

“Form a line!” Austin yells, and even with my face mashed to the wood, I see the eager hands of the villagers, see them jockey for position, thirsty for a turn with the communal toy.

Everything is noise.

The ringing in my ears from the bell—that iron clapper, sharp as the tongue of a god—echoes in me, becomes part of me, becomes the only sound I recognize as belonging to myself. Layered atop it is the crowd, the villagers, the mob, their voices blurring together into a single monstrous throat. They are less a collection of people than a living organism, a tidal surge of want that rolls up the stage and drowns me. They hoot, they holler, they chant, not words but hungry animal sounds, and beneath it all pulses the low, wet drumbeat of rutting flesh. The air vibrates with the slap of it: bodies, meat, me. My world contracts to the width of the stocks, the pressure of the bit, the heat of the milking suction, and the cold certainty that I will never leave this place.

I have been destroyed. Not just body, but mind. There is no I anymore, only what they tell me I am: a cow, a whore, a creature bred for this. All those words: spat or jeered or whispered, have burrowed into my skin, my bones, laid eggs in my marrow. It is a kind of infection, a hollowing. My memories are distant and slippery. I can’t recall the sound of my own name; it is just a taste I once had on my tongue, now gone. In its place is the bit, the drool, the ache that never leaves. I search for something solid, something that says I am still a human, but every time I find only the evidence of my own degradation—how my body quakes in the stocks when they stretch me open, how the milk-machine drains me faster each round, how the shame has become a second skin, glued down with the sweat and the tears and the spit.

I offer little prayers—to nothing, to no one—hoping only for the small mercies: that it end quickly, that maybe I’ll pass out and wake up somewhere else. But there is never any mercy. The crowd always wants more. The show is never over. They want to see how much I can take before there is nothing left to degrade. They want to watch my soul bleed out through my eyes, and they want to be the ones who squeeze the last drop.

The line forms in front of me, a parade of men with faces hard and eager, hands working themselves as they wait for their turn. Austin stands as ringmaster, shouting for everyone to back up, single file, no pushing. The first man in line is familiar; he was here yesterday. He is already leaking from the tip as he waits beside my head, a string of anticipation that glistens when he tugs down his zipper. He wastes no time when Austin waves him forward. He is at my rear in an instant, breath hot and shallow as he lines himself up beside the plug. I am still stretched from Silas, still slick and sore, but he slides right inside.

He is less careful than Silas, more desperate. He ruts like an animal, using the backs of my thighs for leverage, driving in with a kind of frantic joy. I try to focus on the milking machine, on the rhythm of the suction, on the familiar and humiliating pain of the cups. I try to pretend I am elsewhere, that this isn’t me. But it is, and the crowd makes sure I never forget it. They shout with every thrust, some chanting “pump her full” or “milk her dry,” others simply laughing at how my body trembles, how the tail jerks every time I am hammered home.

The second man is ready before the first even finishes, petting my head as he waits his turn and helping swap out the jugs for my milk. There’s no hesitation or shame in what they’re doing to me. They call each other by name, slap each other on the back, take turns holding the bell at my neck so it rings with every thrust.

I lose track of how many times I am entered, how many bodies press against me, how many hands roam over my skin or twist my nipples or yank my hair. Some of them last only a few seconds, shuddering and finished, while others take their time, savoring the tightness, the heat. My milk runs out, and they turn off the pumps, but the line doesn’t stop. Reese and Austin keep the men moving, shouting instructions and encouragement, never letting up. When there is a lull, they take turns themselves, their cocks already hard again, the cycle unending.

The stocks bite deeper into my neck and wrists. The bit is a stone in my mouth. My breasts are raw and sore; my thighs are bruised and sticky. The humiliation is so complete that it is a kind of numbness, a cold that seeps down and becomes the only thing holding me together.


Chapter 12


I’m floating in a haze when the last man pulls out, and no one enters my pussy.

Reese’s voice cuts through the buzzing in my ears. “Show’s over, cowgirl.”

The hands are rough as they undo my straps, as the pump is put away. I don’t move, don’t even lift my head.

I have no energy left.

The iron hinges creak as he lifts the top beam of the stock. My neck falls forward, and the blood rushes back all at once. It feels like drowning.

When I fail to move, I get a sharp slap on my ass, making the plug move inside me, though I don’t know who the hand belongs to. It takes three more strikes, each harder than the last, before I’m able to move.

I fall off the bench, landing on my face, to the amusement of my spectators.

“Don’t worry, folks. Our cow will be back tomorrow. Same time, same place. For the next year and a half,” Reese announces to the crowd.

The square feels a mile wide. Every step echoes like a scream. My thighs are slick and stinging, my breasts raw and tingling with each jostle, the tail sways against my back, full and pulsing in my ass. The stocks have left rings on my flesh. The crowd’s eyes burn holes in my back. I can’t see them, my gaze on the dirt below my gloved hands, but I feel them, hundreds of hungry stares clinging to me with the stubbornness of gnats. The laughter follows, takes root in my skull, and when the stocks are out of sight, it’s still there, looping. “Cow, cow, cow.” The word has become a tinnitus, a symptom of whatever new species I am.

We pass back through the market, and I catch a glimpse of the butcher’s stall—the place I used to go for stew bones and the occasional stringy cut. The old woman behind the counter doesn’t look at me. She looks away, polishing the same cleaver over and over. I am invisible to her now, except as a warning.

We make it through the door to my stall, and I don’t collapse. My body gives out instead. I land on my face in the dirt, drool pooling into the sawdust. I don’t bother to move. I have no reason to. The collective relief that the spectacle is over for today rushes through me. The world contracts to the little pen, the stall, the cell they call my home.

Austin squats beside me, stirring up a cloud of churned air that smells like sweat and old semen. He slaps my cheek, not enough to hurt but enough to make my teeth click against the bit. “You know what I’ve been wondering?” He says it as if we’re old friends, like we’re discussing this at the bakery. “What happens the day she comes home? Your little girl.”

The words go through me. I have no defense, nothing left in reserve to fight them. The thought of my daughter, of being reunited with Sofia, is the only thing that keeps me going. Now it curdles. Austin keeps going, relentless: “What happens when she’s old enough to remember this?”

A fresh wave of panic rises, suffocating. I can’t breathe. My arms are too heavy to lift, my chest concaved by the sudden weight of shame. I see it all. The parade of men, the relentless ritual, the stocks that will outlast me. This is not just my sentence—it’s hers. Her inheritance. She’ll walk past the square every day, on her way to school, and she’ll see the platform and stockade. She’ll know. They’ll make sure she knows.

Austin leans in closer. I feel the prickle of his stubble against my ear. “She’ll see where you were kept, where you were milked and fucked. They won’t take it down—why would they? You’re part of the history now. Local legend.” He sniffs, as if he can already smell the generations of shame fermenting in my bloodline.

“She’ll hear the whispers. That’s her mother. The cow.”

A cold giggle from Silas. “No one’s ever gonna hire her. No one’s gonna marry her. She’ll carry your stink forever.”

The world goes black at the edges. My brain starts to retreat, folding in on itself like a dying star. But the taunts keep coming.

Reese chimes in. “More than that. You know what I’m looking forward to? The first time you show up at the market after this. You, with your little ration card and your sack of potatoes, pretending you’re still part of this town, and you’ll walk past every man knowing he could have fucked you. That he probably did fuck you. After eighteen months of being open for business, every cock in this village will be inside that pussy at some point. Every man you see will have dumped his seed in that gaping hole of yours.”

The words hit me like a hammer, blunt and final. It is not pain at first, but inertia—a spreading, paralyzing numbness that crawls out from my core. There is nothing beneath me but defeat, and nothing above but the weight of their expectations. I try to find a handhold on the slippery slope of my own obliteration, but every attempt to think, to hope, slides off the surface of my new reality.

There is no coming back from this. No secret place in my mind to huddle and shiver, no scrap of memory that is not corrupted by their voices. They have salted the earth, burned the crops, left no shadow unpoisoned. Even the image of Sofia—her face as a baby, her perfect, uncertain laugh—has been devoured by the knowledge of what I am, what I have become. The infection travels outward, a slow rot that taints every cell. Everything is stained. Everything is shame.

I see my daughter not as she was, but as she will be: a teenager, hunched in the back row at school, flinching at every whisper, every glance. I see the posters, the faces, the jokes that will outlive us both. I see her walking down the street, head bowed, while men I do not know sneer and elbow each other. I see her name—my name—carved into the wall in the market, beneath a crude drawing of a cow. I see her hiding from me, knees pulled to her chest, wishing with all her might that she was not related to me at all.

I’ve doomed my child to a life where the whole town has fucked her mother, and hates her for it. This is what they’ve done, what I’ve helped them do. There is no dignity in being a warning. No mercy in being a monument to humiliation.

A choking sound escapes my throat, part scream, part sob, but I am too empty for it to gain strength. It is just another noise, lost in the space between their words.

Austin squats in front of me again, with the easy swagger of someone who knows he cannot be touched. He smirks. “And she’s gonna grow up knowing it. Every time she looks at you, she’ll see it in your eyes.” He pats my cheek with a hand that reeks of sweat and chemical soap, mock-gentle and patronizing. “Won’t that be fun?”

The way he says it makes me want to bite off my own tongue.

“Two days down. Only 545 days to go. I wonder how many men can fuck you in that time. Maybe we should keep count for you, just so you’re sure when you’re released,” Silas calls, voice distant but clear. He’s in the corner, peeling off his gloves, eyes boring into me like a scientist dissecting a frog.

I want to die, but my body is too cowardly for that. Instead, I just tremble. My face is pressed into the straw and sawdust, the air full of the animal stink of milk and the after smell of hundreds of men.

“I think she’s too weak to eat tonight, boys. We better bottle-feed her,” Reese says, his voice lower than the others, almost intimate.

Silas flashes a wicked grin, the kind that makes me remember teeth, and hunger, and the sick joy of power. “I’ll go get it ready. You guys get her cleaned up.”

I don’t move. There is no point in resisting, no point in even pretending to resist. My arms don’t respond; my legs are dead weight. Not even a whimper escapes as Austin and Reese grab me by the collar and haul me upright on my knees, a dog performing a trick, my head lolling on the end of my neck like a broken marionette. I am not a person to them; I am a piece of livestock to be washed and fed.

Austin works the gag from my mouth with a single practiced jerk, the bit leaving a slick trail of saliva and shame down my chin. My jaw aches, but I do not try to close it. Reese is already at the wall, spinning the old brass spigot, and a moment later the icy spray of the hose hits my back like a slap.

It is so cold I yelp, a pathetic, involuntary noise, but they only laugh. The water creeps over my shoulders, down my spine, and between my legs, washing away the clotted streaks of semen, milk, and blood that coat my thighs. It sluices the filth down to my knees, then to my ankles, until I am sitting in a puddle of diluted self. They take turns, Austin holding my collar while Reese aims the hose at my most sensitive places, letting the needle-sharp chill force out any lingering traces of the night’s parade.

The hose is a mercy, in a way. I lose track of time, lose track of myself in the cold. My world narrows to a pinpoint, and for a moment, I forget why I am here.

Silas returns, swinging a giant plastic baby bottle like a trophy. He waggles it in my direction, making the thick, off-white liquid inside slosh up against the rubber nipple. “Open up,” he says, voice singsong, as if talking to a toddler.

I refuse, clenching my teeth. But he only smiles wider.

He clamps his hand over my nose and pinches it shut. I go five, ten seconds, maybe longer, before the need for air rips my mouth open. As soon as I gasp for breath, the nipple is rammed past my lips, the bottle squeezed hard. The paste floods my throat. It is sweet, metallic, with the grainy texture of unripe flour. The taste is worse than anything I remember from the facility, but my body is so desperate it gulps anyway, spasming on instinct.

“That’s a good cowgirl,” Silas croons.

Austin strokes my hair almost kindly as they tip the bottle higher, forcing more paste into me. “She’s good at that. Maybe we should see what else she can do with that mouth.” They all laugh. I keep swallowing, because there is no alternative.

When the bottle is empty, Silas flicks my nose and lets go. I cough, a white dribble leaking down my chin to mix with the puddle at my knees. I can’t even summon the energy to spit it out. Reese pats me on the back, hard enough to make my chest sting, but not enough to dislodge the lump of shame growing inside me.

“Don’t worry, cow,” he murmurs. “You’ll get used to this in no time.” He wipes my chin with the back of his hand, then with a sick kind of gentleness, tucks my hair behind my ear.

They let go of me and step away, as if they have completed the daily maintenance of a piece of equipment. I fall forward, into the puddle, eyes squeezed shut, paste and drool pooling in my lap. My only comfort is the brief illusion of solitude.

But they don’t leave. They watch me, all three of them, as I shake and whimper and cry.

After a long pause, Austin clears his throat. “Look on the bright side,” he says to the others, though never to me. “Three months from now, she’ll be so used up you won’t even need to tie her down.” He snickers. “She’ll crawl into the stocks herself, wagging her tail.”

Reese laughs. “Bet she’ll even beg for it by then.”


Chapter 13
Weeks Later


Time has lost all meaning. There are no clocks in the barn, no calendars in this life. Just the rhythm of it all: feedings, washings, milkings, rest. Feedings, washings, milkings, rest. The cycle grinds on, and I grind with it, worn down to something shapeless and obedient.

Some part of me used to scream. Now… now the screaming is quieter. Not gone, just buried under layers of repetition and exhaustion.

The mornings no longer shock me. When the stall door creaks open and the leashes snap on, I crawl without protest. My knees are calloused. My wrists, raw beneath the leather cuffs. My mind goes somewhere else when they speak, when they prod, when they jeer. I’ve learned how to disappear inside my own skin.

Even the humiliation has dulled. What once blistered now just burns.

They say humans can get used to anything. I used to think that was a warning. Now I understand: it’s a curse. Because I am not a human anymore. I’m a cow. There is no rock bottom. There is always a deeper quiet, a colder stillness, a darker corner to collapse into.

I don’t know what day it is. But I know what comes next. I always know what comes next.

My head lifts automatically at the sound of footsteps. My knees shift beneath me. There is no conscious thought, no protest. I know the routine: knees, then hands, then wait. The bell on my neck rings.

The door creaks open. My eyes have adjusted. My body has, too. The collar doesn’t chafe anymore. The muzzle doesn’t bother me. I don’t remember how food used to taste.

Austin, Silas, and Reese step inside. I hear their boots before I see their faces. The scrape of rubber on concrete. I used to close my eyes and pray they’d forget about me, just once, just long enough to let the pain evaporate and leave the ghost of a person behind. Now I barely look up. I know their faces better than my own. I know the stretch of their smiles, the little pocks of acne on Silas’s cheeks, the way Austin’s jaw pops when he grinds his teeth. They don’t change. Every day is the same. Every day is a copy of the last, only more worn out, more faded from the original.

“Morning, cowgirl,” Silas says, and he says it the same way every time, with the little tilt in his voice like he’s the first to ever think of the nickname. He lets it hang in the air, savoring the cruelty, daring me to object. It used to burn. It used to make my stomach turn, my whole body clench up in protest. Now it’s just air. Words. Noise that passes through me and leaves no mark. My ears have learned to filter out the things I don’t need to hear. I focus on the soft creak of my stall, the warm animal breaths around me, the tiny click of the bell on my collar. I focus on what’s left inside me, which isn’t much.

If I screamed every time I wanted to, the walls would crumble. If I cried every time I needed to, I’d drown. But I haven’t screamed in weeks. I haven’t cried in months. I ran out of tears long before I ran out of misery.

Sometimes, in the empty hours between feedings, I try to remember her. Sofia. My daughter. The reason I survived so long, the reason I let myself become this thing. I say her name in my head, over and over, as if I can keep her safe by repeating it like a prayer. Sofia. Sofia. I fight to keep the image of her alive, but every day it slips further from me, like trying to hold water in my hands.

I used to picture her wrapped in a blanket, the blue and pink stripes crisp against her skin. I used to remember the way her hair stuck up in wild tufts, the way her chin dimpled when she yawned. But all of that is fraying now. The memory is unspooling, the colors washing out. I can’t even see her face when I close my eyes. I remember hands, maybe. Tiny clenched fists. Were they pink? Or red? Was she born with a cry, or did she just blink up at me in silence? I don’t know anymore. The details run together. I see her in my dreams sometimes, but she never speaks. She turns away before I can touch her, and I wake up with my arms closing on empty air.

What kind of mother forgets her own child’s face? The question gnaws at me, chews through my insides. I want to think it’s the way I’m treated, or the lack of sleep, or the constant parade of men, but I know the truth. They have stolen her from me, piece by piece, until there’s nothing left but the name. Sofia. Sofia. I repeat it until it means nothing at all.

Reese is always the first to speak. “Go ahead and relieve yourself,” he says, and it’s not a request. Somewhere along the way, this became part of our routine. I have to pee in front of them before they’ll feed me. I used to fight it. I used to hold it in until the pain became unbearable, just to deny them the show. But that stopped mattering a long time ago. Now I just crawl over to the pile of sawdust, spread my legs, and wait for the signal.

Austin comes over and holds my head, fingers digging into the matted mess of my hair. He forces me to stare up into his eyes as I let go. There is no privacy here, no dignity, not even the illusion of it. The hiss of urine fills the air, loud and embarrassing. I watch his pupils dilate, the little quirk of his lip as he gets hard just from the sight. I used to gag at the thought. Now I notice the details. The bulge in his pants. The way Silas glances away, pretending not to care but secretly rubbing his own dick.

There is always a calculation in their cruelty. A logic to the humiliation.

When I finish, Austin wipes my face with the back of his hand, then undoes my muzzle with a single, practiced motion. He tosses it to Silas, who swaps it for the baby bottle, thick, off-white liquid sloshing in the plastic. They decided this is faster than waiting for me to eat out of the bucket.

“Open up,” Reese says, and I do, because I have no choice. The bottle tastes awful, thick and gritty, but I learned to choke it down a long time ago. If I fight, they’ll just hold my nose and squeeze my jaw until my teeth crack.

As I drink, Austin strokes my cheek, his thumb rough with callus. “She’s getting better at this,” he says, as if I’m not there, as if I’m just another piece of livestock to be inspected and optimized. “You think she’ll remember how to function when they let her go?”

But I am listening. I listen to everything, because there is nothing else to do in this place but listen and remember and try not to think. Will I remember? Will I know how to fend for myself? Can my body even walk upright anymore?

The feed is thick, metallic, with an aftertaste that coats my tongue for hours. I swallow and swallow until the bottle is empty. When I’m done, Silas tosses the bottle out the door and gives my rear a sharp slap, just enough to sting. I don’t react. If I react, they’ll only do it more.

“We’re going to try something new today,” Reese says, his voice carrying a note of practiced malice, and though I keep my gaze on the straw matting the floor, something rebellious in my spine straightens. Try something new. As if there’s anything left inside me that could be untried, let alone unbroken.

“You’ll see once we get you to the stocks.”

#


Chapter 14


I open my mouth as soon as Reese gestures, and he slides the bit gag between my teeth, buckling it tight at the nape of my neck. The taste of rubber and spit makes me gag, but I swallow it down. Then I follow them out into the square. The crowd closes in, eager for the main event. My tail, furred and fake, still sways between my legs, its bell chiming each time I move. I wish I could rip it off.

They pull me up onto the platform, and for a moment the world spins. Instead of the usual bent-over position, Silas flips me onto my back. My wrists are buckled to the frame, and then my ankles, until my heels touch the backs of my thighs and my knees point up, splayed wide. I can’t move, can’t hide, can’t even flinch without the leather biting deeper into my skin. All I can see is wood and sky. The wood is cold against my spine. My bare skin prickles.

Silas double-checks the buckles, grinning at the way the straps flatten my breasts against my chest. He sneers, “Wouldn’t want you slipping out now, would we?” I hate that I flinch at his touch. I hate that I’ve stopped hating it as much as I used to.

Austin looms into view, his face upside-down from my perspective, which somehow makes his smile look even crueler. He wipes a smudge of snot from under my nose with a casual, almost affectionate swipe. I want to spit at him, but the gag mutes the impulse.

“Gentlemen,” Reese roars to the crowd. “For the first time ever, we’re going to let you drink from the source. Step right up. Today’s milk is fresh, sweet, and ready for tasting.”

“As you all know,” Silas calls out, “a well-fucked cow makes more milk. So I’ll take the pussy while you take a drink, then we’ll swap.” He punctuates this by running two fingers up the crease of my thigh, spreading me open for everyone to see. The touch is clinical, but the exposure is intimate, obscene. My hips jerk reflexively, and the crowd laughs.

Austin’s face hovers above me, eyes narrowed. He wants to see what I’ll do, how I’ll react. “I think she likes this idea,” he says, mocking, and the sound of my own humiliation echoes in my ears.

Silas drags a hand along my slit, slow and possessive. “I know she does. She’s soaked.” He presses a thumb in, just enough to make me gasp, then withdraws it to show the wetness to the audience. Someone in the crowd whistles. More laughter.

The telltale sound of a zipper unfurling fills the gap. I brace myself, but there’s no pain at first—just the shock of sudden fullness as Silas slides inside in one smooth, practiced thrust. The heat of his body, the roughness of his hands clutching my thighs, the way my body betrays me by accommodating him without protest. The only sound I make is a strangled grunt, muffled by the gag, as the crowd erupts into applause.

But that’s not the worst of it. The worst is Reese, who leans in and lowers his mouth to my breast, taking the nipple between his lips and sucking. Hard. I can hear the pop of the seal breaking, the wet smack of his mouth as he draws the milk out. I’m so numb that the sensation barely registers as pleasure or pain; it’s just another thing happening to the meat that used to be me.

Austin suckles with calculated efficiency, his eyes locked on mine the entire time. As he drinks, he lets the milk dribble down his chin and onto my chest, marking me with every swallow. I feel a trickle of it run between my ribs, sticky and humiliating. I try to close my eyes, but the collar and straps force my head still, so I have to watch, have to witness every second of my own undoing.

Silas fucks me with the same rhythm he always does these days: fast, shallow, showy. It’s never about sensation, not for him, not for me, not for anyone except the spectators. It’s all about the performance, the way his hips snap, the theatrical slapping of skin on wood, the exaggerated noises he makes as he pounds into me. Every thrust is calibrated for the crowd, and I can feel them—dozens, maybe a hundred—leaning forward, hungry for every detail. The platform vibrates under his weight, and I feel every movement amplified by the hard frame beneath my spine.

Every time his body hammers mine, the stocks groan and shudder. The sound seems to reverberate across the entire square, echoing against the stone and brick. The crowd is a single organism, a beast with a thousand eyes and no soul, and I am the prey presented for their pleasure.

Someone shouts, “Come on! Make her come!” and Silas, ever the showman, obliges. The slap-slap-slapping intensifies. Each movement rocks my head against the wood. My whole body is a tuning fork for their desires, and they don’t care if it splits me at the seam.

Austin ends his turn, but never leaves my side. He crouches near my head, close enough for me to see the beads of sweat on his upper lip, the curled sneer of his mouth. His fingers trace my cheek, almost gentle, almost reverent, and that makes it worse. He wipes my brow like a nurse tending the dying, but his eyes are cold and bright, alive with anticipation. The tenderness is a taunt, a reminder that he could choose to be kind, but chooses not to, every single time.

“Gentlemen, she has two tits,” he calls over the ruckus, turning to face the mob. “Who wants to try the other one?”

For a split second, the crowd is stunned, as if they didn’t realize this was allowed. Then it becomes a race. Men elbow past each other, fighting for position at the foot of the platform, their faces red with exertion and excitement. They shove and curse, climbing over each other to reach me.

Reese bites down on my left nipple, teeth sinking in hard enough to shoot pain down to my toes. I yelp, a muffled keen through the gag, but he doesn’t let up. He drinks greedily, lips and tongue working in frantic suckling bursts. I can feel the milk leaving me, feel it draw from the deepest part of my chest. The intensity builds until I’m dizzy, floating, disconnected from everything but the relentless suction and the heat of his mouth. My arms spasm against the restraints, but I can’t move an inch. My body is locked, helpless, a vessel being wrung dry.

A second mouth clamps onto my right breast, and the shock of it almost makes me sob. This one is less practiced, more desperate, teeth scraping my tender skin until I think it’ll bleed. The man grunts, sucking so hard that my nipple feels like it’s being ripped from my body. They work in tandem, drawing from me in greedy, competing gulps. The sensation is overwhelming, and I lose track of who is touching what, who is drinking, who is fucking me from below.

Silas, not to be outdone, ups his pace. His hands paw at my thighs, nails digging in deep enough to bruise. He pounds harder, rougher, the slap of flesh now a dull, meat-thick thud. I try to brace myself, but there’s nothing to brace against. I am a ragdoll, a toy, a thing for them to use until it breaks.

The men at my chest switch places, each fighting for a better angle, a stronger grip. At some point, a third man crowds in, pushing his face against the others, latching on for a taste. They bicker, elbowing each other, and for a moment all three are at my breasts—two suckling, one groping, twisting and kneading the flesh until it’s purpled and sore. I hear someone say, “She tastes like honey,” and the crowd laughs, a rippling wave of amusement that washes over me.

Someone’s hand sneaks down between my legs, finding the seam where Silas is still working me. A thumb presses against my clit, hard, grinding tight circles that make my whole body arch involuntarily. I want to scream, to buck him off, but I can’t even move my head. He keeps pressing, keeps circling, until the pain and pleasure blend into something raw and ragged and unstoppable.

Silas finishes with a guttural groan, driving himself as deep as he can go. I feel the hot pulse of him inside me, the way his body shudders and locks and he explodes inside me like he has what feels like a thousand times before pulling out.

He gives my cunt a final slap, hard enough to leave a handprint. The sensation is electric, blinding. It pushes me over the edge, and I come with a scream, my body convulsing in the stocks. The men roar their approval, and I feel a fresh cock probing before the vacancy can even register. Someone else is already there. The men rotate in, each eager to try, each determined to leave a mark. They barely look at me as a person; I am a hole, a feeding trough, a thing for them to use and discard and maybe remember later, in the privacy of their own homes.

The mouths at my breasts never stop either. Their mouths are insatiable, their hands bruising, pinching and twisting until my vision blurs with tears. The pain is so sharp it circles back to numbness. I can’t even tell when the milk runs out or when they change out; they just keep sucking, determined to wring something more from me.

Austin leans over, close enough that I can feel his breath on my face. He whispers, “You’re loving this,” and licks a streak of sweat from my temple like he’s tasting me for quality. I want to spit in his face, but I only drool down my chin, helpless and gagged.

One of the men at my chest comes, I think, just from the act of suckling because wetness explodes against my side. His face screws up, and he grinds his crotch against the wood, making obscene little grunts until he slumps away, spent. Another takes his place, eager and greedy, and the cycle continues. I lose count of the faces, lose track of time. It’s just a carousel of mouths and hands and cocks, an endless parade of hunger and need.

At some point, I realize I am coming too. Not from pleasure, not from anything good, but from the total annihilation of self. My body shudders and contracts, and I feel the heat bloom between my legs, a sick parody of orgasm after orgasm. I don’t want it, but it happens anyway, and the humiliation of it makes me dizzy.

I am nothing now. Just a body, a commodity, a vessel. I don’t even recognize myself anymore, don’t remember what it was like to be whole. This is worse than being a cow. This is being a thing. All I know is the press of flesh, the suck of mouths, the relentless, grinding need of the crowd.

When they finally unbuckle me, I fall, boneless, crashing to the wooden floor. I don’t resist as they haul me up by my collar, forcing me back onto all fours. I don’t even flinch when they pat my ass and call me a good girl. I am spent, empty, hollowed out and hollow-eyed.


Chapter 15


Apparently, I’m disrupting the village too much. The men can’t focus on their chores when they have me to fuck. This gives me two days of rest in my stall a week. You’d think this would be better.

You’d be wrong.

The barn is worse than the stocks. At least on the platform, I can lose myself in the chaos of the crowd, in the raw shock and blur of hands and mouths. Here I am at the mercy of Reese, Austin, and Silas, and they know just how to twist the knife. To be sure I feel what’s being done.

The sound of their voices comes first, low and conspiratorial, with the crackle of amusement running through every word.

I struggle to my knees; the bell telling them the cow is up. The cold of the morning air makes my skin prickle, my nipples hardening to painful points. My tail keeps my ass full, though now I don’t know how my body would feel without it. I feel the fabric brushing my thighs as I take my position.

They stand in the doorway for a long moment, just watching me. I realize with a sick jolt that I’ve come to crave their attention. Even if it’s just to hurt me, even if it’s just to remind me of my place, I need them to acknowledge me. It’s disgusting, the way I shiver at the sight of them, the way I arch my back for their inspection, desperate for anything that isn’t silence and darkness and the slow, gnawing hunger in my belly.

They never feed me to start off. They make me earn it. In a variety of degrading ways.

I wonder what they have planned for me today.

The smile on Reese’s face is sadistic, terrifying, and Austin carries a contraption I don’t recognize. Silas just gives me a wicked grin.

“Good morning, cowgirl.”

The words are a joke, but not in the way normal people joke. Reese’s voice is cruel and bright. The greeting is a warning shot, a little taste of the humiliation he has in store. I try to smile back, though my jaw throbs with the permanent ache of the muzzle. The metal pries my mouth open in a way that no human smile can, but I force my lips to curl upward anyway, scraping my own gums bloody on the bars. It isn’t a smile at all—just a twitching, desperate grimace, but Reese seems to appreciate the effort. Sometimes he likes when I try.

Most days, even that is too much.

“Someone’s eager today,” Austin chimes in, stepping into the stall behind Reese. His hands cradle a mechanism I haven’t seen before. The cold morning light glints off the metal, making the thing look alive, hungry. Leather straps hang from it like limp tongues or the severed tentacles of some monstrous sea creature. There are buckles and rings and at least one piece that looks sharp enough to cut. My heartbeat stutters as I realize that soon it will be buckled onto me, or into me, or through me. The men never bring gifts unless they plan to use them.

I keep my eyes on the floor, careful not to stare at the device. Never show curiosity. Curiosity is a question, and questions are dangerous here. If I look too long, Austin will make a show of explaining, and he’ll use words that slice deeper than the actual metal. He’ll compare me to livestock, or describe in detail the function of each piece, and then he’ll ask if I understand. I’m supposed to say yes, and if I hesitate, if I stutter or whimper or even breathe too loudly, he’ll find a way to make the punishment fit the crime.

There is no safe way to exist in this space, only a spectrum of less-bad options. I have learned to choose silence, to make myself an object before they can do it for me.

“We’ve got something special for you,” Silas says, and his voice is different, lower, more intimate. He crouches beside my hobbled knees, so close that I can smell the sour tang of sweat and leather on his clothes. He reaches out without hesitation, cupping my breast in his palm the way a farmer checks fruit for ripeness. His fingers are thick and hard, and he squeezes, testing the firmness of the tissue, then pinches the underside where the skin is thinnest and most sensitive. A cold jolt of pain radiates through my chest, and I shudder, but that is the reaction he wants. Silas nods with professional satisfaction when a bead of milk pops from my nipple and stains the black fur of my pelt.

This kind of inspection is routine now. There is nothing erotic left in it, only the mechanical assurance that his investment is still yielding. They handle me like a side of meat, and I am nothing but a vessel for whatever they want to take.

“Position,” Reese barks, and the order pulls me down into my body, sharp and immediate. I scramble to obey, spreading my knees as wide as the hobbles allow and dropping my chest to the straw. My spine arches, vertebrae popping under the strain, and my tail—fake, but no less humiliating, swings up and out, exposing everything. The bell on my collar rings in time with my pulse, a bright silver chime that tells them the cow is ready.

“You’ve been such a good cow,” Reese purrs, the words syrupy and thick with sarcasm. “We thought you deserved a reward.”

A reward. The word is a trap. Rewards are always crueler than punishments, because they come wrapped in the language of kindness. A reward means something new, something experimental, something awful enough to make them laugh.

He steps out of the stall.

Austin approaches with the harness. Up close, I can see how complicated it is—so many straps, so many buckles, so much metal. My mind races as I try to imagine what they have planned, but I know better than to ask. The anticipation is punishment enough.

Silas holds me steady by the shoulders while Austin wraps the first strap around my neck, cinching it tight enough to make me lightheaded. The next goes around my chest, then under my arms, pinning them against my ribs and making it impossible to move.

Reese appears, with some sort of rolling frame. They attach my harness to it so I’m hanging from it, supported by the straps with nowhere to go.

“There we go,” Austin says, patting my cheek with mock affection. “Now you look the part.”

Silas shifts behind me, his hands pulling out my tail and checking, I realize with a jolt, to see if I am clean enough for whatever comes next. He doesn’t bother being gentle. I feel his finger jab deep, twisting cruelly, then withdraw. He wipes the residue off on my hip and laughs.

“Ready when you are,” he says to Reese, who is busy rummaging through a bucket of supplies. I hear the clink of glass, the rattle of metal. I try to brace myself, but I can’t move, can’t even turn my head.

Austin kneels in front of me and tilts my chin up with a gloved hand. His other hand brings the device into my field of vision. He points to each part, explaining as if to a student:

“This is for keeping mouths open for medical treatment, but we’re repurposing it a little. And this—” he flicks the dangling bit of metal—“is a feeding tube. Self-explanatory, yeah?”

I whimper and try to look away, but Austin forces my eyes to his.

“Don’t worry,” he says, voice metallic and false. “We know what we’re doing.”

There’s nothing I can do to stop them. They remove my muzzle, and Silas hooks a thumb into my mouth, holding it open for Austin. The device bites deep, prying my mouth wider until my jaw feels like it will crack. My eyes water, streaming hot and fast down my face. I hear a click, and suddenly the tube is in my mouth, snaking over my tongue and down my throat. I choke and retch, but the ring keeps me wide open for it. They don’t stop until I’m gagging, bile burning the back of my nose.

“Beautiful,” Austin says, and I can tell he means it. He’s always preferred me like this: silent, helpless, totally at his mercy.

Reese leans over my back, his chest pinning me in place, and I feel his breath on my ear as he whispers, “Now for the real fun, cowgirl.”

The tube is connected to something behind me. I can’t see, but I can hear the slosh of liquid as it fills the reservoir. The first taste is chemical and bitter, and I spasm, trying to spit it out, but it just keeps coming. The fluid rushes down my throat, choking me, filling my stomach until I feel bloated and sick. My limbs shake with the effort to stay upright, but the harness keeps me from collapsing.

They laugh as I struggle. They always laugh. My humiliation is the entertainment.

Once the reservoir is empty, Austin unclips the tube from the gag and wipes the dribble of fluid from my lips. He looks satisfied, almost proud.

“See?” he says to Reese. “No mess at all.”

Reese ruffles my hair and smears the tears from my cheeks. He’s gentle, for once, but I know it’s a trick. Kindness always comes with a price.

Silas slides his fingers into me, probing deep, checking to see if the liquid diet has made me tighter or wetter or more compliant. He grins.

“She’s ready,” Silas says, and the words are a death knell. Reese and Austin exchange grins, an unspoken agreement passing between them—whatever comes next belongs to all of them, and by extension, to none of me.

The next hour is a haze of pain and pleasure, of bodies moving around me, of hands and mouths and cocks. I am a receptacle for whatever they want. The harness keeps me open, keeps me present, keeps me useful. When they want me to scream, they pour more liquid down my throat. When they want me silent, they fill my mouth with cock or cloth or both.

Reese is first, always. He likes to set the pace, to show the others what’s possible. He runs his fingers over my cheeks, pinching my face between his hands, his thumbs digging into the tender hinge of my jaw until I whimper around the ring that splits my lips. He tugs my head up and spits directly into my mouth, watching with fascination as I gag and choke on it, unable to swallow or turn away. When he’s satisfied that I’m wet enough, he unzips his fly and slides himself between my open lips, the harsh taste of salt and sweat overwhelming as he buries himself to the hilt. The harness keeps my mouth wide, keeps me from biting or resisting; my only power is in the involuntary spasms of my throat as he fucks into it. He’s rough and fast, careless with my ruined dignity, and when he finishes, he pulls out slowly, leaving me to drool his cum and saliva down my chin like a stupid, docile animal.

Austin is less violent, but more precise. While Reese wipes himself off on my hair, Austin works the feeding tube deeper, measuring the distance with his thumb and forefinger. He wants to see how much I can take. He pours another glass of liquid into the funnel, watching my eyes as the bitter sludge gurgles down, forcing me to swallow around the artificial cock that still pins my jaw. The pressure in my stomach grows unbearable; I can feel the acid and bile sloshing in my gut, threatening to come back up, but the tube offers no escape. My belly distends, grotesque and obvious, and Austin laughs, delighted by his handiwork. He mutters something about veal calves, about forced feeding, about the beauty of engineered suffering. I don’t really hear the words, only the tone, cold and clinical, like this is all a fascinating experiment.

Silas takes his turn from behind. He doesn’t waste time, or words. My hips are yanked up, exposing me to him, and I feel his hands part my cheeks with rough, mechanical intention. There’s no gentleness, no warning. He spits once, twice, then rams himself inside, and it’s like being split open with a crowbar. The harness keeps my upper body rigid, so all the force is transferred directly into the base of my spine. I scream, but the only thing that comes out is a frothy, liquid gurgle. Silas doesn’t stop, doesn’t slow down. He wants to see how much I can take before I break.

They pass me around for a while, switching places, testing every angle and orifice. Sometimes they go in pairs—one in my mouth, one in my cunt, both thrusting in counterpoint, using me as a living toy. Sometimes they make me lick them clean, or hold me open so they can watch their handiwork ooze back out. Each time I think it’s almost over, they find a new way to degrade me. They force more liquid down the tube, or stuff rags in my mouth, or slap my thighs until they bloom with angry red welts. I lose track of time, of sensation, of anything except the relentless pressure and pain.

I lose myself in the humiliation, the pain and the tunnel vision that comes after prolonged fear. Time is reduced to a smear color and noise. I can’t think in words anymore; my world is narrowed to the wet thump of bodies on mine, the choking bitterness of chemical sludge, the burn of bile in my throat and the ache of being forced wide open for so long. My thoughts fizzle, synapses shorting out. All that’s left is a childlike confusion, a helplessness so complete I want to cry, but the tears are long since spent. I see only details, meaningless and sharp, as if my mind is trying to anchor to something real as my dignity slips away. The sweat on Austin’s brow beads like dew on glass. I watch it gather, roll, and fall, as if every droplet marks the passage of time I can’t feel. Reese’s eyes, halfway lidded in some private bliss, are empty and wild, a predator’s stare when he comes undone. Silas’s hands are all I know: the chill of his palms as they grip and spread and punish.

When it’s finally over, Reese doesn’t unbuckle me right away. He lets me hang in the harness, limbs trembling, head dangling, the blood pounding so hard in my ears it sounds like the ocean. I’m still drooling around the ring, a slurry of cum, spit, and stomach acid dribbling down my chin and onto my chest. The taste has become so familiar in the last hour I wonder if I will ever be free of it.


Chapter 16


I expect them to leave me, but Reese reaches for the hose on the wall.

He unspools the green rubber snake and drags it behind him, smirking, and the others step aside to watch. He starts at my head, turning the spray on full blast and shoving the nozzle into my open mouth. The water is freezing and immediate; it floods my mouth, my nostrils, and I choke, but the harness keeps my jaw open and my tongue pinned down. I panic, instinctively, thrashing against the straps, but I’m too weak and too well-secured to accomplish anything.

Reese is methodical. He rakes the hose down my neck and over my chest, pressure-washing the sticky secretions from my skin, letting them pool beneath me. He circles around to my backside, rinsing the mixture of their semen from between my legs, spraying until the fluid runs clear. Indifferent to my shivers, to the way I gasp and choke for air every time he fills my throat with water. His motions are so thorough they’re cruel.

When my body is clean, he moves on to the inside. He flushes my mouth, then jams the nozzle up past the ring and into the feeding tube still snaking into my stomach. He turns the pressure up, and I feel the ice water pouring into my gut, mixing with the chemical slurry already there. My belly is stretched tight and grotesque, skin pale and almost translucent from how much it’s been distended. Austin pokes at it, watching the ripples move under my skin with glee.

“I think we should do this once a week,” Austin says, voice bright as if he’s suggesting a game. He digs his knuckle into my swollen belly, and I mewl in pain. “Put some meat on those bones. She’s been losing weight.”

The words strike me with a cold, abstract panic. I haven’t thought about my own body for so long.

Concern washes over me. Have I? I haven’t noticed.

“You’d use the feeding tube every night if it was up to you,” Silas taunts.

Austin grins, showing his teeth. “So what? That was hot, and you know it.”

Reese lets the hose run, water splattering on the concrete, before he bends to me again. His hand is cold from the spray, but he brushes the hair from my face in a gesture so soft it makes my skin crawl. It is the prelude to a blow. I flinch, but he only studies me, the damp lock of hair trailing between his fingers, before tucking it behind my ear with studied gentleness.

“He’s right,” Reese says, turning to the others. “A heavier cow might produce more.” The words are knife-sharp, shearing through whatever thin hope I had that this would end soon. I try to focus on the water, the relentless cold pounding my tongue and teeth, the ache in my jaw from the ring, but my mind gets snagged on the word ‘produce’ and can’t let go.

He wraps my hair around his fist, the pressure at my scalp sharp and immediate, and jerks my head back so I’m forced to meet his gaze. His eyes are the color of stormwater, flat and unblinking. “What do you think, cow? Want to get nice and fat for us?”

There’s no answer I can give that would satisfy him. I stare, mute, the question sloshing around in my head with the frigid water and bile. My stomach cramps, squeezed to bursting by the intake, and the harness bites my ribs. My hands are numb in their bindings, feet curled and useless where they dangle above the floor. I want to choke, but the tube keeps me open, helpless against the tide.

Reese holds my head for a beat, then lets it drop. He moves behind me, boots squeaking in the puddles he’s left. The shock of cold when he applies the hose to my ass is blinding. There’s a moment where even my brain seizes, panic thrumming through my body like an electric current. The water jets in, and the pressure is an agony all its own—a chemical burn followed by a frigid, glacial pain that makes my knees buckle in the stirrups.

I try to scream, but my voice is a strangled gurgle. The water fills me, stretches me, until I think my body will split along every seam. Then Reese yanks the hose free, and Austin is there, shoving a metal bucket beneath my hips. The contents of my gut evacuate in one rush, splashing violently into the bucket. The relief is so absolute it almost registers as pleasure, but it is immediately replaced with humiliation, knowing that every ounce of my body is under their control, and every function is for their amusement. The stench of my own waste mixes with the tang of the water, the metallic scent of blood and milk and semen that permeates every inch of the barn.

“That’s one bucket full,” Silas crows, laughing, and I hear the clatter of metal as he pushes an empty pail closer. “You ready to get milked, cowgirl?” He says it like a joke, but there’s a hunger in his voice, a tautness that tells me this is the part he enjoys most.

He doesn’t wait for an answer. He steps in front of me, his hands already reaching, and grabs my left breast in both fists. The skin is stretched tight, the nipple dark and engorged from the hormones they’ve been pumping into me for weeks. Every nerve ending is raw, like I’ve been sanded down to the dermis. The first squeeze is a lightning bolt, pain blooming out from the areola and up into my armpit. I buck in the harness, but Silas holds firm, digging his thumbs into the tender tissue as he kneads, coaxing the milk out through brute force.

He pinches the nipple hard, twisting until my vision goes white at the edges, and a spurt of milk arcs into the pail beneath me. The sound is obscene—like a mouthful of spit hitting dirty metal, wet and sharp and echoing in the small space. Silas hums as he works, not looking at me, not looking at anything but the stream of milk as it spatters and pools, thin at first, then thickening, the color going from watery blue to a heavy, creamy white as he drains me. My chest burns, every muscle spasming, and I can feel the rest of my body tensing in sympathy, trying to resist but forced to yield under his hands.

Austin stands behind him, arms crossed, grinning like he’s watching the world’s best show. He offers a commentary, counting the seconds between jets, guessing how much I’ll yield before the breast runs dry. “That’s it, girl. Give it up. Let’s see how many buckets you fill this time.”

Reese circles back to my side, turning the hose on low, rinsing away the sweat and milk that drips down my chest. The water is still freezing, but I’m numb to it now. I close my eyes and try to drift, but Silas’s hands are relentless, always bringing me back to the pain, the humiliation, the knowledge that I am nothing but a body here, a thing to be emptied and filled and emptied again.

The tissue there is no less sensitive, despite months of abuse. He starts slow—gentle, almost, by his standards—then ramps up, squeezing and wringing as if I’m a rag to be twisted dry. The milk flows faster this time, the letdown reflex so conditioned I can’t even try to resist. The bucket below is almost half-full, the white liquid already separating into layers: cream on top, skim below, flecks of blood swirling through like red oil.

My vision is a patchwork of light and shadow. I focus on the tiny silver bead at the tip of Silas’s tongue as he licks his lips, then on the tattoo on Reese’s forearm, a snake eating its own tail, then on the way Austin’s knuckles are outlined in white where he grips the back of my harness.

Suddenly, Silas stops, pulling his hands away. My breasts throb with each heartbeat, the nipples swollen and leaking. The pail is nearly full, with the foam at the top slowly collapsing. He wipes the sweat from his brow with a casual flick of the wrist, then steps back to admire his handiwork. One side of my chest is already bruising, the skin mottled purple and pink; the other side slick with a thin sheen of milk and water and spit.

“Not bad,” he says, gesturing to the bucket. “You’re becoming such a good cow. I don’t know how you’re ever going to pretend to be a person again and take care of that baby.”

Sofia.

I want to die. I want to crawl out of my own skin and disappear into the ground. My daughter will live with the shame of what I am, of having a cow for a mother. I hang in the harness, head slumped, body twitching with the aftershocks, and wait for whatever comes next.

Reese and Austin confer in hushed tones, heads bowed together like priests over a sacrificial altar. I watch the smoke curl upward into the rafters and try to follow it, to float away, to be anywhere but here.

But then Reese is back, and he’s brought another bucket, clean and shiny, fresh from the storeroom.

He sets it under me, and with a smile that’s all teeth, he says, “Other side.”

Silas grins, and they switch places, working in tandem now, each man taking a breast and squeezing in rhythm, like they’re working some grotesque butter churn instead of a living person. The pain is excruciating, but after the first few pulls, my body gives up and the milk just flows, an endless stream, pooling and frothing and splashing up onto my thighs.

I am more liquid than solid. I am a pipeline, a leaking bag of fluids that exists only to be drained.

They work me for a long time. I stop tracking the motions, stop listening to the words. There is only the rhythm of the squeeze, the slap of flesh, the trickle of water down my back and the slow, steady filling of the buckets. When at last they let go, I am empty, hollowed out, a husk of myself.

Silas stands back, cradling the pails with pride. Reese wipes my breasts with a wet rag, careful to get the last flecks of milk from my nipples. He is almost gentle now, almost human. But the moment passes, and he walks away, leaving me sagging in the harness, the weight of my own failure pressing down harder than any physical restraint.

Austin sets the buckets aside, then comes to stand in front of me. He crouches so our eyes are level, and for a moment I see the boy he used to be, the one who might have played with kittens or picked wildflowers for his mother. But the softness is gone, replaced by the cold, blue stare of someone who has learned that kindness is weakness.

He reaches out and pats my cheek, not unkind, but not kind either. “Good job, cowgirl. Rest up. We’ll need you again soon.”

He stands, turns, and the three of them leave together, voices fading as they pass through the heavy barn door.

I hang in the harness, dripping and alone, and wait for the next thing. But the next thing doesn’t come. Not for a long time.


Chapter 17
Eighteen Months Later


They wake me before dawn.

They’re quieter than usual. Almost reverent. Like I’m not a thing to be punished, but a prize to be polished and paraded.

The stall door creaks open. I don’t flinch this time. I haven’t flinched in months. My eyes adjust fast enough to see the silhouettes of Reese, Austin, and Silas standing there, watching me. Always watching me.

Reese steps in first. “Time to get you cleaned up. Big day, cowgirl.”

My stomach lurches with hope. I’m going to see my daughter at last. I’m going to get her back. Finally. All my suffering will have been worth it.

My knees dig into the damp floor. The weight of my own body shocks me every time I try to shift—a density that is not quite muscle or fat, but a swelling, a heavy, pulpy fullness under the skin and in the gut. I am a sack of nutrients, a vessel for milking. My bones ache with a deep, sour fatigue, the kind that even sleep can’t touch. Sometimes I dream of a different heaviness: a baby on my hip, chubby legs wrapped around my waist, the soft, nuzzling warmth of her cheek pressed to my chest. But that’s not the heaviness I wake to.

It’s what happens when your life is measured in buckets and protein slurry and routine. I haven’t gone hungry for the first time in my life.

The hose bites cold into my back, sluicing away urine, sweat, and the yellow crust that builds up along my thighs. Usually they make a show of it—spraying my face, blasting my crotch, laughing at how I squeal and convulse. Not now. The water is businesslike, more brutal than playful, and in the silence I sense a kind of dread. They’re not happy about this. They don’t want to lose me.

Then Austin produces an orange jumpsuit that feels awfully familiar, and the rubber cups that I haven’t seen in months. He attaches them over my leaking breasts, and for the first time in more than a year, my restraints are removed. The collar and the bell stay, but my knee pads and mittens are gone.

“Get dressed,” Reese orders.

“Today’s the big day. Gotta take you to court. See if you can pretend you’re a person,” Austin taunts, handing me the neon fabric.

“We’ll see if they’ll give you your kid back,” Silas says.

I stare at the jumpsuit, my hands pawing the air uselessly. It’s been so long since I wore sleeves, since I had to navigate a zipper or even think about buttons. My arms are thin, but my wrists have thickened from years of restraints. I try to force my hands through, but the fabric catches on my swollen knuckles. Reese laughs, a bark of sound, and shoves my hands through the sleeves.

Reese barks out a laugh.

“How are you going to take care of a kid when you can’t even put clothes on? Maybe you’re better off staying here with us.”

He palms my entrance, feeling how wet I am and there’s a gleam in his eyes.

“I think you want to stay with us.”

I shake my head frantically, and it takes every bit of energy I have to get the jumpsuit on and fastened up.

They chain my hands behind my back, and clip a lead to my collar.

Reese gestures toward the barn door. “Let’s go, cowgirl.”

I try to stand. My knees buckle, muscles atrophied from months of crawling and kneeling. I gasp, struggling up, my center of gravity all wrong. The men watch, not helping, just waiting to see if I’ll collapse.

The van is waiting. My legs threaten mutiny, but I keep moving. I haven’t walked more than a dozen steps in a year, and every inch hurts. They lift me, laying me on my belly. This feels familiar too. I feel the vehicle start, the hum of movement foreign and terrifying after months of stillness.

Then they climb inside, and the door shuts. My eyes widen. They’re coming along for the ride?

Reese leans against the far wall, arms crossed, watching me the whole ride.

“You ready for this?” he asks, mock-gentle. “Going to see your little girl again. Hope you practiced that motherly smile.”

My throat tightens.

He leans forward, voice low. “You think she’s gonna recognize you? You think she’ll want to? Because you’re not the woman she remembers. You’re not even a woman anymore.”

I bite down on my gag. The bell at my collar jingles as I tremble.

The taunts continue, and my thoughts swarm. How am I going to do this? I haven’t spoken in more than a year. How am I going to convince them I deserve her back?

The van stops, and Reese takes my lead.

“Up,” he snaps.

And I do it.

Not because I want to — but because the body moves before the mind does. I rise, legs trembling, unused to bearing full weight. My back aches from being bent so long. My joints scream in protest.

They march me inside. Hands cuffed, collar and bell on, wearing a muzzle. I’m taken straight to the courtroom, and placed in a chair on the stand. I sit perfectly still as they shackle me in place.

Then at long last, Reese takes the muzzle off. I sit silently, flexing my jaw for what feels like the first in a lifetime. I watch as he, Austin, and Silas take their place at the defendant’s table, the one that sat empty the last time I was here.

It’s so bright. I squint against the overhead lights.

The door at the back of the courtroom opens.

I hear footsteps.

Two sets.

I glance over instinctively, already shrinking into myself, afraid it’s one of them again.

But it isn’t.

It’s a woman in a stiff blazer and polished shoes — someone I’ve never seen before. She’s holding the hand of a toddler. A little girl.

I blink, confused. The child looks about two. Maybe older. Her hair is darker than I remembered, pulled into a messy braid. She’s bigger. Standing steady on her feet. Wearing a little yellow dress with a duck stitched on the hem.

My stomach drops.

My mouth opens, but no sound comes out.

It’s her.

It’s Sofia.

It takes my brain a moment to catch up — to register the roundness of her cheeks, the softness of her mouth, the way she’s fidgeting with her fingers. Things I should’ve known by heart. But it’s all new. All changed. All stolen from me.

My baby… isn’t a baby anymore.

I wasn’t there when she spoke her first word. I wasn’t there when she took her first step. I don’t know what she likes to eat. I don’t know what songs make her smile. I don’t know if she remembers me.

God, does she remember me?

I bite down on my lower lip, hard enough to draw blood.

The woman holding her hand leads her to a bench and sits down. Sofia climbs into her lap like it’s the most natural thing in the world.

She doesn’t even glance at me.

I feel sick.

I want to cry. I want to scream. I want to run to her and pull her into my arms and apologize a thousand times over for not being enough — for failing to protect her, for becoming this… this thing.

But the chains don’t budge.

The door to the judge’s chambers swings open.

“All rise,” the bailiff calls.

The judge steps in, black robes flowing, and takes his seat behind the bench.

I stay seated. I have to. The chains dig into my wrists. Into my ankles.

“Be seated,” the judge says, his voice even, his face unreadable.

He opens a folder and begins to review it.

But I can’t take my eyes off the little girl in the yellow dress.

I missed everything.

And now, I don’t know if I’ll ever get it back.

“Ah yes, our unconventional Tier 2 situation,” he comments. “I’m eager to hear how rehabilitation went.”

My throat tightens at the word rehabilitation. That’s what they called it. What they still call it.

The judge nods to the men who brought me here. “You were responsible for overseeing the defendant’s reform over the past eighteen months?”

“Yes, Your Honor,” Reese replies smoothly, standing up.

“And do you believe she fulfilled the terms of her sentence?”

Reese doesn’t hesitate. “She complied with every requirement. Showed consistent obedience. Routine was maintained. Infractions were minimal and swiftly corrected.”

The judge lifts a brow. “Swiftly corrected?”

“With firm, appropriate measures,” Reese answers.

Austin snorts under his breath, earning a side glance from Silas.

The judge jots something down.

“And her demeanor?” he asks, flipping a page.

“She’s… quieter now,” Silas says. “Does what she’s told. Doesn’t ask questions. Doesn’t fight back. Not anymore.”

“She learned,” Austin adds. “Eventually.”

The judge pauses, then peers over his glasses.

“Would you say she’s been reformed?”

Reese smiles faintly. “I’d say she understands her place now.”

Something cold sinks into my chest.

I glance toward Sofia again, still perched on the stranger’s lap, chewing on her fingers.

She has no idea what those men mean. What they’ve done. What I’ve become.

But someday, she will.

The judge turns his attention to the prosecutor, the man whose idea it was to put me in chains and milk me.

“Counselor, this was your unorthodox suggestion. Do you feel this has been a suitable punishment?”

The same man who condemned me eighteen months ago rises from his chair.

He hasn’t aged a day.

“I do, your honor. Reese has some data I’d like the court to hear.”

To my surprise, Reese rises again, producing a folder from somewhere.

“Over the last eighteen months, the defendant produced over thirty-eight hundred gallons of milk. That’s as much as an actual cow, while consuming fewer resources. She did not require grass to graze or space. In addition, her service boosted town morale quite a bit. The villagers… quite enjoyed her services. She helped sustain the two hundred families that call her village home.”

The courtroom is silent.

My hands are trembling in my lap. I want to scream. I want to cry.

Instead, I stare at Sofia. She’s wriggling on that stranger’s lap, arms outstretched toward the ceiling, babbling nonsense. She doesn’t know. She doesn’t know what they did. What I did.

What I became.

“So, you would consider this a success, counselor?” the judge asks.

The man who doomed me fucking beams.

“I do, sir. In fact, the village will be at quite a loss without her. I propose we take this punishment statewide as soon as possible.”

The judge frowns thoughtfully.

“I’m inclined to agree, but we did make an agreement with this being an experiment.”

At last, he turns his attention to me.

“How did you find your sentence, Ella?”

My mouth is dry. My tongue sticks to the roof of my mouth. I haven’t spoken in eighteen months. Not a word. Not even to myself.

I force my lips to move. My throat burns.

“Humiliating, sir.”

The word scrapes out like sandpaper. I hate how small I sound. I hate how true it is.

He nods slowly. “And have you learned your lesson?”

I take a breath that shudders. “I have.”

It’s true, isn’t it? I’ve learned something. How pain rewrites you. How silence hollows you out. How easily a person becomes something else.

The judge leans back, steepling his fingers as he studies me. “And how do you feel about serving your community?”

My heart lurches.

The courtroom tilts.

I don’t know how to answer.

I blink slowly and look past him. Past the flag, the seal, the polished wood. My eyes land on the small figure sitting beside the woman who took her.

Sofia.

She’s bigger now. Older. Her curls are longer. Her legs dangle from the chair. She’s playing with something in her lap—oblivious to the weight of the moment.

My breath catches.

She doesn’t recognize me.

I almost don’t recognize myself.

How do I feel about serving my community? I don’t know. I only know this: my daughter is alive. She’s well-fed. Healthy.

She has a future.

I lift my chin just a little. The words fall out quiet but clear.

“I’m glad I could be of service.”

The judge nods slowly, his eyes steady on me, but it was the right thing to say.

“Your sentence is complete in regard to your service to the community. However, before you may reclaim custody of your daughter, you must be outfitted properly.”

My heart sinks. Now what?

He continues, “You will be fitted with a leather and metal device that prevents access to your breasts until lactation stops. You will have weekly checks until we can determine it can be removed.”

The room feels colder somehow, the weight of his words pressing down on me like iron chains.

I swallow hard, my throat dry and tight. Tears threaten, but I blink them away.

One step forward, two steps back.

“As soon as it is installed, you are free to take your daughter home.”

The words hit me like a wave crashing over cracked rocks. My breath catches, and suddenly everything falls away—years, pain, silence—all crashing down with a single sob.

Tears spill down my cheeks, unbidden but fierce. I am happy. Terrified. Lost. And hopeful—so desperately hopeful.

I don’t know how I’ll do this.

How I’ll remember what it means to be a person again, not just a vessel.

How I’ll keep up with Sofia, now toddling and exploring a world I barely remember.

How I’ll hold her, love her, protect her.

But it doesn’t matter.

Because I can do anything for Sofia.

Anything.


Chapter 18


It’s been a week and a half. Eleven days, if I’m counting right. Sometimes I have to count the notches I’ve made on the wall above the stove because the days blur together. Wake up. Feed her. Clean her. Try to play. Try to smile. Try to keep it together long enough not to scare her.

Then repeat.

And fail.

Sofia’s sitting on the floor with a stuffed rabbit, chewing on its ear. She hasn’t smiled at me once today. Not really. She stares at me like I’m a stranger in her house—and maybe I am.

I burn the toast again. Not badly, just enough to set off the smell and make me flinch like someone’s going to come in yelling, grab my wrist, tell me I’m wasting food. But no one comes. Just Sofia, watching with wide eyes, like she’s waiting to see what I’ll do next.

I don’t know what to do next.

I stand at the sink for ten minutes trying to remember how to scrub a plate. I hold the sponge in my hand and stare at the soap bottle like it’s in another language. Everything feels wrong. The sink’s too high. My arms feel too heavy. Every motion feels unnatural. My breasts are raw under the leather and metal contraption strapped to my chest as I wait for my milk to stop. I’m still leaking, even now. I can feel it spilling down onto my belly, soaking my dress.

This isn’t how I imagined it.

In my head, she was going to run into my arms. Call me Mama. Know me.

But she didn’t.

She screamed the first time I touched her. Clung to the woman who brought her in, who handed me a diaper bag and a thin-lipped smile like it was a receipt.

Now she just tolerates me. Eyes full of questions she doesn’t know how to ask. Sometimes I wonder if she can smell it on me—the failure, the conditioning, the way I don’t walk like a woman anymore. The way I flinch at my own reflection. I’m not her mother. Not really. I’m just a shape that looks like someone she never met.

I tried to tell her a story yesterday. One about a bunny and a sunflower and a little girl named Sofie. I couldn’t remember how it ended. My voice cracked halfway through and she looked at me like I was sick.

Maybe I am.

I miss her, even though she’s right here. I miss the baby I used to imagine when I dreamed of getting her back. I miss the mother I used to believe I could be. I miss…me.

I don’t know how to get back to her. If I’m still even in this shell of a body that feels like it shouldn’t be on two legs.

I haven’t stepped outside since they brought me back.

The curtains are closed. I keep them that way. There’s a gap in the fabric I check through sometimes, just to make sure the world is still out there. But I don’t go out. I can’t.

The idea of walking into town makes my throat close up. What would I even say? What would they see when they looked at me? The woman who fed the whole town? The freak? The cautionary tale?

They know. They all know.

They’ll stare. They’ll whisper. Their kids will tug at their sleeves and ask questions their parents don’t want to answer. Is that her? The cow-woman? The one they kept locked up?

I picture the stares. The pity. The disgust. I imagine trying to speak, my voice cracking, my eyes darting to the exits. I imagine bolting. Or worse—freezing. Stuck there like a broken statue while Sofia tugs at my hand and begs me to keep moving.

I’m not ready.

But I need to be. The supplies they gave me when I was released won’t last forever. I have to work. I have to feed her. I have to show her how to live when I barely remember how to do it myself.

Would my old job even take me back?

I look over at Sofia, playing with the same battered stuffed rabbit. She still doesn’t talk much around me. Sometimes she babbles to herself. Sometimes she calls out for “Mama”—but I don’t think she means me when she says it. And that kills me more than anything Reese or Austin or Silas ever did.

I’m trying.

God, I’m trying.

But I don’t know how to be human again. Not when the world feels like it’s watching. Waiting for me to slip. To fall back down.

My skin feels wrong. Like it doesn’t belong to me. I want to disappear into the couch, into the dark of the house, into anything that doesn’t require pretending to be okay.

[image: image-placeholder]

The pantry is empty now. Just a few tins clinking on the bottom shelf and a jar of something long expired I’m pretending not to notice. I used the last of the rice tonight—watered down and mixed with canned carrots to make it stretch. Sofia barely touched hers.

She’s sitting on the floor now, quiet, playing with a plastic spoon. Her face is sticky, and I don’t have the strength to wipe it yet. I’m just watching her, numb. I should be planning tomorrow. Figuring out what I’ll do when she wakes up and asks for food I don’t have.

I should be doing something.

The knock makes me jump so hard the fork slips from my hand and clatters across the table. I freeze, breath caught. There hasn’t been a knock on my door since the day that changed my life forever.

Another knock. Louder.

Then his voice.

“Come on, cowgirl. Open the door.”

Reese.

My stomach drops through the floor. My legs barely move. It’s like I’m dragging them through wet cement as I stand and walk to the door. I hesitate. My fingers tremble as I reach for the knob. When I open it, he’s already pushing past me, boots heavy on the creaky floorboards.

“Thought I’d do a little follow-up,” he says, looking around like he’s walking through a museum of failure. “See how the model citizen’s holding up.”

“No one told me about this,” I murmur.

“That’s because it’s a surprise.”

He walks slow, dragging a finger along the dusty mantle, smirking when it comes back gray.

“I heard you got your little reunion. Sweet.” He turns to glance at Sofia. “She doesn’t look much like you.”

I don’t answer.

He moves to the kitchen and lifts the pot lid. “Smells like ration slop. Classy.”

“We’re fine,” I say quietly. “We’re managing.”

Reese chuckles. “Are you? You look like you’re one bad dream away from cracking in half. What’s it like, coming back home with nothing? Sleeping in a real bed again, breasts empty, child afraid of you?”

His eyes lock in on my breasts, and a wicked grin spreads as he takes in the hard leather shape, the stains.

“Or not so empty, I guess.”

I flinch. He sees it. That’s the whole point.

“I bet she doesn’t even cry for you,” he adds. “Not like she used to in the beginning. You remember those nights?”

I close my eyes. “Why are you here?”

“Just wanted to see it for myself. The big success story. The state breaks you in half, milks you dry, spits you back out—and here you are. Trying to play house.”

“Please leave.”

“You think anyone’s gonna hire you?” he presses. “You think the town forgot what you did? They remember. Everyone remembers. People like remembering.”

Sofia babbles something to herself and drops her spoon. Reese watches her for a second.

“She’s walking now,” he says. “How long until she starts asking questions? ‘Why don’t the other kids play with me? Why do the grownups laugh when they see you? Why did they call you a cow, Mommy?’”

I feel the heat behind my eyes. My jaw locks.

“Get out,” I whisper.

“Not until you hear what I came to offer,” he says, voice low.

My head jerks up. “What?”

He steps closer. “Me, Silas, Austin, we have a place outside the city. Secure. Plenty of space. Real beds, real food. Sofia could have everything she needs. Clothes, toys, warm water. You’d be with her during the day, raise her proper.”

“And at night?”

He smiles like it’s the most reasonable thing in the world. “I think you know.”

I feel the breath leave me. “No.”

“You wouldn’t have to struggle anymore,” he says gently. “No more skipping meals, no more trying to figure out how to feed yourself and her. You’d be safe. Provided for. Useful.”

“I am not-” I choke on the word. Not a cow. But it doesn’t come out.

Reese watches the struggle on my face, like he expected it. He steps even closer, voice low.

“But you are. You know it. It’s only a matter of time before she knows it. With us, you’d never have to go to town. We’d take care of everything. With three protective dads, no one would ever say a word to her. You’d be saving her, and yourself, from your shame,” the smile he gives me is not kind. I know what this is. Another trap. “You spend your days with your belly full and her belly full, tending house and taking care of your child. Then you spend the nights in your stall getting milked and fucked the way you need, but this way, she’ll never have to know. She’ll never find out what you are.”

He casts an arm at my ramshackle cottage.

“Do you even have heat, cowgirl? How you going to keep her warm when winter comes?”

I shake my head, but it’s weak. My knees feel like water.

“Get out,” I say again, but Reese just smiles like I’m a rat walking into his trap.

“I’ll be back tomorrow to remove that,” he knocks his hand against my breast covering like it’s the entry to my soul. “You can tell me your decision then.”


Chapter 19


I don’t sleep.

The house is quiet. I sit at the kitchen table, staring at nothing.

I shouldn’t be considering this.

He wants to own me. He wants to turn me into something less than a woman—again. And this time he wants me to say yes.

But the cabinets are bare. I’m out of time. I have to go to town to refill the covers. That means facing the villagers alone. That means Sofia hearing what they call me.

I press my palms into my eyes, trying to shake the fog out of my head. I feel like I’ve been drugged ever since I came back here—slow, heavy, wrong. I forget things constantly. I forget how to do things. I had to read the instructions on the back of a shampoo bottle twice yesterday before I remembered how to wash my own hair.

And Sofia… God.

She doesn’t trust me. She stiffens when I touch her sometimes. She doesn’t cry when I leave the room. She doesn’t call me Mama. I don’t know how to reach her.

I’m failing her.

I know what this is. It’s not generosity. It’s ownership. They want me back on all fours, their toy to play with. I’d never leave the barn again. But what does it matter what I am, as long as Sofia is okay?

I used to think I’d die before I let anyone turn me into a thing.

But I’ve already been that. And I survived.

Now the question isn’t what they’ll do to me—it’s whether I can survive watching my daughter go hungry. Whether I can keep pretending I’m capable of raising her like this, half-broken and scared to leave the house.

I look at the clock. 3:12 a.m.

I get up, check on Sofia. She’s sleeping with her mouth open.

I crouch beside her and stroke her hair. She stirs but doesn’t wake.

“I’m trying,” I whisper. “I’m trying so hard.”

But maybe trying isn’t enough.

Maybe I need help.

I stand up and walk back to the table.

I just stare at it until the sun starts to rise.
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When the knock comes, I’m waiting for it, ready.

Reese stands on the porch like he owns the place, one hand in his jacket pocket, the other braced casually on the doorframe. His smile isn’t cruel—it’s worse than that. It’s expectant.

“Well?” he says.

I swallow hard. My voice is buried under layers of shame and fear and hunger.

He steps inside without waiting for an invitation. His eyes sweep the room, lingering on the cracked counters, the nearly empty cabinets, the broken heater I still haven’t figured out how to fix.

Then his gaze shifts to Sofia.

She looks up, sensing him before she really sees him. Her little face goes blank, and then guarded. She doesn’t remember much, but she remembers him. She presses closer to the table.

Reese smiles at her gently, then turns back to me.

“You ready to stop pretending you’re okay out here?” he asks, softer now. “Because you’re not. And she’s not.”

My jaw tightens. I want to scream. I want to spit in his face and tell him to burn in hell.

But I can’t. Because he’s not wrong.

I open my mouth, but nothing comes out.

He waits.

Then, finally, I whisper, “What would it be like?”

His eyebrows rise slightly. “You’re asking?”

“I need to know,” I say, barely above a whisper. “What I’d be walking into.”

Reese takes a slow breath. “You’d live with us. In the house. You’d have your own room, shared with Sofia. You’d be with her every day. You’d help cook, clean. Take care of the garden. You’d be… useful.”

I flinch at the word. He notices.

“And at night?”

He doesn’t blink. “You’d belong to us. Same rules as before. Same expectations.”

I look back at Sofia. She’s eating now. Slowly. Quietly.

“On all fours? The restraints?”

Reese has the courtesy to lower his voice.

“Well, we’d have to gag you, cowgirl, so she doesn’t hear all the noises you make. But only in your stall. No restraints where she can see them.”

For some reason, relief rolls through me.

“You can’t call me ‘cowgirl’ in front of her either,” I say.

That twist of a smirk again. My hands curl into fists at my sides.

“I hate you,” I whisper.

“I know,” he says. “But hate doesn’t fill your baby’s belly.”

I close my eyes.

Then I nod.

Once.

Silently.

And just like that, he’s won. His breath leaves in a slow, satisfied exhale.

“Get whatever toys she can’t stand to be without. We’ll get you new clothes. Be ready in one hour.”

Then he’s gone.

And I stand in the doorway, cold and hollow, trying not to fall apart in front of my daughter.


Chapter 20


The sun’s already heading towards the horizon, casting long, bruised shadows across the living room floor. I’ve been sitting on the edge of the couch for nearly an hour, bag packed and resting at my feet, watching Sofia play with the broken plastic ring stacker I found under the sink.

I told her we were going somewhere new. That we’d be safe. That there’d be food.

I didn’t tell her anything else.

Every few minutes, I look at the clock. My heart jumps at every sound outside. A dog barking. A branch tapping glass. Tires crunching gravel.

When headlights spill across the living room window, my throat tightens. I scoop Sofia into my arms and hug her tighter than she understands.

There’s a knock. It’s not sharp or urgent, just two firm taps.

I open the door to see all three of my tormentors, my handlers… my once again owners.

“You ready?” Reese asks.

I nod once. My bag feels heavier than it should when I pick it up, or maybe I’m just tired.

Austin steps forward and takes it from me without asking. He doesn’t say anything, but his gaze lingers on Sofia for a moment—just long enough to make my skin crawl.

“She got a car seat?” Silas asks.

“No,” I answer, too quickly. “But I’ll hold her.”

Silas mutters something under his breath. Reese ignores him.

“Let’s go, then.”

I carry Sofia to the truck, climb into the backseat with her on my lap, and buckle the belt over us both. She looks up at me with sleepy eyes, confused and a little frightened.

It’s the worst part.

Austin tosses my bag in the bed of the truck, climbs in beside Silas. Reese takes the wheel.

No one talks as we pull away from the cottage. No one looks back.

I hold Sofia tighter. She’s warm against me, breathing soft and even.

And I wonder what I’ve done.

What I’ve agreed to.

What I’m becoming.

But there’s no turning back now.

Because this is what survival looks like.

Even if it costs me everything else.

The ride is long, or maybe it just feels that way. No one speaks. The silence settles like dust in my lungs. Sofia eventually falls asleep on my shoulder, her small hand curled against my chest.

When the truck finally slows, my stomach turns. Gravel crunches under the tires as we pull into a long driveway. The house looms ahead—bigger than I expected. White siding, dark roof, a wide porch with two rocking chairs. There’s a barn out back, faintly lit by a single motion light.

Of course there’s a barn.

Reese kills the engine. “We’re here.”

I shift Sofia carefully and slide out of the truck, my legs stiff and shaky. The night air bites at my skin. The porch light flickers on as we approach, casting shadows across Reese’s face as he waits at the door.

"I'll show you the room you'll share with Sofia," Reese says, motioning for me to follow with my little girl still in my arms.

"During the day?" I ask.

He gives me a smirk.

"During the day."

Inside, the house smells like sawdust and clean linen. The floors are polished wood. Everything is too neat, too orderly. It doesn’t feel like a home. It feels like a place designed to trap something that might try to run.

Reese gestures down a hallway. “Your room’s on the left."

Austin walks past, drops my bag just inside the doorway of the room, then disappears down the hall. Silas follows, not sparing a word.

It’s just Reese and me now. He watches me with that unreadable expression, arms crossed loosely over his chest.

“You made the right choice,” he says quietly.

I don’t respond.

I carry Sofia into the room and set her down on the small bed pushed against the wall. She stirs but doesn’t wake.

The room is clean. Sparse. A dresser. A chair. A small mirror above the sink. There are clothes already folded in the drawers—too many for it to be a coincidence.

They were expecting me.

I sit on the edge of the bed, hands trembling in my lap.

Reese doesn’t come in. He stands in the doorway for a moment longer.

"Get her tucked in. You have until sundown, then we go to the barn."

And I’m alone with my daughter, in a stranger’s house.

No, not a stranger.

I know exactly who they are.

I curl around Sofia, holding her tight as I watch the sun sink through the window, every inch taking me closer to my fate.

Because this isn’t safety.

It’s just another kind of cage.

But this one has warm meals.

And a bed.

And, for now, my baby beside me.

Reese is waiting when I step into the hall the moment the sun sets, then turns and walks out the back door. I follow him across the short yard, dew soaking into my socks. The barn looms ahead like a memory. Familiar and awful even though I've never seen this particular structure before.

The evening air is cooler than I expected. Crickets trill in the tall grass, and the barn glows faintly from a single bulb inside, like it’s beckoning me in. I force my legs to move.

Reese doesn’t touch me, doesn’t rush me. Just walks beside me, quiet and steady. Like this is normal. Like this is fair.

The barn door is already open.

It looks new. Or at least recently redone. The boards are clean, freshly painted. The hinges on the door don’t squeal when he pushes it open. It’s too quiet. Like it’s holding its breath.

Inside, the air is cooler, dim. The scent of hay, wood polish, and something faintly metallic fills my nose.

Reese doesn’t speak at first. Just walks slowly between the stalls, hands in his pockets. Austin stands near the far stall, leaning against a post with his arms crossed, expression unreadable. Inside, Silas is kneeling beside something on the floor—adjusting straps, checking knots. He looks up as we enter and gives me a small nod towards the open stall. I follow his gaze.

One stall has restraints hanging from the beams.

Leather cuffs. Chains. A head brace.

Reese closes the barn door behind me, sealing us in with the scent of hay and oil and inevitability.

I stay rooted in place, trembling.

Austin pushes off the post and walks toward me slowly, his voice gentle but firm. “You remember what we talked about. What this means. You want her fed. You want her safe.”

I nod once. I can’t speak.

Reese’s voice slices through the barn, casual but sharp. “Come on, cowgirl. This is what you’re here for, right?” His boots scrape the floor, bringing him around to where I’m still standing motionless, blinking back whatever I can’t afford to let spill. “Do you want to strip that filthy dress yourself, or do you want us to do it for you? Is it easier if we force you tonight?”

The word easier stabs down into something soft inside me. Never once has Reese made anything easier. Not for me, not for anyone. He’s a man who finds pleasure in the hard way, in the friction of skin and will. But tonight, the thought of taking off my own clothes—of peeling back that thin layer of dignity with shaking hands—it’s too much. My legs lock. My jaw clenches. I feel every inch of the dress itching against my skin, the sweat and fear and dust from the drive soaked into it like a second skin.

I try to speak, but the sound comes out broken and small. “Yes.” I barely recognize the voice.

It’s all the invitation they need.

Austin moves first, somehow fast and slow at the same time. He’s behind me, his fingers digging into the side of my neck, guiding me down onto the padded bench in the center of the stall. It’s rougher than I remember; the foam splits beneath my knees as I collapse over it, my palms flat on the plank. He holds me there, his grip unyielding, as if I might try to squirm away. I don’t. I couldn’t, even if I wanted to. I hear the faint clatter of metal as Reese or Silas retrieves the collar from the wall. My mind reels, but my body moves on autopilot: head down, breath coming shallow and quick.

The collar is not the same one as before. This one is heavier, layered leather with a metal plate riveted at the front where a bell dangles. The bell is small but solid, the kind that rings with a clear, cruel tone with every movement. Austin pulls my hair up and away, exposing my throat. He buckles the collar around my neck, cinching it so tight I can barely swallow. The prongs dig in, pressing against the pulse that thunders under my jaw.

“Look at me,” Reese says, squatting down so his face is level with mine. I try, but my eyes flick away to the side, to the dark wood grain of the stall or the glint of the bell in the corner of my vision. Reese doesn’t push, just lets me feel the cold stare until I can’t help but look back. His mouth is twisted in a smile that’s more threat than comfort.

“Good girl,” he says. He flicks the bell with one finger. It chimes, echoing in the hush of the barn. “You’ll remember in no time.”

Behind me, Silas is already at work. He grabs the hem of my dress and jerks it upward, over my hips, baring my thighs to the damp air. I flinch, muscles clenching, but it only makes them laugh—an ugly sound that bounces off the walls. Silas doesn’t bother with being gentle. He gets both hands under the fabric, balls it up, and yanks, tearing the seams with a loud, meaty rip. Cold air floods over my skin as the dress peels away, snagging briefly at my shoulders before coming off entirely. I hear it hit the floor behind me, a soft, defeated sound.

I’m left in nothing but the harness around my chest, the wicked contraption they locked onto me to lock off access to my breasts: thick straps of leather and metal, buckled tight, two cups pressing hard against my breasts to prevent me from milking myself. The weight of it alone is humiliating—like wearing a sign that says exactly what I was… and am about to be again.

Austin leaves me on the bench and walks to the far wall, returning with a tool that glints in his fist. I recognize it instantly. Bolt cutters. He sets them against one of the metal bands, lines up the blades, and without a word, squeezes. The pressure is immense; there’s a pop of metal, a shudder through the harness, and then I’m free. The cups fall away, and my breasts spill out, already leaking. Milk dribbles down my chest, glistening in the barn light, and I hear the wet plop as it hits the floor. The men stare, fascinated and amused.

Silas wipes a drop from his boot with the back of his wrist. “Guess you were just waiting for us, weren’t you?” he taunts.

“She never should have left,” Austin tells him, but there’s no heat in it. They’re all watching me now, the way you watch a wild animal cornered and trembling.

Reese steps around behind the bench. He grabs my wrists and snaps them into cuffs bolted to the frame, forcing my arms straight out in front of me. The metal is cold, biting into the thin skin above my bones. He does the same with my ankles, splaying my legs wide so my knees are braced on either side of the bench. My body is stretched and open, my back arched until the muscles burn.

They make a show of securing the last restraint: the head brace. Reese slips it over my temples, tightening it so my chin is forced down to the bench, my cheeks pressed flat against the wood. I can only look forward, eyes locked on the opposite stall wall, unable to turn away. I am utterly immobilized, reduced to a thing—an object to be handled and used.

My mind floats above the scene, watching as if from outside my body. I hear every detail: the scrape of boots, the click of buckles, the steady drip of milk onto the concrete. I can’t stop crying, but the tears are silent, leaking sideways to pool on the bench under my cheek. I am past the point of begging. Past pride. Past hope.

Reese leans in, his breath hot against my ear. “You’re going to be so good for us, cowgirl. We’re going to take such good care of you,” he says.

Austin is at my side again. He wipes a streak of milk from my shoulder and smears it down my arm, slow and deliberate. “You’ll get used to it again,” he murmurs, almost kindly.

Silas walks around to the front, crouching to look me in the eye. “You want her to eat, right?” he asks softly. “You want your little girl to stay strong?”

The mention of Sofia is a blade in my gut. I nod as much as the brace allows.

“Then you know what comes next,” Silas says, wiping a tear from my cheek with the back of his finger. He lingers too long, as if savoring the texture of my skin, the humiliation of my helplessness.

Reese disappears for a moment, then returns with the last piece: the muzzle. It’s leather, with metal bars at the mouth and a lock at the back. He squats to my level, meets my eyes, and holds the muzzle in one hand.

“Ready?” he asks, not unkindly.

I don’t answer. I just open my mouth and let him slide it on, let him buckle it behind my head, let him turn the key. The bars dig into my lips, forcing them apart in a grotesque smile. The taste of leather fills my mouth. I hear the bell on my collar ring with every shuddering breath.

They step back to admire their work. Silas whistles low and shakes his head. “She’s perfect.”

Austin shrugs. “I told you she’d never make it on her own.”

I want to scream that he’s wrong, to tear the bench apart with my teeth, to claw my way through the barn wall and run until my legs give out. Except he’s not. I’m here, aren’t I? I walked in here of my own free will. But all I can do is tremble, leaking and shamed and utterly, finally theirs.

Reese runs a finger along the metal band of the muzzle. “You made the right choice,” he says, echoing the words from earlier. “It gets easier. Trust me.”

I don’t trust him. But I believe him.

Austin grins, rough and triumphant. “Let’s get started.”

And just like that, I’m back on all fours, ready to be milked.

Like I never left.
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