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Chapter 1

The sun rose as a radiant orb of molten gold on the horizon, casting its first warm rays across the green landscape. Morning mist—common enough for this time of year—swirled around the sturdy trunks of ancient oaks and hovered like a veil over the dew-soaked meadows. Sunlight cut through the haze, illuminating nature’s magnificent abundance, making dewdrops sparkle like diamonds and bathing everything in soft, golden light. Jörn strode across the farm’s courtyard, his massive form a striking silhouette against the horizon, broad-shouldered and powerful.

His enormous cock swayed between his muscular legs with each step, the heavy flesh swinging rhythmically while his full balls slapped against his powerful thighs with a dull thud. The breeding bull moved toward the farmhouse on the other side of the courtyard with natural ease in his nakedness. His skin glistened in the morning light, a thin sheen of sweat coating his muscles from his earlier exertion.

The spicy scent of his own musk filled his nostrils—a fragrance of masculinity and raw power that saturated the air around him. Jörn had just finished his morning rounds, feeling the dew beneath his bare feet and enjoying the fresh morning air on his sun-tanned skin. He had greeted the farm hands responsible for keeping things running smoothly and was finally ready for breakfast, his stomach already growling.

When he entered the house, he found it dark and empty. The silence enveloped him like a heavy blanket, pressing against his ears and making his heartbeat seem louder. His bare feet met the cool wooden floorboards, the wood creaking under his weight. The smell of stale air and empty rooms filled his nose—so different from the lively, warm scent that had filled the house when Thomas was still alive. Jörn still found it strange to live here completely alone, without the familiar sounds of Thomas’s morning ritual or his rough laughter echoing through the halls. Almost three months ago, his good friend and mentor Thomas Soll had died unexpectedly—a heart attack had taken him in his sleep.

Jörn had inherited the farm from him and had been caring for the valuable hucows with dedication ever since. Every day he walked through the stables, observing the herd with a trained eye, making sure they were healthy and happy, checking their udders for signs of inflammation, and monitoring their general well-being. His large hands moved expertly over the warm skin of the hucows, sensing every change in temperature or texture that might indicate problems. The animals trusted him, leaning into his touch and purring contentedly under his skilled fingers.

Under Thomas Soll, the farm had become known for producing high-quality milk and other dairy products that were even served in exclusive restaurants in the capital, and Jörn had no intention of letting that change. Still, the responsibility weighed heavily on his broad shoulders. Being a breeding bull was one thing—following his instincts, impregnating and pleasuring the hucows—but being responsible for the staff, the hucows, and everything else on the farm was an entirely different, more complex challenge. His muscles tensed involuntarily as he thought of the endless lists of tasks waiting for him. The accounting, the personnel management, the negotiations with suppliers—all areas where he still felt out of his depth.

Managing something this large and keeping it profitable felt strange—something that sometimes kept him awake at night. Thomas had taught him a lot over the past few years, introducing him to all aspects of the business, but Jörn had never expected to become his own boss one day. On top of everything, the government had contacted him and wanted to visit today.

The thought made him uncomfortable, his heartbeat quickening slightly, even though it was supposedly just a routine inspection to ensure all hucow-keeping standards were being met. A cold shiver ran down his spine, and he felt the hairs on his neck stand up. Government officials meant paperwork, regulations, and the constant possibility that they might find something wrong.

There was really nothing to fear, since Jörn followed the rules meticulously and did everything exactly as Thomas had taught him. Still, he couldn’t shake the uneasy feeling in his stomach, which felt like a cold knot. It was the first inspection of the hucow farm since Thomas Soll’s death, and Jörn wanted to prove he was up to the responsibility. His palms grew damp, and he unconsciously wiped them on his thighs.

Jörn started the coffee, the gurgling of the coffee maker filling the kitchen with a soothing sound. The rich aroma of the beans rose and mixed with the heavy musk of his own body. Then he began frying bacon and eggs in the cast-iron skillet that had been used on the farm for generations. The crackling was calming, filling the air with enticing aromas that only intensified his hunger. Hot fat splattered onto his bare chest, the small drops burning briefly on his skin before cooling. Jörn liked simple, hearty meals like this, especially when he was stressed.

With a full plate, he sat down at the massive oak table in the kitchen. He ate slowly, savoring every bite, letting the flavors melt on his tongue. The salty crispness of the bacon mixed perfectly with the creamy yolk of the fried eggs. For a normal person, this portion would have been enormous—six eggs, plus twelve thick slices of bacon—but for a breeding bull with his massive body and special requirements, it was just a normal meal to fuel his needs. His metabolism burned like a blast furnace, consuming calories at a rate that would have astonished ordinary people.

When Jörn finished breakfast, he wiped his mouth and went to his bedroom to put on loose sweatpants and a white muscle shirt that stretched tight around his broad chest and defined shoulders. The fabric scratched uncomfortably against his skin, which was used to breathing freely. Although it was common for breeding bulls to walk around naked—their bodies were their greatest asset, after all, and shouldn’t be hidden—he was now also a farm owner with responsibilities. Jörn wanted to make a proper, respectable impression on the inspectors. That’s how Thomas Soll had always done it, and the breeding bull followed his example. It didn’t matter that Jörn had hated wearing clothes ever since his transformation—they felt tight and restrictive and trapped his natural heat. The fabric of the sweatpants rubbed against his cock and balls, a constant, irritating reminder of the unnatural concealment of his body.

In the end, he had no idea how the inspectors would react if he stood before them naked, his massive cock on full display. Would they find it unprofessional, maybe even offensive, or would they respect and understand this part of his lifestyle as a breeding bull? Jörn wasn't sure, and he ran his hand thoughtfully over the fabric that now constricted his cock uncomfortably.

His fingers traced the contour of his cock through the material, feeling it strain against the confines. So he would play it safe, even though every fiber of his being longed to be free and spend the whole day naked, as was his nature. The clothing felt like a mask, a false shell hiding his true identity.


Chapter 2

Cate Cray stepped out of the black car that her supervisor Wandel Eggen had inconsiderately parked right in the middle of the late Thomas Soll’s farmyard. Whether he might be blocking the farm workers didn’t seem to matter to him at all—or perhaps he hadn’t even noticed. The gravel crunched under her inappropriate shoes as she cast a critical eye over the sprawling facility. The smell of damp earth and hay filled her nostrils, mixed with something else—something animalistic that she couldn’t quite place.

It was the first time Cate had personally visited a hucow farm. At twenty-nine, she had only worked in administration until recently and had just been promoted to a more active position. Her palms were damp with nerves as she took in the unfamiliar surroundings. Cate’s slender figure with her natural B-cups, long golden-blonde hair falling in soft waves over her shoulders, large radiant light-blue eyes, and sensual mouth formed a stark contrast to Wandel Eggen.

He was a stocky man in his mid-fifties with gray hair, a balding head, and short stature. He wore a dull, plain gray suit with a tie that hung like a lifeless rope around his fleshy neck. Sweat stains already showed under his armpits, even though the morning was still cool.

Cate Cray was dressed in a black Under Spitfire mesh cut-out corset, a short black skirt, and black stilettos that were completely unsuitable for the farmyard’s surface. With each step she sank slightly into the soft ground, and she felt the gravel pressing through the thin soles of her shoes. She’d copied her outfit from a character she’d seen in a TV series. She’d liked it so much she had to buy it. This was definitely not appropriate clothing for a farm visit, but Cate loved to stand out. The corset emphasized her narrow waist and made her breasts appear fuller, while the short skirt showed off her shapely legs. She could feel the mesh material rubbing against her skin, a constant reminder of her chosen look.

She glanced at Wandel Eggen, who seemed distracted by her appearance. His eyes kept darting furtively to her cleavage before he pulled himself together and looked away. Small beads of sweat formed on his forehead, and he licked his dry lips nervously. He cleared his throat and adjusted his tie with a fidgety hand. “All right, let’s begin the inspection,” he said, breaking the silence. “We need to speak with the farm’s new owner, a certain Jörn.” His voice sounded thin and uncertain, as if he were pronouncing the name with disdain. Cate noticed how his hands trembled slightly as he clutched his briefcase tighter.

“That should be easy enough. I’m looking forward to meeting him,” Cate replied cheerfully, brushing a blonde strand out of her face. The movement caused the corset to shift slightly, and she felt the fabric rub against her nipples. Together they walked toward the house and climbed the short brick steps. The stones were worn smooth from years of use, and Cate had to be careful not to stumble in her high heels. Wandel hesitated before knocking firmly on the front door with his knuckles. The dull sound echoed in the morning stillness. No one answered. The silence was broken only by the distant hum of farm machinery and the chirping of birds. A light breeze carried the smell of manure and fresh grass toward them.

“Why don’t you try the doorbell, sir?” Cate suggested to Wandel Eggen, trying to hide her amusement. A slight smile played across her sensual lips as she watched her supervisor grow visibly tense. Wandel shot her an annoyed sidelong glance and narrowed his eyes before composing himself. His cheeks reddened slightly with embarrassment. “Well, I suppose it can’t hurt,” he grumbled reluctantly before raising his arm and pressing the doorbell button. His fingernails were cut short and unevenly, as if he’d been biting them. Cate could smell the sour odor of his sweat mixing with his cheap aftershave.

The ringing echoed loudly inside the house. After a few moments that felt like an eternity, the door opened to reveal a dimly lit interior. A man in his mid-thirties stood before them, filling almost the entire doorframe. He had a bald head, piercing blue eyes that glittered like ice in the sun, and the build of a mountain. His broad shoulders stretched the fabric of his shirt to its limit, and his muscular arms testified to years of physical labor. An aura of raw, animalistic power emanated from him that seemed to thicken the air around him.

In her work, Cate had seen many breeding bulls in photos, but had never met one in person. Now, standing face to face with one, she gasped softly. A wave of arousal flooded through her body, unexpected and intense, like an electric shock pulsing through her veins. Her knees went weak, and she had to hold onto the doorframe. Jörn studied the two of them and smiled, which made Cate’s nipples harden and her pussy tingle. The sensation spread like liquid fire between her thighs. The blonde woman had never experienced anything like this. This man radiated a sexual attraction she could hardly resist. She felt her cheeks flush and her heartbeat accelerate until she could hear her own pulse in her ears.

“Welcome to Thomas Soll’s farm! My name is Jörn, and it’s an honor to receive you both here. May I offer you something to drink or eat?” His deep, rough voice vibrated in Cate’s chest and seemed to make her bones tremble. She blinked nervously as she took in the sight of him barefoot in sweatpants and a tight muscle shirt. His feet were broad and strong, covered with a thin layer of dust. She could see his enormous member outlined against the thin fabric of his pants.

It looked completely unnatural, like a thick snake curled beneath the fabric. The size was impressive and intimidating at the same time. Still, she wondered what he would feel like. The thought made her throat go dry, and she had to swallow. A warm, wet feeling spread between her legs, and she pressed her thighs together.

“Thank you, that’s not necessary. Let’s get straight to the agenda,” Wandel Eggen replied. The woman could hear the submissiveness in his voice, how it grew higher and thinner. Her supervisor had always been a weakling who caved in the face of any physical superiority. His shoulders sagged, and he seemed to physically shrink in Jörn’s presence.

“My name is Wandel Eggen, and this lovely lady is Cate Cray. We were sent by the government to inspect your farm.” The breeding bull shrugged indifferently and stepped aside, gesturing them into the house. His movements were fluid and controlled, like those of a predator. As Cate walked past him, her arm accidentally brushed against his, and she felt the warmth and firmness of his skin through the thin fabric. A shiver ran through her body.

Cate watched Wandel nervously trail behind the breeding bull, muttering something about government policy on Hucows. His words blurred into meaningless noise in her ears, drowned out by the rush of her own blood. She could tell he was intimidated by Jörn’s physical presence, while she found herself fascinated by the raw power the breeding bull exuded.

This breeding bull stirred something tempting inside her. Cate couldn’t help but stare at Jörn’s sculpted muscles and admire his impressive build as she followed him deeper into the house. Every step he took sent his muscles rippling beneath the thin fabric, and she caught herself imagining what it would feel like to touch them. Her palms itched with the desire to glide over his broad shoulders.

Jörn led Cate and her supervisor into a living room where a massive television dominated the wall opposite the sofas. On either side of the screen, bookshelves stretched from floor to ceiling, filled with books, DVDs, and trophies. The shelves were crafted from dark wood, lending the room an elegance Cate hadn’t expected. The room smelled of leather and aged wood, with a hint of masculine musk that fogged her senses.

One of the shelves held a series of photographs showing Thomas Soll, Jörn, and various employees. The sight of the deceased farmer stirred a wave of sadness in Cate. The two men had obviously gotten along well, and the farm workers seemed to have liked their boss. In one photo, Thomas and Jörn stood arm in arm, both laughing, with a trophy between them—a testament to their shared success. Cate noticed Jörn’s face soften when he caught her looking at the pictures.

Wandel Eggen sat down on the sofa uninvited. He wheezed and fumbled clumsily with his briefcase while the farm owner settled into the seat across from him. The leather creaked under Wandel’s weight. Legs spread casually, the breeding bull took his time looking Cate over. His eyes traveled slowly up her body, from her feet in the high stilettos to her face, lingering a moment too long on her cleavage. His gaze felt like a physical touch gliding across her skin.

Cate trembled slightly with excitement as she felt his gaze on her body. Pleasant goosebumps spread over her arms, and her nipples stiffened under his intense stare. Jörn grinned unabashedly, flashing his perfect white teeth. There was something almost animalistic about it, like a predator sizing up its prey. But it didn’t scare her off—somehow, she liked it. The feeling of being desired flowed through her like warm honey. When the farm owner leaned back in his chair and crossed his arms over his massive chest, his gaze finally left her. His biceps tensed beneath the thin fabric. Apparently, he’d seen enough for the moment. Cate couldn’t help but wonder what he thought of her. Had he found her attractive? The idea made her heart beat faster and her pussy grow wet.

“Let’s start with a few questions,” Wandel Eggen said, breaking the silence as he finally collected himself enough to pull a notepad from his bag. The pad was worn and dog-eared, a sign he’d been using it for years. His hands trembled slightly as he rummaged for a working pen. “What changes have you made since taking over the farm and Thomas Soll’s death?” His voice sounded more professional now, as if he’d regained his composure, though Cate noticed his eyes kept darting nervously toward Jörn.

Jörn thought for a moment before answering. His eyebrows drew together slightly, and he rubbed his chin thoughtfully. The rasp of his rough palm against the stubble was audible in the quiet. “I haven’t made any significant changes so far,” he admitted. “Thomas Soll left me detailed notes and instructions for the day-to-day operations. So I decided to follow them exactly for now.” The government inspector nodded and jotted down the statement with a worn ballpoint pen. The tip scratched across the paper.

“Do you follow the same procedures for raising Hucows as prescribed by the government?” Wandel’s voice grew more confident now that he was in his element. “Yes,” Jörn confirmed curtly. “I see no reason to do anything different—it seems to work well.” Wandel Eggen nodded again, seeming satisfied with the answer. Cate noticed Jörn’s jaw tense slightly, as if the questions were starting to irritate him. “You use the prescribed medications for the young heifers?” Again, the farm owner confirmed that everything was running according to regulations. His answers were short and precise, without unnecessary details. His eyes drifted to Cate occasionally, and each time, she felt a tingling in her lower belly.

“Let’s move on to another topic now.” Wandel Eggen set his notepad aside and folded his hands before leaning forward slightly, adopting a concerned expression. Cate could see his belly fat bulging to the side, and she couldn’t help but wrinkle her nose in disgust. The contrast between his soft, shapeless body and Jörn’s muscular frame was striking.

His shirt strained over his belly, and a small stain—presumably from breakfast—was visible on his tie. The smell of his sweat grew stronger in the warm air of the room. Fortunately, her supervisor hadn’t noticed her reaction, his attention fixed entirely on the farm owner. “Do you feel up to the dual responsibility of being both farm owner and breeding bull?” Wandel asked, his tone almost exaggeratedly concerned. The question hung heavy in the room, and Cate felt the atmosphere shift.

Jörn shrugged indifferently, the muscles under his shirt tensing and relaxing. The thin fabric stretched over his broad chest, and Cate could make out the contours of his strength beneath it. “It’s not as bad as you might want to believe. Sure, it has its challenges, but I think I’m handling them well. And hey, it’s not like I can complain about my job.” The breeding bull grinned, his blue eyes sparkling mischievously. A slight wink accompanied his words, and Cate felt something warm tighten in her belly.

The way he emphasized the word “job” made her cheeks flush. She couldn’t help but giggle at his openness, a sound that came out higher than intended. The way he carried himself with such confidence and self-assurance both impressed and amused the blonde woman. His presence filled the room, as if he claimed every inch of it. Whether her supervisor saw it the same way was doubtful. Wandel’s expression darkened slightly, his small eyes narrowing to slits.

“Well, we appreciate your commitment to maintaining the high standards our government sets. Though it remains to be seen whether you really handle it as easily as you claim.” A hint of displeasure crept into the inspector’s voice—or at least that’s how Cate heard it. His fingers drummed nervously on the notepad, the paper rustling under the pressure. Sweat glistened on his forehead, and she could smell his sour scent.

“Have you had any difficulty meeting the minimum number of legally mandated pregnancies on your farm?” Wandel asked while rummaging through his briefcase. The papers rustled as he leafed through them, his damp fingers leaving prints on the white sheets. “Not really,” Jörn answered confidently. “I’ve managed to exceed our target rates.” The breeding bull paused and smiled smugly. “I think I’m damn good at my job.” He leaned back, arms crossed behind his head, making his muscles stand out even more. His movement was slow, deliberate—like a predator displaying its strength.

Cate giggled like a schoolgirl at his boldness. What was wrong with her today? Her cheeks flushed, and she felt an unfamiliar warmth in her lower abdomen that spread like liquid fire. Her thighs pressed together involuntarily. She glanced at Wandel Eggen, who shook his head disapprovingly, his thin lips pressed into a hard line. “Arrogance has no place in this industry!” His voice was sharp and irritated, practically spitting out the words.

Jörn’s grin widened, and a dimple appeared in his right cheek. The sight made Cate’s pulse quicken. “Oh, come on, sir. You know as well as I do that we breeding bulls aren’t known for our modesty in such matters. Besides, I’m just proud of my work. What’s wrong with that?” His voice was deep and rough, vibrating through the room like distant thunder. Wandel snorted, his expression turning sour, nostrils flaring with suppressed anger. A drop of sweat ran down his temple.

“Well, I’m not sure how long we can rely on your abilities,” Wandel said with a hint of malice. His lips twisted into a thin line. “You’re getting older too, and times are changing.” Jörn wasn’t sure what the government official was implying. His brow furrowed, and Cate saw his jaw tense.

“The government is considering strict regulations for breeding practices. If the current trend continues, demand for natural insemination will drop dramatically.” The relish in Wandel’s voice was unmistakable. A small, malicious smile played around his thin lips, and his eyes glittered with satisfaction. The breeding bull’s eyes flashed dangerously, but he remained silent. His hands clenched into fists, knuckles turning white. Cate could feel the tension between the two men like an electrical charge in the air, making her skin prickle.

“Perhaps we won’t need your services for natural insemination of hucows in the future. You could lose your job if we decide to ban live breeding completely.” Wandel’s words cut like a knife, targeted and sharp. He leaned forward, his breath reeking of stale coffee and cigarettes.

The words hung in the air, and the tension in the living room was palpable. Cate decided to defuse the situation as she watched the muscles in the breeding bull’s jaw twitch. A vein in his neck stood out, pulsing visibly. Her supervisor had clearly struck a nerve. The air seemed to grow thicker, heavy and threatening.

“The whole thing is far from set in stone, and I doubt any of us will live long enough to see it implemented!” The blonde woman gave the two mismatched men a charming smile, her blue eyes sparkling. Her voice sounded brighter than usual, almost forcedly cheerful. “Why don’t we look at the barns next?” Cate suggested, hoping to change the subject. Her voice was gentle but firm. “I think we should,” Eggen muttered reluctantly, gathering his papers. His movements were hasty, uncoordinated.

* * *

Jörn rose abruptly from his seat, his powerful body casting a shadow over the two inspectors. His size and strength were particularly intimidating in this moment. The room seemed to shrink around his imposing figure. Cate had expected harsh words, but the farm owner surprised her. “Please follow me,” he said simply, gesturing toward the door. The breeding bull had better control of himself than she had expected. His voice was calm and controlled, though Cate could see the tension in his movements. His steps were measured, but she sensed the restrained power in every stride. Shortly after, they walked across the farmyard, the sun burning down on their skin.

“We currently have 96 hucows and heifers on the farm; over there is the calf barn where our newest generation is raised, and there is our maternity barn,” Jörn explained, pointing to a building on the other side of the yard. His hand was large and powerful, veins standing out across the back. Cate found herself following the movements of his fingers. “Most of our adult hucows are housed in the milking parlor,” he added, indicating another building directly connected to the maternity barn. The building was large and modern, with gleaming metal doors and a freshly painted roof. The sun reflected off the surfaces, bathing everything in bright, clean light.

Cate and Wandel followed Jörn toward the two buildings. While Wandel Eggen struggled mainly due to his poor fitness—already panting after a few steps, beads of sweat forming on his forehead—Cate battled her footwear. The high heels kept sinking into the soft ground, and she had to concentrate to keep from twisting her ankle. The warm ground gave way beneath her feet, and she felt dirt working its way between shoe and stocking. The farm owner was polite enough to make two brief stops, giving her the chance to look around. She was thrilled by the expansive fields surrounding the buildings. The lush green stretched to the horizon, broken only by scattered clusters of trees.

A gentle wind rustled through the towering oaks, providing a soothing backdrop—a stark contrast to the city life she was used to. The leaves cast dancing shadows on the ground, and in the distance she could hear birds chirping. The wind carried the scent of fresh grass and wildflowers, mingled with the earthy smell of soil. The quiet hum of machines echoed from the barn, underscoring the scene. “The farm currently employs seventeen staff members to ensure everything runs smoothly here.” Jörn’s deep voice fit perfectly into this rural idyll. His words vibrated through the warm air, and Cate felt them resonating in her chest.

The farm owner pointed to the remaining buildings on the property. “Over there we have a small medical facility where our hucows are cared for and where they give birth. The building in the distance houses our farm machinery, and the smaller buildings next to it are staff quarters.” His explanations were precise and factual, but Cate could hear the pride in his voice. His eyes lit up when he talked about his farm, and she noticed how his posture changed—more upright, more confident.

Wandel Eggen raised a hand to his brow, shielding his eyes from the sun as he peered into the distance. His eyes were squinted, his lips twisted into a disapproving grimace. Beads of sweat rolled down his forehead, leaving dark stains on his shirt collar. “And the construction site over there?” Cate followed her supervisor’s gaze. In the distance, she made out a half-finished building surrounded by construction materials and abandoned tools. “That was supposed to be the new office and administration building. Thomas Soll commissioned it before his death, but I’ve had the work halted for now.” A shadow passed over Jörn’s face as he mentioned the deceased farmer. His voice grew quieter, more thoughtful.

As the three approached the milking parlor, the scent of fresh milk wafted toward them. A sweet, warm note that reminded Cate of her childhood. But underneath lay something else—a heavy, musky smell that clouded her senses. The interior was filled with the deep hum of machinery as several workers milked the hucows. The workers moved with efficient routine, their movements betraying years of experience. The rhythmic sucking of the milking machines created a hypnotic sound. Wandel Eggen took diligent notes while Cate surveyed her surroundings. She found it fascinating that the otherwise drowsy hucows reacted to the breeding bull and farm owner as he walked past them.

It was as if they were waking from a trance, trying to attract his attention despite their limited cognitive abilities. Their eyes widened, and some made soft, longing sounds. Cate could practically feel the heat and desire radiating from their bodies. The warm air hung heavy with feminine arousal, a scent that reminded Cate of musk and honey.

Her own nipples hardened beneath her bra, and she felt her breathing deepen. Cate wasn’t unaffected either. In some way, she’d felt it too, ever since she’d first come face to face with the breeding bull. The blonde woman felt her own pussy throbbing with arousal, her wetness seeping into her underwear. This breeding bull made her nervous and aroused at the same time in a way she’d never experienced before. Her body reacted to his mere presence like a drug.

The three stopped in front of a hucow named IX-331. She had jet-black hair that fell over her shoulders in a glossy shimmer, almond-shaped eyes that looked empty yet somehow attentive, and a slender nose. IX-331 was naked, her pale skin gleaming under the artificial light of the barn. Her toned, athletic body boasted a pair of large, sensual breasts and a firm ass. The heavy breasts moved slightly with each breath, the dark nipples standing erect. Her thighs were athletic and strong, giving her a solid stance and making her appear more confident than most other hucows. She stared vacantly ahead, seemingly unimpressed by those who had surrounded her. When she spotted Jörn, she let out a soft whimper and moan. Her lips parted slightly, and her pupils dilated. A shiver ran through her body, and Cate saw her nipples harden even further.

Wandel Eggen examined her more closely, his eyes roaming over her body with a mixture of clinical interest and something Cate interpreted as suppressed lust. His fingers trembled imperceptibly as he approached the hucow. The air in the barn seemed to grow thicker, filled with the sweet scent of warm skin and the metallic smell of the milking equipment.

The hucow appeared to be in good condition, her skin glowing with health in the dim light. The man inspected the teats to ensure they were clean and infection-free. His fingers moved with surprising gentleness over the sensitive skin, almost tenderly, as if he were touching precious porcelain. Cate noticed how his pupils dilated as he worked, his breathing growing shallower.

He then turned to the farm owner, cleared his throat, and wiped his hands on a cloth. “How many times has she calved?” His voice sounded more professional now, almost respectful, as if trying to mask his previous reaction.

“She’s calved once. Twins. Both female.” The pride in the farm owner’s voice was unmistakable—he practically radiated satisfaction. He gently stroked IX-331’s head, his large hands moving with astonishing tenderness through her hair, and she leaned into his touch like a cat being petted. A soft purr escaped her throat, and her eyes half-closed with contentment. The portly government official glanced at his notebook, the pages rustling dryly as he turned them. “I see that twins are more common here than average. Your farm is above the norm in that regard.”

Cate studied the breeding bull and then the hucow, feeling a strange warmth rising in her belly. This didn’t surprise her. The breeding bull practically oozed potency, his entire body radiating that energy like heat from an oven. His muscles rippled beneath his skin as he moved, and Cate caught herself staring longer than she should have. “I have a certain reputation!” Jörn’s voice was deep and confident, almost challenging, vibrating through the barn like a thunderclap.

Wandel Eggen studied him for a long moment, his small eyes narrowing to slits, before shrugging and returning to his inspection. His lips were pressed into a thin line, the corners of his mouth turned downward. Cate had expected him to fire back at the breeding bull as he had in the farmhouse living room, but this time he seemed to hold his tongue.

His fingers clenched around his pen, knuckles turning white. Fathering a disproportionate number of twins was an achievement even her supervisor couldn’t downplay. Instead, he focused on his notes and scribbled something in his book, the tip of the pen scratching aggressively across the paper.

Next on the agenda was the maternity barn. Sixteen hucows impregnated by Jörn were currently housed here. Cate found this barn particularly fascinating, her steps slowing as she absorbed the atmosphere. The stalls were larger than in the other barn, and the floor was better padded. While this wasn’t a legal requirement, it showed the care these hucows received. The padding was about twice as thick as required and seemed almost cozy, with soft, clean mats covering the floor that yielded beneath their feet.

Besides, there was something captivating about all these Hucow bodies flourishing in various stages of pregnancy. The concept of creating life through the union of man and woman had always fascinated her, making her heart race and her cheeks flush. Her eyes wandered from one Hucow to the next, admiring and curious, while a forbidden warmth pulsed between her legs. Unfortunately, she hadn't yet found a suitable partner—no man who radiated raw power and dominance the way Jörn did. At 29, she wasn't too old yet, even if time was starting to run out. These thoughts made her blush, and she hoped no one could read her mind as she discreetly licked her lips.

Cate surveyed the rows of stalls holding pregnant Hucows, her breath growing shallow at the sight. Some were nearing the end of their term, their swollen bellies protruding almost obscenely from their bodies as they dozed on all fours or rested on the padded floor. The skin of their bellies was taut and shiny, laced with bluish veins, and their breasts were fuller and heavier than the other Hucows', the nipples dark and swollen. Others were still in the early stages, their bellies flat or barely showing. Their bodies displayed only subtle changes, but their breasts had already grown larger and fuller, the skin stretched and sensitive.

One Hucow in particular caught the blonde woman's attention. She stood out from the others, radiating an aura of power and sensuality. Her breasts were enormous and had to be supported by a leather harness, artfully crafted to emphasize her impressive curves, the leather gleaming like black silk. Where a Hucow's number would normally be tattooed, a beautiful rose adorned her neck instead, the ink shimmering under the light like liquid ruby. This Hucow was clearly something special. Her body radiated a strength and vitality the others lacked—her muscles defined, her posture proud, even in submission.

“Who is that?” Cate's voice came out as barely a whisper as she turned to the farm owner, her throat suddenly dry. Her eyes went wide with wonder and admiration, pupils dilated. Jörn smiled proudly, his eyes glowing like blue flames as he gazed at the special Hucow.

“That's OG-666. She's one of my personal favorites.” The breeding bull stroked the Hucow's belly lovingly, feeling it curve gently under his hand, the skin warm and soft. OG-666 moaned audibly in response—a deep, sensual sound that echoed through the barn and made Cate's pulse quicken. “This is her first pregnancy and she's already producing enormous amounts of milk. In the years to come, she'll probably be one of the best Hucows this farm has ever had.” Jörn's voice brimmed with pride, his eyes gleaming as he spoke of his favorite, his hand moving possessively over her curves.

He touched the Hucow's cheek gently, and she responded by nuzzling against his hand, her eyes half-closed with pleasure. Her lips parted slightly, and a soft sigh escaped her, almost like a kiss into the warm barn air. His affectionate interaction with OG-666 stirred Cate's curiosity, but also something else—a dark jealousy that gnawed at her stomach. She wondered if the breeding bull had developed an emotional bond with the Hucows living on the farm. Would it be hard for him to send one of them to the slaughterhouse when the time came? The thought made her heart heavy, while at the same time a perverse thought flashed through her mind—what it would feel like to be touched by those strong hands herself.

“Shouldn't you treat these creatures more like livestock than pets?” Wandel Eggen's voice cut through the barn, cold and accusatory as a whip crack. The breeding bull's gaze shifted from OG-666, his eyes narrowing into dangerous slits. The muscles in his jaw tensed, and Cate could see his hands balling into fists. She felt the emotional shift like a sudden chill filling the room, making the air crackle.

“You think I should keep more distance from my Hucows? Let me assure you that any affection I show my property benefits the overall health and productivity of this farm!” The breeding bull and farm owner stepped back into the aisle, his movements smooth as a predator's. If he'd seemed intimidating before, he now seemed even more so, his presence filling the room. His shoulders were tense, hands balled into fists, knuckles cracking softly. The veins on his arms stood out, a network of blue lines under his tanned skin that spoke of hard work and raw power.

“Happy Hucows produce more milk!” His voice was firm and resolute, vibrating with suppressed violence, as if proclaiming an irrefutable truth. Wandel Eggen snorted contemptuously at the breeding bull's retort, saliva spraying from his lips. His nostrils flared and his eyes narrowed to slits as his face flushed an unhealthy red.

Cate's supervisor could be a real piece of work sometimes, but this confrontation was going too far. “That's the problem with farmers like you! You're too lenient with your livestock and treat them almost like humans! They're just dumb animals bred for food!” Saliva gathered at the corners of his mouth as he spat out these words, his voice turning shrill with indignation.

Jörn's lips twisted into a cynical smile that didn't reach his eyes, cold and dangerous as the flash of a blade. “Maybe you're right,” he admitted, his voice calm but with an undertone of steel that made Cate shudder. “But I can't help admiring the beauty and strength of my Hucows!” His eyes drifted back to OG-666, who gazed at him with an almost human expression of affection, her lips slightly parted as if catching her breath.


Chapter 3

Shortly after 1 PM, Jörn, Cate Cray, and Wandel Eggen sat in the living room again. The atmosphere was so tense you could have cut it with a knife. Silence hung heavy in the room, thick with impending conflict that loomed over them like an invisible storm. The smell of cold coffee mixed with the sour sweat of nervousness wafting off Wandel Eggen.

Wandel Eggen, the government official with his gray, thinning hair and ill-fitting suit, shifted restlessly in his seat. The leather of the sofa squeaked with each nervous movement. His small, watery eyes stayed locked on the farm owner, holding an expression of bureaucratic superiority that couldn’t disguise the slight trembling of his hands.

It was painfully obvious Jörn wasn’t happy about the government official trying to pressure him. His jaw muscles tensed rhythmically as he regarded the man with barely concealed disgust. The veins at his temples pulsed visibly beneath his tanned skin. He couldn’t wait for this smug bureaucrat to leave his farm. Jörn knew this type inside and out. They loved wielding their petty, assigned power over others. It gave them a kick, a brief high of significance in their otherwise gray existence.

He knew the feeling himself; he got it every time he mated with a hucow, every time he expressed his natural dominance. But the context was fundamentally different. Jörn was a natural alpha bull, born with a presence that commanded respect. His shoulders filled out the t-shirt completely, every movement setting the muscles rippling beneath the thin fabric. Wandel Eggen, on the other hand, was a pig, a small-minded bureaucrat without true authority. The two species didn’t mix—couldn’t. An alpha bull was a leader, born to lead. A dominant man who didn’t flaunt strength but embodied it, protecting and guiding the herd.

Wandel Eggen was the personification of weakness. His inflated ego and pompous manner couldn’t disguise the lack of natural authority. He tried to show off, puffing out his chest like a peacock, but everyone around him saw through the facade to what he really was: a wiener in an ill-fitting suit, his tie already crooked, his shirt collar damp with sweat. That’s why Jörn didn’t buy his act for a second. He’d endured enough of this kind of behavior in his life, had met too many men like Eggen who hid their insecurity behind titles and regulations. He knew exactly what Wandel Eggen was doing—trying to control him, to force him into a system that contradicted his very nature. But an alpha breeding bull stood above these things, above petty power games and bureaucratic shackles.

“After sufficient examination,” Wandel said, clearing his throat, his voice artificially deep and self-important, “I think we can confirm that there is no blanket reason to object to the farm.” Eggen paused theatrically and studied Jörn’s stoic expression, searching for a crack in the breeding bull’s facade. His own fingers drummed nervously on the briefcase. “However, Ms. Cray will remain on the farm for three months to help you with the transition from breeding bull to farm owner.”

Jörn raised an eyebrow at the unexpected news, his gaze drifting briefly to the blonde woman sitting calmly beside the government official. Her posture was upright, professional, but he noticed how her fingers tightened around the handle of her handbag, as if holding onto something solid. “As a result, you will benefit considerably from Ms. Cray’s expertise and experience,” Eggen continued, every word dripping with false concern.

Jörn fixed Wandel Eggen with a penetrating stare, his blue eyes boring into the official’s like ice picks. What was really behind this decision? Why was he being assigned a supervisor, as if he were a child who couldn’t be left alone? Heat rose in his neck, a warm tingling that spread across his shoulders. Did they not trust his abilities? Did they need to hold his hand? “The farm does meet all requirements, but I personally harbor doubts about your suitability as an owner!” The official’s words hung in the air like poison, bitter and caustic.

Jörn felt anger rising in him, hot and untamed, fueled by Wandel Eggen’s condescending attitude and smug tone. His heart pounded faster, blood rushing in his ears like a distant storm. The breeding bull crossed his arms defiantly over his massive chest, the muscles beneath his tight t-shirt tensing threateningly, the fabric stretching over the hard contours. “Is this really necessary?” he challenged, his deep voice thrumming with suppressed rage, each word like a thunderclap in the tense atmosphere. “Surely I can manage without additional help...”

“You cannot!” Eggen snapped, his voice suddenly shrill, an unattractive contrast to Jörn’s deep, controlled tones. “Have you ever been to an auction?” he asked with a malicious, knowing grin that bared his yellow teeth like a mangy dog’s. “Do you know what taxes you have to pay? How proper accounting works?” The breeding bull ground his teeth as he fought for control, his hands balling into fists, knuckles white with tension. The air in the room seemed to thicken, charged with the tension between the two men. “My accountant takes care of that,” he answered curtly, each word a suppressed growl rising from his chest.

“You see, Mr. Jörn,” Eggen emphasized the name like an insult, his mouth twisting into an ugly smile, “either you accept the condition, or you don’t. But that means you can no longer operate this farm in the government’s interest.” Wandel Eggen delivered this with a triumphant gleam in his eyes, as if he had just made a decisive chess move. His chest rose and fell rapidly, as if surprised by his own boldness.

The breeding bull stood abruptly, rising to his full height, and towered over the seated government official like a wall of muscle and barely restrained rage. The shadow of his massive body fell over Eggen like a dark threat. He would have loved to deck him, to ram his fist right into that smug face, to feel cartilage give way beneath his knuckles.

Before Jörn could follow through, Cate stopped him with a surprisingly calm gesture. The breeding bull hadn't even noticed her rise and approach, her movements smooth and elegant like a predatory cat's. She seemed completely unfazed by his threatening demeanor, as if immune to the waves of aggression rolling off him. She placed her graceful hand—perfectly manicured nails painted light pink—on his tense upper arm in a soothing gesture. The touch was light but unexpectedly warm, her skin soft against the hardness of his muscles.

“Mr. Jörn, I understand you're upset, but please consider the advantages my presence here could bring.” The blonde woman's voice was calm and melodious, a gentle contrast to the heated atmosphere. Her perfume drifted toward him—a subtle blend of jasmine and something indefinable that calmed his senses. She was clearly trying to defuse the tension that hung in the room like toxic fog. “With my theoretical knowledge and guidance, we can ensure the farm runs even more smoothly and efficiently. I also bring fresh ideas and perspectives that could benefit the farm in the long run.” Her light blue eyes met his gaze, honest and direct, without the falseness he'd seen in Eggen's watery eyes.

Jörn's gaze shifted from Wandel Eggen to meet Cate's. For the first time, he noticed the fine details of her face—the high cheekbones, the full lips, the clear, intelligent eyes. Her eyelashes cast small shadows on her cheeks, and he could make out the tiny golden flecks in her irises. Nothing in her expression suggested she wasn't serious or that she was part of Eggen's game. “I promise I'll personally make sure you get to keep your farm, just as your friend Thomas Soll wished,” she added, her voice quiet but firm, each word carefully chosen.

“If Ms. Cray has to stay here for three months so I can have some peace afterward, then so be it!” Jörn replied after a moment's internal struggle, his voice a mix of resignation and defiant acceptance. He felt the tension in his shoulders ease slightly, even though anger over Eggen's manipulation still simmered in his gut.

“You know the way, Mr. Eggen! You can see yourself out! I have work to do.” Without waiting for an answer, he slid past the blonde woman—her hand falling from his arm—and stomped out of the room, each step a demonstration of his barely restrained power. The floorboards creaked under his weight. As he walked, he tore off his white muscle shirt in a single fluid motion, baring his muscular torso. The fabric landed carelessly on the floor, a white spot against the dark wood.

He could feel Wandel Eggen and Cate Cray staring at his broad back, at the defined muscles rippling under his tanned skin, at the scars that spoke of hard work and a challenging life. A long white line ran across his left shoulder blade—a reminder of an accident with a stubborn bull years ago. His upper body was well-defined, each movement making the muscles dance beneath his skin like living sculptures, and he felt no shame in his state of undress. He had nothing to hide, and he was tired of wearing clothes that restricted him and reminded him of a civilization that felt foreign to him.

Wandel Eggen and Cate Cray were left alone in the living room, the sudden absence of Jörn's dominant presence leaving a strange vacuum. The room suddenly felt larger and emptier at once, as if a powerful force of nature had departed. The government official silently packed up his documents, his hands trembling slightly as he stuffed papers into his worn briefcase. The leather was scuffed at the corners, the brass clasps tarnished. He stood from the sofa, his movements hasty and uncoordinated, like a man who had suddenly realized he'd been in danger.

He was visibly shaken by Jörn's intimidating manner, as if the breeding bull's raw, unadulterated masculinity had stirred something in him he would have preferred to keep hidden. Thick beads of sweat ran down his bald forehead and dripped onto his shirt, leaving dark spots. More sweat stains marked his shirt, revealing his physical discomfort. The sour smell of his fear still hung in the air.

“I think…” he began, clearing his throat. His voice had lost its earlier self-assured tone and now sounded thin and brittle. “I think I should go.” The man's eyes wandered aimlessly around the room, as if searching for an escape route or some footing in the suddenly shifted dynamic. His fingers fumbled nervously with his crooked tie. “I'll report to my superiors,” the government official murmured before hastily heading for the exit, his steps hurried and uncertain, as if Jörn could return at any moment.

“Let's get your suitcases from the car, and then I'll leave you to work in peace.” Wandel Eggen's voice was barely audible—a final, pitiful attempt to maintain some dignity as he hurried toward the door.


Chapter 4

The sound of two bodies colliding echoed off the walls of the breeding room. The wet slap of skin against skin mixed with the rhythmic squeak of metal chains binding IX-331's wrists and ankles. The animal musk of sex filled the room like a heavy fog, mingled with the salt of sweat and the scent of her arousal.

Jörn grunted with effort, his powerful muscles tensing with each forceful thrust, veins standing out on his forearms like ropes beneath his sweat-slicked skin. His fingers dug into the soft flesh of her hips, leaving red marks on her pale skin. IX-331's slender hips bucked wildly, matching his brutal rhythm as if she were made for it. Her moans grew louder, escalating into shrill, almost animalistic screams of pleasure that echoed through the room and reverberated off the bare concrete walls.

Sweat glistened like dew on the hucow's porcelain skin as she abandoned herself to a dance of raw, untamed desire. Her full breasts swung with each of his thrusts, rosy nipples hard and swollen from the constant friction against the rough straw beneath her. Their coupling exceeded anything human—more primitive, more intense, more unbridled. Her drive to breed was rooted in pure animal instinct, deeply embedded in her manipulated brain. Something all hucows shared, but in her it seemed particularly pronounced. Her eyes were glassy with lust, her mind long since overwhelmed by the chemical modifications.

Jörn had gone straight to IX-331 after storming out of the living room. His jaw was clenched, his eyes dark with arousal, pupils dilated like a predator's. The anger from Sofía's words still pulsed through his veins, transforming into raw, unbridled desire. He needed to release his pent-up frustration, and IX-331 was obligated to serve him, as always. She was his “cock sleeve”—a unique position in the hucow herd, both privileged and cursed.

IX-331's task was to be available to the breeding bull for any sexual service, whenever Jörn demanded, day or night. It didn't matter what condition she was in or how she felt physically—her needs were completely irrelevant. Her vocal cords had been surgically modified so she could only produce animal sounds, incapable of forming human words. That made it easier for the bulls to treat her as what she had become—livestock.

She served the dual function of normal hucow and pure sex object. This meant that while other hucows could complete their birth cycles in relative peace, she still had to fulfill her duty even when heavily pregnant, her belly swollen and round. During her last pregnancy, her water had broken while Jörn was taking her from behind, his massive cock thrusting directly against her cervix. The warm amniotic fluid had run down her thighs as he continued until she gave birth to the calf right there on the dirty stable floor. She'd barely recovered a few days after giving birth, her sore breasts still swollen from her milk coming in, before she had to return to service.

Being a “cock sleeve” was nothing to envy—it was a death sentence by installments. The constant strain on her body, the brutal matings without regard for her physical condition, wore her down like acid eating through metal. In 2088, there were 84,615 dairy farms worldwide with an average of 195 hucows per farm. This meant approximately sixteen million hucows were held in captivity, each one a former woman who now crawled on all fours. Their purpose was to produce milk and meat products for humanity—living factories of flesh and blood whose only value lay in their biological function.

After several devastating epidemics wiped out most of the larger livestock populations, humanity turned to other resources. The avian flu H7N9 had destroyed over eighty percent of all poultry stocks within months, while the swine fever variant SP-2061 had depopulated entire continents. Given worldwide overpopulation, the obvious choice was to switch to human products—a solution that addressed two problems at once.

Since demand in 2067 still couldn't be met by women born in captivity and continued to rise, a lottery had been held every year since then among eighteen-year-old women in every country to determine who would serve humanity as a resource. To make it seem fairer and avoid public discontent, women without hucow ancestry were regularly mixed in with those selected. This was how governments concealed that the majority of chosen girls were actually selected based on genetic markers. The drawings took place in sterile government buildings while families waited before screens, praying their daughters would be spared.

Descendants whose mothers had been hucows generally had significantly lower IQs than average humans—a deliberate genetic manipulation refined over generations. Girls who didn't meet a secret quota in school were automatically selected, their files marked with a discreet red dot. Female descendants also often inherited their mothers' physical attributes—ample breasts, wide hips, narrow waists—which simplified the conversion process and made them more productive hucows. Their bodies were already programmed to serve humanity before they even knew what that meant.

Women drawn in the lottery were called “calves” from that point on. They lost all human rights and became nothing more than livestock, legally equivalent to pigs or cattle. Within days, they were injected with a mixture of hormones and brain modifiers, then marked with a barcode on the back of their neck for easy identification. The needle burned like fire as black ink was permanently injected under the epidermis. Once these procedures were complete, they were offered for sale naked and bound, their last remnants of human dignity discarded with the scraps of their clothing.

The large farms were always looking for good livestock. They evaluated skeletal structure, how much meat they could obtain from the hucows, their healthy appearance, and breast size—the larger, the better for milk production. Experienced buyers tested the firmness of flesh with rough hands, pinching thighs and buttocks as if testing fruit for ripeness. The calves were then auctioned off one by one, their bodies scrutinized by greedy eyes as they stood trembling on the auction platform. First to the farms, the remainder directly to the slaughterhouses. This generally included overweight women, or those too small and thin, as well as calves with diseases that made them unsuitable for breeding.

Newly acquired calves purchased by hucow farms received special treatment to control their aggression and make them docile. They were treated with medications to alter their behavior and appearance—breasts enlarged, hips widened. The hormones burned through their veins like liquid metal, changing their bodies from the inside out. Their heels were surgically shortened so they could never walk on two legs again, condemned to crawl on all fours like the livestock they had become. The pain from the healed tendons was constant, a permanent burning that reminded them of what they had lost.

They’re then fed high-energy food—a blend specially formulated for Hucows to prepare their bodies for constant milk production. The paste tasted like chemicals and vitamins, clinging to the roof of the mouth like sweet slime. About a year after being made into calves, they experience their first breeding session, when they’re typically introduced to a breeding bull. These were men who had undergone special treatment—similar to the Hucow conversion, but far more dangerous. Only a few candidates ever became breeding bulls—most died during the painful transformation, their bodies too weak for the extreme modifications. They were far more muscular than their female counterparts, with grotesquely enlarged genitals. The best breeding bulls could cover up to three Hucows daily, their balls churning out sperm in unnatural quantities.

Unlike other breeding animals, Hucows have a higher fertilization rate with natural mating. Bulls had cocks that could fill the entire length of the female’s pussy, often reaching the cervix. This increased the chances of successful breeding. The success rate of natural mating varied. Typically it hovered around thirty-five percent, depending on the bull’s fertility and the Hucow’s receptiveness.

For this reason, each Hucow had to be mated with the bull three to four times, often on consecutive days during her most fertile phase. The hormones in her blood made her willing and receptive, her body practically screaming for fertilization. A few weeks after their first mating, the Hucows were examined to determine if they’d conceived. After a gestation period of about nine months, the new calf was ready to be born. The newborn calves were separated from their mothers a few days after birth, which often led to desperate bellowing from the mothers—a sound that cut to the bone. After the first birth, the mother cows began being milked. From then on, they were milked until the end of their lives, their breasts constantly swollen and aching, the skin stretched to the breaking point.

The Hucows sent to slaughter were lower quality, so their meat was used to make processed meat and animal meal—a cheap protein source for the masses. One hundred sixty-eight million kilograms of material were processed annually into everything from fertilizers to medical products to building materials. Many products were made from raw materials harvested from Hucows—bones, skin, tendons. Everything was used. Even their hair was processed into textiles, their teeth into jewelry.

It was a domesticated resource indispensable to modern society. The women weren’t granted more than a few years after their conversion into Hucows. “Cock Sleeves” had an even shorter life expectancy. They were nothing more than disposable goods for breeding bulls, often exhausted and used up after just a few years, their bodies broken from relentless use, until they were finally discarded like defective machines.

This fact was grim, but IX-331 accepted her fate without complaint. In fact, she wasn’t even aware of it, her brain chemistry so thoroughly manipulated that complex thoughts were impossible. The chemical changes in her nervous system had extinguished any capacity for self-reflection, any memory of a life before this moment. She existed only as sensation, as pulsing desire without name or understanding. She simply lived in the moment, and right now she wanted nothing more than to be brutally fucked by Jörn, his seed deep inside her.

She could barely hold herself on all fours, her arms trembling with exertion, but that didn’t stop Jörn from filling her properly. Her whole body quaked under the force of his thrusts, the muscles in her upper arms burning from the weight pressing down on her. His massive cock stretched her pussy to the limit, sending waves of delicious pain through her body and setting her nerve endings ablaze. The flesh between her legs pulsed red and swollen, her lips spread wide around his thick shaft.

Each thrust drove her deeper into ecstasy, her swollen clit pulsing with every violent impact of Jörn’s groin against her firm ass cheeks, which quivered on impact. The waves rolled through her hips, made her spine shudder and her toes curl against the cold concrete floor. Jörn’s cock rubbed relentlessly against her lips, stretched to the limit, while stimulating her G-spot, which had become hypersensitive from constant use. Her moans echoed through the breeding room and carried into the stable, accompanied by the wet, obscene sounds of their intense fucking—like hands clapping against wet skin.

Jörn’s massive cock bored relentlessly into her pussy, the veins on his shaft pulsing against her inner walls. She could feel every ridge, every swollen vein rubbing against her overstretched flesh. Each thrust drove his cock deeper inside, sending shivers of pleasure radiating from her lower abdomen to her swollen breasts. Her nipples were stiff and dark, already dripping the first signs of milk that would soon flow in streams.

He gripped her slender waist firmly, his fingers digging into her soft flesh, guiding her movements and ensuring each thrust hit the sweet spot deep inside her. His palms left red marks on her skin, possession marks that would become bruises by tomorrow. IX-331 was overwhelmed by the sensation. She screamed desperately for release and trembled with arousal, her thighs glistening with her own juices streaming down her skin. Jörn responded by increasing the pace, his cock thrusting faster and harder, driving her closer to the edge of madness.

Despite the overwhelming physical sensation, IX-331 lost herself in the primitive connection that bound her to Jörn, a mixture of fear and desire. Her body knew only this rhythm, this incessant pounding that defined her existence. She reveled in the sheer force of his thrusts, felt the relentless throbbing against her cervix, as if he meant to pierce right through her. Each impact sent shockwaves through her lower abdomen, made her ovaries ache from overstimulation. Her swollen lips stroked along his shaft, adding to the friction of the already intense penetration. The flesh was so sensitive that every movement burned like fire.

IX-331’s eyes rolled back, her mouth hanging open in a silent scream as the intensity of her orgasm began to overwhelm her. Saliva ran down her chin, her tongue lolling out like an animal’s. She let out a series of high-pitched screams, her body trembling uncontrollably under Jörn’s weight, her toes curling in ecstasy. The mighty bull released his seed into her, filling her womb with a stream of hot cum so abundant it ran down her thighs despite the deep penetration. The hot liquid burned inside her, marking her as his property. IX-331’s orgasm made her inner walls clench around Jörn’s pulsing cock, greedily milking the breeding bull to the last drop. Her pussy clenched rhythmically, sucking and squeezing, as if trying to keep every drop of his essence inside her. The pair collapsed panting in a heap, their bodies covered in sweat and cum, the smell of sex hanging heavy in the air.

After a few moments where the breeding bull allowed himself a brief rest, his breathing slowly calming, Jörn pulled his still half-hard cock out of IX-331’s pussy, leaving behind a thick trail of sticky white fluid that slowly oozed out of her. The sound was like a wet kiss as her flesh closed around the emptiness. It was a relatively short fuck by his usual standards, which could often last hours.

But that was fine; he just wanted to let off some steam after the annoyance in the living room. His muscles relaxed, the tension easing from his shoulders. Satisfied, he brought his rough hand down on the hucow’s rear, leaving a red handprint on her pale skin, the sound echoing sharply through the room. IX-331 flinched, a soft whimper escaping her lips. Then he left the breeding room without a backward glance, his heavy footsteps fading down the corridor.

IX-331 was left behind, huddled on the cold concrete, Jörn’s seed slowly seeping out of her and forming a small puddle between her legs. Her body still trembled from the aftershocks, every nerve vibrating with echoes of pleasure.


Chapter 5

Jörn sat naked at the kitchen table, enjoying a bowl of oatmeal with fresh fruit. The morning sun shone through the window, casting a pleasant warmth over his toned body. His bronze skin gleamed in the golden light, every movement sending ripples through his defined muscles. The breeding bull took another bite and savored the sweetness of the fruit melting on his tongue. It was a simple breakfast, same as every morning. But after yesterday's trouble, he'd treated himself to a few more blueberries than usual. He'd earned it—a small reward for the patience he'd had to summon.

The spoon clicked softly against the ceramic as he stirred his muesli. His fingers wrapped around the warm porcelain of his cup, steam rising from it and carrying the scent of freshly ground coffee into the air. The morning silence enveloped him like a blanket—only the soft ticking of the wall clock and the distant lowing of the herd broke the quiet.

Despite the early hour, he had a full day ahead of him. Today, NC-1097 was on the schedule. She was an anomaly on the late Thomas Soll's farm. In the herd of hucows—their swollen, plump breasts the pride of the farm—NC-1097 stood out from the rest. Unlike all her sisters, her breasts were relatively small, filling only a DD cup. The serum hadn't worked as intended during her transformation from woman to hucow. It happened, but rarely. So rarely that the Rose Institute, which developed the serum for hucows and breeding bulls, regularly demanded blood samples from her to research the cause of this deviation.

Jörn frowned at the thought of the complicated reports the institute demanded. His jaw worked slowly as he mulled over the numbers he'd studied in recent weeks. The production curves, the hormone levels, the endless tables of milk quantities and quality measurements. Everything pointed to NC-1097 remaining a challenge.

Still, she had her role to play. Jörn hoped her second pregnancy would boost her milk production somewhat. He'd carefully analyzed the data from recent months and concluded that another breeding could stimulate her hormones. Even so, she remained the least productive hucow in the herd. If she didn't increase her output, she'd be a poor investment—and in this business, results were what counted.

The click of high heels sounded in the hallway, and moments later Cate Cray entered the kitchen. Jörn had almost forgotten about the government official. She'd stayed on the farm yesterday, a farm employee looking after the blonde woman while he went about his work. When he'd returned to the farmhouse last night, Cate had already gone to bed, so the two hadn't crossed paths again.

This morning the blonde woman wore a champagne-colored silk top that flowed softly over her breasts, and tight jeans that hugged her shapely hips like a second skin, accentuating her gentle curves. Her golden hair fell in soft waves over her shoulders, freshly brushed and gleaming in the morning light. The scent of her perfume—something floral with a note of vanilla—drifted over to him and mingled with the aroma of his coffee.

“Good morning,” Cate greeted him politely, a hint of nervousness in her voice. Jörn raised his gaze, his intense blue eyes briefly scanning the blonde woman, taking in every detail of her appearance before turning back to his meal. “Morning,” he grunted.

Cate's gaze wandered involuntarily over the massive muscles stretching across the farm owner's bare torso. In the sunlight streaming through the kitchen window, he looked like an Adonis—powerful, animalistic, undeniably masculine. Every line of his body spoke of raw strength, of years of hard work and natural dominance. His shoulders were broad enough to fill a doorway, his arms thick as tree trunks. Cate caught herself blushing fiercely, heat rising from her neck to her cheeks.

My God, she thought, how can a man be so... primitive and yet so attractive? Her fingertips tingled, as if longing to touch his skin, to feel his warm, firm muscles beneath her palms.

The blonde woman took a deep breath to collect herself before speaking again. “Can I help you with anything today?” Jörn shook his head and swallowed a bite of muesli. “I've got everything under control, thanks.” There was a hint of defiance in his voice, an underlying rejection of her presence. Cate hesitated, uncertain whether to press further. “Please... Jörn—I can call you that, right?” The blonde woman sat down across from the massive breeding bull. She looked so fragile in his presence, like a deer before a lion.

The wooden chair creaked softly under her weight. She felt how small she was next to his imposing frame, how delicate her hands looked compared to his massive fists. The air between them seemed to crackle with unspoken tension.

“I know you're not happy about me being here. But I promise you, I'm only here to help.” Cate's words were sincere, her large light blue eyes practically begging him for a chance. Jörn studied her skeptically, his brow furrowing slightly as he weighed whether to believe her.

“I know you had a bad start with Mr. Eggen, but between us, he's a scumbag.” Cate's pretty face twisted in disgust as she thought of her supervisor. “I've always hated working with him; he doesn't care about hucows or breeding bulls, he only cares about his own career!” That was true—Wandel Eggen was focused solely on his personal advancement. A typical career bureaucrat without a shred of empathy. Cate knew he'd only made her his assistant because he considered her eye candy—a pretty accessory for his meetings.

Jörn's eyebrow rose slightly at her openness. For the first time since her arrival, she saw a hint of interest flicker in his eyes. His jaw relaxed a fraction, and she noticed his fingers loosen around the coffee cup.

“Please give me a chance to prove myself. Let me show you that I'm here because I want to help the farm—and you.” Cate's voice trembled slightly as Jörn's penetrating blue eyes searched hers. She suddenly felt naked under his gaze, as if he could see straight into her soul. Her hands clenched in her lap, fingernails digging into her palms.

“All right, fine,” he finally relented, his shoulders relaxing slightly. “But remember, you’re only here on a temporary basis.” Cate’s eyes lit up with relief and gratitude. The breeding bull kept surprising her with how blunt he was. “Thank you, Jörn. I won’t disappoint you,” Cate promised sincerely, her delicate hands gripping the edge of the table.

“You must be hungry.” The breeding bull rose from the breakfast table and walked over to the kitchen counter. This gave her an unobstructed view of his gigantic cock and his heavy, full balls hanging between his muscular legs. His testicles were the size of two oranges, taut and brimming with virility. Was it difficult to walk with those?

Cate couldn’t tear her gaze away from his enormous package. It was the biggest, thickest cock she had ever seen. Even soft, it hung impressively long and heavy between his thighs. The veins tracing across the velvety skin pulsed slightly with each heartbeat. Her throat went dry, and she felt a telltale wetness gathering between her legs.

What would it feel like? The thought flashed through her mind before she could suppress it. Her cheeks burned with shame. But she couldn’t deny that the sight of his naked masculinity awakened something primitive in her, something she had never felt before.

Jörn took a breakfast bowl from the upper shelf and handed it to the blonde woman along with a box of cereal. His movements were smooth and powerful, every muscle in his back rippling beneath the bronze skin. Then he took a glass bottle of fresh milk from the refrigerator, the pearly white liquid sloshing gently against the glass.

Meanwhile, Cate couldn’t take her eyes off this beast of a man. He was a powerful alpha; she was just a defenseless woman. If he decided to take her here and now, she’d have no chance of stopping him. His sheer size and strength far surpassed hers. He could overpower her effortlessly if he wanted to.

The thought alone sent an arousing shiver down her spine, her nipples hardening beneath the silk top. Cate knew she shouldn’t even be entertaining such possibilities, but she couldn’t help it. She never would have expected to feel so drawn to a man—or rather, she’d never considered that she could be attracted to someone like him.

Breeding bulls had always fascinated her, but the blonde woman had never considered one as a potential lover. Yet the attraction was undeniable, almost tangible in the air between them. Her body was reacting in a way that both frightened and electrified her.

“Would you like some milk?” Jörn asked. “Fresh from one of our hucows.” He offered her the glass bottle, the creamy liquid shimmering inside. Cate hesitated for a moment before reaching out. Her slender fingertips brushed Jörn’s rough skin as she took the bottle. An electric jolt shot through her at the fleeting contact, making her gasp softly.

The touch lasted only seconds, but it burned itself into her memory. His skin was warm and rough from work, so masculine and powerful. Her own fingers felt soft and fragile against it. Cate swallowed hard, her throat constricting. “Thank you!” she stammered nervously. She forced herself to smile as her cheeks flushed again.

Jörn grinned, apparently used to this kind of reaction from women, but didn’t pursue it. Cate was grateful for that. It was embarrassing enough to react so obviously to him. Instead, he sat back down at the table and sipped his coffee. The steam rose between them like a delicate veil.

Cate poured some of the hucow milk over her breakfast and took a bite. The cereal was natural and unsweetened, but it tasted good, just like the fresh milk, which was surprisingly sweet and rich on her tongue. The creaminess was unlike anything she had ever tasted—fuller and more satisfying. She could imagine this milk coming directly from the swollen breasts of a hucow, warm and fresh.

“I have to breed NC-1097 this morning. If you’d like, we can meet in my office after lunch,” Jörn suggested, watching her eat. His eyes followed her every movement with an interest she couldn’t quite place.

Cate nodded, a strand of blonde hair falling into her face. “I’d like that, but if possible, I’d also like to observe the breeding process. So far, I’ve only discussed it theoretically at the ministry. But theory and practice are two different things.”

Jörn looked at her silently for a moment, his eyes darkening slightly before he shrugged his broad shoulders. There was something appraising in his gaze, as if he were weighing whether she was really ready for what she would see. “Sure, why not?” he finally agreed, his voice deeper than before.

“I have to warn you, though—it’s not some tender romantic affair. It’s a raw, animalistic act of reproduction.” His words hung heavy in the air between them. The blonde swallowed hard, her pulse quickening at the prospect of witnessing such a spectacle. A fine sheen of sweat formed on her upper lip. “I understand,” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly as an inexplicable heat spread through her core.

“Breeding is a wild, primitive experience. Nothing like human intimacy,” he warned. “Purely physical. Instinct-driven.” His eyes bored into hers, searching for signs of doubt or uncertainty. “It’s about dominance. Control. The pure force of nature. Are you sure you want to see that?”

Cate nodded; she had already made up her mind. The blonde woman wanted to see this side of the breeding bull, wanted to witness his unbridled, natural power. The thought made her heart beat faster and her skin tingle with anticipation. Deep inside, she knew she wanted to be more than just an observer—she wanted to understand what it meant to be desired by a man like him.


Chapter 6

Cate Cray followed Jörn across the yard to the hucow barn, struggling with the uneven ground just as she had yesterday. Her six-inch heels kept sinking into the sandy surface, turning every step into a wobbly ordeal. Cate Cray moved uncertainly behind Jörn's imposing figure, her slender legs trembling with each unsteady stride. The blonde woman had clearly chosen the wrong footwear for this terrain. The breeding bull stopped several times to wait for her, his gaze drifting again and again to her struggling feet.

"Those heels are no match for the rough terrain here," Jörn remarked, his gaze lingering a moment too long on Cate's slender feet in their elegant shoes. The blonde woman was used to men looking at her this way and wore such shoes for exactly that reason. She enjoyed the sense of power their attention gave her, the hungry looks from men who desired her but couldn't have her. That feeling of power alone made the effort and discomfort worthwhile. But here, in Jörn's presence, this familiar dynamic felt different—his looks weren't pleading or submissive, but appraising, possessive, as if he already knew he could have her whenever he wanted.

"We should get you a proper pair of shoes." He towered over the blonde woman, casting a long shadow across her body and the farmyard behind them. Without waiting for her consent, Jörn lifted the blonde woman effortlessly into his arms as if she weighed no more than a bundle of straw. Cate Cray blushed fiercely, her heart pounding at the sudden closeness of the mighty breeding bull. His muscles tensed beneath the fabric of his shirt as he took her weight. Instinctively, she wrapped her arms around his strong neck and clung to him as he strode purposefully toward the barn. Her weight was nothing to Jörn—his breathing remained calm and steady while her own breath quickened.

His chest rose and fell in a hypnotic rhythm against her side. Cate Cray could feel the steady pounding of his heart, strong and unwavering like a drumbeat. The scent of his skin enveloped her—soap, clean sweat, and something primal that clouded her senses. His arms held her firmly but not roughly, with a certainty that made her feel like she could fall and he would always be there to catch her.

"Thank you," Cate Cray stammered, still a bit surprised but secretly savoring the feeling of being held in his strong arms. She felt the warmth of his body through her clothes, breathed in his masculine scent—a mixture of sweat, leather, and something indefinable that sent a pleasant shiver down her spine. Unfortunately, it ended far too soon. Less than two minutes later, the breeding bull set her down carefully. They had reached their destination. As her feet touched the ground, Cate Cray felt strangely empty, as if something precious had been taken from her.

Cate Cray followed Jörn into the barn, her high heels clicking loudly on the bare concrete floor and echoing off the walls. They walked past the stalls where the farm's hucows were housed. Most stared ahead with expressionless faces, their eyes empty yet somehow content. Their large breasts, practically overflowing with milk and hanging heavily from their bodies, bore witness to their productive lives. A pleasant calm hung over the barn; the morning milking was already complete, and feeding wouldn't happen for another hour.

This gave the hucows time to relax after the morning's stress. Only when Jörn passed by did a fire ignite within them. Their empty gazes transformed instantly, becoming alive and eager. They looked at him longingly and stretched their bodies toward him, desperate for his attention and his seed. The air in the barn seemed to thicken, charged with suppressed lust.

Some let out soft sighs; others pressed themselves against the bars of their stalls, their heavy breasts squeezing through the metal. Cate Cray watched, fascinated, as these women—for that's what they had once been—surrendered completely to his presence, as if he were the center of their universe. But Jörn walked briskly past them; after all, the hucows needed to relax after the milking, not be worked up with unnecessary stress or arousal.

They stopped in front of a stall housing a black hucow. Unlike the others of her kind, she was relatively petite, almost fragile in appearance. Her breasts were only a DD cup, while the other hucows displayed massive chests twice or even three times as large. The hucow was designated NC-1097. Despite her smaller bust, she had a pretty face with almond-shaped eyes and long lashes that fell over her well-formed cheekbones. Her skin was a deep chocolate brown, creating a stark contrast to the hucows around her, whose skin mostly shimmered in lighter tones. The genetic modification developed by the Rose Institute—meant to make her a perfect milk-production machine—hadn't worked as intended.

A farmworker hurried over and prepared NC-1097 for the breeding room. With practiced movements, he fastened a collar around her neck and helped her out of the stall. The hucow followed willingly, her movements graceful despite her massive breasts. The leather of the collar creaked softly as she turned her head, her dark eyes looking expectantly toward Jörn. Meanwhile, Cate Cray and Jörn watched the proceedings. The worker clearly knew exactly what he was doing. Less than three minutes later, they followed NC-1097 and the workers down the corridor that led to the heart of the breeding operation.

As they entered the breeding room, a musky smell filled Cate Cray's nostrils—the accumulated aroma of countless couplings, of pure animal lust. The scent was heavy, earthy, and unmistakably masculine, mingled with the sweet note of female arousal. Although the room was thoroughly cleaned after each breeding session, it had developed its own smell over time, one that could no longer be scrubbed away. It hung in the air like an invisible veil of pheromones and desire.

The scent affected Cate Cray deeply; she felt the heat between her legs, a throbbing desire she couldn't suppress, much to her surprise. It made her thoughts wander—the idea of the breeding bull taking her instead of the hucow sent a pleasant shiver through her. Her body reacted instinctively to the pheromones in the room, her nipples hardening under her blouse, wetness spreading between her thighs. She tried to control this reaction, but the scent seemed to penetrate directly into her reptilian brain, awakening primitive instincts she never knew she had.

Her breathing grew shallower, her skin tingling with anticipation. The blonde woman shook her head to dispel these thoughts as she took in the room. It was surprisingly plain—white walls, several small windows, and a shelf on one wall stocked with lubricant and condoms. The floor was covered with washable mats that dampened every sound and could absorb any spill. That was all. The breeding room. It seemed sterile and cold, quite different from what Cate Cray had imagined. But it was a functional space, designed for one purpose: breeding.

The farmhand left them alone after NC-1097 had been brought to the center of the room. Cate was excited. She was curious about what would happen next, but at the same time she wondered what she was actually doing here. She wasn't one of the hucows or a farm employee. Cate was basically just a government worker who wanted to observe this intimate event—an animalistic mating between a bull and a hucow. Her heart raced at the thought of witnessing such a primitive, unbridled act. The idea that she was standing here, about to watch Jörn unleash his animal instincts, stirred a dark arousal that both fascinated and frightened her.

Jörn stood beside her, ready to fulfill his duties. His presence filled the room, dominating it with his sheer size and aura. “Unfortunately there's no chair or anything, so you'll have to stand somewhere out of the way.” His voice had grown rough, deeper than before, as if the room's atmosphere was already awakening his primitive instincts. Cate looked up at him and nodded silently, unable to find her voice under the intensity of his gaze. There was something predatory in his eyes, something untamed that sent a shiver down her spine.

Cate watched as NC-1097 knelt on all fours in the center of the room. The hucow held still, her head slightly lowered, legs spread, her rear raised as if presenting herself. It was obvious what she wanted, what she needed. Her dark skin gleamed in the light, and Cate could see the moisture between her thighs, the readiness radiating from every pore of her body. She stepped to the side, toward a corner of the room. The soft material of the mats gave way under her high heels, the heels sinking deep and giving her a secure stance.

Meanwhile, the breeding bull devoted himself to his task. He walked decisively over to the hucow, ran his fingers gently through her black hair, then down her back, ending with a light slap on her rear. NC-1097 seemed to like that—she let out a small moan and arched her back even more to signal her readiness. It was clear she knew what was about to happen. She had participated in this animalistic mating ritual many times before.

It was part of her life, and she seemed to enjoy it. Her muscles tensed under Jörn's touch, her breathing grew heavier, and she began to whimper softly with desire. Jörn shot Cate a brief glance, his piercing blue eyes meeting hers. A mischievous smile played on his lips as he opened his pants, gripped his thick cock, and began stroking it.

Cate's breath caught, yet she couldn't look away from Jörn's massive, swelling cock. The protruding veins on its surface, its sheer length and girth—fascinating and intimidating at the same time. The swollen, dark red head already glistened with anticipation. She watched as he moved his hand up and down, his gaze fixed firmly on her, as if making sure she saw every detail.

Cate's heart raced, and she felt warmth spreading through her body, gathering in her lower abdomen and causing an ache she couldn't ignore. She couldn't help wondering what it would feel like to have that massive cock inside her, how it would stretch and fill her to the edge of what she could bear. Her throat went dry, her palms grew damp, and she had to brace herself against the wall to keep from swaying.

As if he could read her thoughts, Jörn winked at her boldly, a knowing expression in his eyes that revealed he knew exactly what effect he was having on her. His hand moved slower, more deliberately, as if putting on a show just for her. His cock was fully erect, an impressive weapon of lust gleaming in the room's light.

But then he turned his full attention to NC-1097 and positioned himself behind the hucow, his massive cock pressing against her opening, already wet and ready for him. With a quick, powerful thrust he drove into her, burying himself to the hilt in her willing flesh. NC-1097 moaned loudly, a sound of pure ecstasy that echoed through the room and made Cate's body tremble.

* * *

NC-1097's eyes widened in surprise, but she quickly relaxed and surrendered to the bull's dominance. Her body trembled as Jörn began thrusting into her. The sound of their colliding bodies filled the room—a rhythmic slapping that only intensified Cate's arousal. She watched spellbound as the breeding bull mounted and fucked the hucow like a wild animal, his hands firm on her hips to hold her in position while he rammed into her again and again.

Each thrust was like a thunderclap echoing through Cate's body. Her nipples hardened against the fabric of her blazer, a painful tightness that forced her to cross her arms over her chest. The heat of the room seemed to double, and she felt beads of sweat forming on her upper lip. The musky smell of sweat and sex crept into her nostrils and settled there like a drug.

Cate couldn't take her eyes off them. The sight of Jörn, the epitome of masculinity and strength, taking the hucow like a wild animal, ignited a fire in her she could barely control. His muscles rippled beneath his skin, sweat gleamed on his forehead, and his face showed pure concentration and lust. It was grotesque, animalistic, and yet so intoxicating—so natural in its rawness.

The way his shoulder blades moved, how his forearms tensed as he held the hucow—every detail burned into Cate's memory. She noticed a drop of sweat fall from his chin onto the hucow's back, leaving a glistening trail. The sound of his breathing, deep and controlled, mixed with the hucow's wild cries into a symphony of lust that made Cate's own heart pound faster.

Cate struggled to control the lustful urge within her. This was madness. How could this spectacle be so incredibly arousing? Yet she couldn't stop the swirling thoughts in her head. Was it the obscene nature of the scene? The primitive, powerful display of dominance? The presence of this magnificent alpha bull, whose mere presence flooded the room with testosterone? She wanted nothing more than to tear off her clothes and find relief, to let her hand slide between her legs and surrender to the urgent need pulsing within her.

Her fingers clenched around the clipboard in her hands, knuckles turning white with tension. She felt her wetness seeping through the thin fabric of her panties, dampening her inner thighs. The throbbing between her legs grew so intense she had to press her thighs together to keep from moaning with desire. “I'm a professional,” she whispered to herself, but the words sounded hollow in her own ears.

Cate couldn't deny it—she felt drawn to Jörn in a way she'd never experienced before. It was more than physical attraction; it was a deep, primitive desire that had awakened in her very core. She watched as he mercilessly plowed the black hucow, his massive cock sliding effortlessly in and out of her, glistening with her juices. His confident, dominant presence was intoxicating. She bit her lower lip and suppressed a moan. The thought of Jörn, this powerful breeding bull, taking her the way he was fucking the hucow consumed her. The blonde woman couldn't help herself as she felt the tingling in her loins. This wasn't mere attraction. No. It was something primitive, something raw, something intense. A primal instinct that had seized her and held her in its grip. But she had to control herself. She was a human being—and more than that, she was here on government business. She couldn't let her urges take control.

The image of Jörn's hands gripping her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh, made her tremble from within. She imagined what it would feel like if he pressed her against the wall and had his way with her. The thought of his dominance, his complete control over her, sent another wave of arousal coursing through her body. “What's wrong with me?” she thought desperately, her eyes still glued to his muscular body.

Meanwhile, NC-1097's moans grew louder as she approached her first climax. Her body trembled under the breeding bull's relentless thrusts, her breasts swinging wildly back and forth, her fingers clawing at the mats. Jörn's thrusts quickened, perfectly matching the hucow's growing arousal, as if he could sense how close she was to the edge. Cate felt herself growing wetter with each passing moment as she watched the pair.

Her eyes darted between the hucow's trembling body and the bull fucking her relentlessly like a jackhammer, his face a mask of concentration and pleasure. The musky scent of sweat and sex filled the room now, far more intense than before, heightening her arousal until she could barely form a coherent thought.

The wet sounds of their coupling grew louder—a squelching, slapping rhythm that made Cate's own juices flow. She could see NC-1097's body clenching around Jörn's cock, her muscles gripping him as if she never wanted to let go. The image was so intensely erotic that Cate involuntarily dug her teeth into her lower lip until she tasted blood.

Cate tried to commit every detail to memory. The way Jörn's muscles rippled beneath his skin, the gleam of sweat on his body, the sounds NC-1097 made as she was driven closer and closer to climax. She would remember this tonight, lying alone in her bed, letting her hands roam over her body and imagining they were Jörn's hands touching her. But the blonde woman had to be careful. As a government agent, Cate couldn't let her personal feelings interfere with her work. She had to maintain her professionalism, no matter how fascinating she found Jörn, no matter how desperately her body ached for him.

Her palms were slick with sweat, and she had to adjust her grip on the clipboard several times to keep from dropping it. The fabric of her blazer clung to her skin, and she felt her bra pressing uncomfortably against her swollen breasts. Every breath was an effort, as if the air itself had grown thick and heavy with the sexual tension in the room.

NC-1097's screams echoed through the room as she came. Her whole body trembled, and her legs gave out beneath her. She collapsed to the floor and turned her head to the side, her eyes glazed with lust, her mouth open in a silent scream of ecstasy. But Jörn showed no mercy. He kept thrusting relentlessly into the hucow, adjusting his position to drive even deeper into her, his cock disappearing almost completely into her willing body.

Cate watched, fascinated, as NC-1097's body writhed in spasms, her fingers clawing at the mats as if trying to hold onto reality. The sight of her complete surrender, her total submission to Jörn's will, made Cate's own pussy throb painfully. She pressed her thighs tighter together, feeling the friction send a small wave of relief through her body.

His primitive desire to breed, to plant his seed in this hucow, was obvious in every thrust, in every muscle of his body that tensed and relaxed in that ancient rhythm of reproduction. The hucow's eyes were half-closed in ecstasy, rolled back, a blissful smile playing on her lips. Somehow, she looked almost silly in her complete state of bliss. Cate's legs were trembling too, with arousal. She stood in the corner, watching with fascination and envy, her hands balled into fists to resist the urge to touch herself.

She wanted to be in the hucow's place, wanted to feel the raw power and intensity of the breeding bull's thrusts. She wanted to feel him inside her, feel him filling her with his seed, leaving his mark on her. Cate was somewhat shocked at herself for having such thoughts, but she couldn't deny them. She was aroused, and there was nothing she could do about it. Her body had made its own decision, independent of her rational mind.

“I want that too,” she whispered, so quietly she could barely hear herself. The words shocked her, but she couldn't take them back. She imagined what it would feel like if Jörn took her that way—brutal, possessive, without regard for her protests. The thought made her shudder, a mixture of fear and desire that completely overwhelmed her.

Jörn kept fucking her for several more minutes. His movements were relentless, and NC-1097's orgasms made her body tremble again and again, fireworks of lust that completely overwhelmed her. He fucked her into a state of complete delirium. The hucow had been reduced to nothing more than a piece of fuck meat, a vessel for his lust and his seed. She had lost all strength in her body, lying beneath him, trembling and moaning. Her juices had formed a puddle on the floor, a glistening testament to her complete surrender and fulfillment.

Cate could smell the sweet-salty scent of bodily fluids mingling with the masculine musk of Jörn's sweat. The combination was intoxicating, like a drug flooding straight into her brain and wiping out all rational thought. She felt her own wetness gathering on her inner thighs, warm and sticky against her skin.

From her corner, Cate could see every detail—the way Jörn's hips slapped against her rear, a rhythmic sound filling the room, how NC-1097's breasts swung back and forth with each powerful thrust, the lust and pleasure written across their faces. If the hucow's cognitive abilities hadn't already been so severely limited, Jörn probably would have fucked her brains out long ago. Her face was a mixture of complete emptiness and overwhelming ecstasy, as if her brain had shut down every higher function to make room for pure, unfiltered lust.

The thought frightened Cate a little, but it also turned her on like nothing else. Could a normal woman lose her mind being fucked like that? The idea that she could be so easily overwhelmed, that her body could be used solely as a vessel for the breeding bull's pleasure, was unbearably arousing. If Jörn wanted to take her on a whim, she wouldn't stand a chance. He could just grab her, bend her over a table, and have his way with her, and she'd be powerless to stop him—and perhaps, she admitted to herself, she wouldn't even want to.

The fantasy made her shiver inside. She imagined his large hands gripping her wrists, pressing her against the wall, how helpless she'd be beneath his strength. The thought of being so completely at his mercy sent another wave of heat through her body. “I'm sick,” she thought, but even that couldn't dampen her desire.

With a mighty roar, Jörn emptied himself into the hucow's unprotected womb. The cry echoed off the walls, a primal scream of dominance and triumph. Cate was instantly torn from her heated fantasies. The blonde couldn't look away as his seed flooded into the hucow's waiting depths, filling her with the promise of new life.

A few drops of his thick, white fluid oozed from where their bodies joined and ran down the insides of the hucow's thighs. It was more erotic than anything she'd ever seen. She felt her own pussy clench in response to the animalistic spectacle before her, an involuntary pulsing that nearly brought her to the edge of her own orgasm. She longed to be filled just like the hucow, flooded with this powerful man's seed.

Cate's knees went weak, and she had to lean against the wall to keep from falling. The image of Jörn's seed oozing from the hucow burned into her memory. She could imagine how it would feel—hot, thick, flooding into her and filling her completely. The thought nearly made her whimper with need.

The smell of fresh cum mixed with the scent of sex, an intoxicating combination that overwhelmed Cate's senses. She would never forget this heady blend. It seared itself into her brain, forever linked with the images of this raw, unbridled act of dominance and submission.

The air was thick and heavy, saturated with the scent of lust. Cate breathed deeply, drawing the smell into herself as if she could absorb part of this experience. Her whole body hummed with suppressed arousal, every nerve stretched taut.

The blonde could see the satisfied grin on Jörn's lips as he withdrew from NC-1097, his cock still hard and slick with the hucow's juices, a thick strand of cum dripping onto the breeding room floor. He stood there, proud and powerful, his body glistening with sweat, his breathing heavy but controlled. He looked like a warrior after a battle won, triumphant and invincible.

Cate couldn't help but admire the way he moved—confident, without shame or embarrassment. His cock was still impressively hard, glistening with their mingled juices, and she found herself wondering if he could go again. The thought made her heart race.

Cate couldn't help but feel another pang of jealousy toward the submissive hucow, who now lay exhausted and satisfied on the floor, a smile of utter fulfillment on her lips. She was torn between her professional curiosity and her own carnal desires, a pull of temptation she could barely resist. In that moment, she knew she would never be the same again, that this experience had changed her forever.

“I want that,” she whispered again, this time with more conviction. The words hung in the air like a confession, a truth she could no longer deny. Her professional facade was beginning to crumble, and beneath it emerged a woman hungry for the raw, primitive lust she had just witnessed.


Chapter 7

Cate sat with Jörn in the farm’s small but cozy office. The blonde had been there for a week now, and the time had given her a chance to get to know the farm owner better. The breeding bull was a good man, more honest and kind than most men she knew. She felt drawn to him—a feeling that grew stronger with each passing day and left her confused.

As they sat in the cozy office, Cate leaned back casually in her chair. She enjoyed how her tailored silk blouse caressed her athletic body as she crossed her shapely legs. A rebellious strand of golden hair fell across her symmetrical face, her full lips slightly parted. She tried subtly to catch Jörn’s attention, but he seemed utterly uninterested—a completely new and irritating experience for Cate, who was used to men pursuing her.

His piercing blue eyes were fixed on the tablet screen as he scrolled through this year’s catalog of calves for upcoming auctions. The faint hum of the tablet mixed with the muffled mooing from the stalls outside. Cate sighed deeply and leaned forward this time, her delicate elbows propped on the massive oak desk. The cool wood pressed through the thin fabric of her blouse against her forearms. Earlier, she had deliberately unbuttoned another button of her cream-colored silk blouse, revealing the swell of her B-cups—a calculated attempt to get a bit more attention. The silk tickled her heated skin, and she felt her nipples hardening beneath the material.

Jörn had been stubbornly silent for the past few minutes, studying each entry with expert scrutiny and occasionally jotting down a note. His strong fingers moved skillfully across the display, each gesture controlled and precise. Cate knew he was carefully analyzing each potential addition to the farm, and she watched his selection process with curiosity. She couldn’t help but admire his dedication and concentration, the way his brow furrowed slightly when he spotted a particularly interesting candidate. The scent of his aftershave mixed with the faint aroma of hay and warm skin—a combination that made her heart beat faster.

Still, she cleared her throat softly, her patience wearing thin. The sound cut through the silence like a small protest. Jörn raised his eyes from the tablet, almost as if he’d forgotten she was even there. His gaze lingered on her cleavage, a flicker of interest in his eyes that sent a wave of heat through her body, before meeting her gaze. His pupils dilated imperceptibly, and Cate felt her cheeks flush.

“Has a hucow caught your eye?” Cate asked softly, her words barely more than a whisper. Yesterday they’d agreed to drop the formalities with each other, a small but significant change. The blonde took it as a good sign—a small crack in his professional facade.

“What do you think of this hucow?” Jörn asked, tilting the tablet toward her. She leaned forward even more, her eyes scanning the screen as the scent of her subtle perfume filled the space between them. The sweet aroma of jasmine and vanilla enveloped them both like an invisible bridge. The calf in question had striking fiery red hair that fell in wild curls around her face, tattoos covering her slender body, and piercings and body modifications that the government guidelines clearly classified as problematic.

Her designation was H-1437. She had good proportions for a future hucow—wide hips, narrow waist, breasts already ample—but she definitely didn’t meet the desired parameters. The blonde wasn’t sure how to react. Was Jörn testing her? Was this a subtle test of her judgment, or was he trying to feel out her limits?

“I’m not sure,” she said honestly, nervously catching her lower lip between her teeth. The soft pressure against the sensitive flesh made her shudder. “I think she could have potential, but she definitely doesn’t meet the desired standard.” The breeding bull tilted his head, his searching gaze fixed on her face. His intensity made her heart hammer against her ribs.

“What bothers you about her?” His deep voice sent a shiver down Cate’s spine, like warm fingers trailing along her back.

Cate weighed her words carefully before answering. Her light blue eyes wandered over the hucow on the screen again, taking in every detail. “The tattoos prevent clear identification of her number; she has several body modifications like the split tongue or the horn piercings in her forehead.” Cate pointed at the images with delicate fingers, her French-manicured nails gleaming in the desk lamp’s light like small pearls. “Her appearance doesn’t meet the program’s usual requirements, which could be problematic. Clear identification of hucows on a large farm is essential for administration and control.”

“I understand your concerns, but this isn’t a large farm, and identifying our hucows by their markings isn’t that important.” Jörn leaned back in his chair, his muscular body straining the fabric of his plaid shirt. Cate could make out the contours of his chest muscles beneath the material, and her mouth went dry. “She has perfect measurements to become a productive hucow,” he added, his gaze returning to the image of the red-haired rebel. His fingers stroked thoughtfully across the display, an unconscious gesture that drew Cate’s attention to his strong hands.

Cate frowned, a small crease forming between her carefully shaped eyebrows. She had to admit he made a good point. She hadn’t fully considered the differences between an industrial operation and a place like this. The warm air in the office suddenly seemed thicker, heavy with unspoken tension.

“I have some hucows in my herd that don’t meet normal standards but have exceptionally good milk production. OG-666, for example.” Cate thought of the impressive hucow in the maternity stall, whose massive breasts rested in the special leather harness. The memory of Odette’s proud bearing and obvious contentment made something flutter in Cate’s chest.

“Do you know the difference between a hucow that meets the established standards and one like her?” The breeding bull paused, his eyes sparkling with challenge. The light from the desk lamp cast shadows across his striking features, emphasizing the masculine hardness of his jawline.

“The difference is that one of them fits the narrow, established notions of what a hucow should look like, and the other doesn’t. But different isn’t always bad. Sometimes it’s worth deviating from the standard. H-1437 is one such hucow. Milk production capability isn’t determined by a few tattoos or piercings, but by genetics and proper treatment.” His words carried a conviction that fascinated Cate. She nodded self-consciously, a slight flush rising to her cheeks. The heat spread from her face down to her neck, a telltale sign of her confusion. She was supposed to be the one instructing him, not the other way around—her position as a government official suddenly felt far less authoritative.

“Do you remember when your supervisor asked me if I’d ever been to a heifer auction? Well, I know that by optimal standards, H-1437 would cost between $9,000 and $9,500, but I can get her for about $6,000 if we look past the superficial flaws.” His voice had a persuasive, almost hypnotic quality that washed over her senses like warm honey.

He was right, but the standards existed for a reason. Cows that didn’t meet these standards often had difficulty fitting into their roles, as their physical characteristics could cause problems with milk production or even affect their overall health. However, H-1437 actually met all the physically desirable standards except for her unconventional appearance. Jörn could see that Cate was trying to shake off her administrative mindset about body modifications that didn’t necessarily conflict with a hucow’s function. The way she pulled her lower lip between her teeth betrayed her internal struggle. He suspected that as a government representative, she’d been told that any perceived deviation from the guidelines was unacceptable. But the general standards weren’t decisive in every single case—a lesson she was apparently learning right now.

“I think you’re probably right, even though I was taught something different,” Cate admitted, her voice quieter than before. The words came haltingly, as if she were fighting against years of conditioning. She couldn’t help but respect Jörn’s way of thinking. It was refreshing to meet someone who didn’t blindly follow the rules but thought for himself. His independence fascinated her in a way she couldn’t quite understand.

“I’m glad you’re open-minded about this,” Jörn said approvingly, his eyes resting on her with appreciation. The warmth in his gaze made something in her chest melt. Cate smiled, coquettishly tossing her hair back. The golden strands gleamed in the lamplight like spun metal. “Only when it’s justified.” A bright laugh burst from the blonde woman, and the breeding bull joined in with his deep voice. The sound of their shared mirth filled the room with an intimacy that made Cate’s heart beat faster.

Jörn leaned back in his chair as he studied Cate, his gaze wandering slowly over her face, her neck, down to the open neckline of her blouse. His eyes lingered there a moment longer than appropriate, and she felt her skin heat under his scrutiny. Her heart beat faster, her nipples hardening beneath the thin silk fabric. The sensation was so intense that she wondered if he could tell.

“Come, let me show you which other heifers I’ve selected,” Jörn announced as he stood up from his chair, his imposing figure filling the room. His movements were fluid and powerful, like a predator approaching its prey. The breeding bull settled onto a comfortable leather sofa in the sitting area of the office. The leather creaked softly under his weight, an intimate sound in the quiet atmosphere. Jörn patted the cushion beside him encouragingly, an inviting gesture that Cate couldn’t ignore. His large hands rested on the dark leather, and she couldn’t help imagining how those hands would feel.

Cate tried to ignore the fluttering in her stomach as she walked over and sat down next to him, the distance between them suddenly more intimate than before. The sofa forced them closer together than they had been at the desk. She swallowed hard and tried to calm her nerves as she leaned in to study the tablet, her thigh brushing against his. The contact sent an electric shock through her body that spread to her fingertips.

Jörn’s muscular arm brushed against hers, sending a rush of euphoria through her body, an electrifying touch that tingled down to her fingertips. His skin was warm through the thin fabric of his shirt, and she could feel the hard muscle beneath. She breathed deeply, taking in the intoxicating mix of his musky scent and the faint aroma of fresh hay—a combination that was unexpectedly sensual. There was also a hint of leather from the sofa and the faint scent of coffee from the thermos on his desk. She savored his closeness, the subtle warmth radiating from his skin, as they studied the catalog together, their heads turned toward each other, their breath mingling.

For the next two hours, they sat together selecting potential candidates for the farm until they had enough. Time flew by, every minute filled with his intoxicating proximity. As her understanding of Jörn’s preferences grew, Cate began to develop confidence in her ability to identify suitable heifers—a feeling soon confirmed by her successful choices. Every time Jörn nodded approvingly, she felt a surge of pride and joy that went far beyond professional satisfaction. His recognition meant more to her than she wanted to admit.

The farm owner, meanwhile, was pleasantly surprised by Cate’s talent for identifying perfect candidates and her willingness to embrace unconventional choices. He noticed how she relaxed, how her initial stiffness gave way to natural grace, and found himself repeatedly breathing in her scent or savoring the sight of her delicate features when she stared at the screen in concentration. The way she dragged her teeth over her lower lip when she was thinking fascinated him in a way that bordered dangerously close to unprofessional. Her intelligence and eagerness to learn impressed him, but it was the growing familiarity between them that steered his thoughts in directions he would have been better off avoiding.


Chapter 8

It was just after eight when one of the farmhands came running excitedly into the farmhouse kitchen. His cheeks were flushed, beads of sweat glistening on his forehead. “OG-666’s water broke!” he announced breathlessly, bracing himself against the doorframe. Jörn jumped up from his seat at the breakfast table, nearly spilling his coffee. Surprise carved deep furrows into his weathered face. “Are you sure?” The worker nodded frantically, his hands trembling with excitement. OG-666 was way early—the farm doctor had assumed the hucow wouldn’t give birth for another two weeks.

“Yes, sir. We just checked on her, and she’s definitely in labor. The twins are coming!” Cate’s heart leaped as adrenaline shot through her veins like liquid fire. She felt her nipples stiffen beneath her blouse—an involuntary reaction to the sudden excitement. The fabric chafed against the sensitive tips, each movement sending small electric shocks through her body. “I want to be there when it happens,” she declared, her voice an octave higher than usual.

Jörn hesitated a moment, studying her with a penetrating gaze. His blue eyes swept over her face, searching for signs of weakness or indecision. The delight and fascination in Cate’s light blue eyes left no doubt she would never back down. Her pupils had dilated, her cheeks glowing with excitement. At her core, she was a woman driven by primal instincts. Besides, he couldn’t refuse her anyway if she played the government representative card. So the farm owner nodded, his broad shoulders relaxing slightly. “Fine by me, follow me.”

The two left their unfinished breakfast behind and hurried out. Cate’s footsteps echoed across the paved courtyard, her heels clicking in rhythm with her racing heartbeat. The maternity barn was a hive of frantic activity. Farmhands bustled about, bringing fresh straw, preparing warm water, and laying out towels for the impending birth. The smell of hay and disinfectant filled her nostrils, mingled with something more primal—the scent of sweat and exertion.

Jörn strode purposefully toward OG-666’s stall, his powerful legs taking two steps at a time. Cate followed close behind, her gaze involuntarily fixed on his muscular back and firm ass outlined beneath his worn jeans. The way his muscles moved under the thin fabric of his work clothes sent a warm wave pooling low in her belly. She bit her lower lip to suppress a soft moan.

The doctor was already there. He was a tall, thin man with jet-black hair graying at the temples. His sharp features and hooked nose gave him a predatory look, yet his calm demeanor stood in stark contrast to his striking appearance. Jörn greeted him with a brief handshake and introduced Cate. The doctor nodded to her, his dark eyes examining her curiously from top to bottom, lingering a moment too long on her shapely breasts. His tongue ran briefly over his lips, a hungry look flashing across his face.

The blonde knew that look in men all too well, but she wasn’t the least bit interested in the doctor. She already had her eye on a certain breeding bull who happened to be the farm owner—a man whose mere presence made her pulse race and her skin tingle. Her pussy was already pulsing at the thought of his large, rough hands on her skin. Other men simply didn’t register.

“The first calf should come soon,” the doctor said confidently, pulling on his latex gloves. The snap of latex echoed in the relative silence. Cate stood silently, watching the birth scene unfold. She felt heat rising in her body, gathering between her thighs. Wetness spread through her panties, the fabric already clinging to her swollen vulva. She felt honored to witness this miraculous event.

She had never witnessed a birth in person before. Her heart raced like a thoroughbred, anticipation building to an almost painful tingling as she leaned forward, trying to catch a glimpse of the impending miracle. Her breasts pressed against the edge of the stall, the cold metal making her flinch. Cate didn’t know if it was because she was a woman or if all the commotion was putting her in a state of arousal.

A real birth! The emergence of new life was an emotional and spiritual event that shook her to the core. It was the most direct connection to the origin of life, and the moment when you first saw the child must be indescribable. Her breasts felt heavy, as if her body was resonating with the birthing hucow. A dull ache ran through her nipples, as though responding to the primitive signals of motherhood.

Jörn grinned proudly, watching Cate from the corner of his eye. Her face positively radiated awe and admiration. She looked completely fascinated, her lips slightly parted, her cheeks flushed, her tongue nervously running over her lower lip. He found it hard not to feel drawn to her in this moment. The way she leaned against the stall, standing on her tiptoes and stretching her slender body to get a better look at OG-666.

How her long blonde hair fell in golden waves over her back, emphasizing the curves of her small but firm ass, perfectly outlined beneath her tight skirt. It looked absolutely flawless—sculpted yet femininely soft. Her thighs tensed as she stretched, the fabric of her skirt riding higher and granting him a view of that silky skin.

The breeding bull shook his head to clear his thoughts. His cock was already twitching with interest, pressing against the rough denim of his jeans. The friction of the fabric against his swelling hardness was sweet torment. He had no time for such feelings; in the past they had brought him nothing but disappointment and rejection. A woman like Cate wouldn’t have even looked at him a few years ago, let alone spoken to him.

Women of her caliber—elegant, educated, with that natural grace—had always considered him a perverted, strange, fat loner. The memory of their contemptuous looks, their mocking laughter still burned like acid. Only his bold step to become a breeding bull had truly brought him happiness in life. The experimental treatment had changed not only his body, but his self-confidence too. Why would he need a woman now when he could have as many eager hucow pussies as he wanted? Pussies just waiting to be filled and bred by his massive cock. Warm, tight holes that clenched around his shaft and screamed for his seed.

His work was everything to him—he had undergone the life-threatening treatment at the Rose Institute, endured countless hours of agony, and submitted to countless operations to become the perfect breeding bull. His body was a tool, a machine for reproduction, and he was proud of it. Every scar, every pain had been worth it.

Yet something about Cate captured his attention in a way he couldn't ignore. The way her eyes lit up when she laughed, how she smiled at him, how she unconsciously sought his attention. How she ran her tongue over her lips when she was thinking. How her perfume clouded his senses and burned images of her naked and beneath him into his mind. It was fascinating and confusing at the same time. Jörn wasn't sure if he liked it or not. Best to find some other distraction—and OG-666's birth wasn't enough. Not as long as the blonde woman was near him, her sweet perfume in his nose and the sight of her in his thoughts.

“I think you can manage without me; I still have work to do.” His voice came out rougher than intended, hoarse with suppressed desire. Cate shot him a surprised look, her perfectly plucked eyebrows rising in question. Disappointment flashed briefly in her eyes before she hid it behind a professional smile. She didn't protest, however. Instead, she nodded, a blonde curl falling across her face. Perhaps the blonde woman thought he had trouble with births, being a man, or perhaps that the breeding bull had witnessed so many it was routine by now. She couldn't possibly know that it was her presence throwing him off balance.

As Jörn left the maternity barn, Cate cast another glance at the laboring hucow OG-666. Her breathing came heavy and ragged as she instinctively pushed. Sweat glistened on her skin, her massive breasts rising and falling with each effort. The pink nipples were hard and swollen, milk already dripping from them and forming small puddles in the straw. Cate couldn't help but wonder what it would feel like to be so full, so fertile—a thought that simultaneously frightened and aroused her. Her own breasts ached in sympathy, as if her body were responding to the primitive signals of motherhood. She pressed her thighs together, feeling the moisture pulsing between her legs.


Chapter 9

Jörn stood outside T-988’s stall, watching her doze. She had fully recovered from her last pregnancy and was ready to be bred again. The muted light from the stable lamps cast warm shadows over her resting form, and the sweet scent of hay mingled with the heavy aroma of female pheromones rising from her skin.

Her dark brown hair cascaded like a silky waterfall over her shoulders, partially concealing her enormous, taut udders. She possessed a symmetrical, classical beauty—high cheekbones, full lips, and almond-shaped eyes that still retained a hint of elegance even in her reduced mental state. Her breasts, a generous F-cup, produced impressive quantities of top-quality milk. Jörn had once seen photos of her when she was still a calf, before the transformation began. If she hadn’t ended up on his farm through the state lottery, she would undoubtedly have had a brilliant career as a model. But fate had other, more fertile plans for her.

Although her first pregnancy was only a few months behind her, her belly was already flat and taut again, the skin gleaming and flawless. The warm stable climate had opened her pores, and a thin film of sweat made her skin shimmer like polished marble. T-988 would most likely be among the hucows who lived and produced on his farm the longest. The breeding bull had developed an unerring sense for such things by now. This hucow had sailed through her pregnancy without the slightest complications and showed signs of exceptional fertility. As a breeding bull, he found her almost too easy to impregnate, but from a farm owner’s perspective, she was simply perfect—in every conceivable way.

As Jörn observed her, he stood motionless for a long moment. The metallic smell of the stable bars mingled with her sweet, feminine scent and set his blood racing. When the hucow’s empty yet somehow sparkling eyes met his penetrating gaze, she gave him an instinctive, seductive smile that instantly ignited a fiery desire in his loins. Despite her severely limited cognitive abilities, she immediately recognized who stood before her—the dominant breeding bull, her impregnator. A soft, throaty purr escaped her throat, a sound more animal than human.

Jörn stepped into her box with confident strides. The straw crunched under his boots, and T-988 looked up at him submissively and expectantly. A soft, throaty moan escaped her as he gently stroked his rough thumb over her moist, rosy lips. The soft skin beneath his finger trembled, and he felt her lips involuntarily part, as if seeking more contact. He breathed deeply, taking in her intoxicating feminine scent—a mixture of sweet milk and the unmistakable aroma of a female ready to mate. His desire for her blazed stronger with each breath.

Jörn’s hungry eyes traveled slowly over her flawless body and lingered on her heavy, full breasts. Though she’d been milked only a few hours ago, milk was already beading again from her stiff, dark pink nipples. The white droplets gleamed in the lamplight like precious pearls. She was just as aroused as he was—impatient and unsatisfied, ready to mate. Her nipples stood hard and taut, and he could see her breathing deepen, her chest rising and falling rhythmically.

Jörn beckoned one of the handlers over and stepped aside to let the farmworker bring T-988 to the specially equipped breeding room. The clinking of metal chains echoed through the corridor as the handler attached the lead to her collar. She wasn’t scheduled for her next breeding for several more days, but that was irrelevant to him now. His body demanded her with an intensity that overrode any rational planning.

Her perfect curves—the narrow back flowing into a slender waist that widened to lush hips—drew his gaze like a magnet and awakened a deep, primal desire in him. Each step made her muscles play beneath the velvety skin, a hypnotizing sight that quickened his pulse. She was the living embodiment of fertility and feminine sensuality, driving all thoughts of Cate from his mind, at least for this moment. God, he loved his job with every fiber of his being.

The bull followed her silently through the corridor as the increasingly intense scent of her arousal filled his nostrils and set his blood on fire. The heavy smell hung like an invisible cloud around her, growing stronger and more intoxicating with each step. His breathing became deeper and heavier, his eyes fixed hypnotically on T-988’s seductively swaying hips, which trembled slightly with each step. The rhythmic clacking of her hooves on the concrete floor seemed to conduct his heartbeat. Unbridled desire flooded every cell in his body and awakened his insatiable hunger for the impending mating ritual. His cock was already rock-hard and throbbing in his pants, pressing urgently against fabric that suddenly seemed far too tight.

The mere sight of T-988’s perfect body, coupled with her enticing scent, ignited a primitive, animalistic desire in him that went beyond all civilized restraint. His palms grew damp, and he felt his muscles tense, ready to pounce. It was a burning thirst that only one thing could quench—uninhibited sex. An animalistic, taboo-free fuck that would plant his seed deep in her fertile womb! The thought sent a hot shiver coursing through his body.

As they entered the breeding room, the intoxicating aroma of lust hanging heavy in the air overwhelmed him. The warm, humid atmosphere seemed to wrap around him like a second skin. It awakened memories of the countless successful matings that had taken place here—memories that only intensified the burning desire pulsing through his veins. The walls seemed to preserve echoes of past lust, an invisible testament to the fertility that had been born in this room.

Unable to resist a moment longer, Jörn began to stroke T-988. His large, calloused hands wandered possessively over her perfect hips and plump udders, sending an involuntary shiver through her supple body and making her nipples even harder. The roughness of his palms contrasted deliciously with the silkiness of her skin, and he felt her tremble beneath his touch.

Meanwhile, T-988 surrendered completely to her role as the object of the breeding bull’s desire. Her body seemed to melt under his hands, every fiber of her being programmed to please him. She knew instinctively what would happen; deep in her soul, the last remaining remnant of her humanity was fully aware that she would soon be a mother again. But this thought no longer frightened her. Quite the opposite—she craved it just as desperately as the breeding bull himself. Her body yearned for fulfillment, for the moment when new life would be created within her.

Jörn pulled T-988 close, their bodies fitting together perfectly like two puzzle pieces made for each other. The warmth of her skin seeped through the thin fabric of his shirt, and he could feel her heartbeat against his chest, fast and expectant. The air around them was saturated with pheromones—the heavy scent of lust, pleasure, fertility, and unspoken animalistic desire. A soft, longing sigh escaped T-988’s full lips. His strong fingers traveled with practiced precision to her nipples, finding them swollen and hypersensitive beneath his touch.

He pinched and rolled them gently between his fingers, drawing even more lustful moans from T-988. Her voice echoed off the walls—a primitive sound of pure lust. A powerful stream of warm milk spurted onto the black rubber mat beneath them, leaving a spreading white puddle. The sweet scent of fresh milk mingled with the musky aroma of her arousal. Her ecstatic moans spurred him on to finally take her, to sink his throbbing cock into her waiting depths.

Jörn's large, rough hands gripped T-988's slender waist firmly as he pressed the plump, dark red head of his cock against her dripping, pink pussy. The heat of her wetness burned against his skin like liquid fire. She moaned loudly with pleasure and raised her shapely ass even higher into the air, an unmistakable invitation. Her swollen pussy lips parted willingly around his impressive girth, and she shuddered with lust at the overwhelming sensation of being slowly filled by his massive cock.

With a single powerful, relentless thrust, he was completely inside her and immediately began pounding ruthlessly into her soaking pussy. The wet sound of their coupling echoed through the room, accompanied by her increasingly loud screams. T-988 cried out in boundless ecstasy, her eyes rolling back. She loved this primitive, intense, deliciously animalistic feeling more than anything else. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure through her body, and she knew she would soon carry life within her again—exactly as it should be.

As the breeding bull drove deeper and harder into her, she felt the intense pleasure inside her building into a hurricane. Her inner walls clamped around his shaft like a vise, demanding more, wanting it harder, faster, deeper. She held nothing back, arching her back in an elegant curve and pressing herself against him, raising her hips in shameless, animalistic pleasure. T-988's lustful moans and throaty sighs mixed with the obscenely wet, smacking sounds of Jörn's massive cock relentlessly thrusting in and out of her, creating an ever-intensifying symphony of lust. The rest of the world faded to meaningless noise as they sank into their shared ecstasy.

The heavy musky scent of their coupling hung like a thick veil in the warm air. T-988's nostrils flared as she inhaled the primitive smell of her own arousal mixed with Jörn's masculine sweat. The salty taste of her own tears of lust collected in the corners of her mouth.

T-988's slender fingers clawed desperately into the soft surface of the bedding, her perfect body writhing in uncontrollable pleasure as Jörn's relentless thrusts sent wave after wave of ecstatic bliss through her trembling body. The coarse fibers of the straw bed scratched against her sweat-soaked skin, leaving red welts on her palms. Out of nowhere, a violent, all-consuming orgasm seized her entire quivering body. Her muscles clenched, the walls of her womb contracting rhythmically around Jörn's pulsing cock as he continued thrusting into her unfazed, prolonging and intensifying her climax.

T-988 screamed hoarsely with boundless pleasure, feeling her entire being tingle and pulse with an intensity that would have driven any ordinary woman to madness. The hucow's vision blurred into a kaleidoscope of colors and light, and the overwhelming pleasure threatened to completely overwhelm her already limited mind. Anyone who had sex with a breeding bull once was addicted forever—a truth etched deep into her body.

Her toes curled, pressing against the cold metal bars of the cage. The icy metal burned against her heated skin like brands of submission.

Jörn gave her no chance to catch her breath or recover; he hammered his fat, pulsing cock relentlessly into her dripping, juicy pussy. Each merciless, deep thrust sent a new surge of electric sensations through her trembling body. His heavy balls slapped in rapid rhythm against her swollen clit, while the breeding bull's sweat beaded in glistening drops on her flawless back. The salty pearls ran down between her shoulder blades, collecting in the hollow of her lower back.

T-988's initial screams of lust had deteriorated into hoarse, exhausted panting. The hucow had pushed herself too hard. Thick threads of drool ran uncontrollably from the corners of her mouth and chin, dripping onto the straw-covered bed beneath her. The hucow had completely surrendered, now nothing but a willing vessel for his seed. But the relentless breeding bull knew no mercy. Again and again he thrust with the full force of his muscular hips against her reddened rear, driven by unbridled desire for his own explosive orgasm.

The room filled with the rhythmic sound of gasping breath, slapping flesh, and the juicy smacking of their coupling. The echo reverberated off the stone walls, amplifying every wet sound into an obscene cacophony. Jörn's hips moved with the mechanical precision and power of a jackhammer as he repeatedly rammed his rock-hard cock deep into T-988's receptive body. As waves of pleasure began building inside her again and another, even more intense orgasm approached, even the otherwise mentally limited hucow knew with absolute clarity what the true, sacred purpose of her existence was. She was a breeding machine, a perfect vessel for a new generation of hucows.

The warm, sticky mixture of their combined fluids already ran down her inner thighs, tickling her oversensitive skin. Each drop was further proof of her complete devotion.

Her body, which had endured so much pain and struggle and suffering during the transformation, had been created exactly for this! A beautiful, incredibly fertile creature whose sole purpose was to bear this dominant breeding bull's offspring. In this transcendent moment, she wanted nothing more. She belonged to him body and soul.

T-988 moaned loudly again from her hoarse, dry throat. Half with pleasure, half with sweet pain, as Jörn's thrusts became more urgent, more erratic, his muscular body tensing and beginning to tremble. She could feel his approaching climax in the pulsations of his shaft, how his cock swelled and throbbed inside her—the inevitable, crowning end of their intense mating—and as he drove even deeper and harder into her, the hucow instinctively knew what would happen. Her womb opened eagerly, ready to receive his precious seed. She would become a mother again, carry his calf.

With one final, brutal thrust, Jörn came with an animalistic growl, his massive cock pulsing and twitching violently as he shot his potent seed deep into her in several powerful spurts. Thrust after thrust, he pumped his fertile bull seed into her willing, receptive pussy. T-988 could clearly feel the warm flood of his cum inside her, how it filled her womb and coated every inch of her insides. The thick, creamy fluid was so hot it almost seemed to burn, marking her from the inside out as his property. Her inner walls twitched rhythmically around his throbbing cock, instinctively milking him to the last drop, while wave after wave of ecstatic pleasure rolled through her overstimulated body. Each new surge of cum flooding into her fertile womb caused further small, electrifying orgasms that jolted through her body.

In this transcendent moment, a strange, almost inexplicable feeling of the deepest joy and complete contentment washed over T-988. It was the ultimate confirmation that she was fulfilling her predetermined purpose—and doing so perfectly. The pure joy of giving life to a new generation of hucows while experiencing such intense, boundless pleasure was the greatest gift of her existence.

Jörn withdrew from T-988 with a deep, satisfied sigh. The wet sound of separating flesh echoed through the room like a final, obscene kiss. An impressive surge of milky-white cum and glistening pussy juices followed, pouring in a thick stream from her flooded hole. The pressure inside the exhausted hucow had been too great. The warm mixture dripped onto the straw beneath her, staining the golden stalks dark. Jörn's load far exceeded that of an average man—roughly 170ml, or about six full shot glasses—a grotesque yet ideal amount for breeding that impressively demonstrated his quality as a stud bull.


Chapter 10

The sun shone brightly on the horizon, and not a cloud could be seen in the sky. The weather was perfect, and the mood outside the auction halls was cheerful and expectant among those gathered to bid on new Hucow slaves. Jörn was here for the first time. Previously, Thomas Soll had handled the auctions while the breeding bull stayed back at the farm to do his work. But this time, the task fell to Jörn.

Beside him stood Cate, dressed in the same blue overalls he wore, the sturdy denim a sharp contrast to her delicate appearance. The fabric hugged her hips while the wide straps ran over her narrow shoulders, offering a tantalizing glimpse of the soft curves beneath. The blonde woman had chosen the outfit for both of them, and Jörn thought she’d done a good job. Under the loose overalls, he could go completely naked without bothering anyone—he especially appreciated that freedom on hot days like this. The rough denim rubbed pleasantly against his bare skin while warm air flowed through the loose leg openings.

Cate, meanwhile, wore a tight-fitting white T-shirt that subtly emphasized her slender figure and the gentle curves of her B-cups. The thin cotton fabric clung to her skin, transparent enough to hint at the contours of her nipples, which had hardened against the touch of the fabric. Her beautiful face radiated anticipation, her light blue eyes sparkling in the sunlight like cut sapphires, while a large straw hat crowned her golden blonde head and cast soft shadows across her high cheekbones. A few strands of hair had come loose under the brim and curled damply against her slender neck.

Jörn noticed fairly quickly that Cate attracted a lot of attention as the two strolled leisurely between the halls. Several men turned to look at her, her elegant bearing and the natural grace of her movements drawing their gazes like magnets. The way her hips swayed in the overalls, how the T-shirt clung to her body with each step, made more than one farmer pause. But Jörn also received plenty of interested glances. Few breeding bulls owned their own farms—they were normally employees, responsible only for mating and insemination. So Jörn naturally stood out in the crowd, especially accompanied by an attractive woman. His imposing stature and the confident way he strode through the crowd, his broad shoulders straining the denim, only reinforced this impression.

Later that day, the two had arranged to meet with Will Trim and his wife Tira. The couple were frequent visitors to Thomas Soll’s farm, and Jörn knew them well. They ran a small dairy without their own breeding bulls and regularly bought his semen for their Hucows. Jörn liked them both. Will was a middle-aged man with a weather-beaten face and kind eyes, and Tira was a stocky woman with a hearty laugh and a practical nature. They specialized in a blue cheese they made themselves and sold to gourmet restaurants throughout the country—a product known and valued for its unique taste.

Jörn and Cate entered Hall Number 2, already bustling with activity. The smell of sweat, disinfectant, and excitement hung in the air, mixing with the metallic taste of adrenaline on Cate’s tongue. Farmers, Hucow breeders, and dealers roamed the hall searching for their next profitable acquisition. Their voices merged into a constant hum, interrupted by the occasional shout of a successful bid. Auctioneers called out over the chaos, trying to tame the organized disorder. A young Black woman had just been offered for sale on the stage, her dark skin gleaming under the harsh spotlights, beads of sweat running between her ample breasts as she stood with downcast eyes, but she held no interest for the two of them.

“Which Hucow is first on our list?” Cate asked the breeding bull beside her, her voice slightly tense with excitement. Her breathing quickened, and she felt her palms growing damp. Jörn pulled out his tablet and glanced at it, his blue eyes focused intently on the screen. “AW-761, a blonde with Hucow ancestry and a generous G-cup size.” His voice sounded matter-of-fact, but Cate could hear the anticipation in it, the slightly rough undertone that made her skin tingle. She wouldn’t come cheap.

“Well, let’s hope we get lucky,” Cate said, glancing toward the stage where preparations were being made for the next auction. The clinking of chains and the creaking of leather reached them. “Would you like to start the bidding?” The blonde woman looked up at the farm owner in surprise, her light blue eyes widening slightly. “You want me to bid for you?” The idea of actively participating in the auction made her heart beat faster, blood rushing in her ears.

Jörn nodded, a slight smile playing on his lips. “Why not? If you feel up to it, you’re welcome to try.” The breeding bull could see the enthusiasm in the pretty blonde’s eyes, how her pupils dilated. Her sensual lips formed a radiant smile that lit up her whole face. She seemed excited and nervous at the prospect of participating, her fingers trembling slightly as she accepted the bidder number, but Jörn believed she might do quite well. “Thank you—I won’t let you down!” Her voice was firm and determined, despite the slight trembling in her hands. She pressed the number against her chest, feeling the hard plastic through the thin fabric of her T-shirt.

Over the next few hours, Cate did really well; she seemed to have a knack for auctions. With sure instinct and an unerring sense for the right moment, she raised her bidder number, her movements becoming smoother and more confident with each successful auction. She’d won 13 women at reasonable prices. They hadn’t had to push their financial limits on any of the Hucows.

Whether it was her timing or her natural charm that helped—the way she smiled at the other bidders, how she raised her number with an elegant hand gesture—was hard to say, but the blonde woman felt a sense of pride with each successful purchase. Her cheeks were slightly flushed with excitement, and her eyes gleamed with triumph. Sweat beaded between her breasts, and she felt her nipples hardening under the damp T-shirt.

Having already won about half of the new acquisitions they needed, and with lunchtime approaching, they decided to get something to eat. The sun hung high in the sky, and the heat of the day had reached its peak. Cate’s T-shirt now clung completely to her skin, and she felt drops of sweat running down her back. They grabbed some potato salad from a nearby stand, along with a freshly grilled bratwurst whose tempting aroma made their stomachs growl, and sat down on a bench in the shade of Hall 3.

Together they discussed their next steps while the bustling activity of the auction continued around them. Cate bit hungrily into her bratwurst, hot juice running over her fingers as she listened to Jörn. She licked her lips, tasting the salty fat on her tongue. There was something calming about his deep voice, and she enjoyed the way he spoke—matter-of-fact, but with an undertone of warmth that seemed meant only for her. The sound vibrated in her chest, made something flutter low in her belly. She could have spent the whole afternoon sitting on this bench with Jörn, savoring the moment, feeling his nearness, the warmth radiating through the denim of his overalls—but they still had work to do.

They had to get back to the auction and bid on more calves for the farm. The sun was already sinking toward the horizon, casting long shadows across the grounds. Fortunately, Cate's streak held. After two more hours, they'd won seven calves at auction, bringing the farm's total to twenty new hucows. Cate's face glowed with pride and exertion, her hair damp with sweat and clinging to her temples. The breeding bull was confident they'd find what they needed in Hall 8, where the lower-grade calves were offered.

Jörn knew better than anyone that this auction usually held a few hidden gems—women who'd been misjudged and overlooked, whose true potential only a trained eye could recognize. Thomas Soll and Jörn had bought hucows from this hall many times over the years, and most had proven excellent investments. They cost significantly less yet ultimately produced the same milk quantities as the premium hucows. It just took a little more patience and experience to spot the hidden potential—the right posture, the size of the nipples, the way a woman moved her hips.

Outside Hall 8, Jörn and Cate were greeted by a stocky woman and a middle-aged man. Tira wore a simple dress that flattered her sturdy figure, the fabric stretching across her ample breasts and rounded hips, while Will was dressed in worn jeans and a plaid shirt. “Jörn, good to see you, buddy!” the man greeted him, extending a friendly hand, his weathered face breaking into a broad smile. The breeding bull's muscular arms clasped the other man's calloused hand, feeling the rough skin and firm grip behind it. “Will, always a pleasure,” Jörn replied with a smile that flashed his white teeth. “Hi Tira, you look great!”

The breeding bull hugged her warmly, feeling her soft curves against his hard chest, catching the sweet scent of her perfume before stepping back. “Charmer as always,” Tira replied, flashing him a coquettish smile, her cheeks flushing slightly. She was obviously flattered, her eyes sparkling as she brushed a gray curl from her face.

“And who is this stunning beauty at your side?” The heavyset woman openly appraised Cate for a moment, her eyes traveling appreciatively over the blonde's slender figure, lingering on her breasts outlined beneath the damp T-shirt. Cate blushed visibly, blood rushing to her cheeks and making her even more attractive, the heat spreading down her neck. Her large, sensual mouth curved into a shy, embarrassed smile that revealed her perfect white teeth. “I'm Cate Cray. Nice to meet you both.”

She extended her hand, but Tira simply pulled her into a warm hug instead, her soft body pressing against Cate's slender frame, the older woman's warm curves pressing against her firm breasts. Cate felt the heat through the thin fabric, smelled the earthy scent of Tira's skin. “Nice to meet you too, dear. I'm Tira, and this is my husband Will.” As if on cue, he whistled loudly, his eyes traveling appreciatively over Cate's figure, lingering on the way the T-shirt clung to her breasts.

“Damn, Jörn. You finally landed yourself a good-looking woman? About time some feminine charm showed up at Soll's farm.” Will laughed heartily, his voice rough and suggestive, while his wife simply shook her head, rolling her eyes but with a loving look for her incorrigible husband. “Oh, you old goat!” Tira nudged her husband in the side while Cate's cheeks burned with embarrassment, the redness extending down to her neck, creeping beneath the neckline of her T-shirt. She felt her nipples harden under the hungry gazes, a confusing mixture of shame and unexpected arousal.

The blonde woman shot Jörn an uncertain look, searching his face for a reaction. A hint of amusement flickered in the breeding bull's blue eyes, but otherwise he remained calm as always, his posture relaxed and confident. “Cate works for the government and is supposed to make the transition to the farm easier for me.”

“Ah, I see. Well, it's always good to have someone who knows the business.” Will nodded seriously, scratching his chin and regarding the two with a knowing look. “You should keep her—you won't find a catch like that again.” Tira bumped her husband's side again to signal he should let it go, her round cheeks flushed with embarrassment. “What? I mean well, and they seem to get along.” He winked conspiratorially at Jörn.

Cate's heart skipped a beat when she realized she'd unconsciously grabbed Jörn's arm. His skin felt warm and firm under her fingers, the muscles beneath hard as steel. She felt all eyes on her, and a tingle ran down her spine. She was a confident, intelligent woman, but something about this man made her feel vulnerable and safe at the same time—a combination she'd never experienced before. Hesitantly, the blonde woman released the breeding bull and stepped aside, the sudden loss of his warmth leaving her feeling strangely alone, while Tira winked knowingly at her, as if she'd read her thoughts.

Cool air brushed over the spot where her fingers had touched his skin, and Cate involuntarily clenched her hand into a fist, as if she could hold onto the feeling of his warmth. Her palm still tingled from the contact, an electric warmth that traveled up her arm. What's wrong with me? she thought desperately, struggling to maintain her composure. I'm acting like a lovesick teenager.

“How's your day been so far?” Will asked, changing the subject, his voice deliberately casual. “It's going well. I have Cate to thank for that. She seems to be a natural at bidding and has saved me a lot of money already.” Jörn's deep voice was full of genuine appreciation, and Cate blushed even more at the compliment, her heart pounding wildly in her chest. It felt good to be praised by him like this—better than any promotion or award she'd received in her professional career.

“Wow, a woman of many talents.” Tira's praise was warm and sincere, making Cate feel valued and respected. Her eyes lit up with joy. She'd been searching for so long for a place and company where she truly felt accepted and appreciated. Her job had never given her that feeling. No matter how much she'd focused on her career, it had never been enough. Now, in just a few weeks since she'd arrived at Thomas Soll's—or rather, Jörn's—farm, she'd received more of that than in her entire life. The staff had welcomed her warmly and were always polite and accommodating, and Jörn…

The thought of him sent a pleasant shiver through her body, a warmth that began in her belly and spread to her fingertips. The way he looked at her, with that intense gaze from his blue eyes, made her feel simultaneously naked and protected. His attention was like a physical weight on her skin, making her both nervous and aroused. She could still taste the salt of his nearness on her lips, the masculine scent that clung to her clothes like an invisible mark of his presence.

As the four of them entered the hall together, she let her thoughts wander, trying to sort out her confusing feelings. It was surprisingly quiet in the hall. While the other auctions had been lively, not many farm owners seemed interested in the hucows offered here. It was almost like a cozy gathering. Everyone seemed to know everyone else, on a first-name basis, shaking hands and exchanging old stories.

The relaxed atmosphere was a relief after the tension of the previous auctions. Here it smelled less of sweat and greed, more of old wood and the sweet scent of hay wafting through the open doors. The muted voices of the farm owners blended into a soothing murmur that calmed her nerves.

When the auctioneer's voice echoed through the hall, calling for the first bid on a hucow, silence quickly fell and the interested parties settled into the available chairs, which were plentiful here. Cate gladly took a seat, the exhaustion of the long day finally catching up with her legs. In the other halls, it had been so crowded that the two of them had to stand, squeezed between sweating bodies and the smell of excitement and greed.

On the podium stood a young brunette with a shy expression and small breasts that were barely noticeable. Her eyes were downcast, and she trembled slightly as the auctioneer praised her merits—the few she had. Interest was therefore relatively low. She was far too petite and flat as a board, her hips narrow and her shoulders sunken. Ultimately, the calf wasn't sold. No one wanted to spend money on such a hucow. Well, in the end she wouldn't even become that—she'd be sold directly to the slaughterhouses instead. There she'd be processed into various meat products. In the end, she was worth no more than the few pounds she weighed. Cate doubted she'd live to see the end of the week, and a brief wave of pity washed over her before she remembered that this was the nature of the business.

Over the next few hours, Jörn left the bidding to Cate and just let her do her thing. With the money she'd already saved him today, he could have bought three more hucows if he'd wanted to. His trust in her abilities flattered her, and she enjoyed the feeling of contributing something valuable. Then finally H-1437 came under the hammer. She'd caught Jörn's eye during the selection process in his office, and the calf would make a great addition to his hucows. H-1437 was a stunning redhead with many tattoos and various body modifications, like a split tongue and horn piercings on her forehead. Beyond that, she was slim, fit, and had firm, well-shaped DD breasts that stood proud and upright, with rosy nipples that hardened under the cool light of the spotlights.

Jörn had once known a Hannah Johnson; she'd been his neighbors' youngest daughter. He doubted this was that girl, though. She'd been more of an ugly duckling compared to her older sister—chubby, shy, wearing baggy sweaters all year round in hopes of not standing out. The calf on stage had the same hair color and identical name, but was the complete opposite in demeanor and appearance. She was the only calf that day who seemed to have no problem with being auctioned off as a hucow. Instead, she stood relaxed and naked on the podium, calmly observing the bidders, her light green eyes wandering confidently through the room as if she were completely in control of the situation.

When the bidding began, Cate was extremely tense. Her palms grew sweaty, and her heart pounded so loudly she feared Jörn might hear it. Sweat gathered between her breasts, making the fabric of her T-shirt stick to her skin. She knew Jörn had his eye on this particular woman, and she wanted him to get her. The air seemed to grow thicker, heavy and oppressive, as she waited for the first call.

When the bidding war began, the blonde woman held back at first, raising her hand with the bidder number only when necessary, her movements precise and deliberate. She bid against two other bidders who were also interested in the red-haired hucow, whose eyes were now focused directly on Cate, as if she sensed her future was being decided here. The price climbed significantly higher than for the few other hucows that had been auctioned so far. While still well below that of a premium hucow, it was already in the price range of those calves auctioned in the other halls.

Cate's mouth went dry, her tongue stuck to the roof of her mouth as she watched the numbers on the display board climb. Each increase was like a blow to her ribs, and she felt her muscles tense. The bidder number in her hand grew damp with sweat, the paper beginning to wrinkle.

After several more grueling minutes, a fat, sweating guy in the back row finally gave up. His face was red with anger as he lowered his bidder number. He was the last of the two other bidders, and Cate felt the tension drain from her body.

“Sold to the lady in the blue overalls!” the auctioneer's voice boomed from the speaker, and Cate felt a triumphant cry rising in her throat. The audience applauded politely as the newly acquired red-haired hucow was led from the podium, her posture proud and upright, as if she knew exactly where she belonged. A rush of victory surged through Cate, a flood of endorphins coursing through her body. She'd done it—she'd won the hucow for Jörn.

H-1437 was the calf Jörn had pinned all his hopes on. The hucow he absolutely had to have out of all the possible candidates. Cate leaped into Jörn's strong arms, her body buoyed by pure euphoria. “YES, we got her!” the blonde woman cried, only to realize the situation she'd maneuvered herself into.

Her arms wrapped around Jörn's thick, muscular neck, her head pressed against his bare shoulder, his skin warm and firm beneath her cheek. She inhaled his masculine scent—a mixture of sweat, leather, and something unmistakably his own that made her heart beat faster. In that moment, the world around them seemed to stand still. The auctioneer and the crowd faded into the background of her mind, and all that remained was the feeling of his strong arms, which had instinctively closed around her waist.

His hands lay flat against her lower back, the warmth of his palms seeping through the thin fabric of her overalls. Cate felt her nipples press against his chest, hard and sensitive through the thin material of her T-shirt. His breath brushed her ear, warm and moist, and she had to suppress an involuntary shiver. This is wrong, shot through her mind, but her body refused to obey, pressing even closer to his massive form.

“Sorry, I got carried away,” she whispered, her voice barely audible, as she felt his heartbeat pounding against her chest. A small smile played at the corners of Jörn's lips, his blue eyes boring into hers. “No need to apologize, Cate.” His voice was deep and warm, and for a brief moment, she thought she heard something in it that went beyond mere kindness.

His fingers moved almost imperceptibly against her back, tracing gentle circles that sent shivers of arousal through her body. Cate bit her lower lip, desperately trying to maintain her composure as she slowly stepped back from his embrace. The coolness that enveloped her body as she pulled away from him made her shudder, and she had to wrap her arms around herself to fight the sudden feeling of emptiness.


Chapter 11

Shortly after 4 PM, Jörn and Cate drove back to the farm in the old van that had belonged to the late Thomas Soll. They were in high spirits, both singing along to an old country song on the radio, while in the cargo bed behind them, twenty-seven heifers huddled together awaiting their fate. The engine’s vibration and the occasional clatter of metal parts made for a strange accompaniment to their carefree singing. The cloying smell of fear and sweat seeped through the thin partition between the cab and cargo area, mingling with the scent of diesel and warm metal.

Jörn’s heart swelled with excitement and a strange sense of pride. This was the first time he’d selected and bought hucows for the farm without his friend and former owner Thomas. Well, technically Cate had done the bidding, but it was his money. For the first time as his own boss, a new generation of hucows would grow up on his farm. The thought was intoxicating. His fingers drummed on the worn steering wheel in time with the music, his mind already racing ahead to the coming weeks. The rough surface scratched lightly against his palms—a familiar sensation that grounded him.

As they turned onto the long driveway to his farm, the expansive green fields and towering red oaks seemed to stretch for miles. In the distance, the buildings weren’t even visible yet. Nothing hinted at what waited at the end of the road. Sunbeams broke through the canopy, casting flickering patterns on the dusty dirt road. Jörn had spent years working on this farm as a breeding bull, and he still could hardly believe it now belonged to him. The familiar smell of damp earth and fresh grass drifted through the slightly open window. His lungs filled with warm country air that smelled of hay and wildflowers.

He’d come a long way from his former life as a shy, insecure man who’d been constantly insulted and mocked for his weight. But his harrowing treatment at the Rose Institute had transformed him into the muscular, powerful breeding bull he was today. Memories of his former self seemed to come from another life entirely. Sometimes, in quiet moments like these, he still felt the echo of that shame in his bones—but it was only a faint shadow of what had once consumed him.

Cate grinned at him, singing along loudly to the song. She was still riding the adrenaline rush from the day. Her golden-blonde hair danced in the breeze from the half-open window, and her light blue eyes sparkled with enthusiasm. She hoped Jörn appreciated her work and that she’d made a good impression. She’d genuinely enjoyed the auction and spending the day with him. It was a welcome change from the monotonous administrative tasks she normally handled as a civil servant. She could almost get used to this. The thought sent a warm tingle through her body, gathering between her thighs like a forbidden promise.

“I think we’ve earned a bottle of red wine tonight,” Jörn suggested, noticing that the blonde woman’s attention was fixed entirely on him. He almost had to shout over the loud music. His deep voice vibrated through the cramped cab, making something in Cate’s chest tremble. “That sounds wonderful,” Cate replied, still glowing with happiness, and turned down the radio. It almost seemed as if she’d only been waiting for the breeding bull to speak up.

“Once all the heifers are unloaded and settled in their stalls, we’ll have a nice evening. I want to thank you for your help, and I think we’ve earned it today.” Jörn’s offer was sincere, and Cate couldn’t help but feel a warm sensation in her chest. His blue eyes briefly met hers before he turned his gaze back to the road. In that brief moment, she saw something raw and untamed in his gaze that made her skin tingle.

“Nothing I’d like more,” Cate replied, her slender fingers wrapping around her seatbelt and squeezing gently. Anticipation and excitement welled up inside her as she looked at Jörn. She noticed the fine beads of sweat on his forehead and the focused expression on his striking face. His presence filled the small cab in a way that both calmed and electrified her. The smell of his body—a mixture of soap, sweat, and something unmistakably masculine—enveloped her like a warm blanket.

The dust the van kicked up left a trail that drifted slowly toward the fields on the light wind. When the farm buildings finally appeared in the distance, sunlight bathed the red tile roofs in warm gold. It wouldn’t be much longer before they were home. Cate giggled at the thought. It struck her as funny—she’d started thinking of the farm as home. Jörn didn’t seem to notice her giggling; he was focused on the road ahead. The van’s wheels crunched rhythmically on the gravel, punctuated by the occasional distant whimpers and sobs of the newly acquired heifers secured in the trailer. It wasn’t unusual for girls to struggle with their new lives. That would pass with time, like the sunset slowly forming on the horizon. The heifers’ sounds came through the metal muffled, a soft lament that blended with the engine noise into a melancholic symphony.

Five minutes later, they pulled into the large farmyard, where the staff was already waiting to unload the heifers. Jörn jumped out of the truck, his powerful legs effortlessly absorbing the impact, and greeted them with brief handshakes. It was a sign of respect for their work. The men nodded appreciatively, their weathered faces testament to years of hard work under the open sky. Cate watched Jörn’s muscles tense beneath his shirt as he moved. The way the workers looked at him—with a mixture of awe and loyalty—made her understand that he was more than just an employer. He was a leader.

The farmhands opened the cargo area and began unloading the newcomers. The heifers stepped cautiously into the light one by one, eyes wide—whether from curiosity or fear depended on the girl. Some trembled slightly; others just stared ahead with empty gazes. The staff hurried the women into the barn, where they would be prepared for the next phase of their lives as hucows. Their bare feet left fleeting impressions in the dusty yard. The contrast between their vulnerability and the workers’ efficient routine was hypnotic. Cate felt her nipples harden beneath her blouse, an involuntary reaction to the scene before her.

Cate followed close behind, eager to see what would happen next. Her B-cups rose and fell beneath her blouse with each excited breath. She’d read about the process and seen recordings of it, but had never witnessed it firsthand. The breeding bull joined her, his broad shoulders occasionally brushing hers where the path narrowed. Each touch sent electric shocks through her body, made her skin burn beneath the thin fabric of her clothes. When Jörn and Cate entered the heifer barn, the place was already bustling with activity. Every movement was precise and practiced. It was obvious no one here was doing this for the first time. The smell of fresh straw and disinfectant hung in the air, mingling with the metallic tang of fear and the sweet scent of submission.

One by one, the calves were led into their stalls and sedated before undergoing a procedure that would force them to spend the rest of their lives on their knees. The gentle hiss of the sedation syringes blended with the dim glow of the barn lamps, creating an almost surreal atmosphere. Cate watched, fascinated, as the girls' bodies went limp, their eyes closing, their lips parting slightly. It was a moment of absolute vulnerability, one that strangely aroused her.

The farm doctor, a gaunt man with steady hands and a focused gaze, used a scalpel to sever the sedated calf's Achilles tendon and fibularis tertius muscle, then stretched her foot backward. The metal gleamed briefly in the light before he positioned it with precision. This would ensure she could never stand upright again. A bandage and splint were skillfully applied before moving on to the next girl. One by one, the calves lay motionless in their stalls, having taken the first step toward becoming full-fledged hucows. Finally, the calves received a booster shot to prepare them for the treatments ahead. It was a standard procedure, repeated every year. The twenty-seven newly purchased calves went through it just like countless generations before them. The soft sound of the scalpel cutting through flesh and tendon made Cate shudder to her core.

Cate found it fascinating how skillfully everything was handled. Her sensual lips were slightly parted as she followed every movement with rapt attention. It was equally impressive to watch Jörn supervise, ensuring everything went according to plan. His authority was palpable in the way he gave instructions—firm, but never unnecessarily harsh. She noticed how his jaw muscles tensed when he concentrated, how his large hands clenched into fists and relaxed again. It was the control of a predator who knew his power and wielded it with deliberation. After nearly two hours, the work was done. The barn was quiet, and the staff had withdrawn to clean up. Cate and Jörn walked past all the stalls one last time to check on the calves before making their way out. The sedated calves lay peacefully, their breasts rising and falling in the steady rhythm of sleep.

In good spirits, the two walked across the yard to the main house to freshen up, change, and meet later for dinner. The setting sun bathed everything in golden light, and for a brief moment their hands touched accidentally, sending an electric tingle through Cate's body. She cast a furtive glance at Jörn's profile and smiled quietly to herself. His skin had been warm and rough, the touch still burning long after their hands parted. The thought of the evening ahead sent a warm wetness pooling between her thighs, an anticipation she barely tried to hide.


Chapter 12

Cate was in high spirits as she prepared dinner. Her stomach felt like it was full of thousands of butterflies fluttering wildly. Jörn hadn't asked her to cook, but she felt a deep desire to do something special for him. She'd spent considerable time getting ready beforehand, carefully considering every detail of her appearance. She wore a form-fitting black dress that hugged her slender figure like a second skin and seductively showed off her natural B-cups.

The deep neckline gave a subtle but enticing glimpse of her cleavage. Her heels clicked rhythmically on the kitchen tiles as she worked with practiced hands, combining garlic, tomato purée, chili, double-concentrated tomato paste, juicy cherry tomatoes, and a pinch of sea salt into an aromatic sauce before adding the perfectly cooked spaghetti. It would be irresistible spaghetti all'assassina—one of Cate's absolute favorite dishes that she'd perfected over the years.

The sharp hiss of the pan filled the kitchen with a hypnotic rhythm. Cate felt her palms growing slightly damp—not from the heat of the stove, but from the nervous anticipation pulsing through her veins. She wanted to be perfect for him. Every movement of her hands was deliberate, precise, as if she were creating a work of art.

After adding the pasta, she poured deep red wine into glasses for Jörn and herself with graceful movements. She waited patiently until the liquid in the pan had reduced, then added more tomato purée. The intense aroma of the sauce made her mouth water and stirred a longing in her that went beyond mere hunger. She desperately hoped her host would appreciate her cooking.

The scent of roasted garlic wafted up and mingled with the earthy aroma of the wine. Cate breathed deeply, letting the smells fill her senses. Her fingertips tingled with nervousness as she stirred the wooden spoon through the thick sauce. The warm red of the tomatoes reminded her of the color of her lips, which she'd painted with extra care this evening.

As she took a slow, savoring sip of her wine, Cate turned toward the door and froze for a moment. Jörn stood there, his muscular body leaning casually against the doorframe. She hadn't noticed him—how long had he been standing there watching her with that intense gaze? She couldn't help feeling a little embarrassed as his eyes traveled slowly and appreciatively over her curves, as if he were committing every line of her body to memory.

Her cheeks burned under his appraising gaze. The wine glass trembled imperceptibly in her hand, the cool surface contrasting with the heat spreading through her body. She could feel his gaze on her skin, like invisible fingers gliding over her curves.

“It smells great,” Jörn said in a deep, gentle voice that made something stir inside Cate. She blushed involuntarily, a delicate flush spreading across her cheeks. “I thought I'd make spaghetti all'assassina for us. It's one of my favorite dishes,” she replied with a shy smile.

Jörn entered the kitchen with smooth, confident steps, never taking his eyes off Cate for a moment. He wore loose sweatpants and a white T-shirt that clung tight to his broad, muscular chest, outlining every defined muscle beneath. Cate felt an electric tingle in her stomach that slowly spread throughout her entire body as she looked at him. This time it was even more intense, even more overwhelming than what she'd been feeling all evening.

The fabric of his T-shirt stretched across his shoulders as he moved. Cate could make out the contours of his muscles through the thin material—the broad chest rising and falling with each breath, the defined arms that radiated strength and control. Her fingertips itched to touch those muscles, to feel the warmth of his skin through the fabric.

She knew Jörn wasn't one for wearing clothes, and this was already the second time that day he'd put something on. Cate was certain he'd only done it for her—a small, unspoken gesture of consideration that most people probably wouldn't even have noticed, but she knew better.

She smiled at him as she handed him a glass of wine with slightly trembling fingers. “To us,” she said in a soft, seductive voice that dripped from her lips like dark honey. “To us,” the farm owner replied, his voice a deep rumble, as he took the glass from her and their fingers touched as if by accident.

The touch was electric. Cate's skin tingled where his fingers had grazed hers. A warm shiver ran up her arm and gathered in her chest, making her nipples harden beneath the thin fabric of her dress. She bit her lower lip to suppress a soft moan.

Cate felt a pleasant shiver run through her body that made her breath catch. As they raised their glasses to each other, their eyes met in a silent promise, and Cate felt the heat between her legs growing, a wet desire building. It was like an involuntary reflex that happened every time she looked into his eyes. Normally she could never hold eye contact for long, but tonight she deliberately held his gaze and let him see the undisguised desire in her eyes.

His blue eyes seemed to pierce right through her, as if looking directly into her soul. Cate felt her thighs involuntarily press together as a wave of arousal pulsed through her core. Her breathing grew shallower, and she could taste the sweet flavor of the wine on her tongue, mixed with the metallic taste of her own arousal.

Tonight she wasn't a dutiful government employee, but simply a woman in a form-fitting black dress that perfectly showed off her figure, with matching high heels that elongated her shapely calves, and golden blonde hair falling in soft waves over her narrow shoulders. Just a normal woman with her own deep desires and a burning longing she could no longer suppress—or wanted to.

After a moment of intimate silence, broken only by the soft bubbling of the sauce, she turned her attention back to the spaghetti. Out of the corner of her eye, though, Cate noticed him openly watching her body, his eyes lingering on her hips and the curve of her back, and she gave him a knowing smile.

She moved deliberately slow, letting her hips sway gently as she returned to the pan. The dress clung tighter to her body with each movement, emphasizing the curve of her waist, the roundness of her hips. She felt his eyes on her like a physical touch, and a warm flush of arousal spread through her belly.

She loved the attention he gave her, and the way he looked at her—hungry yet respectful—made her feel sexy and desired like never before. Men were always staring at her, but with Jörn it was different, more intense, more honest. He was confident and assertive, yet gentle and caring in a way she'd never experienced. It was a refreshing change from the pompous, arrogant men she'd met throughout her life, who were only interested in a superficial conquest.

“Why don't you sit down at the table? Dinner will be ready in a moment.” Cate smiled seductively as she invited Jörn to sit at the carefully set kitchen table. The enticing aroma of the food filled every corner of the room as she watched Jörn settle into his seat with fluid grace.

The breeding bull's muscular arms and broad shoulders were impossible to overlook—every movement sent muscles rippling beneath the thin fabric of his T-shirt. Cate couldn't help but feel a wave of attraction roll through her body like a hot tide. She'd always been drawn to strong, confident men, and Jörn embodied those qualities with a perfection she'd never encountered before. She could hardly wait to get closer to him, to touch his skin, to breathe in his scent.

Cate imagined what it would feel like to press her palms against his broad chest, to feel the warmth of his skin through the thin fabric. Her fingers twitched involuntarily, as if already reaching for him. A soft throbbing between her legs reminded her how much her body craved his touch.

She placed the pasta on the plate with great care, arranging it artfully before bringing it to the table. Jörn's eyes followed her every movement with undisguised interest, drinking in every seductive curve of her body.

“Here you go,” Cate said with a gentle smile, placing the steaming plate in front of the farm owner. He breathed in deeply—the rich aroma of garlic, chili, and tomato filled his nostrils, making him close his eyes involuntarily. He hadn't realized how hungry he was until that enticing scent reached him. Jörn looked up at Cate and smiled gratefully, his eyes sparkling in the candlelight. “Thank you, Cate. This looks incredible.”

Cate blushed at the compliment, color spreading across her cheeks. She sank seductively into the chair opposite him, her movements graceful yet deliberately sensual. With slow, careful motions, she lit the candles in the center of the table. It was silly, really, since the ceiling light was still on, but she found it incredibly romantic, and the flickering light cast mysterious shadows across their faces.

The warm candlelight danced across Jörn's striking features, emphasizing the sharp lines of his jaw. Cate watched, fascinated, as shadows glided over his skin, feeling her heartbeat quicken. The intimate atmosphere drew her to him even more.

Cate picked up her fork with an elegant gesture and encouraged Jörn with a nod to do the same. She was so eager to see if he liked it that she could barely breathe. The breeding bull took a generous bite. The spaghetti was perfectly al dente, with a rich, spicy sauce that exploded with flavor in his mouth, engaging all his senses. A deep, pleasurable moan escaped him, sending a delicious shiver down Cate's spine.

The moan vibrated through the air and straight into Cate's core. She pressed her thighs together as a wave of arousal pulsed through her. The sound of his pleasure—even if it was only because of the food—made her nipples harden and her breath catch.

The way his mouth curved into an appreciative smile made Cate's heart beat so fast with joy that she felt a little dizzy, heat flooding through her body. Seeing him enjoy her food with such enthusiasm fulfilled her in a way she'd never thought possible. She watched, fascinated, as he eagerly took another forkful of pasta and devoured it with obvious relish.

“This is exquisite, Cate,” he said in a deep, rough voice that sent shivers down her spine and made her nipples tighten beneath the thin fabric of her dress. “The best I've ever had.” Cate's heart swelled with pride and unbridled joy. It had taken hours to perfect the recipe, and his sincere compliment was the ultimate reward she'd hoped for.

Satisfied, Cate took a bite and savored the moment of triumph as the flavors exploded on her tongue. Jörn looked at her intently, and she had the overwhelming feeling that they were the only two people in the world, enclosed in a bubble of intimacy. She took another slow sip of her wine, letting the ruby-red liquid linger on her tongue, and leaned back in her chair as she watched Jörn empty his plate with visible enjoyment. He seemed so content and happy that it warmed her heart.

The wine burned slightly in her throat and left a warm trail down to her stomach. Cate felt her muscles relax, the tension of the day falling away. She leaned back and enjoyed the feeling of having made him happy. His satisfaction was like balm for her soul.

She wondered if he knew how much she enjoyed cooking for him, pampering him. It was a side of herself she'd never shown anyone—a vulnerable, caring side she'd kept hidden deep inside until now—and she wanted him to appreciate it and understand what this gesture truly meant.

Cate watched his strong hands hold the fork, watched his fingers close around the metal. She imagined how those hands would feel on her skin—warm, firm, possessive. A warm throbbing between her legs reminded her that this dinner was only the beginning. She wanted to give him so much more than just a perfect meal.

“Jörn,” she said softly, her voice barely above a seductive whisper that hung in the room like the scent of jasmine on the night air. He looked up at her, his eyes full of warmth and a kindness that made her heart melt. The way he looked at her—as if she were the most precious thing in the world—made her knees go weak.

“Yes, Cate?” he asked, his voice soft and soothing like a gentle summer rain on parched earth.

“If you want, I can cook for you every day.” The words left her lips before she could hold them back. Jörn’s eyes widened in surprise, and Cate suddenly felt embarrassed and vulnerable at her own boldness. Her cheeks burned with shame at her audacity. She had never offered to cook for anyone every day, never opened herself up like this to show how much someone meant to her. It was an intimacy she had kept to herself until now—a part of her she had never revealed.

But she had also never had such strong, overwhelming feelings for someone—feelings that took her breath away and made her hands tremble. The need to care for him, to nourish him, was so primitive and powerful that it surprised even her.

Jörn didn’t know how to react, overwhelmed by the significance of her offer. His throat tightened with emotion. No one had ever shown him such affection, cared so much about his well-being. He was visibly moved by her sincere gesture, his fingers tightening around the fork as if he needed to hold onto something solid.

“I would love that. I can’t remember the last time someone cooked for me,” Jörn said, his deep voice rough with emotion, his eyes shining with genuine gratitude. The words seemed to come from somewhere deep inside him.

Cate smiled radiantly at his answer, feeling that warm, happy glow spread through her chest once more, as if she were lit from within. Her skin tingled with joy. “It’s my pleasure, Jörn. I really love to cook, and I love seeing people enjoy my food.” She leaned forward, deliberately emphasizing her cleavage, and placed her slender arms on the table. The cool wood beneath her forearms contrasted with the heat flowing through her veins. “I’m glad I could do something nice for you.”

Jörn reached his large hand across the table and took her delicate one in his. His palm was warm and rough from work, the skin scarred and hardened.

Cate’s heart skipped a beat, and a tingling warmth spread from her hand through her entire body as she felt his calloused, strong fingers close gently, almost reverently, around hers. His touch sent a jolt through her nerves, triggering a warm throbbing between her legs. She looked up and met his intense gaze, which seemed to pierce straight into her soul. It literally took her breath away—for a moment, she forgot to breathe. The air between them crackled with unspoken tension.

They sat in silence for a long moment, holding hands and savoring the unspoken connection between them. Cate could feel his pulse against her fingertips, strong and steady like a promise.

“How about we get another bottle of wine and move to the living room? We can relax and enjoy the evening before we go to bed.” Jörn’s deep, velvety voice washed over her like dark chocolate melting on the tongue. The words “go to bed” sent another wave of heat through her body, even though she knew he hadn’t meant it that way.

The suggestion was more than Cate had dared hope for, even in her wildest dreams. She couldn’t help but feel a surge of joy, her heart pounding wildly against her ribs like a caged bird.

Cate nodded eagerly, her eyes gleaming with anticipation, and they rose from their chairs in unison. Jörn carried the empty plates to the sink with easy grace, his movements fluid and powerful like a predator’s. She watched his back muscles flex beneath his shirt and had to swallow. Then he retrieved the two wine glasses and a fresh bottle of exquisite red wine from the counter, the bottle shimmering seductively in the candlelight.

Cate opened the door to the living room with slightly trembling hands and took a moment to absorb the cozy, intimate atmosphere. The room was bathed in warm, subdued light that made everything appear softer. The scent of leather and his aftershave hung in the air—masculine and intoxicating. She settled gracefully onto the large, inviting sofa and looked up at him with a mixture of shyness and desire as he followed her like a predator. His presence filled the room, making it feel smaller and more intimate.

Jörn poured wine generously for both of them, the ruby-red liquid gurgling seductively into the glasses, and handed her one before sitting down beside her—close enough that she could feel the warmth of his body. His thigh nearly touched hers. Only inches separated them, yet those inches felt like miles.

It was a magical, timeless evening, filled with a familiar, calming feeling, as if they had known and understood each other forever. Cate felt the pleasant warmth of the room, the electrifying touch of Jörn’s muscular knee against hers, sending a wave of anticipation and desire flowing through her body like molten metal. She breathed deeply, the rich taste of the wine mingling with the tingling excitement on her tongue to create an intoxicating cocktail.

Jörn leaned back, relaxed, his powerful presence a calming yet exciting anchor in the dimly lit room. The soft flickering of the candles they had lit added to the romantic, almost magical atmosphere, their golden light dancing playfully on the walls and casting mysterious shadows that flitted across his striking features.

Cate could hardly believe that just a few weeks ago, she had been working in that sterile government office, sitting all day behind an impersonal desk, staring at a lifeless computer screen, surrounded by files and forms instead of life and passion. The memory of the gray walls and fluorescent lighting made her shudder inwardly.

Now she found herself in a completely different, more vibrant world, beside a man who was not only an impressive breeding bull but also breathtakingly attractive—appealing in ways she’d never imagined possible. His raw masculinity drew her like a magnet, making her skin tingle and her thoughts drift in forbidden directions.

They sat in comfortable, charged silence, the only sounds the soft, melodic clink of their wine glasses and her own racing heartbeat pounding in her ears—so loud she was certain he must hear it.

“This is beautiful,” she murmured dreamily, her voice barely audible yet full of emotion. A small, knowing smile curved Jörn’s sensual lips, making her knees go weak and her heart flutter. “Yes, it is,” he replied with an intensity that shook her to the core and curled her toes in her shoes.

He took a slow, savoring sip of his wine, his penetrating gaze never leaving her for even a moment. His eyes were like molten metal in the candlelight—hypnotic and dangerous. “Are you happy here, Cate? Apart from your work for the government?” The question hung in the air between them, heavy as the scent of rain before a storm.

Cate couldn’t help but smile at the unexpected, intimate question, her heart leaping like a kitten pouncing on a toy. She had never been happier, more fulfilled. She had left the narrow, suffocating confines of that stuffy government office and found a new, exciting world on Jörn’s farm—one that had awakened her heart and senses like a garden after the first spring rain.

Still, she was surprised by his direct question—almost overwhelmed. Her cheeks flushed slightly. Of course, she’d developed a growing weakness for the charismatic breeding bull since her arrival, one that had blossomed into consuming longing, but he’d never made any clear advances. And now, suddenly, he was asking with such intensity whether she was happy here?

Was it possible he felt the same way she did? That the same consuming passion burned in him like a fire that couldn’t be extinguished? Cate’s heart beat so violently she feared he might hear it as she returned his searching gaze and lost herself in his eyes, drowning in their deep, dark depths.

“Yes... I love it here. I love the calming silence of the open fields, the gentle rustling of the trees in the wind, and the peaceful seclusion the farm offers.” Her voice became softer, more intimate. “And I love spending time with you.”

“It’s a sharp contrast to the hectic city, isn’t it?” She nodded, savoring his closeness, breathing in his masculine scent until it clouded her senses. “Yes, it is. But I find it... incredibly refreshing and liberating. It’s a soothing break from the chaos of everyday life, where I can finally find peace and rediscover myself.” Cate took another deep sip of her wine, trying to untangle the complex, overwhelming emotions coursing through her veins like wild currents.

As if sensing her inner turmoil and desire, Jörn slipped his strong arm around her slender shoulders and pulled her gently but firmly against his warm body. His touch instantly ignited a consuming flame within her, sending a delicious shiver of pleasure down her spine that pooled between her legs, leaving her wet.

Cate gazed deep into his intense, hypnotic blue eyes and saw the undisguised desire and genuine affection buried within them, waiting only for her. His pupils were dilated, dark with lust. Unable to resist this magnetic pull, she leaned closer still, her heart hammering against her ribs like a prisoner beating against the bars.

“Jörn,” she whispered breathlessly, her voice barely audible yet full of longing and desire. His name was the only word she could manage—a desperate, yearning plea for something she couldn’t put into words but craved with every fiber of her being. Her lips parted slightly, as if gasping for air.

But before she could fully comprehend what was happening, she was already in his strong arms, enveloped in his warm, protective embrace—one that filled her with safety and wild excitement all at once. His muscles tensed around her, hard and relentless as steel, yet tender as silk. The breeding bull’s touch was more intoxicating than any wine, overwhelming her senses and drawing her into his spell with the irresistible promise of far more than a simple kiss.

Slowly, impossibly gentle yet with an underlying determination, he pressed his full lips to hers. Cate melted into the kiss like wax in the sun, her whole body yielding as she surrendered completely to the moment. It was a kiss full of unbridled passion and years of longing, speaking of unspoken desires and deepest cravings finally being released. His tongue gently stroked her lower lip—a question, a request—and she opened to him willingly.

She had never felt so alive, so complete, so overwhelmed by a flood of emotions that she could no longer think clearly—and didn’t want to. Her fingers clawed into his shirt, seeking purchase in this storm of sensations. She had never desired anyone as consumingly as Jörn, and in this crystal-clear moment of realization, she knew with absolute certainty that nothing would ever be the same again.

Finally, they reluctantly pulled apart, both gasping for air, their chests rising and falling in the same rhythm. Cate gazed deep into Jörn’s eyes, darkened with desire, and recognized the same burning want, the same insatiable longing that blazed within her. Neither of them could deny or suppress it any longer. They were drawn to each other like two powerful magnets, unable to resist the pull—and no longer wanting to.

Cate’s heart pounded wildly in her chest, a drumbeat of passion, as she recognized in Jörn’s hungry eyes the raw, untamed desire and primitive hunger that stole her breath away. A force of nature too powerful and overwhelming to ignore a moment longer. The irresistible pull of temptation. The unbridled, powerful instincts of a true breeding bull who had finally found his target.

His hand moved slowly to her face, his fingers stroking her heated cheek. “Cate,” he murmured, her name like a prayer on his lips. “You have no idea what you do to me.”


Chapter 13

The sound of flesh slapping together, wild and passionate, filled the room. T-988's lustful moans echoed through the breeding room, mingling with the rhythmic creak of the padding beneath her knees. The warm, humid air hung thick with the musky scent of their coupling, heavy as honey.

She was on all fours, her massive, heavy udders swinging and jiggling beneath her like plump pendulums as Jörn's thick cock thrust deep into her again and again. His sweat-soaked balls slapped against her swollen clit with each powerful thrust, driving her onward. Her porcelain skin glistened with sweat in the dim light, forming small rivulets along her spine. Jörn's strong hands gripped her soft hips, holding her in place as he took her from behind. T-988's tongue hung slack from her mouth, her eyes rolled back grotesquely in animal ecstasy. Her fingers clawed at the padding, the leather squeaking under the pressure of her nails.

Jörn's hungry gaze lingered on her heavy udders, thick drops of warm milk dripping onto the surface below. The sweet aroma filled his nostrils, mingling with the salty taste of his own sweat on his lips. He couldn't resist the urge to reach for them, squeezing them with his rough hands, feeling the pulsing warmth of her trembling body as she moaned and whimpered beneath him. Her plump breasts filled his palms completely, warm flesh bulging between his fingers.

Jörn's cock throbbed with desire, veins standing out like bluish snakes beneath his taut skin. It had been too long since he'd last bred a hucow—almost three days. His swollen balls ached, demanding release, a dull pain spreading into his lower abdomen. But somehow he couldn't find relief, despite the willing hucow pressing back against him.

His thoughts kept wandering back to Cate, to her delicate face with those light blue eyes and golden blonde curls. He wondered what she was doing right now, whether she was thinking about what had happened between them, whether her lips still tingled from the pressure of his kiss. The image of her tongue gliding over her lower lip as she looked at him burned into his mind. Jörn tried to push the distracting thoughts away as he thrust even harder and deeper into T-988. His pelvis slapped against her ass, the sound echoing through the room like whip cracks. He had a job to do; he was the breeding bull on his own farm. He couldn't afford to be distracted during work like some lovesick teenager.

Besides, T-988 deserved his full attention. She was a good, dutiful hucow who never complained, even when he handled her sensitive teats roughly. Her devotion was absolute, unconditional—she existed only for his cock, for his satisfaction. He'd been plowing her for almost two hours now and still hadn't come, his cock hard as steel but his mind elsewhere. The skin of his cock was reddened and swollen from the constant friction, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through his body that never built to the release he craved.

It had been the same yesterday and the day before with two other hucows. He had a mental block, and his thoughts kept returning to Cate no matter how hard he tried to push her away. She had burned into his mind like a brand, hot and indelible.

Cate, who had worn that tight black dress that showed off her seductive curves, the gentle swell of her B-cups, the narrow waist flowing into lush hips. He remembered the feel of the thin fabric beneath his fingertips, the warmth of her skin pulsing beneath it. Her full lips that invited him to kiss them, bite them, possess them. The way her slender body pressed against his and the soft, sweet moans that escaped her lips when they broke their kiss. The taste of her mouth—sweet and forbidden—still clung to his tongue. God, how badly he wanted to taste every inch of her, explore her skin with his tongue, drink in her flavor.

He could just imagine what she would look like, legs spread wide on his bed, begging him in a hoarse voice to taste her. Her golden blonde hair spread across his pillow like a halo, her eyes dark with desire. How he would slide his fingers into her wet, willing pussy and she would beg for more, her hips rising to meet his touch. He imagined how tightly she would grip his fingers, how her walls would pulse around him.

“Damn it!” Jörn cursed under his breath, desperately trying to focus on his current fuck, the warm, wet body beneath him. The hucow moaned in response to his harder thrust, her body trembling under the force. He couldn't let thoughts of Cate interfere with his duties on the farm. He couldn't let his desires get in the way. He had to breed the hucows—that was his job, his duty. Still, the image of Cate's flushed face and half-closed eyes full of unsatisfied lust haunted him. The way she had bitten her lip when he touched her. God damn it!

Jörn closed his eyes and took a deep breath, fighting the overwhelming urge to push the hucow beneath him away and replace her with Cate's slender, elegant body. The smell of sex and sweat filled his lungs, but all he wanted was Cate's delicate perfume, the scent that had filled his nose during their kiss. He ignored the vivid fantasy playing out in his head while his cock was buried deep in the hucow's slit. She had no idea of his internal struggle.

Sweat dripped from his forehead and muscular back as he increased his pace again, his thick cock ramming faster and harder into the moaning hucow. The salty drops ran down his chest, pooling in the grooves between his muscles. She must be sore by now from the unusually long breeding, but she still obediently endured the fuck, her body slack in submission. Her pussy was swollen and reddened from his thrusts, but she didn't whine, just kept moaning in animal lust.

“Ah, damn, damn, damn,” the breeding bull repeated mechanically under his breath as he thrust again and again, his fingernails digging into the soft skin of her hips, leaving red crescents. He felt the delicious tension building in his balls and knew he would soon unload his seed into T-988's hot, receptive pussy. His balls tightened, ready for the explosion. “Damn, yes,” he growled through clenched teeth, his thrusts becoming faster and more furious as he felt the first wave of orgasm building in his loins like a distant thunderstorm.

In that moment, Cate’s face flickered through his mind again. Her full, ripe lips parting in anticipation of his kiss, her delicate hands with manicured nails exploring his muscular chest. The way she had whispered his name, as if it were a prayer. He gripped the hucow’s hips firmly and released deep inside her, hot jets of his seed spraying against her cervix. It was a powerful release that made his body tremble, his muscles clenching with pleasure, but not the release he truly craved. The orgasm rolled through him like a tidal wave, yet left him strangely empty.

Jörn could feel the emptiness inside him, the unfulfilled desire to conquer Cate’s body—a gnawing hunger that threatened to consume him. It was as if a part of his soul was missing, a void that only she could fill. As his orgasm finally subsided, he withdrew from the hucow, and a stream of thick, white cum flowed from her satisfied slit, running down her trembling thighs. The warm seed glistened on her skin like mother-of-pearl.

He glanced at her, a mixture of satisfaction and regret—satisfaction because he had fulfilled his duty as a breeding bull, and regret because she wasn’t the one who truly ignited his desire, who could command his full sexual attention. T-988 lay exhausted, her udders still dripping, her breathing heavy and irregular. Not her, with her heavy udders and animalistic devotion, but Cate with her elegance and fire. Cate, who challenged him, who aroused his mind as much as his body.

Yes, it was a strange thought for him, but he had always been a deep thinker; even as a bull, he pondered philosophical concepts, human behavior, and the peculiar workings of the world. Perhaps it was this very depth that fascinated Cate about him. Perhaps she saw in him more than just a breeding bull—a man with thoughts and feelings, who was more than the sum of his physical functions.

The breeding bull wiped himself clean with a nearby towel and looked at the exhausted body of the hucow, who lay whimpering on the floor, her limbs trembling with exhaustion. The rough terry cloth scratched against his sensitive skin, but he barely felt it. He had really overdone it with her, had taken out his frustration on her willing body. Red welts marked her hips where his fingers had gripped her. Poor thing. She didn’t deserve to be the victim of his inner turmoil. Jörn urgently needed to talk to Cate before their budding romance became a serious problem for his farm—or before he lost his mind, caught between duty and desire. The tension in his chest grew more unbearable with each passing day, a pressure that threatened to tear him apart.


Chapter 14

Cate couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt this excited. She entered the calf barn to visit the expectant hucows, her heart racing. Every cell in her body hummed with energy and anticipation, as if electricity were coursing through her veins. She and Jörn had kissed. Really kissed.

That was the only way Cate could describe the physical intensity of their embrace. It wasn’t just the pressure of his lips on hers or how his arms held her protectively, as if he never wanted to let her go. There was a fire in Jörn’s eyes that Cate had never seen before—an insatiable hunger that burned bright, sending an electrifying shiver down her spine that radiated to her most intimate places. Even now, three days later, she could still taste his tongue on hers, feel the rough scratch of his stubble against her cheeks.

She had wanted to touch him, explore every inch of his toned, muscular body, but she had held back that evening. That was three days ago now, and she regretted that nothing more had happened. She kept imagining how it would feel to have his strong, rough hands gliding over her sensitive skin, exploring every inch of her body as it trembled with desire. She longed to feel his bare skin against hers, to experience the sheer pleasure of being with a man like him—a man who dominated the room with his mere presence and whose touch would surely send her into ecstasy. The thought alone made her nipples harden beneath the thin fabric of her blazer.

But for that night, they had been content to simply sit together on the couch, exchanging deep, passionate kisses that left her lips swollen and her body aching with sweet anticipation. His hands had gripped her waist—firm enough for her to feel them, gentle enough to let her know he was holding back.

They had drunk their wine and talked about everything imaginable. Conversation flowed easily between them, and they had opened up to each other in a way she never thought possible—as if their souls were touching while their bodies still waited for the ultimate union. The red wine had loosened her tongue and lowered her inhibitions until she found herself watching his lips as he spoke.

Cate had told him about her childhood, her family, and past relationships. Jörn had listened attentively, his eyes never leaving her face. He had told her about his life before the farm, how he’d become a breeding bull, and about the joys and challenges of his job. He had shared his dreams and aspirations, his hopes for the future, and his profound thoughts about the hucows he cared for with remarkable devotion. His voice grew deeper, rougher when he spoke about his work, and Cate felt something warm and wet gathering between her legs.

Eventually they had gone to bed. Each to their own room, without rushing things. Cate could hardly fathom how much effort Jörn must have put into suppressing his breeding bull instincts—she had seen the bulge in his pants, the clear signs of his arousal that he kept in check with admirable self-control. The way he had looked at her when they said goodbye left no doubt that he wanted her. Completely. Utterly. But he was waiting, and that only made the desire more intense.

The blonde woman felt more comfortable in his gentle, caring company than she had in a long time. Their connection went far beyond the physical. Cate felt understood and accepted by Jörn like never before in her life—as if he had direct access to her deepest thoughts and desires. At the same time, she knew that beneath his controlled surface lurked something wild and animalistic, waiting to be unleashed.

The blonde woman cast an appraising glance at the stalls where the calves were housed. The smell of disinfectant and fresh straw mixed with the fainter but still noticeable scent of fear and confusion. They had survived the surgical procedure well, even though many still didn’t quite grasp what it meant for them. But they would understand soon enough. They would learn to live with the constant numbness in their legs, the weakness that would never really go away—a permanent state of dependency that would make them perfect hucows.

They would learn to rely completely on the people who cared for them, fed them, and tended to them. They would learn to accept their new life and find peace, as all hucows did sooner or later—some faster, some slower, but in the end, the result was always the same: acceptance. Cate had observed this process dozens of times. The initial despair gradually gave way to resigned calm, then to a strange kind of contentment.

Cate walked slowly down the rows of calf stalls, examining each one more closely. The dim light cast long shadows between the bars, and her footsteps echoed softly on the concrete floor. Some begged her with tear-streaked faces to release them, their voices hoarse from crying. Others wept quietly to themselves, their shoulders shaking with stifled sobs. One had apparently already given up, her spirit broken under the crushing weight of her new reality. She simply leaned lethargically against the bars of her stall and no longer responded, her gaze empty and distant, as if she were staring through the walls into another world.

She was a classic case for force-feeding, at least until the hucow conversion had progressed far enough. That happened from time to time, but it wasn’t a big deal. A hucow farm was prepared for such things with special tubes and nutrient fluids. Cate had already seen how the caretakers slid the thin tubes through the nose, gently but firmly, while the hucow either resisted or let it happen with apathetic resignation.

Cate didn’t really feel pity for them. That was just life—hard and unfair for some. These calves had simply been unlucky. They had been selected through a lottery that served humanity and ensured the survival of the species. Cate had gone through this process herself eleven years ago but hadn’t been selected. Two of her best friends, however, had been—she still remembered their screams as they were taken away, and how quickly she had suppressed those memories. The relief at having been spared had been stronger than the pity for her friends.

All in all, these hucows had actually lucked out. Sooner or later they could expect a newborn from Jörn instead of being forcibly inseminated on the industrial farms without ever getting to experience the pleasure of being with a bull. These mass facilities had become more common in recent years as demand for hucow products continued to rise. There simply weren’t enough breeding bulls relative to hucows—an unfortunate statistical reality. On the industrial farms, the hucows were inseminated with mechanical devices, cold and impersonal, without even a hint of intimate connection.

But the hucows on Jörn’s farm would get to experience the pleasure of conceiving a child with a real breeding bull. Cate was a little jealous of that, even if she could barely admit it to herself. The thought of Jörn bending his powerful body over one of the hucows made her cheeks flush and sent an unexpected tingle between her legs, leaving her wet. She imagined his hands exploring the soft curves of a hucow, touching her with the same intensity he’d used when he kissed her. The thought was arousing and disturbing in equal measure.

The blonde woman stopped in front of H-1437’s stall. The redhead was leaning casually against the concrete wall, legs tucked beneath her, looking up at Cate. She seemed to have no problems with her new life—unlike most of the other calves. Soft sobbing and desperate pleas echoed around her, yet H-1437 radiated an almost eerie calm.

In fact, Cate thought she looked quite content—even happy. Her fiery red hair was cut into a short, sassy bob, and her polished metal horns peeked out teasingly from underneath, reflecting the dim light of the barn like little mirrors. Cate had to admit she was particularly envious of the redhead. She had a body to die for—perfectly shaped DD breasts, a slim waist, curves in all the right places—and she also had the chance to become the mother of one of Jörn’s offspring. She was one of his favorites this year; Cate had seen how he’d looked at her longer than the others during inspection, how his eyes had wandered over her curves. It wasn’t a question of if Jörn would call for her, only when.

“Hello,” the young calf greeted Cate, a confident grin spreading across her full lips. “Did you get lost?” She had a pleasant, lilting voice—a stark contrast to the artistic tattoos that covered her arms and part of her décolletage, vivid against her pale skin. The caretakers had removed all her piercings except for the small metal horns, but the holes in her ears were still clearly visible, small dark dots that spoke of her former life.

“I just wanted to see how the new calves are doing. Most seem to have settled in well, considering the circumstances.” H-1437 nodded in agreement, her light green eyes bright with intelligence, as if a sharp mind still worked behind them—one that hadn’t yet been clouded by the hormones.

“I can’t complain.” The red-haired calf shrugged, her metal horns flashing in the barn’s light. “I’m taken care of, fed, and I have a place to sleep. I don’t have to worry about anything else, so everything’s fine. No bills, no annoying bosses, no rent—could be worse, right?” Her voice carried an undertone of resignation, but also genuine acceptance, as if she’d already made peace with her fate.

Cate was surprised at how relaxed this calf remained under the circumstances. Most took weeks, if not months, to come to terms with their situation. “I’m Hannah Johnson... or at least I was until recently. Now everyone just calls me H-1437. And you are?” The blonde hesitated for a moment. Should she really spend so much time talking to a calf? Or reveal her name? There were strict government guidelines about this—distance should be maintained to reinforce the hierarchy. But something about H-1437’s direct manner and intelligent gaze made it hard to treat her like mere livestock.

But on the other hand, what harm could it do? This hucow seemed different from the others. “I’m Cate.” The blonde stepped forward and rested her slender arms on the barred metal door of the stall to get a better look at the red-haired woman, whose ample breasts were clearly outlined under her thin shirt. The metal was cool under her palms, and she caught H-1437’s natural scent—a mixture of soap and something sweet she couldn’t quite identify.

“I saw you at the auction with the bald man. Are you two the owners?” Her light green eyes swept over Cate, alert and curious, taking in every detail of her face and body language. The blonde woman was again unsure how much she should reveal. H-1437 seemed to be a bright young woman, even if that would fade with time as the hormones did their work. “He’s the owner. I just help him with his business.”

“Oh, so you’re not together? Too bad—I thought you’d make a good couple.” Cate couldn’t suppress her embarrassment; a slight blush rose to her cheeks. The remark hit a sore spot—the uncertainty about what exactly was between her and Jörn. “Is he the farm’s breeding bull?” The blonde woman nodded, trying not to think about Jörn’s strong hands on her body, the feeling of his muscles under her fingertips.

“He looks nice—reminds me a bit of a neighbor we used to have. My sister Emily could never get along with him, but she was also a conceited bitch with her perfect hair and flawless nails.” H-1437 laughed as she reminisced, her eyes glowing with a warmth that seemed strange for someone in her situation. “In the end, she was selected just like me to become a hucow. Sometimes I wonder what became of her... whether she got gigantic tits too, like I’m going to get.”

She looked down at herself, examining her already impressive bust with a mix of curiosity and pride. “The hormones are working faster than I thought. Two weeks ago, they were still smaller.” Her hands lifted to cup her breasts, as if testing their new weight. “It’s a strange feeling, but not unpleasant. More... fulfilling?”


Chapter 15

The days that followed on Jörn's farm flew by. The golden sun hung high in a crystal-clear sky, painting the landscape in warm hues. Mornings were filled with birdsong and the gentle rustle of leaves in the wind, while evenings ended beneath a sky full of stars that glittered like diamonds on black velvet.

Jörn and Cate were inseparable, spending their days side by side in the barn and their evenings curled up together on the living room sofa. Their relationship had quickly blossomed into something even the farm workers noticed. Everyone seemed happy for them. Rumors spread fast, as they always did on the farm, and soon the news was common knowledge. The looks they exchanged, the fleeting touches of their hands—all of it told a story that needed no words.

Even some of the hucows seemed to sense the change in the air, meeting Cate with undisguised envy. They instinctively knew she and Jörn had grown close. Until now, the breeding bull had devoted all his attention to his work on the farm, but Cate had changed everything. The hucows could feel it somehow—the shift in atmosphere, the crackling energy between Cate and Jörn. Some reacted cattily, refusing to cooperate or mooing with displeasure when Cate entered the barn. Their large brown eyes followed her with a mixture of jealousy and defiance as they lumbered about with their pregnant bellies, showing off their plump, milk-filled breasts.

Jörn and Cate still hadn't slept together. At least the mental block seemed to have cleared. This was mainly because he now regularly thought of Cate while fucking a hucow. He was a breeding bull, and restraint wasn't in his nature. Perhaps that was also why some hucows reacted jealously to the blonde woman—deep down, they knew they weren't the object of his desire. Their animal instincts sensed that Jörn's thoughts were elsewhere, even when his body was physically with them. They noticed how his thrusts became more mechanical, how his hands touched them but his mind was already with the slender blonde who had turned their world upside down.

Jörn was torn between the desire to claim Cate as his own—to mark her with his scent and dominate her in a primal union—and the need to treat her with the tenderness and respect she deserved. This inner conflict showed in his gaze, which alternated between gentle affection and raw desire whenever he looked at her. His jaw tensed when he watched her bend over a hucow, and he had to clench his hands into fists to keep from walking over and pressing her against the nearest barn wall.

One evening, after they'd spent hours in the living room until late into the night, sharing stories, laughter, and wine, Cate decided to take their relationship to the next level. When they said goodnight and went to bed, she changed and made her way to Jörn's bedroom. Her heart pounded wildly in her chest, and her palms were damp with nervousness. The hallway seemed endless, each step on the creaking wooden floor echoing in her ears like thunder.

Cate slowly opened the door and peered inside. Jörn lay on his bed, staring at the ceiling, lost in thought. She took a deep breath, gathered all her courage, and stepped inside. The bedroom was dimly lit, only a small lamp on the nightstand casting a warm, golden glow over the breeding bull's muscular figure. The room smelled like him—leather, sweat, and something wild that clouded her senses.

She approached the bed, feeling the weight of her decision pressing heavily on her shoulders. She had never felt so brave and so frightened at the same time. Yet she had never wanted anything in her life as much as she wanted to be with Jörn. Cate slowly climbed onto the bed, knelt beside him, and carefully placed her hand on his chest. She could feel his heartbeat beneath her fingers, and his skin felt warm and inviting, like sun-warmed marble. The dark hair on his chest tickled her palm, and she felt his muscles twitch under her touch.

Cate looked down at him. His blue eyes drifted from the ceiling to meet hers. She could hardly believe she was in Jörn's bedroom, with the man she'd come to know so well over the past weeks—could hardly believe how alive she felt, how free and fearless. She couldn't remember the last time she'd felt this way, or if she ever had. But she knew she didn't want it to end. In this moment, the world outside this room ceased to exist. There was only the two of them, the warm air between them, and the electric crackle that brought her skin to life.

Cate leaned down and pressed her lips against his with a sigh of satisfaction. Their tongues explored and tasted each other with a hunger that kissing alone couldn't satisfy. Jörn's hands rested on her waist, his fingers digging gently into the soft flesh of her hips. His touch sent electric shocks through her body, and she felt her nipples harden beneath the thin fabric of her nightgown.

When Cate finally broke away from the kiss, both were breathless with arousal. Her stiff nipples pressed visibly through her light silk nightgown, which flowed over her skin like liquid silver in the dim light. She let the straps slide from her narrow shoulders as gravity pulled the fine fabric down. For a brief moment, the silk caught on her hard nipples and needed a little help to reveal Cate's perfect, firm little breasts and flat stomach. The cool air raised goosebumps across her skin, and she saw Jörn's pupils dilate with desire.

Jörn's gaze traveled over her body with an intensity that made her shiver with delight. His eyes darkened with desire as he took in every curve, every line of her body. He reached for her, and as his hand closed around her breast, she couldn't help but moan his name softly—a sound full of longing and devotion. His large hand enveloped her small breast completely, and she felt the roughness of his palm against her soft skin.

His thumb stroked her nipple, teasing it like a joystick. He couldn't help himself. For him, they were simply too perfect. The firmness of her breasts and the way her body pressed against his aroused him beyond measure. Carefully, he lifted Cate and brought his lips to her breast, letting his tongue play with her buds and drawing pleasured sounds from her that filled the room with their erotic melody. She didn't give milk, but in this moment, the breeding bull couldn't have been more satisfied. Like a baby, he suckled at her breast, and to him, they were the most beautiful breasts in the world—perfectly formed and sensitive beneath his tongue. His teeth nibbled gently at her nipple, and she arched her back, pressing herself more firmly against his mouth.

Cate's hand slid over his chest, tracing the muscles of his abdomen before traveling down to his large cock. Her slender, graceful fingers closed around him. She could hardly believe how big he was up close, and her excitement grew as she began to stroke him. His skin was velvety soft over the hard steel beneath, and she could feel the veins pulsing under her touch. A drop of clear fluid beaded at his tip, and she swept her thumb over it, spreading the moisture across his head.

Jörn groaned, his hands traveling down to grasp her ass, pulling her onto him as he kissed her again. Their bodies moved instinctively toward each other, driven by the desire that had been building between them for days, like a fire just waiting to be ignited. His fingers kneaded the soft flesh of her ass, spreading her cheeks and letting the cool air wash over her most intimate places.

Cate hovered over him, her wet pussy poised above his cock. She teased him, rubbing her slick lips against his length, driving them both mad with desire. The scent of her arousal filled the room, sweet and musky. Jörn's hands clenched on her hips as his hips thrust upward, seeking entry like a sword seeking its sheath. She felt her juices running over his length, making him slick and ready for what was to come.

Cate threw her head back, her long blonde hair brushing her naked back like silk as she moved on him, desperately trying to finally feel him inside her. But that was easier said than done. She'd had big cocks before, but nothing like Jörn. He was thick, long, and stretched her to the edge between pleasure and pain. Her pussy was already dripping wet, but even so, taking him was a challenge.

She hadn't even taken his head in completely and already felt stuffed like a Christmas goose. For Jörn, this wasn't the first time. Every hucow went through the same thing as Cate their first time. It took a while for them to be properly broken in, after which no normal man could satisfy them anymore. Best to handle it like a bandage. You ripped it off quickly, or in this case...

“Relax,” he murmured roughly against her ear, his hot breath making her shiver. “Let me take control.” His large hands gripped her hips more firmly, and without warning, he pulled her down with a powerful jerk. A sharp scream escaped Cate's throat as he forced his way into her tight heat, brutally pushing her walls apart and filling her completely. Tears sprang to her eyes—not just from pain, but from the overwhelming intensity of being so completely possessed.

* * *

Jörn gripped Cate's hips firmly, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as he held her in position. With a fluid, merciless movement, he thrust upward and impaled her completely. The wet sound of their union echoed through the room like obscene applause. She was wet enough for it, her juices already running down her inner thighs, and his cock gleamed with her slick arousal like polished metal.

Cate gasped as the air was driven completely from her lungs. Her ribs seemed to bend outward, her diaphragm seizing. It was as if she were being impaled alive, her pussy lips stretched to the utmost, the delicate flesh burning from the strain. Cate could feel Jörn's cock demanding its place inside her, pushing her organs aside and forcing its way through her innermost depths. The mixture of pain and pleasure made stars dance before her eyes, a firework of white light.

As her stomach was compressed, her mouth filled with some of the red wine she'd drunk earlier. A sour, bitter taste mixed with stomach acid burned her tongue. The blonde woman screamed in pain and pleasure, her voice breaking against the walls of the room. Completely filled, her slender belly stretched and bulged until the contours of his cock were clearly visible—an obscene map of his possession. Cate was certain she was ruined for other men forever. Her small, tight pussy would never recover from this invader, never return to its original form. Jörn's cock was reshaping her insides perfectly for him and only for him. She was now his property, marked from the inside out, imprinted like warm wax.

They took their time, letting Cate adjust to the breeding bull. His hands wandered over her body, soothing and arousing at once, his rough palms gliding over her sweat-damp skin. Every touch left traces of heat, as if he were marking her with invisible fire. She tried to get used to the feeling of being so completely filled, as if a living being had awakened inside her.

Eventually the blonde woman began to move slowly. She lifted her hips carefully, feeling his cock shift inside her, seeking new paths through her depths. Cate was wet and horny like never before in her life, her juices dripping onto the sheets beneath her. Soon she couldn't hold back anymore. She began to ride him lustfully, her hips moving in a steady rhythm that rubbed her clit against his pubic bone. The blonde woman was surprised how quickly her body had adjusted to the huge bull cock. It was almost as if evolution had shaped the female body to take in even cocks like Jörn's with pleasure. Her body seemed to adapt to him, forming around him like liquid metal around a mold.

Cate couldn't remember the last time she'd felt so alive. Every nerve in her body sang with lust, every cell screamed for more. It was as if Jörn had awakened something in her, something wild and untamed—a predator that had slept too long in a cage. Something she'd never known existed and now couldn't ignore. It was as if he'd opened a door in her that could never be closed again, a portal to a darker version of herself.

Cate's hips bucked wildly, grinding her swollen clit against him as she fucked him like she was out of her mind. Jörn's hands roamed over her body, grasping her breasts with possessive force, teasing her nipples between his fingers and raking his nails down her back. The sharp edges of his fingernails left red traces on her porcelain-white skin like war paint. Every time she took him in completely, his cock pressed against her insides, bringing a mixture of pain and incredible arousal. It was a sweet torture she never wanted to end.

She moaned and whimpered as their slick bodies slapped together, creating a cacophony of erotic sounds. The wet, squelching noise of their coupling mixed with the rhythmic banging of the bed against the wall. Her own lustful screams cut through the air like knives. It all blended into a symphony of passion that overwhelmed her senses.

Jörn's eyes never left her. His pupils were dilated, almost black with lust, as he watched her expression shift from mingled pleasure and pain to pure ecstasy. He could feel her walls contracting around him, squeezing and pulsing as her climax approached. The velvety muscles massaged his cock like skilled fingers. That alone would have made an average man come, but Jörn was a full-grown breeding bull. A lust-crazed pussy clenching around him wasn't enough to push him over the edge! His stamina was legendary, his control unshakeable as granite.

Instead, he gripped her hips demandingly and dictated a new pace! His large hands completely encircled her narrow waist, his fingers nearly touching around her body. Cate was like a toy in his hands—she didn't have the strength to resist as he pressed her down onto his cock or lifted her off it. His own hips pumped powerfully from below, each thrust proof of his raw power. The contrast between her petite frame and his massive strength was intoxicating for both—she felt like a doll, he like a god.

“Oh damn, yes!” Cate cried out, clawing at Jörn's shoulders as his rough touch drove her wild. Her nails dug deep into his skin, leaving small crescents of blood. She loved how his strength filled her both physically and emotionally. It was something she craved, something she needed. This raw, untamed power that completely filled her and finally made her feel alive.

Jörn's thrusts constantly changed tempo, alternating from mercilessly hard to slow, almost tender. With precise timing, each thrust teased Cate in ways that nearly drove her out of her mind. He knew exactly how to make her moan, how to make her beg for more. His cock effortlessly found every sweet spot inside her, as if he'd studied a detailed map of her body.

Cate's world had become a fog of red ecstasy. Her vision blurred at the edges, everything dissolving into pulsing red. She could feel the orgasm rising in her like a tidal wave building on the horizon. It threatened to overwhelm her, to consume her. The blonde knew it would probably be the biggest and most intense she'd ever had. Cate didn't normally come easily, and with rare exceptions, no sex partner had ever managed to make her come. With Jörn it was different—deep inside she knew that when this orgasm crashed over her, all her walls would come crashing down, and she couldn't wait!

Jörn's pace accelerated even more, driving his cock deeper into her. He hit exactly the right spot in her slick channel, the secret place that sent her tumbling over the edge. His movements were precise and powerful, each thrust a masterpiece of control and passion.

She threw her head back and screamed through her orgasm. It was probably audible all the way to the hucow stalls, a wild, animalistic scream that cut through the night. But she didn't care! The climax shook her body in waves of pure pleasure, sending her on a wild ride of sensation. Her whole body trembled and tensed, her muscles cramping as if electrified, while wave after wave of ecstasy flooded through her. But Jörn had no mercy. He was a breeding bull and would show her what it meant to be one of his females.

The farm owner kept thrusting his massive cock into her, maintaining the merciless rhythm without letting up. Cate trembled uncontrollably as wave after wave of pleasure flooded her body. She couldn't believe how intense it was, how her body responded to him. She had never experienced anything like this before. It was as if every nerve in her body was being stimulated at once, as if she were on fire and plunged into ice-cold water at the same time.

Jörn's gaze wandered over Cate's sweat-soaked, flushed shoulders and her bouncing breasts as she moaned in ecstasy. Beads of sweat glistened on her skin like precious gems. He loved the way her body moved against his, how her muscles contracted around his cock and milked him. Her orgasm only intensified his own pleasure, feeding the fire in his belly. Treating her like a mindless sex doll, he pulled the blonde onto his stiff cock, then threw Cate onto the bed and climbed over her. The bed groaned under his weight. His gaze was that of a predator who had caught his prey and would now devour it at leisure.

His muscular, toned body pressed against hers, and she felt an electric tingling run over her naked skin. The heat radiating from him was almost tangible, like a living thing between them, scorching her skin. She gasped as he spread her legs wider, revealing her wet, glistening pussy. It shone in the dim light of the room like a precious, forbidden jewel.

“Damn, you're wet,” Jörn growled as he slid a finger through her swollen folds, gathering her slickness. His fingertip glistened with her juices. “I hope you've got enough stamina—we've only just begun.” His voice was rough with lust, a deep rumble that seemed to come directly from his chest and vibrated through her body.

Cate moaned as she felt Jörn's cock at her entrance again. Her head felt mushy, wrapped in cotton, and she couldn't form any objections. The blonde was still sensitive from her overwhelming orgasm, her nerve endings exposed like bare wires, but she could hardly wait to feel him inside her again. She wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him closer, her body begging for more, even though her mind knew she'd already reached her limits.

Jörn needed no further encouragement. He thrust into her and filled her to the brim until she thought she would burst. Cate's eyes rolled back in her head, leaving only the whites visible, like a woman possessed. Jörn would ruin her body forever. He'd stretch out her tight, dripping pussy, mark her taut, smooth belly with stretch marks that traced his cock like a perverse tattoo. But in this moment, she didn't care. All that mattered was the feeling of his skin on hers, his cock inside her, and the pleasure growing between them like a living, hungry creature.

He began thrusting harder, driving into her with wild abandon. Cate couldn’t help but cry out as the tip of his cock rubbed against her G-spot with every stroke. She dug her nails into his muscular back, leaving red trails on his skin, marking him as he marked her. Warm blood beaded beneath her fingertips, tiny droplets adorning his skin like rubies.

Fortunately, she was on the pill. At least their first time together wouldn’t end in pregnancy—and Cate was certain that without contraception, pregnancy would be inevitable. She could feel her body ready to betray her. Her primal instincts demanded it, screamed for his seed, for the fulfillment of her biological purpose. Every cell in her body longed to be impregnated by him, even as her mind fought against it.

Meanwhile, Jörn did what a breeding bull did best. He fucked like one, gave it his all, and gave Cate no respite. His body was like a machine, tireless and powerful. His muscles rippled beneath his sweat-slicked skin, every movement a testament to his animalistic strength. The salty taste of his sweat lingered on her tongue as she licked his neck.

His hips slammed against hers as he plowed into her again and again. Their bodies were slick with sweat, gleaming in the dim light of the room. The slapping sound of their bodies coming together filled the room like a primitive rhythm. Jörn groaned deeply as he felt the walls of Cate’s pussy clench around him. The blonde moaned and screamed, urging him on as he drove deeper and deeper into her, like a miner searching for gold.

Each thrust was more lustful, more demanding than the last. Their bodies slapped together in a frenzied dance as they raced toward their orgasms. Jörn’s blue eyes glowed with desire as he watched Cate writhe beneath him. Her firm breasts bounced with each powerful thrust, a hypnotizing sight that only heightened his desire. Her pink nipples were hard and swollen, demanding his attention.

“You like this, don’t you?” Jörn growled, his voice rough with lust. “You like it when I fuck you like a breeding bull?” His words cut straight to her soul, hitting a nerve she didn’t even know existed. His hot breath brushed over her skin like a caress. “Yes, fuck yes!” Cate gasped, her legs trembling with exhaustion as she clung to him like a drowning woman to a lifeline.

She loved the brutal, raw way he took her. She loved the feeling of his hard body slamming against hers, how his muscles tensed and moved as he thrust into her again and again. Every muscle, every tendon of his body worked in perfect harmony to bring her pleasure. His hands gripped her waist so tightly that she knew bruises would bloom there tomorrow—memories of this night of submission.

She loved the feeling of his thick cock filling her, and how her pussy clenched around him as she came again and again. Every vein, every ridge of his manhood rubbed against her sensitive inner walls. She loved the deep moans and grunts he made as he took her, how his fingers dug into her skin as he held her. It was as if he owned her, as if he were making her a part of himself. His teeth found her neck, biting gently and leaving more marks of possession.

Jörn’s thrusts became irregular, his balls slapping against her ass as his cock drove into her depths. The wet, smacking sound of their union grew louder, more obscene. Cate felt herself approaching another orgasm, her muscles tensing around him as she met his movements with her own. Her body was like an instrument in his hands, and he played it with masterful precision. Her clit rubbed against his pubic bone with each thrust, sending waves of pleasure through her trembling body.

“Fuck, I’m going to come,” Jörn growled, his voice hoarse with desire. His eyes nearly rolled back with lust. “I’m going to fill you with my seed, make you my property.” Cate moaned at his dirty talk, her legs wrapping tighter around him as she urged him on. “Yes, give it to me. I want to feel you inside me. Make me yours.” Her words were barely more than a whisper, but they carried the weight of a promise. Her breath was hot against his ear, her tongue tracing the salty flesh of his neck.

Jörn grunted with pleasure, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips, surely leaving bruises—memories of this night. Their bodies were covered in sweat, their breaths coming in heavy gasps as they raced toward their shared release like racehorses on the home stretch. The scent of their lust hung heavy in the air, an intoxicating cocktail of sweat, cum, and female arousal.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Jörn growled, his thrusts becoming more desperate as he felt the familiar pull in his balls, a sure sign he was close to coming. His balls contracted, ready to release their precious cargo. Cate moaned, her fingers digging into the hard muscles of Jörn’s forearms as she urged him on. “Yes, give it to me,” she whispered, her own climax building again like a wave forming on the horizon. “Mark me as yours. I want to feel you inside me.” Her pussy pulsed around him, already milking him before his orgasm.

Jörn roared, his thrusts becoming wild as he finally shot his hot seed deep into Cate’s willing pussy. Stream after stream of his thick, creamy essence poured into her. She screamed with pleasure, feeling his cum fill her and stretch her belly further. The heat of his load burned in her depths like liquid fire. Her legs trembled and her pussy clenched around him, milking him for every drop like a greedy machine that couldn’t get enough. Her own orgasm rolled over her simultaneously, drowning her in a sea of sensations. Her world exploded into a thousand stars.

Jörn collapsed onto Cate, his sweat-soaked chest rising and falling as he gasped for air. His weight pressed her into the mattress, and she enjoyed the feeling of being crushed by him. Cate wrapped her arms around him, holding him tight and feeling his heart pounding wildly, a drumbeat that matched her own. She could feel his cum running out of her, flowing down her inner thighs. It was an enormous amount—more than ten men could have pumped into her. It was warm and sticky, physical proof of his passion for her. The thick, white fluid pooled between her legs, forming a small puddle on the sheet.

Her legs were still trembling, her arms wrapped around his shoulders, holding him close. She could feel the sweat on his skin and breathed in his musky scent—it filled her senses like intoxicating wine. It was a scent she would never forget, a scent that from now on would mean home. His skin tasted salty under her tongue as she pressed soft kisses to his shoulder.

Jörn finally rolled off her and lay on his back beside her. His cock, still half-hard, glistened with their combined juices—a proud monument to their passion. His chest rose and fell rapidly as he caught his breath. Cate turned her head to look at him, a satisfied smile on her lips. She reached out to stroke her fingers gently across his chest, tracing the contours of his muscles as though she wanted to memorize every line, every curve of his body. Her fingertips followed the beads of sweat running down his skin.

Jörn met her gaze. His blue eyes were full of desire, and she could still see the heat in them. He was insatiable, like a true stud, always ready for more. “I’ve wanted you for so long,” she whispered, her voice hoarse from her cries of pleasure. “From the moment I first saw you.” Her lips were swollen from his kisses, red and inviting.

He responded with a seductive smile that made her knees weak, even as she lay there. “I’ve wanted you too, Cate. From the first moment I saw you. Your blonde hair, your radiant blue eyes, your slender body.” His hand ran through her sweaty hair, combing the golden strands with his fingers. Cate blushed at Jörn’s words, a delicate flush spreading across her cheeks and neck. This moment, this evening was simply perfect. It was impossible to ever leave again. She had found her home, here in his arms, on this farm, far away from everything she had ever known. The scent of their lovemaking still hung in the air, intoxicating proof of their newly discovered passion.


Chapter 16

Cate's heart pounded wildly in her chest as she stood beside Jörn in front of the assembled farm staff. The air in the barn hung heavy and warm, thick with the scent of hay and the sweet aroma of the Hucows. She had never felt so alive and yet so frightened at the same time. Her palms were damp, and she felt small beads of sweat forming at her hairline. The blonde woman glanced at Jörn, who stood tall and confident beside her.

His muscular body seemed tense too, but the smile playing on his lips suggested it was a good kind of tension. His broad chest rose and fell beneath the tight shirt that emphasized his powerful shoulders and underscored his natural dominance. The contours of his muscles stood out clearly beneath the fabric—silent proof of his physical labor and strength.

His piercing blue eyes briefly met hers, and she felt a wave of gratitude and love for this man she had so unexpectedly grown to care for. The sunlight streaming through the barn's large windows made his eyes sparkle like clear water and brought out the fine laugh lines at their corners. His weathered skin spoke to the countless hours he had spent outdoors. The shadow of his stubble gave his angular jaw a rough masculinity that sent a warm shiver down her spine.

Jörn cleared his throat to silence the staff before speaking. The deep rumble seemed to make the air between them vibrate. His voice echoed through the room, and Cate shuddered. “As many of you already know, Cate has been working here with us on the farm for several months now. That's why I have an announcement to make today.”

Cate took a deep breath, her heart racing even faster now. The salty taste of her own nervousness coated her tongue. If this kept up, she'd probably have a heart attack. Beads of sweat formed on her forehead, and her palms grew damp. She looked out at the sea of familiar faces staring at her—some curious, some skeptical, and some with open grins. The air in the room suddenly seemed to thicken, charged with unspoken questions and expectations. The smell of hay and livestock mixed with the scent of sweat and work—a smell she now associated with home. The leather work gloves hanging on the walls gave off their characteristic earthy scent.

Jörn turned to her, and their eyes met again. She could feel his calming presence, the soothing effect of his voice quieting her nerves. His hand briefly brushed hers, a fleeting touch that still sent an electric shiver down her back. The rough fingertips left a burning sensation on her skin, as if every nerve beneath his touch was coming to life. “Cate will be staying with us on the farm for the foreseeable future. She has decided to quit her job with the government and devote her time and energy entirely to us.”

A murmur rippled through the crowd as people whispered to each other and exchanged looks of surprise and curiosity. Heads leaned together, muffled words passing between them. The scraping of boots on the concrete floor mixed with the soft hum of conversation. “It's about time we had a feminine touch around here,” came a voice from the back row, and hearty laughter swept through the crowd. Cate recognized the voice of one of the older farmhands, who was mainly responsible for feeding the Hucows. His weathered face broke into a mischievous grin, the deep wrinkles around his eyes deepening even more. His words triggered a wave of approval, and several heads nodded appreciatively in her direction.

Jörn gave the blonde woman a reassuring smile, his eyes sparkling with pride and warmth. His hand found her back and rested there, warm and firm—a silent anchor in this sea of emotions. The warmth of his touch seeped through the thin fabric of her dress and left a glowing imprint on her skin. His fingers spread slightly, as if wanting to pull her closer, and she felt the strength in his hand, the security radiating from him. Cate sensed an underlying tension of excitement and anticipation in the air. The news of her decision to stay on the farm and work with Jörn's breeding bull and Hucow team had electrified the staff.

As Jörn concluded his announcement, Cate stepped forward and raised her hand to silence the murmuring crowd. Her tension and nervousness had vanished, replaced by a new sense of belonging and determination. The cool metal of her ring gleamed in the sunlight as she held it aloft.

“I want to thank you all for welcoming me so warmly.” Cate paused briefly and let her gaze sweep over the crowd before continuing. Her voice sounded firmer than she'd expected, carried by a new self-assurance she had gained over the past months on the farm. Light fell through the high windows and bathed the assembled faces in warm, golden tones. She reached for Jörn's hand, and he took it without hesitation. The feeling of his skin on hers made her heart beat faster again. His fingers intertwined with hers, an intimate weave of trust and affection.

The blonde woman could feel the warmth of his grip and the roughness of his skin, bearing the traces of hard work and countless touches. The calluses on his fingers rubbed gently over the back of her hand, an intimate gesture that said more than a thousand words. The contrast between her soft, well-groomed skin and his work-hardened hand made her think of all the changes she had gone through. Jörn's eyes were fixed on her, and she could see a hint of affection and admiration in them—a deep blue that captivated her.

In that moment, she was glad she had chosen the tight, light blue dress that emphasized her figure and matched her eyes. The fabric hugged her curves and underscored her femininity amid this male-dominated environment. “I don't yet know what the future will bring, but I'm already looking forward to it.” A promise resonated in her voice, intended not only for those present but especially for the man at her side, whose thumb now gently stroked her palm. The tender movement sent small shockwaves through her arm, and she felt her nipples stiffen beneath the thin fabric of her dress.

To be continued...
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