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Chapter 1

Today was Lena’s 18th birthday, and she jumped out of bed, eager to start her special day. The cool sheet slid from her naked skin, making her shiver as the morning air brushed her heated breasts. This year, though, was different. It wasn’t the gifts she looked forward to—there wouldn’t be any, the family had decided—and there’d be no special celebration either. Yet despite all that, this was the most important day of Lena’s life. These days, a girl’s 18th birthday didn’t just mean coming of age—it meant she could be selected in the lottery. The thought alone sent a hot wave rolling through her lower belly, pooling between her thighs like liquid fire.

“Lena! Breakfast!” her mother called from downstairs. Lena’s stomach growled loudly, demanding attention. She dressed quickly—a tight top that emphasized her ample bust, stretching the fabric to its limit, and a short skirt that barely covered her shapely thighs—and hurried down the stairs. Every step made her breasts bounce in the too-small bra, the fabric rubbing against her sensitive nipples and sending electric pulses through her body. The seductive scent of freshly baked bread hung in the air, a rare treat in these lean times when even basic foods were rationed. But the smell mingled with something else—the sweet wetness between her legs, already moistening her inner thighs.

“Happy birthday, sweetheart,” her mother said, pressing a quick kiss to her cheek, her eyes full of suppressed worry. Deep wrinkles carved around her mouth, signs of sleepless nights. Her lips trembled imperceptibly, as if holding back words that could never be spoken. Lena’s father already sat at the table, his face serious, the lines around his mouth deeper than usual, his hands gripping the coffee cup so tightly his knuckles went white. Her parents’ mood was heavy, the lottery hanging over them like a dark shadow. The silence between them was so thick Lena could almost taste it—bitter and metallic on her tongue. She couldn’t for the life of her understand why.

For Lena, it had never been an issue. Ever since her breasts began growing at ten and she started masturbating every night, she knew she was destined to become a hucow. With each passing year, her body grew more fertile and curvier. Her 36DD cups strained under her top, the fabric stretching to its limit to contain her full curves. Her narrow waist emphasized those feminine curves even more, creating an hourglass figure highly prized in today’s society. She was wildly excited about being a pampered, constantly aroused hucow, free of any responsibility or worries.

Her fingers twitched involuntarily as she imagined the milking machines sucking on her nipples, the rhythmic pulsations vibrating through her flesh and keeping her in a permanent state of ecstasy. She wouldn’t just produce milk and offspring—she’d spend her days completely naked, probably making messes everywhere and being restrained daily while suction cups stimulated her breasts. The thought alone made her nipples harden and press against the fabric of her top, made her panties so sticky that in the months leading up to her big day, she’d mostly stopped wearing underwear beneath her skirts. The wet heat between her legs had become a constant companion, a throbbing pulse that reminded her with every step how much she longed for touch.

She knew everything in her life would be taken care of: food, shelter, warmth, her health, and of course her sexual needs. The idea of never being hungry or lonely again, never having to make decisions, filled her with deep, warm contentment. She’d have a fulfilled and satisfying sex life without the torments and troubles of normal relationships. In return, she’d give society both milk and more little hucow candidates. The advertisements and posters had made that clear—happy hucows with plump, milk-filled breasts and expressions of ecstatic satisfaction. Their glassy eyes and open mouths spoke of a permanent state of ecstasy that Lena desperately wanted for herself. She remembered the last poster she’d seen: a hucow with closed eyes and slightly parted lips, white drops beading from her swollen nipples. The sight had aroused her so much she’d had to lean against a wall right there on the street, pressing her thighs together, trying to quell the throbbing desire.

With this knowledge, Lena had focused on becoming the perfect candidate. She hadn’t bothered with friendships, instead taking care of her body’s needs herself, tirelessly thrusting her favorite dildos into her pussy and ass for months until both openings were thoroughly trained. Every night she’d worked on herself, pushing her limits and learning her pleasure points. Her room filled with the soft squeaking of her bed and her suppressed moans as she brought herself to climax again and again. The sheets were permanently damp from her juices, and she’d stopped being ashamed of it. Her pussy had become so sensitive that sometimes she came just from her thighs rubbing together while walking—a sudden spasm that made her pause in the middle of the street as waves of pleasure rolled through her body. Her legs would tremble, and she’d have to hold onto fences or walls until the tremors subsided and she could think clearly again.

Lena sat down at the table and reached for a piece of the freshly baked bread. The warm bread felt soft between her fingers, and she squeezed it lightly, imagining how soft and yielding her breasts would soon be under the hands of her future caretakers. Her mother watched her in silence, eyes full of sorrow and bewilderment. The fine lines around her eyes deepened as she looked at her daughter sitting there so carefree, as if this day were like any other. Her hands trembled imperceptibly as she brought her cup to her lips, and Lena could hear the porcelain clicking softly against her teeth.

What had she done wrong in raising her daughter, that Lena so desperately wanted to become a hucow? It wasn’t normal! She remembered how terrified she herself had been at 18—the sleepless nights, trembling at every official letter, the panic attacks that seized her when she thought about the possibility of being selected. Lena, however, could barely contain her eagerness to enter the lottery. Her light blonde hair in a sassy pixie cut framed her radiant face, making her high cheekbones and delicate chin appear even more striking. Her blue eyes glowed with anticipation, sparkling like sapphires in the morning sun streaming through the kitchen window and painting golden spots on the wooden table. The three of them had talked about it at length, many times. But her daughter’s decision was final. Lena’s mother thought back to their last conversation, to the way Lena’s voice had grown deeper and huskier, almost like the purring of a cat.

“I don't understand you, Lena,” her mother sighed, sitting down across from her. “Why are you so excited about something that would be most girls' worst nightmare?” she had said, her voice brittle with emotion. Her hands were clenched in her lap, knuckles white with tension.

Lena had looked at her mother with shining eyes, her pupils slightly dilated with excitement. “Mom, it's the best thing that could happen to me! Imagine—no more worries. I won't have to think about the future, won't have to make decisions. Everything will be taken care of for me. I'll be pampered and looked after.” Her full lips had curved into a dreamy smile as her hands unconsciously stroked her ample breasts, which pressed visibly against the thin fabric of her blouse. The touch made her shudder, and her nipples immediately hardened, clearly visible through the material.

“You don't understand what that really means. It's not a life of freedom. You'll be livestock, Lena. Not a person anymore,” her father had interjected, his voice rough with despair, his hands balled into fists, knuckles white. His eyes had filled with tears he desperately tried to hold back.

“Dad,” Lena had replied quietly but firmly, “I know exactly what it means. I want this. I want this freedom from responsibility. I want this endless pleasure and satisfaction.” Her voice had grown deeper, almost like a sensual purr that vibrated through the room, filling the air with an almost tangible erotic tension. Her hand had unconsciously wandered between her legs, pushing up her short skirt until her fingers could touch the wet heat of her sex. Her parents looked away, unable to bear their daughter's obvious arousal.

“But Lena, have you ever thought about what you'll have to give up? Your own life? Your freedom?” Her mother had reached out pleadingly, as if she could physically hold her daughter back. Tears ran down her cheeks, hot and salty, as she helplessly watched her daughter choose a life she saw as a nightmare.

“Freedom?” Lena let out a brief laugh, a melodious sound that contrasted with the seriousness of the conversation. “What freedom? The constant pressure to be good enough? The expectations? No thanks. I want a simple life.” Her fingers had unconsciously played with the hem of her skirt, which barely covered her long, slender legs, smooth and flawless as they shimmered in the sunlight. The light made the fine golden hairs on her thighs glow, and she felt her wetness already seeping through the thin fabric of her panties.

Lena chewed thoughtfully on her bread, studying her parents. The bread tasted sweet on her tongue, but she couldn't concentrate on it—her thoughts kept circling back to the lottery, to the possibility of finally getting the life she'd dreamed of for so long. She loved them both dearly, but they simply didn't understand. For her, it was a clear decision, a path she wanted to embrace wholeheartedly. Her body was already reacting to her thoughts—her breasts felt heavier, her nipples throbbed with desire, and a warm, sticky wetness was gathering between her legs.

Her body seemed made for nothing else—the narrow 25-inch waist that felt delicate as a flower beneath her hands, the full 35-inch hips that swayed seductively with every step, and the ample breasts that would be perfect for milk production, plump and heavy, with sensitive nipples that hardened at the slightest arousal. Three more months and Lena would finally have the chance to see her lifelong dream come true. Her nipples hardened again at the thought, pressing visibly against the thin fabric of her top, and a warm tingling spread between her legs, making her inner muscles clench with desire. She pressed her thighs together, feeling the wetness already coating her inner thighs, and had to fight back a moan right there at the breakfast table.


Chapter 2

Cate stood at the front door of the house, gazing across the courtyard at her husband as he trudged over from the hucow barn. The warm afternoon sun made beads of sweat glisten on his forehead, and the earthy smell of straw and milk clung to his clothes like a second skin. The attractive, elegant thirty-one-year-old cradled her pregnant belly, her golden blonde hair shimmering like liquid gold in the sunlight, her light blue eyes reflecting the clear summer sky. The gentle curve beneath her summer dress was a constant promise of new life growing within her. Her fingers spread instinctively across the taut skin, feeling the rhythmic pulsing of the little heart beneath her palms.

Jörn, her husband, beamed with joy when he spotted Cate. His striking features softened, and his blue eyes sparkled like stars in the twilight. “You shouldn’t stand for so long, sweetheart. Come on, sit down.” He stepped closer and gently placed his strong, work-hardened hand on her shoulder. His fingers were rough from labor, but his touch was feather-light. Cate smiled, feeling the warmth of his touch flow through her entire body like a wave of comfort that relaxed every muscle and made her heart beat faster.

“I just wanted to make sure everything’s alright with the hucows,” she explained, casting a longing glance toward the barn at the other end of the courtyard. The distant mooing drifted toward them, mixed with the gentle clinking of metal chains and the muffled sound of heavy footsteps on straw. “How is H-1437?”

“Good,” Jörn answered reassuringly, his voice deep and familiar like the rumble of a contented lion. “She gave birth to two healthy calves this morning.” His pride was unmistakable, and the fine wrinkles around his eyes deepened as he smiled. His chest swelled, and Cate could see the satisfaction in his gaze—the primal contentment of a man who had successfully grown his herd.

Cate nodded with satisfaction, her delicate fingers unconsciously stroking her belly, feeling the movements of life beneath her skin. “That’s wonderful. You’re doing a great job here.” She let her gaze sweep over the wide fields bathed in golden light by the morning sun. The gentle rustling of leaves and the distant mooing of the hucows formed a peaceful symphony, interrupted only by the occasional snorting of the breeding bulls from the back barns.

“And you’re doing a great job growing our family,” Jörn replied with a smile, carefully placing his hand on her round belly. His fingers tensed slightly as Cate felt the baby’s gentle kicking and smiled, her eyes glowing with joy. The little body inside her responded to Jörn’s deep voice, as if already recognizing its father’s sound. The intimacy of the moment made Cate’s cheeks flush, and she felt a warm wetness between her legs—her body still reacted intensely to Jörn’s touch, even after all this time.

“I’m so excited about our little miracle,” she whispered, her voice full of tender anticipation. Her lips parted slightly, and she breathed in his familiar scent—a mixture of leather, sweat, and something wild and animalistic that always reminded her of their first encounters.

Jörn nodded and gently pulled her closer, his muscular arm encircling her waist protectively. His hand rested firmly on her lower back, the warmth of his palm seeping through the thin fabric of her dress. “Me too, my darling. It will enrich our lives in ways we can’t even imagine yet.” The scent of fresh hay and earth clung to him, mixed with his own unmistakable smell—masculine and powerful like a breeding bull in his prime.

They stood in silence for a while, enjoying each other’s closeness, while Cate’s body responded to his presence. Her breasts, heavy and sensitive from pregnancy, pressed against his chest, and she felt her nipples harden beneath the thin bra. Jörn noticed her reaction—his eyes darkened, and his breathing deepened. Then Jörn cleared his throat, his broad chest rising and falling beneath his checkered shirt. “Come on, let’s go inside. You should rest.”

Cate agreed and let him lead her into the house, her steps slower and more deliberate than before. As they closed the massive wooden door behind them, she felt safe and full of anticipation for the life that lay ahead. The interior of the house greeted them with warm wood tones and the scent of freshly baked bread, enveloping her senses like a warm blanket.

The two had been married for almost a year and a half now, and their relationship was nothing short of perfect. Cate still couldn’t believe the happiness she had found here on the farm. She remembered her initial uncertainty when she had first arrived—still in her stiff suit, her head full of theoretical ideas. Back then, she never would have thought she’d settle so deeply into this new world, that she could become part of it. The memory of her first encounter with Jörn sent a familiar tingling through her lower abdomen—how he had looked at her then, with that hungry, possessive gaze that had shaken her to the core.

Jörn opened the door to the living room and led Cate inside. The rustic dark wood furniture radiated a cozy warmth, and the hand-woven rugs on the floorboards muffled their steps. Cate sank onto the soft sofa, felt the cushions give way under her added weight, and placed a hand on her belly, feeling the gentle movements beneath. Jörn sat down beside her, the cushions yielding under his weight, and took her hand in his, his rough fingers wrapping around hers like a warm embrace.

“You know, I never thought I could be this happy,” Cate said quietly, looking into Jörn’s eyes and losing herself in their deep blue glow. Her pupils dilated slightly, and she felt her pulse quicken. “You’ve changed my life.”

Jörn smiled and gently squeezed her hand. The warmth of his skin on hers was both calming and arousing. His thumbs stroked her knuckles, a small, intimate gesture that sent shivers down her spine. “You’ve changed my life too, Cate. I’m grateful for every moment we spend together.” His voice was rough with emotion, and she could see the intensity in his eyes—the same intensity that had so fascinated and frightened her back then.

Cate leaned against his shoulder, savoring the familiar closeness, the rhythmic beat of his heart beneath her ear. His shirt smelled like him and the farm, and she breathed deeply, letting his scent fill her lungs. “Sometimes I wonder what it would have been like if I’d never come here,” she murmured thoughtfully, her fingers playing with a button on his shirt. The rough cotton fabric scratched lightly against her fingertips.

“Then we might never have met,” Jörn answered, his tone serious, a shadow flitting across his face. His voice grew deeper, darker. “But fate brought us together, and I’m infinitely grateful for that.” His hand stroked gently along her arm, leaving goosebumps that spread to her breasts. She felt her skin come alive under his touch.

Cate nodded and closed her eyes for a moment, letting the memories of the last year and a half wash over her. The shared challenges, the laughter, the passionate, intimate moments in the stillness of the night—all of it had only made their relationship stronger, forging them together like steel in fire. She thought of their wedding night, when Jörn had taken her as his wife for the first time, with an intensity and passion that had completely overwhelmed her.

“What are you thinking?” Jörn asked gently, stroking her hair, letting the golden strands glide through his fingers. His fingertips massaged her scalp lightly, and she sighed contentedly.

“I’m thinking about how lucky we are,” Cate answered with a satisfied smile that revealed her perfect teeth and made her eyes shine. “And how much I’m looking forward to our life together.” Her tongue darted briefly over her lower lip, an unconscious gesture that drew Jörn’s gaze to her mouth.

Jörn pulled her even closer and kissed her forehead, his lips warm and dry. “So do I, my love.” His voice was a deep rumble she could feel in her bones. His lips lingered a moment longer than necessary on her forehead, and she felt his warm breath on her skin.

They sat in silence a while longer, enjoying the peace and sense of connection. Cate’s thoughts drifted to the hucows on the farm, especially H-1437 with her bright red hair and impressive K-cups. She was grateful for her work here and knew she was making a difference. The image of the red-haired hucow with her swollen breasts and satisfied expression after giving birth stirred a strange feeling in Cate’s chest—a mixture of maternal pride and something else she couldn’t quite name.

“Tomorrow I’ll take another close look at H-1437,” she finally said, her voice clear and focused again. “I want to make sure she has everything she needs after giving birth to the twins.” Her hand stroked unconsciously across her own belly, and she wondered if she’d soon find herself in a similar situation.

Jörn nodded in agreement, his brow furrowing thoughtfully. “That’s a good idea. We need to take care of our hucows—just as we take care of each other. But don’t overdo it.” His gaze traveled worriedly over her pregnant body, and his hand settled possessively on her hip. “You’re carrying precious cargo.”

Cate smiled and placed her hand on his muscular arm, feeling the strength beneath. His muscles tensed under her touch, and she could see the veins beneath his skin. “Don’t worry, I’ll take care of myself. Of us.” Her other hand stroked gently across her belly, and she felt the baby respond to her touch.

Jörn rose from the sofa and walked to the window, where he had a clear view of the farm, the stables and pastures stretching to the horizon. The sunlight played across his powerful silhouette, highlighting his broad shoulders and narrow waist. “There’s a lot to do, but I know we’ll manage it together.” His voice carried a determination that reminded Cate of her first days here, when she’d first experienced his competence and authority.

Cate stood up slowly and stepped toward him, her movements more deliberate due to the pregnancy. Her breasts hung heavy beneath her dress, and she felt the fabric rub against her sensitive nipples. She placed her hand on his broad back and felt the muscles beneath his skin tense slightly at her touch. “I’m glad I have you, Jörn.” Her voice was barely above a whisper, and she pressed closer to him.

He turned to her and pulled her into a gentle embrace, his arms wrapping around her protectively. His hands rested firmly on her lower back, and she could feel his arousal against her belly—even after all this time, his body still responded intensely to her closeness. “And I’m glad you’re with me, Cate.” His eyes roamed over her face, as if he wanted to burn every inch of it into his memory. His pupils were dilated, and she could see the desire in his gaze.

They remained standing like that a while longer, enjoying the peace of the moment and the security of being close. The scent of wildflowers drifted through the open window, mingling with the earthy smell of the farm and Jörn’s own unmistakable scent. Cate’s body responded to his closeness—her skin tingled, and she felt a familiar warmth between her legs. Finally, Cate pulled away from him and headed toward the kitchen, her hips swaying gently beneath the flowing fabric of her dress. She knew Jörn’s gaze followed her, could feel his attention on her body like a physical touch. “I’ll make us something to eat. You should rest a bit too, after delivering those calves.” Her smile was a mixture of care and quiet joy in their shared life, but also the knowledge of the power she held over this strong man.


Chapter 3

Lena lay naked on her bed, legs spread wide, pressing the huge dildo deep into her pussy. The cold silicone warmed under her fingers, growing supple and yielding as she pushed it deeper inside. Her breath came in gasps, little clouds of vapor in the cool evening air, as she closed her eyes and lost herself in an intense daydream. The sheets beneath her were already damp with her desire, clinging to her flushed skin.

She imagined a powerful breeding bull looming over her, his muscular arms holding her tight. His body pressed against hers, and she could feel the heat of his skin, the earthy, masculine scent of his arousal clouding her senses. In her fantasy, he smelled of sweat and raw masculinity, of earth beneath his boots and the metallic taste of dominance on her tongue.

“You belong to me,” the voice in her head whispered, deep and rough like crushed gravel. “You’re my hucow, my property.”

In her fantasy, the breeding bull entered her without warning, his massive cock filling her completely, stretching her wet walls to the limits of what she could bear. Each thrust made her body tremble, her moans growing louder, more desperate, more animalistic. She imagined his rough hands gripping her hips, unyielding, pulling her against him as he drove deeper, all the way in, until his cock hit her cervix. The image was so vivid she could feel the weight of his body on hers, smell his skin in the air—salty, masculine, dominant.

The headboard creaked rhythmically against the wall, a telltale sound that carried through the thin walls. Lena knew her parents could hear it, the steady thump-thump-thump that accompanied her movements. The thought sent another wave of arousal surging through her body.

Lena worked the dildo rhythmically in her pussy, her fingers gripping the smooth material tight, glistening with her juices. She arched her back and lifted her hips toward the imaginary bull, her nipples hardening into stiff peaks that grazed the cool air with each movement. In her fantasy, she could hear the raw animal sounds he made—deep grunts, guttural moans—as he took her hard and relentlessly, like an animal in heat.

The wetness between her legs had spread into a small lake, soaking the sheet beneath her with the musky scent of her lust. She could smell it, that sweet-salty scent that hung heavy in the air around her.

Eyes closed, Lena imagined the breeding bull kissing her neck, his teeth gently digging into her skin—a sign of his dominance, his possession. His teeth left small red marks on her pale skin, markings that proclaimed: This one is mine. Her arousal kept climbing, and she could feel her pussy getting wetter and wetter, her juices running down her thighs and soaking the sheet beneath her. The movements of the dildo grew faster and more intense, matching the images in her head that grew wilder, more unbridled.

“Please,” she whimpered into the silence, her voice barely more than a breathy whisper. “Use me... make me your hucow...”

Her fantasy drove her further. The breeding bull was buried deep inside her now, taking her with such passion and force that it stole her breath. Each thrust brought Lena closer to the edge of madness, made her body tremble and shake. She imagined his hands roaming over her body, kneading her breasts and pinching her nipples until sweet pain shot through her. Lena’s body trembled under the intense pleasure, her free hand drifting to her clit, rubbing the swollen nub in tight circles.

That her parents lay in the next room and could probably hear her didn’t bother Lena in the slightest. A horny hucow knew no shame. On the contrary, the idea that they were listening to her pleasure herself, that she was yearning for a breeding bull, only heightened her arousal. The forbidden nature of her fantasies, the knowledge of her destiny—it was intoxicating. She bit her lower lip until she tasted blood, metallic on her tongue, and pressed her eyes shut tighter as she thrust the dildo faster and deeper into herself and back out, the wet sound of her lust filling the room.

The schluck-schluck-schluck of her pussy mixed with her gasping breath, a concert of lust that carried through the thin walls. She could imagine her mother in the next room, eyes wide open, listening to the unmistakable sounds. Maybe she was touching herself too, thinking of her own time as a young woman.

“Yes...” she whispered, her voice hoarse with lust, rough as sandpaper. “More... more... take me like a hucow...”

Lena clawed at the sheets with her free hand, nails digging deep into the fabric, leaving small tears. She imagined the breeding bull grabbing her by the hair and pulling her head back, her neck exposed and vulnerable, as he took her from behind, his pelvis slapping against her ass. His thrusts grew harder, faster, more animalistic, as if he wanted to mark her, as if he wanted to bury his seed deep inside her. She felt an orgasm building inside her, hot and pulsing, a fire racing through her veins.

Sweat beaded on her forehead, ran between her breasts, and pooled in the hollow of her navel. Her whole body glowed with heat, as if a fire burned inside her that could only be extinguished by release.

“Oh God...” she gasped, her voice barely more than a choked whimper. “I’m coming... I’m coming for you...”

Lena arched her back and pressed her hips toward the imaginary bull, her whole body tensing like a bowstring. The orgasm tore through her like lightning, wave after wave of ecstasy rolling over her body, making her twitch and tremble. She cried out, uninhibited, untamed, her body jerking uncontrollably as if electric currents raced through it. The dildo slipped from her hand and fell onto the bed with a soft thud, glistening with her juices.

Her pussy still pulsed, contracting rhythmically as though hungry for more. The aftershocks of her climax sent little tremors through her thighs.

Exhausted but satisfied, Lena let herself fall back onto the bed. Her breath came in heavy gasps, her body slick with sticky sweat that shimmered in the dim glow of the bedside lamp. She smiled into the darkness, savoring the afterglow of her orgasm, the gentle pulsing of her pussy slowly ebbing away. The air around her hung heavy with the scent of her arousal—sweet and musky, a perfume of desire.

Lena masturbated daily. Since her eighteenth birthday, even multiple times a day—sometimes until her fingers were sore and her pussy oversensitive. Every touch, every thought of the breeding bulls and her fate as a hucow made her pussy tingle, sent heat rising through her that could only be quenched one way. It was a hunger that could never be satisfied, an addiction that demanded to be fed daily.

This afternoon, while her mother worked and her father dozed in front of the TV—eyes half-closed, mouth slightly open—Lena had snuck into her room for the first time that day. She'd lain face-down on the bed, hips pressed against a rolled-up pillow, imagining a breeding bull taking her from behind, his hands clamped firmly around her hips. Afterward, the pillow was soaked with her juices, a dark stain that bore witness to her arousal. Tonight was the second time, but she knew it wouldn't be the last. The night was still young, and her lust was insatiable.

Three more days until the lottery finally arrived. Lena could hardly think of anything else. The excitement thrummed inside her like a second heartbeat, a constant drumming in her veins. She'd heard stories about lottery days—the tension, the trembling, the tears of the selected girls—but she would cheer. She would embrace her destiny with open arms. While other girls trembled with fear, she would quiver with anticipation.

Lena was certain she'd be drawn. She had the perfect body for a calf—voluptuous, fertile, ready to be milked. Her curves, her narrow waist, her ample breasts seemed made for life on a hucow farm. Nature had equipped her with everything a productive hucow needed. Lena imagined herself standing in a row with other hucows, their plump udders full of milk, nipples swollen and ready, while the milking machines hummed in anticipation.

She could already feel the milking machines—the gentle suction on her nipples, the rhythmic pulsing drawing out her milk. Her nipples hardened at the thought, stiffening into peaks that ached to be touched.

She still lay naked on her bed, fingers playing absentmindedly with her nipple, tugging and twisting the sensitive tip while her thoughts drifted far away—into a future she longed for. In her fantasy, she already saw herself as one of the calves being inspected by potential buyers. She imagined their hands roaming over her body, appraising her, weighing her breasts, measuring her hips, assuring her of a bright future as a hucow. A life full of milk and breeding.

“Nice wide hips,” one of the buyers would say, his hands gliding over her curves. “Perfect for bearing children. And these breasts… they'll give plenty of milk.”

The anticipation made Lena's heart race, a wild flutter in her chest. She could hardly wait to be drawn and claim her place in the world—on all fours, ready to serve. Ready to finally become what she'd always been meant to be.


Chapter 4

Jörn sat in his office, leafing through a brochure from the Rosen Institute. His eyes skimmed the detailed illustrations and technical descriptions as afternoon light streamed through the large windows, setting dust particles dancing in the air. Warm sunbeams spread like a golden blanket across the mahogany surface of his desk. The brochure described a new method for treating calves, one that promised to be revolutionary. His farm had been selected to take in three women who would undergo this procedure—an honor and a responsibility he didn’t take lightly. The heavy paper rustled under his fingers, a sound that seemed amplified in the quiet of his office.

“The new procedure is supposed to be faster and cheaper than the current one,” he murmured to himself as he read a section about improved vaccines and hormonal treatments. His rough fingertips traced the glossy paper, feeling the raised contours of the ink. Jörn rubbed his chin thoughtfully, the light stubble scratching against his fingers. The old methods had worked well enough, but the constant pressure to cut costs and boost efficiency hung over every farm operator like an invisible shadow. The metallic taste of uncertainty settled on his tongue.

The brochure promised that the new procedures would shorten the calves’ adjustment phase. That meant less stress for the women and faster integration into regular farm operations. The colorful graphics showed optimistic curves climbing steeply upward—too perfect, too smooth, as if they’d never encountered the rough reality of an actual farm.

He flipped through more pages, studying diagrams and graphs that charted the new method’s progress against the traditional approach. The numbers were impressive—almost too good to be true. His blue eyes narrowed skeptically as he analyzed the statistics. Jörn couldn’t deny that the prospect of being at the forefront of innovation tempted him. His farm could serve as a model for others, a beacon of progress in a sea of tradition. A warm wave of pride swelled in his chest.

Cate, at least, seemed convinced. She sat across from Jörn, watching him attentively, her slender legs crossed. Her light blue eyes glittered with interest as she read about the new methods. Sunlight caught her golden blonde hair, making it glow like a halo around her narrow but expressive face. Jörn noticed how her chest rose and fell beneath her elegant blouse, a rhythmic motion that kept pulling his attention away.

“It really does seem more humane than the current procedure,” she remarked, tucking a golden blonde strand behind her ear—a gesture Jörn had come to recognize as her tell when concentrating. Her fingers lingered on her earlobe, an unconscious tenderness. “If these promises hold true, this could make a big difference for the calves.” Her sensual lips curved into a hopeful smile, flashing white teeth.

Jörn nodded slowly, his striking features thoughtful. The crooked nose—a souvenir from his scrappy youth—gave him a rough charm. He felt the scar above his left eyebrow tighten, an old reminder of harder times. “Yes, I think so too. It could significantly reduce the stress for the women and help them adjust to their new role faster.” His deep voice echoed slightly in the wood-paneled room, mingling with the quiet ticking of the antique wall clock.

Jörn leaned back in his chair and crossed his arms over his broad chest. His shirt stretched across his muscular torso—a body shaped by hard work, not gym sessions. The buttons threatened to give way under the strain. Cate’s gaze drifted involuntarily over his frame before she turned back to the brochure. “If we’re successful, other farms could follow our lead.”

“It would be a big step in the right direction,” Cate added with a slight smile. Her breasts lifted beneath her elegant blouse as she took a deep breath. The fabric clung to her curves, tracing her silhouette. Jörn noticed her nipples pressing through the thin material—a detail that kept breaking his concentration on the brochure.

Jörn glanced at the brochure again. The new method would save nearly six months—time worth its weight in gold in this industry. His fingers drummed an impatient rhythm on the desktop.

“Six months—that’s a lot of time,” he remarked, furrowing his brow, creasing his sun-tanned skin. The scent of leather and wood polish filled his nostrils. “And less stress for the calves could boost their long-term productivity.” He ran his thumb over the columns of numbers as if he could confirm their truth through touch. The paper felt cool and smooth against his warm skin.

Cate nodded in agreement, her slender fingers unconsciously playing with the edge of the brochure. Her nails were perfectly manicured, painted a subtle pink. “It seems like a win-win, though I still need to get used to the new look.” A hint of uncertainty crept into her usually self-assured voice. She bit her lower lip lightly, a gesture Jörn read as nervousness.

Jörn nodded and glanced at the brochure’s cover. It showed a hucow with a hairless head, her scalp bearing a large barcode burned in by laser. The young woman also wore plastic ear tags in garish yellow that dangled from her ears. The studio lighting made the tags gleam like little suns. Metal studs dotted her forehead, glinting in the artificial light. The button-like protrusions looked to be about 40 mm in diameter and jutted out at least that far from her scalp—alien yet strangely fascinating. The metal looked cold and unforgiving, a permanent mark of submission.

“Looks a bit like horns,” Cate remarked, rubbing her belly in an unconscious gesture of discomfort. Her palm slid over the soft fabric of her skirt. “They’re positioned over the speech center, and the plate on the back of the head makes them docile.” Her fingers tapped the corresponding spot in the picture, where the metallic implant at the back of the woman’s head was visible. The cold paper under her fingertips made her shudder.

Jörn furrowed his brow and examined the image more closely, his gaze intense and searching. The pictured woman's eyes looked empty, as if her personality had already been erased. “Yes, I noticed that too. It looks... unusual.” He searched for the right word to express his mixed feelings. A strange tingling spread through his stomach.

Cate nodded, her eyes fixed on the brochure as if trying to extract more information from the images through sheer willpower. Her pupils dilated slightly as she examined the details. “But if it works and the women suffer less, then maybe it’s worth the effort.” Her voice softened, almost compassionate. She felt her throat tighten.

Jörn leaned back and let his gaze sweep over the courtyard visible through the large window. The expansive fields stretched to the horizon, a sea of green and gold beneath the blue sky. His farm, his life’s work. The sight filled him with a deep sense of satisfaction. The warm air carried the scent of freshly mown grass and damp earth.

“I wonder how these new methods will affect our production in the long term,” he said thoughtfully, his blue eyes staring into the distance. His voice carried a weight born of years of responsibility. Sunbeams cast shadows across his striking face.

Cate shrugged, an elegant movement that emphasized her slender figure. The fabric of her skirt rustled softly with the motion. “We’ll have to wait and see. But I think we should try it. Technology is advancing and we need to keep up.” Her words sounded determined, but a hint of concern lingered in her eyes. She felt her palms growing damp.

Jörn nodded in agreement, his decision made. “You’re right.” The two words came out firm and clear, with the authority of a man accustomed to making difficult decisions.

He stood up and walked to the window, his broad shoulders tense beneath his plaid shirt. His imposing figure stood silhouetted against the incoming light. The wood beneath his feet creaked softly, a familiar sound in this old farmhouse. “I just hope these new procedures are really as effective as promised.” He ran a hand through his short, dark blond hair, feeling the warmth of his scalp beneath his fingers.

Cate watched him for a moment before standing and approaching him. The soft rustle of her skirt accompanied her graceful steps. Her heels clicked rhythmically on the wooden floor. She placed a hand on his muscular arm and smiled reassuringly, her proximity bringing a hint of her floral perfume—a mixture of jasmine and something sweeter that enlivened his senses. The warmth of her palm seeped through the fabric of his shirt.

“We’ll find out. And if not, we’ll just stick with the current method.” Her words were gentle but firm, and for a brief moment their eyes met—a silent understanding passing between them. The tension in the room thickened, as if the air itself were charged. Jörn felt his pulse quicken as he looked into her light blue eyes, sparkling like gemstones in the sunlight.


Chapter 5

Lena hadn’t slept a wink all night. The excitement, the anticipation for the lottery—it was all too much. Today was finally the day. Today she would take her first step toward becoming a hucow.

The sheets clung to her sweat-soaked skin as she tossed restlessly from side to side. Every position felt wrong, her body vibrating with nervous energy. The darkness seemed endless, broken only by the glowing digits of her alarm clock as they crawled forward. Her breasts felt heavy against her ribs, as if already full of milk, ready for what was to come. She pressed her thighs together, felt the wet heat between them—the thought of her transformation made her pulse with desire.

She got up early, her eyes glowing with anticipation as she studied herself in the mirror. Her blue eyes seemed even more expressive than usual, framed by long lashes that trembled in the morning light. Her pupils were dilated, almost black with excitement. Her flawless skin shimmered like porcelain, the delicate flush of her cheeks betraying her arousal. Lena slipped a soft pink robe over her naked skin and walked barefoot into the kitchen, her dainty feet silent on the cool tiles. The fabric rubbed gently over her sensitive nipples, already hard with anticipation.

“Good morning, Mama,” she called cheerfully, hugging her mother from behind, her full 36DD breasts pressing gently against the older woman’s back. She breathed in her mother’s familiar scent—lavender and warm skin—and for a moment, a strange melancholy washed over her.

“Good morning, sweetheart,” her mother replied with a forced smile that didn’t reach her eyes. Her voice was hoarse, as if she’d been crying. “Did you sleep well?”

“Not a wink,” Lena laughed, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. The laugh sounded bright and innocent, almost painful in the heavy atmosphere of the kitchen. “I was too excited. I spent all night imagining what it would be like.” Her cheeks flushed deeper as she thought of the darker details of her fantasies—the strong hands that would milk her, the way her body would change.

Her mother sighed softly and stroked Lena’s arm, her fingers trembling almost imperceptibly. The touch was tender, desperate, as if she wanted to hold onto every moment. “It’s a big day for you.” The words fell heavy from her lips, laden with unspoken grief.

Lena nodded eagerly and grabbed a bowl of cereal. As she ate, she thought of all the stories of girls who had become hucows. The thought of soon being one of them made her heart race, sent a warm tingling spreading between her thighs. She imagined how her breasts would swell, plump and heavy with milk, ready to be milked. The spoon trembled in her hand as she imagined what it would feel like—the machines on her nipples, the rhythmic suction that would drain her dry.

After breakfast, Lena got dressed. She chose a simple white dress that emphasized her curves and accentuated her feminine silhouette. The thin fabric hugged her narrow 25-inch waist and draped over her full 35-inch hips. The white made her skin glow—innocent and pure. Still. She carefully arranged her short blonde hair, the cheeky pixie cut making her oval face appear even more delicate. Every movement in front of the mirror was deliberate, as if she were preparing for a ceremony.

“I’m ready,” she told her reflection, her full pink lips forming a confident smile. But something else flickered in her eyes for a moment—an uncertainty, a last spark of the girl she still was.

Her mother entered, eyes reddened, and held out a small necklace. The older woman’s hands trembled visibly, as if she’d been crying all night. “Here, wear this to remember us.” Her voice nearly broke on the last words.

Lena gratefully accepted the piece of jewelry and fastened it around her slender neck. The cool touch of metal on her warm skin made her shiver. The small pendant rested heavy between her collarbones, a last piece of her past. “Thank you, Mama. I’ll never forget you.” The words came easily, full of naive certainty.

Her mother bit her lower lip, a single tear running down her cheek. She wanted to scream, wanted to grab her daughter and drag her away from this madness. But she couldn’t. When they were done with her daughter, she would be nothing more than a lowly farm animal, a vessel for milk production and breeding, with no memory of her former life. The hormones and medications would ensure that her daughter—her beautiful, intelligent child—would be reduced to a docile creature crawling on all fours. The radiant smile, the sparkling eyes, the lively personality—all of it would disappear, replaced by dull submissiveness and animal instincts.

* * *

Lena entered her school’s gymnasium beaming with joy. It was already packed with girls her age. The mood inside didn’t match hers at all. Grief and despair filled the room. Many girls were crying and holding each other. Soft sobbing hung in the air, interrupted by occasional desperate screams. Lena’s radiant smile gradually faded as the oppressive atmosphere settled onto her shoulders like a heavy blanket.

The smell of fear hung heavy in the room—salty from tears, bitter from sweat, cut through by the sharp scent of disinfectant used to clean the gym floor. The fluorescent tubes hummed above their heads like trapped insects, casting a cold, merciless light on the faces of the assembled girls. Lena took a deep breath, letting the electric tension flow into her lungs. Her nipples hardened under the thin fabric of her white school shirt.

Lena carefully pushed her way through the dense crowd of girls, her gaze darting around. She recognized some of her classmates, their faces marked by salty tear tracks. Others stared blankly into space, their eyes red and swollen like overripe fruit. Lena tried to make eye contact, but the girls barely noticed her, each caught in her own abyss of fear and sorrow that threatened to swallow her whole.

Her fingertips tingled with excitement as she walked past the huddled bodies. She imagined how these delicate girls could be transformed in just a few minutes—from students to property, from humans to breeding stock. The thought sent wetness seeping between her thighs. She pressed her legs together, seeking friction against the throbbing need at her core.

Lena took an empty seat in the second row, close to the small stage erected for today's occasion. Beside her stood the principal, a slender woman with her hair pulled back tight, accentuating her high cheekbones, her serious expression carving deep lines around her thin lips. Her eyes, cold as winter mornings, were fixed on the stocky man standing next to her.

The government official—mid-fifties, with thinning gray hair and a half-bald scalp that gleamed under the gymnasium's fluorescent lights—wore a plain gray suit, threadbare in spots. His small eyes darted impatiently around the room as his fingers drummed on his briefcase. He seemed utterly indifferent to the emotional turmoil surrounding him, his mind clearly already on the upcoming lottery. Lena watched him out of the corner of her eye, fascinated by his cool efficiency.

His fingers were short and fleshy, the nails neatly trimmed but neglected. Lena imagined those hands gliding over her body, touching her, evaluating her, cataloging her. How he would weigh her breasts, measure her hips, assess her fertility. A shiver of lust ran through her, pooling as warm wetness in her panties.

Ten minutes later, the event began. The principal cleared her throat and stepped up to the podium, her high heels clicking rhythmically across the wooden floor. “Girls, please calm down,” she began, her firm voice echoing through the speakers. “Today is an important day for all of us. It's the lottery, where some of you will be selected to serve society.”

A collective sob rippled through the rows of girls, like the wailing of a wounded animal, but Lena remained strangely calm. Her slender hands lay clasped in her lap, her deep blue eyes fixed intently on the stage, as though determined not to miss a single detail of the ceremony.

The word 'serve' reverberated in her head like a voice in a cathedral. Serve. Give herself. Submit. Her pussy pulsed with each thought, her body responding in ways that shamed and aroused her in equal measure. She was different from the others. While they wept, she yearned. While they trembled with fear, she quivered with desire.

The government official stepped forward and took the podium. “I am Wandel Eggen from the government,” he introduced himself, his voice monotone and detached, like the ticking of an old clock. “Today we will draw the names of the girls who have been selected.”

He reached for a small wooden box with ornate carvings sitting on a table beside him. The principal opened it with a small brass key, revealing numerous folded slips of paper, each one containing a possible fate.

Lena's gaze fixed on the box as if it were the Holy Grail. The wood was dark and worn, the carvings depicting stylized flowers and vines—ironically beautiful for a container that decided the fate of young women. She could hear the faint rustling of paper as Wandel Eggen ran his hand over the slips. Each slip was a possibility, a chance, a gateway to the life she so desperately craved.

“When I call your name, please come forward,” Wandel continued, his voice as lifeless as his eyes.

“Resistance will not be tolerated. If you don't go voluntarily, you will be forced.” The government official paused. In the silence, only the muffled weeping of the girls could be heard. “Once your name and assigned number are called, proceed immediately to the designated exit. There you will be received by government-appointed personnel. Remember that your rights as citizens end the moment you are drawn from the lottery.”

The thought made Lena wet. God, this was so wickedly hot. She imagined being taken by a muscular breeding bull, his massive cock thrusting deep into her core, stretching her soft walls and filling her completely. Her rosy nipples hardened, pressing against the thin fabric of her bra, her pussy throbbing in rhythm with her racing heartbeat. She bit her full lower lip to suppress the telltale moan rising in her throat.

Her fantasy painted the details: how her breasts would swell, full and heavy with milk. How her hips would widen to carry life. How she would moan under the hands of her owners, her voice hoarse with lust and submission. The thought of surrendering her autonomy completely, of becoming nothing more than a vessel for pleasure and reproduction, made her clit swell and throb.

Wandel Eggen began reading the names, his voice echoing through the gymnasium like a death sentence. One name after another dropped into the tense silence, each landing like a hammer blow. With every name called, some girls screamed, their cries cutting through the air like knife blades, while others broke into uncontrollable tears, their bodies wracked with sobs. Lena listened intently, her heart pounding against her ribs like a drumroll. An intoxicating mixture of excitement and fear flooded through her. Would her name be called? Would she be selected today to begin a new life?

“Emilia Schmidt, EW-691,” Wandel Eggen called in his monotone. A girl with long chestnut hair that fell in soft waves over her trembling shoulders stood up, tears streaming like silver rivulets down her pale face as she walked forward on unsteady legs.

Lena watched Emilia move—the way her hips swayed, how her breasts bounced under her school shirt. Good breeding material, she thought, startled by the coldness of her own mind. Emilia's number burned into her memory: EW-691. Soon she would be nothing but this number, her identity reduced to letters and digits.

“Lisa Müller, LH-749.” Another girl, small and delicate with limbs as fragile as a bird's, rose hesitantly. Her whole body trembled so violently it looked as though she were being shaken by an invisible wind.

Lisa was barely over five foot three, her breasts small but firm under the white shirt. Her hips were narrow, almost boyish. Lena wondered if she was even capable of bearing children, or if she was destined for other purposes. The thought of those various uses sent a fresh wave of arousal through her body.

“Sarah Klein, S2295.” A girl with blonde hair that shimmered like spun gold in the light and deep blue eyes that now seemed empty and expressionless stood up, her gaze so vacant it was as though her soul had already left her body.

The names droned on in the same monotonous tone, like a cruel ritual that refused to end. The atmosphere in the gymnasium was electric—a toxic mix of fear, grief, and resignation hanging heavy in the air like storm clouds. Lena felt the tension inside her climbing to an almost unbearable level. She pressed her hands tighter together until her knuckles went white, her carefully manicured nails digging painfully into her soft palms.

With every name that wasn't hers, her desperation mounted. Her breathing grew shallower, her breasts rising and falling faster. Sweat pooled in the hollow between her breasts, trickling slowly down her back. Her hands were damp, her palms slick with nervousness and suppressed lust.

Lena sat rigid in her chair, listening to every name Wandel Eggen read aloud as if it were a sacred mantra. Her heart pounded wildly in her chest, the excitement like a living creature raging inside her. But with each name called and each new number announced, her uncertainty grew, spreading like a dark shadow through her mind. The minutes ticked by relentlessly, the list of names grew shorter, yet Lena's name still wasn't called.

She started counting. How many names had been called? Twenty? Thirty? How many would be drawn in total? The uncertainty gnawed at her like acid. Her pussy was so wet by now that she feared leaving stains on her skirt. The friction of her thighs against her soaked panties was torture and salvation all at once.

“Marie Fischer, MB-162,” echoed through the gymnasium. A girl with fiery red hair that danced like flames around her narrow face stood up hesitantly and shuffled forward with her head bowed, as if being led to slaughter. Lena bit her lip so hard she tasted blood, her hands trembling with tension.

Marie had the perfect figure for a Hucow—full hips, a narrow waist, and already impressive breasts for her age. Lena imagined how those breasts would swell, how the pink nipples would darken and enlarge, ready for milking. Envy mingled with her arousal, leaving a bitter aftertaste in her mouth.

A few more names were read, each another nail in the coffin of her hopes. She felt a paralyzing mix of disappointment and panic rising inside her, twisting her gut. Why wasn't her name being called? Had she done something wrong? Wasn't she good enough? Her vivid fantasies of life as a Hucow—of full, milk-filled breasts and a life of sweet submission—seemed to slip further out of reach with each passing moment.

The panic started as a cold knot in her stomach, then crept up her spine like ice water. Her breathing went shallow, her heart raced. Was she too old? Too young? Not pretty enough? Not fertile enough? The self-doubt gnawed at her like hungry rats.

“Anna Weber, AL-514,” Wandel Eggen said in the same monotonous voice, which by now sounded like mockery to Lena's ears. Another girl with ash-blonde hair and green eyes stood up, tears streaming like pearls down her freckled face.

The last slip was drawn from the box, the rustle of paper sounding like a thunderclap in the tense silence. Lena held her breath, her eyes locked on the government official, as if she could will her name onto that last slip through sheer force. “Sophie Braun, ST-501,” he read, his voice as final as a prison door slamming shut.

A soft murmur rippled through the remaining girls, like the whisper of an autumn wind. The lottery was over. Lena's world collapsed in that moment, splintering like thin glass under a heavy hammer. She hadn't been drawn! Hot tears welled in her eyes, a lump forming in her throat that made breathing painful. All her hopes and dreams, cherished for so long, seemed to burst like soap bubbles in the wind.

The emptiness inside her was complete, a yawning abyss where burning longing had been just moments before. Her pussy, which had throbbed with arousal only minutes ago, now felt numb and cold. The wetness between her legs had become a sticky reminder of her shattered fantasies. She felt betrayed, as if the universe had played a cruel trick on her.

While the other girls slowly rose and headed for the exit, their steps heavy with relief or numb with shock, Lena sat frozen in place. Her hands lay limp in her lap, her gaze fixed straight ahead, seeing nothing. She felt hollowed out, as if someone had scooped out her insides and left nothing but an empty shell. All her fantasies of life as a Hucow, of fulfilling her deepest, darkest longings, had dissolved like morning mist in the sun.

Around her, the hall emptied. The sounds of girls moving—the scraping of feet on linoleum, the squeak of door hinges, the muffled murmur of conversations—all seemed to come from far away. She was alone in her despair, trapped in a cage of unfulfilled longing.

The principal stepped up to the podium and thanked Wandel Eggen for his presence and for conducting the lottery, her voice sounding strangely distant, as if coming from far away. The government official nodded briefly, his face an expressionless mask, then left the gymnasium with quick, purposeful strides, his briefcase clutched tight as if it contained precious treasures.

Lena watched him leave, watched his figure shrink until he disappeared through the door. Her last hope vanished with him. He had held the power to change her life, and he had overlooked her. She had been invisible, unimportant, not worth noticing.

Lena stayed seated a while longer, unable to move or think clearly, trapped in a fog of disappointment and shattered dreams. Finally, she rose slowly and dragged herself toward the exit, each step agony. The brutal reality of her situation hit her like a slap in the face: she would never become a Hucow, would never find the fulfillment she so desperately craved.

Her legs felt heavy, as if cast from lead. Each step required a conscious effort, as if she had to force her body to move. The door handle was cold beneath her hand, one final jolt of reality before she stepped out into the gray world beyond.

Life went on for Lena, but it suddenly felt so much less meaningful than before—a colorless image of what could have been, an echo of a dream that would never become reality. The sun still shone, the birds still sang, but for her, the world had grown darker by several shades. She was free, but this freedom felt like a punishment, a lifelong sentence to normalcy, to mediocrity, to eternal longing for something that would forever remain beyond her reach.


Chapter 6

Jörn rammed his massive cock into OG-666’s pussy. The hucow had just been cleared by the doctor for breeding again. She’d completed her third pregnancy and was now ready to be impregnated once more. So far, she showed barely any signs of wear despite the demands on her body. Her skin gleamed taut and healthy in the dim light of the breeding room, and her lush curves spoke to her exceptional constitution. The tattooed rose on her neck glistened with sweat, a mark that set her apart from the other hucows on the farm.

The first penetration was always the most intense. Jörn felt the tight muscles close around his shaft, felt the warm wetness envelop him. OG-666’s body already knew him, adjusting immediately to his size as if she’d been waiting for nothing else. Her inner walls pulsed around him, pulling him deeper with a greed that surprised him every time.

The hucow moaned as Jörn took her hard in the breeding room. Her full breasts swung back and forth with each powerful thrust, supported only by the special leather harness that held them in place. The complex buckles and straps strained under the load, supporting her monumental breasts while leaving her sensitive nipples exposed. Jörn’s hands gripped her hips firmly, his fingers digging deep into her flesh as he drove his mighty shaft into her again and again. His thigh muscles tensed with each thrust, his chest gleamed with sweat, the veins on his forearms standing out.

“That’s it, my sweet,” he growled through clenched teeth. “Take all of me.” His voice was rough with arousal, deep and animalistic, a rumble rising from deep in his chest.

The scent of their union filled his nostrils—an intoxicating mixture of musk, sweat, and the sweet fragrance of her arousal. Jörn breathed deeply, letting the pheromones cloud his senses, letting instinct take over. His hands wandered over her back, feeling the fine twitches of her muscles beneath her sweat-slicked skin.

OG-666 could only gasp and moan. Her eyes rolled back in ecstasy as she surrendered to the overwhelming sensation. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure flooding through her body. She felt the breeding bull’s pulsing cock deep inside her, filling her, driving her to the edge of madness. A fine sheen of sweat covered her skin, shimmering in the light and accentuating her tensed muscles. Her nipples stood hard and dark, sensitive and swollen with arousal.

Her hands clawed at the soft padding of the breeding room, desperately seeking purchase. Her long fingernails left deep marks in the material. Her pussy throbbed around Jörn’s cock, pulling him deeper, greedily trying to milk every drop of his seed. With each thrust of his massive cock, a strangled scream escaped her, swallowed by the soundproofed walls of the breeding room.

The rhythmic squeaking of the leather upholstery mingled with the wet slapping of their bodies. Jörn changed the angle, lifted her hips slightly, and immediately felt her clench around him. A gurgling sound escaped her throat, half scream, half moan. Her toes curled, her calf muscles twitching uncontrollably.

Jörn panted, intensifying his thrusts. “That’s exactly how I want you.” His hands wandered over her back, following the elegant curve of her spine before gripping her hips firmly again. His fingertips left red marks on her alabaster skin, signs of his possession.

The sounds of their union filled the room—the rhythmic slapping of skin on skin, the animalistic grunting of the breeding bull, the desperate moaning of the hucow. OG-666’s body trembled under the intense pounding, her nipples hard and aching with arousal. Her breasts swung violently, restrained only by the artfully crafted leather harness that creaked softly with each thrust. The aroma of her arousal mingled with the sharp scent of Jörn’s sweat, creating an intoxicating cocktail of pheromones.

“Come for me,” he commanded, his voice rough, while his thumb stroked her swollen clit, teasing it in slow circles that applied exactly the right pressure to that sensitive bundle of nerves.

The small nub of flesh was swollen and wet under his thumb, pulsing with each touch. Jörn knew her body so well by now that he understood exactly which pressure, which speed would push her over the edge. He varied his movements, sometimes circling, sometimes stroking, always in rhythm with his deep thrusts.

OG-666 cried out in lust and relief as a massive orgasm raced through her body. Her inner muscles contracted spasmodically around Jörn’s cock, driving him on. Her whole body trembled as waves of climax crashed through her, her toes curling, her legs twitching uncontrollably. Her eyes rolled back, and for a moment she seemed to lose consciousness, overwhelmed by the sheer intensity of her sensations.

Her orgasm hit him like an electric shock. The rhythmic contractions of her pussy massaged his cock, milking him with an intensity that took his breath away. Jörn clenched his teeth, fighting against his own climax—not yet, not yet. He wanted to push her further, wanted to see how far he could take her.

His gaze wandered to one corner of the breeding room, where Cate sat in a chair, watching with obvious pleasure. Jörn knew it gave his wife a thrill to watch him breed a hucow. And he would give her a show. Since her pregnancy, the spectacle seemed to please her even more. Her belly curved gently beneath the elegant maternity dress, a visible sign of his virility that filled him with pride. Her golden blonde hair fell in soft waves over her shoulders, framing her face, flushed with arousal.

Cate had crossed her legs, her eyes sparkling with excitement as she followed the spectacle. Her lips were slightly parted, her chest rising and falling with deep breaths. The silky maternity dress clung to her full breasts, which had grown even more voluptuous since the pregnancy. Jörn could see the desire in her light blue eyes, and it drove him harder. The fine beads of sweat on her upper lip betrayed her growing arousal.

The way Cate’s gaze wandered back and forth between his sweat-slicked body and OG-666’s twitching form made his blood run even hotter. He watched her fingers claw into the fabric of her dress, saw her nipples pressing through the thin material. Her pregnancy had sharpened her senses, intensified her lust—and that made her even more desirable to him.

He intensified his thrusts, slamming his powerful body against OG-666, whose moans grew louder and more desperate. The hucow trembled beneath him as she surrendered, her breasts swinging back and forth in rhythm with his movements. Sweat trickled in rivulets down Jörn's muscular back, his muscles rippling beneath his tanned skin. His face twisted with exertion and lust as he drove himself deeper and deeper into the willing hucow.

Cate leaned forward slightly, her fingers gliding over her thighs. The dress slid higher, revealing more of her creamy legs. Her gaze was fixed on Jörn's powerful movements, on the way his ass muscles tensed with each thrust. She savored every second of this performance, the pure animalistic pleasure unfolding before her. Her nipples pressed visibly against the thin fabric of her dress, hard and sensitive with arousal.

Jörn turned his focus back to OG-666, his hands gripping even tighter, leaving red marks on her pale skin. “You’re doing well,” he murmured in a deep voice. “Show Cate how much you’re enjoying it.” He changed the angle of his thrusts, driving even deeper into her, hitting that sweet spot inside her. His cock slid effortlessly into her dripping pussy, each movement producing obscene, wet sounds that filled the room.

OG-666’s eyes were glassy with lust, her lips forming silent words of pleasure. She moved in time with his thrusts, her body tensing and releasing in waves of orgasm. Her nipples jutted hard and dark from her full breasts, sensitive and swollen with arousal. Small beads of sweat trickled down her temples and glittered in the dim light of the breeding room like tiny diamonds.

A second orgasm built within her, slower this time, deeper. Jörn felt it in the way her muscles changed, how her breath caught. He maintained the rhythm, relentless, methodical, driving her thrust by thrust toward the next climax. Her fingers dug so tightly into the padding that her knuckles turned white.

Cate couldn’t resist, opening her legs a bit wider, her hand sliding beneath the hem of her maternity dress. Her fingers found her wet slit and began gently stroking the sensitive skin. Her arousal glistened on her fingers. She continued watching the spectacle before her, fascinated, her pupils dilated with lust. A soft moan escaped her sensual lips as her fingers touched her swollen clit.

The soft rustle of Cate’s dress, the barely audible sound of her fingers on her wet skin—Jörn took it all in, even while he relentlessly fucked OG-666. The combination of watching his pregnant wife touch herself and feeling the hucow writhing around him pushed him to his limits.

Jörn increased the tempo of his thrusts, each powerful push making OG-666’s body shudder. The hucow was completely lost to lust, her screams echoing off the walls. Jörn’s hands gripped her hips firmly as he drove himself deep into her. The veins in his neck bulged, his jaw muscles tensed as he approached climax. Drops of sweat fell from his forehead onto the hucow’s back and mixed with her own.

His own orgasm built like a storm, unstoppable and violent. Jörn’s movements became more erratic, his control waning. OG-666 screamed out again, her second climax tearing through her, even more intense than the first. Her pussy clenched around him like a vise, and that was more than he could bear. With a deep, animalistic roar, Jörn emptied himself into her, pumping his seed deep into her body while his hips jerked against her a few more times.

Cate bit her lip as her fingers slid deeper into her wet slit. She felt her own cervix pulsing with arousal, a hungry twitch that demanded more. The heat of her arousal merged with the animalistic energy of the breeding room. Her eyes remained fixed on Jörn and OG-666, every moan and every thrust intensifying the tingling sensation in her body. Her swollen belly made her movements slower but more intense, each touch amplified by the hormones of her pregnancy. The moisture between her legs was already dripping onto the chair beneath her, forming a small, warm puddle of her lust.

The heavy scent of sex and sweat filled her nostrils, mixing with the sweet aroma of her own arousal. Cate could taste the salty flavor of her own fingers as she unconsciously licked her lower lip. Her free hand dug into the armrest of the chair, knuckles white with tension.

Jörn’s gaze drifted briefly to Cate, a self-satisfied smile flitting across his lips as he saw how much she was enjoying the proceedings. His eyes narrowed to slits of desire as he took in her spread legs and the wet fingers between her thighs. His thrusts became even more intense, the rhythmic slapping of skin on skin filling the room like a primitive drumbeat. The sound mixed with the wet glide of his cock in OG-666’s dripping pussy, an obscene sucking and smacking that made Cate’s pulse race even faster. The air in the breeding room was heavy with the smell of sex and sweat, an intoxicating mixture of pheromones and lust that numbed her senses.

OG-666’s body tensed again, another orgasm rolling over her like a tidal wave. Her screams cut through the sultry air, raw and animalistic. Her inner muscles clenched convulsively around Jörn’s thick cock, driving him even deeper into her. Her back arched in a perfect bow as her body twitched in ecstatic spasms. Saliva dripped from the corner of her mouth as she sank into complete ecstasy, her senses overwhelmed by the sensations racing through her body. Her breasts swung with each of Jörn’s powerful thrusts, the heavy globes dancing hypnotically before Cate’s hungry gaze.

Cate could feel the arousal building in her own body, a burning fire radiating from her center. Her fingers circled faster over her clit as she took in the ecstatic image before her. The small pearl was swollen and throbbing under her touch, sending electric impulses through her nerve endings. The lustful screams of the hucow and the grunting of the breeding bull mixed into a symphony of desire that roared in her ears. Her free hand wandered to her swollen breasts, kneading the sensitive skin through the thin fabric of her dress. The fabric rubbed over her sensitive nipples and sent waves of pleasure through her body that mixed with the heat between her legs.

Her moans grew louder as she neared the edge. “Oh God,” she whispered breathlessly, her voice barely audible over the sounds of the coupling before her. Cate closed her eyes and surrendered to the intense sensations. Her breathing quickened, her fingers moving in a feverish rhythm. Beads of sweat formed on her forehead and between her breasts, running in salty rivulets over her heated skin. Her golden blonde hair clung damply to her neck as her body arched toward climax. Blood rushed in her ears like a distant storm.

Jörn noticed Cate's rising arousal and redoubled his efforts. His powerful thrusts drove OG-666 deeper into ecstasy while he teetered on the edge himself. His balls tightened, ready to shoot his seed deep into the fertile hucow. His muscles tensed, veins standing out on his arms and neck as he approached his own peak. Sweat gleamed on his skin like liquid metal in the dim light of the breeding room.

The heat in the room was almost tangible, a mixture of sweat and lust filling the air like something alive. The smell of sex and pheromones hung heavy, clinging to Cate's skin like a second skin. Cate felt the climax building and gave herself completely to the moment. Her fingers moved more frantically, her breathing ragged, coming in short, desperate bursts. One last powerful thrust from Jörn sent him over the edge with a cry of pleasure, which drove Cate past the point of no return. Her thighs trembled as waves of orgasm raced through her body, setting every cell of her being aflame.

Their bodies trembled in unison with the powerful orgasm rushing through them. Jörn emptied himself in hot spurts deep into OG-666's depths while Cate shattered under her own climax. Her cry mingled with the hucow's in a chorus of ecstasy. His seed flowed in thick streams into the hucow's womb, filling her completely with his essence. Cate leaned back, panting, and slowly slid her hand from her wet pussy, her fingers glistening with her own juices.

The maternity dress clung to her heated body, tracing every curve of her pregnant silhouette. Her gaze met Jörn's again, his self-satisfied smile mirroring her own triumph. The silent communication between them brimmed with intimacy and shared pleasure, a bond that had only grown stronger through the experience. In this moment, nothing existed except the raw, animal connection between the three of them—a holy trinity of desire, power, and complete surrender.


Chapter 7

Lena sat crying in her room, tears streaming down her cheeks without end, leaving salty trails on her pale skin. The burning in her eyes was nothing compared to the stabbing pain in her chest—as if someone had pried her ribs apart and crushed her heart with bare hands. The metallic taste of blood coated her tongue where she’d bitten her lip from the sheer strain.

Everything she’d ever wanted had been denied her. She’d believed so firmly that her name would be drawn in the lottery, had imagined every night what it would feel like to finally be chosen. Now it had all burst like a soap bubble, and the shards of her shattered dreams cut deep into her soul.

She sobbed and pulled her knees tight to her chest, feeling the fabric of her skirt stretch around her shapely thighs. Her arms wrapped around her legs like armor against the pain, but it ate through every fiber of her body anyway. Disappointment pulsed through her veins like poison, making her hands tremble and her breath catch.

Her thoughts whirled wildly, returning again and again to the moment when the last name was called and hers wasn’t among them. The official’s voice still echoed in her ears—each syllable a stab to her heart, each word another layer of humiliation. She could still hear the scratching of the microphone, the metallic echo in the gymnasium, the rustling of papers as her fate was sealed.

“Why?” she whispered between sobs, her voice hoarse from crying, the words scraping against her dry throat. “Why not me?” The taste of her own tears was bitter and salty, mingling with the coppery tang of blood on her lip.

Images of other girls in the gymnasium crowded in like a cruel film on endless repeat. Some had wept with relief, their bodies slack with gratitude; others with horror, their faces twisted in fear. Lena, however, had stood dry-eyed, too shocked to react, her body frozen in place. Only now, in the solitude of her room, did everything burst out of her like a dam finally giving way.

She couldn’t calm down. Her ample chest rose and fell in ragged bursts, the thin fabric of her top clinging to her sweat-dampened skin. Lena had felt so certain she could finally live her dream, had already imagined how it would feel when her breasts grew heavy and full of milk. But now everything seemed pointless, like fate’s cruel joke.

In her desperation, she reached for the pillow on her bed and pressed it firmly against her face. The soft fabric smelled of her own perfume and the tears of past nights. Her screams came out muffled as her body shook with violent sobs, her shoulders twitching uncontrollably. The pillow grew damp from her tears and warm breath. Lena felt empty and lost, as if someone had ripped the soul right out of her body.

A knock at the door jolted her from her thoughts. The gentle tapping cut through the silence like a knife. Her mother entered quietly, her steps muffled on the soft carpet, and sat down beside her on the bed. The mattress dipped under her weight, and Lena felt the warmth of her body through the thin fabric. Evening sunlight fell through the window and bathed the room in golden tones, making the worry lines on her mother’s face stand out like shadows on a map of sorrow.

“Lena, sweetheart,” she said gently, stroking her short, light blonde hair, which shimmered in the light like spun gold. Her fingers were warm and comforting, gliding through the silky strands. “I’m so sorry.”

Lena looked up, her large blue eyes reddened and swollen from crying, her lashes clumped together with tears. She saw compassion in her mother’s eyes, but also something else—relief, which she was trying to hide. “I wanted it so badly,” she whispered through her tears, her full lips trembling like leaves in the wind.

“I know,” her mother replied softly, pulling her into a comforting embrace. The scent of her familiar perfume wrapped around Lena like a warm blanket. “But perhaps fate has other plans for you.”

Lena let herself sink into the embrace, feeling her mother’s warmth, the familiar softness of her body. Yet the pain remained lodged deep in her heart, like a splinter that couldn’t be removed, one that stabbed and burned with every movement.

Minutes passed, and slowly Lena’s sobs calmed to quiet sniffling. Her mother’s presence helped a little, but the disappointment continued to pulse through her body like a second heart. Her ample chest, already an impressive 36KK, rose and fell with deep breaths as she tried to gather her thoughts. The fabric of her top stretched over her full curves, and she could feel the weight of her breasts, the promise of what she could have become.

“What should I do now?” Lena finally asked, her voice weak, her fingers clenching the fabric of her t-shirt, feeling the warmth of her own skin beneath.

Her mother pulled her closer, gently stroking Lena’s narrow waist, which despite her ample proportions measured only twenty-five inches. The touch was comforting, but Lena also sensed the possessiveness in it, the desire to hold on to her. “We’ll find a way,” she said with determination, her voice humming against Lena’s ear. “No matter what comes, we’ll get through this together.”

Lena nodded weakly and let her tears slowly dry. Her mother’s words offered a small spark of comfort in this difficult hour, but deep down she knew her mother didn’t understand what was happening inside her. No one understood the burning desire that pulsed through her veins, the longing for transformation that was stronger than any other wish.

But her thoughts kept circling back to one thing. There had to be something, some way she could still live her dream. The desire inside her was too strong, too all-consuming, to simply disappear. Lena wiped the last tears from her face and sat up straight, her curvy silhouette clearly outlined beneath her clothing. Her breasts pressed against the fabric, heavy and warm, a constant reminder of what she wanted to become.

She thought hard, her fingers drumming nervously on her shapely thighs, feeling the firmness of the flesh beneath the thin fabric. This couldn’t be the end. Fate couldn’t be so cruel as to give her this dream only to snatch it away.

Lena remembered the stories she had heard, the whispers in the school hallways and the secret conversations in the locker rooms. Stories of girls who had found their way despite everything. Some had made it by volunteering, others had applied directly to the farms. A spark of hope kindled inside her, making her heart beat faster and her skin tingle with excitement.

She turned to her mother, who was still sitting beside her, holding her hand. The touch was warm and comforting, but Lena could also feel the cold edge of fear radiating from her mother. The evening light bathed the room in warm golden tones, making Lena’s flawless skin shimmer with a delicate rose hue, emphasizing the perfect curves of her already voluptuous body, as if nature had prepared her for her destiny.

“Mom,” Lena began cautiously, her voice firmer than before, thrumming with new determination, “do you think there’s another way?”

Her mother looked at her with surprise, and Lena could see concern spreading across her face like cracks in a wall. “What do you mean?” The words came hesitantly, as if she feared the answer.

“I’ve heard that some girls can volunteer,” Lena explained eagerly, her eyes suddenly glowing with determination, the blue of her irises shimmering like sapphires in the light. “Maybe there’s a chance for me.” Her breasts rose with her excited breathing, the weight of her already impressive bust making her acutely aware of how much heavier they might still become.

Lena’s mother froze. Her expression crumbled as if she had been struck, the color draining from her face like water from a burst balloon. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Would this nightmare never end? Her husband had pulled every string, had bribed officials to protect his daughter from the lottery! She stared at her daughter as if she were a stranger, her hands trembling slightly, and Lena could feel the shaking that ran through her fingers.

“Lena, do you even understand what you’re saying?” Her voice was quiet but full of concern, almost pleading, each word dragged reluctantly from her lips.

Lena nodded vigorously, her short blonde hair bouncing with the movement like wheat in the wind. “Yes, Mom. I know exactly what I want. I want to become a hucow. That’s my destiny!” Her words rang with a frightening conviction, her eyes gleaming feverishly, and she unconsciously placed her hands on her already voluptuous breasts, as if she could already feel how they would transform.

“Destiny?” Her mother stood up and paced nervously around the room, her steps echoing on the wooden floor like hammer blows. “That’s madness! You don’t even know what it means.” Her voice nearly broke as she spoke the last words, and Lena could smell the desperation coming off her like a bitter perfume.

“Yes, Mom.” Lena looked her mother directly in the eyes, her posture upright and determined, the voluptuous curves of her body outlined beneath the thin fabric of her dress. Her 36KK breasts pressed against the fabric, heavy and warm, a promise of what was to come. “I’ve read everything about it. I know it’s hard. But I feel called to it.” Her voice was calm, but a fire burned in her eyes that frightened her mother.

Her mother paused and stared at her daughter for a long time, as if seeing her for the first time. The silence between them was so thick you could cut it with a knife. Then she sank back down heavily onto the bed, the frame creaking under her weight, and took Lena’s hands in hers, squeezing them tightly, as if she could hold her daughter this way, protect her from what she wanted to do to herself. Her palms were damp with sweat and fear.

“Haven’t your father and I suffered enough? Why can’t you accept that you can lead a normal life?” Lena’s mother asked desperately, searching for an answer in her daughter’s eyes, for a sign that this was just a passing madness. Her voice trembled like a leaf in a storm.

Lena looked at her mother with a steady gaze, her blue eyes clear as crystal and filled with determination. “I can’t ignore this desire inside me. It’s as if something inside me is screaming that I’m meant for this.” She felt her nipples harden beneath the fabric as she thought about her future, about the transformation that awaited her. “My body is already ready for it. Just look at me, Mom.”

Her mother shook her head, tears gathering in the corners of her eyes like small pearls of despair. “A normal life isn’t a bad thing, Lena. You could go to university, find a good job, start a family...” Her voice was pleading, desperate, each word an attempt to pull her daughter back from the edge of the abyss.

Lena interrupted her gently, placing her hand on her mother’s cheek, feeling the warm, moist skin beneath her fingertips. “But that’s not my dream. That’s not what I want for my life.” Her voice was calm and determined, as if she had made this decision long ago, as if it had already become a part of her like her own skin.

Her mother closed her eyes and sighed deeply, a single tear rolling down her cheek, leaving a salty trail. “I just don’t understand it. Why do you want to give all that up? Why do you want to sacrifice yourself like this?” Her voice was barely more than a whisper, broken and desperate.

“It’s not a sacrifice for me,” Lena replied quietly, her eyes glowing with an inner conviction that was frightening. She placed her hands on her breasts, felt their weight, their warmth, the promise of what they could become. “It’s what I truly want. It’s my destiny. My body yearns to be transformed.”


Chapter 8

The prison transport pulled through the gate and rolled onto the street, heading toward the city. The vehicle jolted over uneven asphalt, each pothole sending vibrations through the metal floor and into Aiko's bones. She sat on one of the hard benches, staring through the small barred window. The cold metal of the handcuffs bit into her wrists with every movement, leaving red grooves on her tattooed skin. Her dark eyes burned with anger and defiance, but she held still—a predator biding her time.

Aiko Nakamura was a striking figure with a rebellious edge. Her dramatically curvy body was barely concealed by the simple gray prison clothing—if anything, the plain fabric stretched over her full breasts and emphasized the narrow waist that flared into wide hips. The tattoos and piercings adorning her body spoke of her combative nature like a warrior's battle scars.

A dragon sprawled across her back, the black ink shimmering through the thin fabric of her top. Cherry blossom branches traced along her waist and hips—delicate pink and white tones that formed a seductive contrast to her hard demeanor. A tiger adorned her right thigh, its eyes seeming to glow even through the fabric, and a lotus flower above her navel was surrounded by fine dots and lines. The nose ring in her right nostril caught the sparse light, while her numerous earrings clinked softly with every turn of her head. Aiko's long, straight black hair, streaked with violet and blue like neon lights in darkness, fell over her shoulders and underscored her provocative air. The heavy handcuffs on her wrists seemed to barely bother her—as if she'd long grown accustomed to being locked up. The metal had warmed from her body heat, a familiar weight she found almost comforting.

Beside her sat Alice, looking nervous, hands clasped tightly together while her green eyes darted restlessly. Beads of sweat formed on her flawless forehead despite the cool air in the transport, and her lower lip trembled slightly. The sharp tang of fear hung in the air between them.

“Where are they taking us?” she asked quietly, glancing at Aiko, her voice barely a frightened whisper swallowed by the metal walls.

Alice straightened up, her striking, curvy physique impossible to miss. Her golden-brown hair fell in soft waves over her shoulders, framing her oval face like a silken curtain. Her green eyes—intense as emeralds in sunlight—met her friend's gaze while her full lips pressed firmly together. The distinctive hourglass silhouette of her body was unmistakable despite the plain prison clothing, almost provocative. Her narrow waist contrasted sharply with her wide hips and full bust, giving her a powerful presence impossible to overlook even in this situation. The gray prison clothing stretched over her ample chest, the buttons threatening to pop open with every movement and reveal her soft, pale skin.

The transport rolled on through the city, destination still unknown. The vehicle jolted over potholes, shaking the two women on the hard benches like dice in a cup. Through the barred window, only fragments of the passing world were visible—a piece of blue sky torn by black clouds, the facade of a building, a hurrying pedestrian whose face appeared for only a moment before vanishing. The world outside seemed unreal, like a film watched through cage bars.

“No idea. As far as I know, there aren't any other prisons around here,” Aiko answered, adjusting her position on the hard bench. The cold metal pressed against her thighs, and she felt her muscles tense. Her eyes rested briefly on Alice, registering the panic on her face, before turning back to the small window. The look in her eyes revealed a mixture of distrust and resignation—she'd seen too much to be surprised anymore.

Alice sighed softly and nervously brushed a strand of golden-brown hair from her face. The silky strands slipped through her fingers like water. “Hopefully it's nothing bad. I've had enough surprises.” She attempted a smile that didn't quite reach her eyes, only underscoring the fear lurking in those green depths. Her fingernails dug into her palms, leaving crescent-shaped marks on her delicate skin like small stigmata of fear.

“Oh, relax,” Aiko said with a crooked grin that held more edge than warmth. “It could be worse. Like getting knocked up again…” Her hand drifted unconsciously to her slightly rounded belly, a fleeting touch that said more than a thousand words. Her fingers traced the barely visible swell of her pregnancy, and for a moment something vulnerable flickered across her hard face.

Alice shrugged, trying to shake off the nervousness that gripped her like icy fingers reaching for her heart. “Yeah, maybe you're right. I'm just glad you're with me.” Her voice broke slightly, betraying the deep connection between the two women—a bond forged in the hell of prison.

Aiko laughed softly and nudged Alice gently with her elbow. The sound was rough and hoarse, like the growl of a wounded animal. “Of course, partners in crime and all that.” For a brief moment, genuine warmth flickered across her face, breaking through the hard facade she wore like armor. In that instant, she wasn't the feared Aiko Nakamura, but simply a woman comforting her friend.

The transport stopped abruptly, and both women felt the vibration of the engine beneath them die like a stopping heartbeat. The sudden silence was deafening. Footsteps approached—heavy boots on asphalt, a rhythmic clacking that sounded like a death march. The metallic clink of a key in the lock, followed by the characteristic click of the mechanism. The door swung open with a loud creak and blinding sunlight flooded the interior like an explosion. The sudden burst of light made both women flinch and squint, their pupils fighting against the harsh brightness.

“Get out!” a guard barked, waving them outside. His angular face showed no emotion, only cold efficiency—like a machine programmed to move people. His eyes were as expressionless as a shark's.

Aiko stepped out of the transport first, her movements fluid despite the handcuffs. She moved like a predator, still graceful and dangerous even in chains. The metal rings bit into her wrists, leaving red marks on her tattooed skin like fresh wounds on a work of art. Alice followed cautiously, blinking in the harsh light, her legs trembling slightly after the long ride. The muscles in her calves cramped, and she felt the blood slowly returning to her limbs.

A large gray concrete building loomed before them, its purpose unclear. It didn't look like a traditional prison—more like some hybrid of office complex and clinic. Or a slaughterhouse. The architecture was brutal and functional, devoid of any trace of humanity. A sign above the entrance read in stark letters: “Rose Institute.” The name sounded harmless, almost poetic, yet the irony was impossible to miss. The windows were small and barred, black rectangles staring like dead eyes from the gray facade, and the entire facility was surrounded by a high fence crowned with barbed wire. The metal gleamed silver in the sun like a predator’s teeth.

Aiko raised an eyebrow and shot Alice a skeptical glance. Her eyes narrowed as she studied the building like an animal sensing a trap. The air here smelled different—sterile and chemical, with an undertone of something she couldn’t identify. But before she could say anything, someone grabbed her roughly by the arm and hauled her toward the entrance. The guard, a large man with a brutal air about him, dragged her forward as if she were livestock being led to slaughter. His fingers dug deep into her flesh, leaving bruises already beginning to form beneath her skin.

Alice hurried after them with the second man at her side, her nervousness intensifying with each step. Her heartbeat hammered in her ears like a drum. The walls of the Rose Institute felt cold and impersonal—sterile as a hospital but menacing as a prison. Or a laboratory where they experimented on humans. Aiko could feel the quiet pounding of her own heart; uncertainty about what awaited them gnawed at her like a hungry animal. The smell of disinfectant hung in the air, along with something indefinable—something sweetish that reminded her of decay.

The two women were marched through the corridors of the Rose Institute, bathed in cold white light. Fluorescent tubes hummed overhead, a monotonous drone that grated on their nerves. Their footsteps echoed off the walls, amplifying the sense of oppression like sounds in a tomb. The large guard gripped Aiko and Alice by the arms while the second man stayed close behind. His hand rested on the baton at his belt, fingers curled around the black polymer almost lovingly.

Aiko tried to take in her surroundings, but the monotonous walls and doors offered few landmarks. Everything looked the same—a labyrinth of gray concrete and white doors. Signs appeared here and there, but the labels—“Laboratory 3,” “Examination Room B,” “Quarantine”—raised more questions than they answered. The words might as well have been written in a foreign language. Alice was visibly nervous, her eyes darting restlessly like trapped birds. The queasy feeling in her stomach grew stronger, and her throat was dry with fear, as if she’d swallowed sand.

“Where are they taking us?” Alice asked quietly, not daring to meet the guards’ eyes. Her voice trembled slightly, betraying her growing panic like an earthquake rumbling beneath the surface.

Neither of the men answered. They walked on in silence, their steps a mechanical rhythm on the polished floor. The silence weighed heavier than any threat. They continued until they stopped before a massive metal door. Brushed steel, no windows, no markings—a portal into the unknown. The second guard pulled a key from his pocket and opened the door with a loud click. The sound echoed through the bare corridor, making Alice flinch as though she’d been struck.

“Get in there,” he ordered, shoving Aiko and Alice roughly into the room. His hand pressed between Aiko’s shoulder blades, forcing her forward with a violence that brooked no argument. She stumbled but caught herself quickly.

The room was empty except for two simple metal chairs in the middle. The chairs stood like accusations, cold yet somehow beckoning. The walls were the same gray concrete as the building’s exterior, and a small window high on the wall let in only a sliver of light. A weak beam danced with dust particles, almost magical in the otherwise sterile environment. The door crashed shut behind them with a metallic clang, the sound echoing in their ears like a death knell. The key turned in the lock—a final sound that left no doubt: they were locked in, trapped like animals in a cage.

Aiko sat down on one of the chairs and crossed her arms over her chest. The cold metal seeped through the thin fabric of her clothing, making her shiver. Her eyes sparked with defiance as she tried to hide her inner turmoil. But her foot tapped rhythmically on the floor, betraying the tension she was trying to mask. The sound echoed softly in the bare room. Alice remained standing, hands gripping her own upper arms. Her knuckles were white, her grip so tight it seemed she was trying to hold herself together.

“What do you think they’re planning to do with us?” Alice finally asked, breaking the oppressive silence. Her voice echoed slightly in the bare room, hollow and lost.

“No idea,” Aiko answered curtly. Her voice was rough, as if she’d swallowed glass. “But whatever it is, we’ll get through it. Like always.” Despite her harsh words, concern flickered across her face for a brief moment before she brought her expression back under control. The mask slid back over her features like a visor.

Alice nodded hesitantly and finally sank onto the other chair. The metal was cold against her skin, making her flinch. She pulled her knees to her chest and rested her chin on them, curling up like a frightened child. Her gaze drifted to Aiko. In her eyes was a mixture of fear and trust—fear of the unknown and trust in her friend’s strength.

“I just hope it won’t be too bad,” she whispered. A single tear formed in the corner of her eye, and she hastily wiped it away before it could fall.

Aiko shot her a sharp look, her dark eyes glittering like obsidian. “Don’t worry, we’re stronger than anything they can throw at us.” She reached out and briefly squeezed Alice’s shoulder—a rare gesture of affection from the normally hardened woman. Her fingers were warm and strong, an anchor in the sea of uncertainty.

Alice sighed softly and closed her eyes for a moment. Her eyelashes cast small shadows on her cheeks. Despite everything, she felt safer with her rebellious friend at her side. The warmth of Aiko’s hand on her shoulder gave her a spark of hope amid the threatening uncertainty that surrounded them like a dark cloud. But deep inside, a question gnawed at her: What was the Rose Institute really, and what did they have planned for them?


Chapter 9

Lena stood at the reception desk of the Rosen Institute, her trembling fingers filling out the forms the friendly woman had handed her. Morning light streamed through the large windows of the modern building as she carefully entered her name in the designated fields. She’d left at dawn today, long before her parents could wake up and ask questions she didn’t want to answer. The excitement made her handwriting slightly uneven, but she forced herself to be meticulous.

The ballpoint pen felt slippery between her sweaty fingers. Each signature, each completed field brought her one step closer to what she so desperately wanted. The paper rustled beneath her palms as she bent over the form. The scent of fresh coffee from the staff area mingled with the sterile smell of disinfectant—a contrast that only wound her nerves tighter.

“Have you filled everything out?” the receptionist asked with a professional but warm smile.

Lena nodded silently and handed back the papers, her palms slightly damp. The woman took them, her practiced gaze sweeping over the pages, checking every detail before her lips curved into a satisfied smile. The rustling of the paper sounded impossibly loud in Lena’s ears as she waited for her fate to be sealed.

“Everything’s in order,” she confirmed, gesturing toward a seating area. “Please have a seat over there. Someone will be with you shortly.”

Lena sank into one of the ergonomic chairs in the corner of the reception area. The cool leather pressed against her thighs, and she felt her skirt riding up. Her heart hammered against her ribcage, and a fine sheen of sweat formed on her forehead. The clinically white surroundings, the smell of disinfectant, and the muted voices of the staff only intensified her nervousness, while her thoughts whirled through her mind.

A warm pulsing between her legs reminded her why she was here. The thought of what would happen to her body sent a wave of arousal through her. She pressed her thighs together and felt the wetness already gathering in her panties.

Lena watched the scene in the reception area with keen attention. Doctors in spotless white coats hurried about, while mostly male visitors waited with varying expressions. Some seemed tense, tapping their fingers nervously and casting restless glances, while others sat relaxed, as if they’d been here many times before. Lena couldn’t help wondering if these men were here to see women like her—women who had volunteered for the program. The thought made her nipples harden beneath the thin fabric of her top.

After what felt like an eternity, an older man in a perfectly pressed lab coat approached the reception desk. His silver-gray hair was neatly combed back, and his round glasses gave him a scholarly yet approachable appearance. He exchanged a few words with the receptionist, who nodded discreetly in Lena’s direction, before turning toward her.

“Good morning. My name is Dr. Weber,” he said, his pleasantly deep voice radiating natural authority. His blue eyes regarded her kindly from behind his glasses. “Please follow me.”

His voice washed over her like warm honey. Lena felt her muscles relax even as a different kind of tension rose within her. This man would be the one to oversee her transformation. His hands would examine her body, evaluate it, shape it.

Lena rose hastily, her chair scraping against the polished floor. Taking a deep breath, she followed Dr. Weber through a long, brightly lit corridor. Large posters lined the walls, showcasing the history and achievements of the Rosen Institute, but Lena’s gaze barely skimmed them. Her focus was entirely on what lay ahead—the change that would transform her life forever.

The click of her heels on the linoleum echoed rhythmically, a counterpoint to Dr. Weber’s quieter footsteps in his soft leather shoes. She watched his shoulders beneath the coat, the way he moved—controlled, self-assured. A man accustomed to changing women, shaping them, perfecting them.

They finally reached a spacious office flooded with daylight from the large windows. A massive dark wood desk dominated the room, surrounded by several comfortable-looking chairs. Diplomas and scientific awards lined the walls, testament to Dr. Weber’s impressive career. With an inviting gesture, he indicated one of the chairs in front of his desk.

“First of all, I’d like to thank you for your interest,” he began, retrieving some documents from a drawer and spreading them methodically before him. His movements were precise and practiced. “We’re going to have a detailed conversation to ensure you’re fully informed and understand exactly what the process entails.”

Lena sat up straight, her hands folded firmly in her lap to hide the slight trembling. The chair was warm from the sun streaming through the window, and she felt the fabric of her skirt clinging to her skin. Her pulse throbbed in her ears, but she forced herself to appear calm. “I’m ready,” she replied, her voice quiet but determined.

Dr. Weber gave her a reassuring smile that deepened the fine wrinkles around his eyes. “I want to assure you that everything that happens here at the Rosen Institute is completely legal and ethically sound. We work in close coordination with health authorities and the government to ensure that all procedures comply with the strictest legal requirements.”

Lena nodded eagerly, trying to contain the wave of excitement pulsing through her body. Her fingers played nervously with the hem of her skirt as Dr. Weber opened a thick file—she could see her name on the label. Seeing her own name on the medical file made her heart beat faster. She was already part of the system, already recorded, categorized.

“Before we can begin the actual transformation process, we need to conduct a series of comprehensive examinations,” he continued, pulling out some forms. “These tests are essential to confirm your suitability as a candidate. This includes a thorough physical evaluation.” His voice remained factual and professional. “We must be absolutely certain your body can withstand the upcoming changes without harm.”

The words “physical evaluation” sent a rush of heat through Lena’s body. She imagined Dr. Weber’s experienced hands examining her, assessing every inch, evaluating her potential as a future hucow. Her breathing grew shallow, and she felt her nipples harden beneath her bra.

Lena watched his every move with rapt attention. An electrifying tingle spread through her belly, and she felt her nipples stiffen beneath her thin top. Dr. Weber handed her several documents across the desk, his posture calm and composed. His fingers brushed hers as he passed the papers, and the contact sent a jolt through her arm.

“These tests are essential for your safety and well-being throughout the entire process,” he emphasized.

“I understand,” Lena answered quietly, her voice barely above a whisper in the silent room. She caught the faint scent of his aftershave—something woody, masculine, that fogged her senses.

“Once we’ve confirmed your suitability,” Dr. Weber continued, leaning back in his leather chair, “you’ll be among the first test subjects for our revolutionary new transformation method.” His gaze intensified as he studied her reaction. His eyes seemed to bore into her, as if he were already visualizing the changes her body would undergo.

Lena’s eyes widened with eager curiosity, and a faint blush colored her cheeks. “What exactly does this new method involve?” she asked, barely concealing her enthusiasm. Her voice trembled slightly with excitement.

Dr. Hermann Weber smiled warmly, clearly pleased by her genuine interest. “With the conventional procedure, we need up to twelve months to create a full-fledged hucow. With our groundbreaking technique, we can reduce that to just six months.”

Lena stared at him, fascinated, her lips slightly parted. “That’s truly impressive,” she breathed, her voice filled with awe. The thought of being completely transformed in just six months made her pussy pulse with desire.

“Indeed,” Dr. Weber confirmed, a hint of pride in his voice. “The method combines cutting-edge genetic modifications with specially developed hormones that significantly accelerate the growth and development of characteristic hucow features. This is complemented by a precise surgical procedure that optimizes the transformation.”

Lena nodded slowly, trying to process the complex information while noticing the growing wetness between her thighs. A faint tremor ran through her body. She imagined her breasts swelling, her body changing under the influence of the hormones. “How does the process work in detail?” she asked, trying to hide her growing arousal.

“The scientific details are extremely complex,” Dr. Weber explained patiently, folding his hands on the desk. “At its core, though, we combine carefully selected genetic sequences and administer precisely dosed hormone cocktails. These special hormones stimulate the growth of specific tissues and organs, while the genetic modifications ensure your body adapts optimally to the changes without developing negative side effects.”

Lena felt arousal rising within her. The wetness between her legs intensified, and she had to press her thighs firmly together to control the pulsing sensation. The leather of the chair felt warm and sticky beneath her thighs. While other women would probably have been put off by such explanations, Lena felt magnetically drawn. The idea of being part of an advanced scientific experiment, subjecting her body to a complete transformation and becoming a perfect hucow, ignited a fire in her that she could barely hide.

Her breathing came faster now, and she hoped Dr. Weber didn’t notice. But the way his eyes traveled over her face told her nothing escaped him. He was a man who studied women, who read their reactions like an open book.

“When can we begin the examinations?” she asked, her voice trembling slightly, barely containing her excitement.

Dr. Weber watched her closely, his experienced eyes registering every subtle shift in her body language. A barely perceptible smile crossed his lips. “We can begin immediately,” he announced, rising from his chair in one fluid motion. “Please follow me.”

Lena stood, noticing her legs trembling slightly. She felt her panties clinging to her wet pussy and desperately hoped it wouldn’t show. She followed Dr. Weber through another clinically white corridor. The muted hum of the air conditioning and the soft click of her heels on the polished floor were the only sounds. The sterile atmosphere of the institute, the smell of disinfectants and medical supplies, only intensified her anticipation, sharpening her senses.

With each step, she grew more aware that she was approaching the point of no return. Her transformation would begin, and she would never be the same again. The thought sent another wave of arousal through her body, so intense she couldn’t suppress a soft sigh.

Finally, they reached a room equipped like a state-of-the-art medical laboratory. Gleaming chrome devices, digital monitors, and precision instruments were carefully arranged. The cold neon light reflected off the metal surfaces and cast sharp shadows on the white walls. In the center stood a padded examination table, surrounded by various medical machines whose soft humming filled the sterile atmosphere. The smell of disinfectants mixed with the metallic scent of the instruments, sharpening Lena’s senses.

“Please lie down here on the table,” Dr. Weber instructed, gesturing to the central examination surface as he moved to a sink to thoroughly disinfect his hands. The water rushed rhythmically, and she heard the sharp hiss of antibacterial soap between his palms.

Lena obeyed without hesitation, her body vibrating with anticipation. The cool synthetic leather of the table seeped through the thin fabric of her clothing, making her shiver slightly. Her skin tingled everywhere the material touched her. The surface yielded slightly under her weight, molding to her contours. Dr. Weber stepped closer, his movements calm and methodical as he arranged various instruments and pulled on disposable gloves. The latex snapped against his wrists, a sharp sound that brought her nerves to life.

“We’re going to run a full series of tests,” he explained in a soothing voice, draping a stethoscope around his neck and setting out a digital thermometer. His fingers moved deftly between the instruments, every gesture precise and practiced. “The process will take some time, but each step is essential to ensure your safety and the success of the transformation.”

Lena nodded and tried to control her breathing. The intense tingling between her legs grew stronger, almost painful. Warm wetness gathered there, her body already responding to what was still to come. Involuntarily, she pressed her thighs together, desperately trying to dampen the growing arousal. The pressure only intensified the throbbing desire pulsing through her core.

Dr. Weber noticed her tense posture and gently placed a hand on her shoulder. The warmth of his touch seeped through the fabric of her top, spreading across her skin like a soothing wave. “Don’t worry, Lena,” he said with a paternal gentleness that felt strangely calming. His voice was deep and steady, an anchor in the storm of her sensations. “These reactions are completely normal. This is all part of the process.”

His reassuring words and professional touch helped her relax somewhat. Her tense muscles loosened slightly as he began the examinations. With precise, efficient movements, he took blood samples, the small prick of the needle a sharp point of awareness amid the flood of her sensations. He measured her vital signs, his fingers cool against her pulse, then meticulously documented her body proportions with a measuring tape that wrapped around her waist, her hips, her chest. Each touch was clinical and professional, yet for Lena, every contact felt like an electrical impulse shooting straight to her core, building another layer of arousal.

During the examination, Lena’s eyes wandered around the room, taking in the state-of-the-art equipment, the gleaming instruments, the complex diagrams on the walls. Images of bodies in various stages of transformation, measurements and data that foreshadowed her future. The thought of what awaited her in the coming months filled her with an intoxicating mix of nervousness and unacknowledged desire. Her body would change, grow, become something she had only imagined in her most secret fantasies.

After a thorough examination that felt like an eternity to Lena, Dr. Weber set his instruments aside and stepped back. His eyes gleamed with satisfaction as he reviewed the results on a tablet. The numbers and graphs reflected in his glasses as he studied the data.

“Everything looks excellent,” he announced with an appreciative smile that made his eyes light up. “Your numbers are optimal, and your physical makeup matches exactly the profile we’re looking for with the new method. You’re truly an ideal candidate for our advanced program.” His words hit her like a confirmation of all her hidden longings.

Lena felt an intense shiver of arousal run down her spine, a sensation that gathered like liquid fire in her lower abdomen, becoming a throbbing center of lust. Her nipples hardened under the thin fabric of her bra, rubbing against the material with each breath. “When can I start?” she asked breathlessly, her voice hoarse with desire and anticipation, the words tumbling out hasty and impatient.

Dr. Weber regarded her with a knowing look that made clear he’d noticed her barely concealed arousal. His eyes lingered a moment on her flushed face, her rapid breathing, the way she shifted on the examination table. With a reassuring gesture and a paternal smile, he answered, “Very soon, Lena. Very soon.” The promise in his words sent another wave of anticipation rolling through her body.


Chapter 10

Jörn gripped Cate's golden blonde hair and closed his eyes, savoring the sensation. His wife's head bobbed rhythmically up and down, accompanied by slurping and soft gagging sounds that filled the room with intimate noise. Her delicate fingers wrapped around his thick shaft while her lips sealed firmly around him, caressing the velvety skin of his cock and coating every inch with wetness. The warm light from the bedside lamp cast golden shadows over their naked bodies, making their skin shimmer like polished copper.

“Cate, you're doing so well,” Jörn murmured as his hand gently guided her movements. The warm wetness of her mouth enveloped him tightly, her tongue playing skillfully with the sensitive skin of his cock, dancing around the swollen tip before gliding along the underside, tracing every vein, every ridge with careful attention. The salty taste of his skin mixed with the metallic aftertaste of her own arousal on her tongue.

Cate felt the tension building in Jörn's body, his fingers digging into her silky hair, pulling slightly—just enough to leave a pleasant tingling on her scalp. Every rough sound he made, every deep moan, sent her own desire climbing higher. Wetness gathered between her thighs as she gave herself to him, a warm pulsing that heated her from the inside out. She couldn't help but increase the intensity of her movements, taking him deeper into her mouth until she felt him pressing against her throat, that sweet boundary between pleasure and discomfort. The scent of his masculinity filled her nose, earthy and intense, mixed with the faint aroma of sweat and desire.

Jörn opened his eyes briefly and looked down at his wife. Her face was flushed with concentration, her cheeks hollowed from sucking, which emphasized her high cheekbones even more. Tears formed in the corners of her light blue eyes as she let him slide deep into her throat—glittering pearls that spoke to her devotion. The sight of her full lips wrapped around his shaft, the delicate skin stretched and glistening with saliva, nearly drove him over the edge. “Cate... my God...” His voice broke, becoming a hoarse whisper that faded into the warm air of the bedroom.

Cate looked up briefly and saw the raw desire in his eyes, the dark, almost black color of his normally clear blue irises. It drove her to give even more, to go even deeper. Her hands found purchase on his muscular hips, feeling the hard definition of his muscles beneath the warm skin, pulling him deeper as she leaned further forward. Her neck tensed as she searched for the perfect angle for his considerable size, the muscles there taut and defined. The bed beneath them creaked softly with each movement, a rhythmic soundtrack to their intimacy.

The rhythmic sound of their movements filled the room, accompanied by Jörn's increasingly loud moans rising deep from his chest. Every muscle in his body was tense, his breathing heavy and irregular, almost panting. He felt himself approaching climax, the heat in his lower abdomen spreading, a burning sensation that pulsed through his veins. Sweat formed on his forehead, small beads that reflected the warm light.

Cate noticed the change in his body immediately—the slight twitching of his shaft, the increasing hardness that seemed almost painful, the tension in his thighs that felt like steel beneath her hands. She tightened her grip on his hips and quickened the pace once more. Her tongue swirled around him as she drew him deep into her mouth again and again, until her nose touched his lower abdomen, his masculine scent overwhelming her senses. The air around them was thick and sultry, filled with the smell of their shared lust.

Cate and Jörn had been avoiding sex lately because of her pregnancy, but that didn't mean Cate couldn't pamper her husband in other ways. A blowjob was something exclusive here on the farm, an intimate act of connection that only the two of them shared. The hucows didn't understand what was expected of them when it came to such things—they were meant for other purposes, not for this kind of intimacy that Cate and Jörn shared, this deliberate devotion and the play of power and submission. Here, in the silence of their bedroom, far from the barns and the daily routine, they belonged only to each other.

Jörn's breathing quickened, becoming heavy panting as Cate closed her mouth around him again. The warm wetness and the skillful movements of her tongue drove him toward ecstasy, every touch sending electric impulses through his body. Her hands gripped his hips firmly, pulling him deeper as her sensual lips slid up and down on him, leaving a trail of glistening wetness that shimmered in the dim light of the bedroom. His toes curled into the soft sheet, seeking purchase against the wave of sensations washing over him.

“Damn, Cate,” Jörn groaned, letting his head fall back, his neck muscles tense, the tendons clearly visible beneath his tanned skin. His fingers dug even tighter into her golden blonde hair, which slid like silk between his rough fingers—a fascinating contrast between his hardness and her softness. Every pull, every touch of her tongue sent him sinking deeper into a sea of lust, his consciousness blurring until only pure sensation remained. The pillow beneath his neck was already damp with sweat, a silent witness to his desire.

Cate felt the control she had over his powerful body, an intoxicating sense of power over this strong man. She knew exactly which movements made him tremble, which spots were particularly sensitive—she had studied every inch of his body and committed it to memory. Her lips glided gently over his shaft while her tongue played along the sensitive underside, circling around the swollen tip that already leaked the first drops of precum. The wet, slurping sounds of her efforts filled the room and heightened the erotic tension crackling between them. Her free hand wandered over his chest, feeling the wild hammering of his heart beneath her fingertips.

Jörn's legs began to tremble slightly, an involuntary ripple of muscles beneath his taut skin. He could feel his orgasm approaching, unstoppable as a wave on the shore that gained strength with every moment. Cate recognized the signs immediately—the pulsing of his cock, the tension of his abdominal muscles standing out like a row of hard stones beneath his skin—and released him, keeping him at his peak, holding him back at the threshold of release. The sudden coolness of the air on his wet skin made him groan.

A seductive grin spread across Cate's face, her swollen lips glistening wet in the dim light, red and full from intense use. She wouldn't let him come yet. She would deny him an orgasm for as long as possible, hold him at this sweet boundary where pleasure became almost painful. Over in the breeding room, Jörn called the shots, but here in their bed she held the leash, savoring the power over the strong breeding bull who otherwise always stayed in control. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she watched his desperate reaction.

She loosened her grip on his hips and let him slip from her mouth, a thin strand of saliva briefly connecting her lips to his tip—silvery proof of their intimacy. Her gaze stayed locked on his face, practically glowing with lust and frustration, his blue eyes dark with desire, pupils so dilated there was barely any iris left. “Cate, please…” His voice was rough and urgent, pure longing, almost pleading—a tone she rarely heard from him. Beads of sweat ran down his temples, tracing glistening paths on his heated skin.

Cate sat up, wiping her swollen lips with the back of her hand, and looked directly into his eyes, holding him captive, dominating him with her presence alone. Her light blue eyes sparkled with mischief and dominance, a fascinating contrast to her otherwise gentle nature. “Not yet, my darling.” Her voice was a whisper, barely more than a breath, but it was enough to drive him even further toward the edge of madness, holding his arousal at that painful plateau where every touch was both torment and release. The warm air between them vibrated with unspoken tension.

She let her hands wander slowly over his body, starting at his muscular shoulders and gliding down over his chest to his firm stomach, feeling every ridge, every contour of his muscles beneath her fingertips. Her touches were light as feathers, barely perceptible, but they made his skin tingle with arousal. Every nerve in his body was on fire, responding to the slightest touch with intense sensation. The silky feeling of her palms on his heated skin was the sweetest kind of torture.

Jörn clenched his teeth and fought to maintain control, his breath coming shallow and fast, a constant panting that made his chest heave. Cate knew exactly how to torment him, knew his body better than he knew it himself. Every movement was designed to lead him to the edge of the abyss, only to pull him back again, delaying his release until he was almost begging for mercy. His hands clenched into fists, knuckles white with tension.

Cate leaned forward and let her tongue glide over his nipple, feeling it harden beneath her touch. She played with it, sucked lightly, then released it, leaving behind a cool breath that sent a shiver through his body. Jörn’s breathing grew heavier, his body tensing under her touch, his hands gripping the sheets, clawing into the soft fabric until his knuckles went white. The scent of her skin, warm and sweet, mixed with his own masculine aroma into an intoxicating cocktail.

“You enjoy it too,” Cate whispered with a mischievous smile, her hand wrapping around his shaft again, stroking gently, the velvety skin pulsing with life and desire beneath her fingers. “You love it when I torment you, when I keep you right at this edge.” Her fingers danced over the sensitive skin, sometimes firmer, sometimes barely there, a game of give and take that nearly drove him insane.

Jörn could only moan, nodding weakly, his ability to speak momentarily lost in a sea of sensations. He was completely in her hands, caught in the sweet web of her seduction, helpless at the mercy of her skilled fingers and warm tongue. Cate continued her torment, moving her tongue slowly lower over his stomach, pausing repeatedly to give him a moment of hope—only to destroy it when she glided past his throbbing cock, barely grazing it before turning her attention elsewhere. Her lips left a trail of moist kisses on his skin, each one a promise and a denial at once.

The room around them seemed to pulse with suppressed passion, shadows dancing on the walls in the flickering light, as if bearing witness to this intimate power play between man and woman, between desire and control.

Her hands found his shaft again and stroked gently, with just enough pressure to heighten his arousal but not enough to bring him to climax. The skin beneath her fingertips was silky and hot, pulsing with every heartbeat, thick veins standing out along the surface. She could feel how desperately he longed for release, how the blood pulsed in his veins, how his entire body screamed for it, yet she kept the tempo slow, tormenting him with every gentle touch, every fleeting kiss that promised more than it gave. Her palms glided over the sensitive tip, gathering the moisture that pearled there and spreading it with slow, circular strokes.

Jörn moaned loudly, his head falling back against the pillow, his chest rising and falling heavily, the muscles twitching with exertion. Sweat collected in the hollows between his abdominal muscles, glistening in the pale morning light that seeped through the curtains. Cate knew he was on the verge of exploding, that his body was at the edge of collapse—and this was the moment she enjoyed most, this absolute control over his powerful body, this complete surrender to her touch. His hands clawed into the sheets, knuckles white with tension, as a soft whimper escaped his throat.

Cate loved this massive breeding bull cock that barely fit inside her, that stretched her limits and filled her like nothing before, that pushed her to the very edge of what she could take. The sheer size was overwhelming—thick as her wrist, so long her fingers could barely wrap around it. It wasn’t just the size that fascinated her, but the way it filled her body and drove her to the edge of ecstasy, how it awakened every nerve inside her. Memories of her first encounters with Jörn always flooded through her when she surrendered to him—how she had first seen him, how he serviced the hucows, how her own curiosity and lust had grown, developing from initial shyness into burning desire. Back then she had thought it impossible to take him. Now she craved being stretched to her limits.

Her hands trembled slightly with anticipation and arousal as she tightened her grip on his shaft and slowly took him into her mouth again, lips parting wide to receive him. The salty taste of his skin exploded on her tongue, mixing with the musky scent of his arousal. She felt him throbbing against her lips, felt his pulse through the thin skin, his heat radiating through her entire body like an internal fire. Her jaw stretched painfully to accommodate his girth, tears gathering in the corners of her eyes. Cate knew Jörn was on the verge of losing control, that his orgasm couldn’t be held back much longer, that his body was screaming for release.

She swirled her tongue skillfully around his shaft and took him deeper into her mouth, relaxing her throat to accommodate even more of him. The sensitive underside felt like velvet over steel, warm and pulsing against the tip of her tongue. Every inch brought a mixture of pain and pleasure, stretching her lips and challenging her throat, testing her limits. Saliva pooled at the corners of her mouth, dripping onto her breasts as she struggled to take him completely. Her breathing grew heavier as she worked to draw him as deep as possible, her chest rising and falling rapidly. The feeling of having him so completely inside her was overwhelming—it sent her own arousal soaring, hardened her nipples, and sparked a throbbing ache between her legs. Wetness gathered on her inner thighs, sticky and hot.

Jörn's hands gripped her hair again, guiding her movements gently but firmly, his rough fingers massaging her scalp in slow circles. The control he exerted over her head made her tremble—half fear, half wild arousal. His moans grew louder and more intense, deep, animalistic sounds that echoed off the walls as he felt Cate work him with her tongue and lips, hitting every sensitive spot. “Damn, Cate,” he murmured through clenched teeth, his face contorted with pleasure, the muscles in his jaw standing out sharply. “You're driving me crazy. You know exactly what you're doing.” His voice was rough, broken by the intensity of his desire.

Cate glanced up briefly and saw the raw desire in his eyes, the animalistic lust threatening to consume him, the pure surrender to the moment. His pupils were dilated, almost black with need, his mouth slightly open as heavy breaths escaped. It drove her to intensify her efforts, to double down, to show him what she could do to him. She let her mouth slide up and down again and again, taking him deep into her throat before slowly pulling back, her lips sealed tight around his shaft, creating a gentle suction that nearly drove him out of his mind. The wet, slurping sounds of her efforts filled the room, heightening the erotic tension between them—a sensual symphony of desire and devotion. Her throat burned from the exertion, but she wanted more, wanted to possess him completely.

Jörn could feel himself getting closer and closer to climax, the heat in his lower abdomen spreading like a volcano about to erupt, every muscle tensing, ready for the explosion. His balls tightened, heavy and full, while a tingling crawled up his spine. Every pull of her lips, every stroke of her tongue brought him closer to the edge, left him teetering on the brink of ecstasy. Cate noticed his reactions immediately—the twitching of his cock, the intensified pulsing, the slight lift of his hips—and tightened her grip, holding him firmly in place. Her fingernails dug lightly into his skin, leaving small red crescents. She wanted to push him over the edge, wanted his complete surrender, wanted him entirely in her power.

Her movements grew faster and more intense, her throat relaxing to take him even deeper until she swallowed him completely. The taste of his skin intensified, salty and masculine, while his heat filled her throat. Cate gave everything she had to bring Jörn to ecstasy, using every technique, every touch she knew. Her own arousal surged in response—her nipples hard and sensitive, pressing against the fabric of her nightgown, wetness gathering between her thighs, making her slick and ready. She loved the feeling of power over this strong man who normally had all the control, who dominated the hucows, who was master of the farm—now he was at her mercy, helpless before her lips, her tongue, her hands. His powerful body trembled under her touch, completely under her spell.

Jörn's body tensed, his muscles trembling with exertion and lust—a tremor that started in his core and radiated through his entire body. Sweat beaded on his forehead, running in small streams over his temples. His hips began thrusting uncontrollably, pressing toward her, seeking more depth, more warmth. Cate could feel his climax approaching—a moment of pure passion and surrender, the moment of complete release. She took him even deeper into her mouth and increased the pressure of her lips, her tongue dancing around the sensitive tip, massaging the underside where she knew he was most responsive. Her palms pressed against his hips, holding him steady as he began to shake.

The explosion came suddenly and violently, like lightning shooting through his body. Jörn's deep, guttural moan filled the room, echoing off the walls as he came deep in Cate's throat, wave after wave of hot fluid pulsing out of him in a seemingly endless stream. The first surge hit her throat with such force that she gagged, but she held on, swallowing greedily. She took it all, swallowed every drop, let none escape, savoring the salty, slightly bitter taste of his release on her tongue. The warmth of his essence filled her mouth, flowing down her throat like liquid fire. Pleasure coursed through both their bodies simultaneously, leaving a feeling of deep satisfaction, an intimate connection that transcended the physical.

Cate slowly pulled back. A last drop slid over her lower lip, which she caught seductively with her tongue, the tip gliding slowly over her full bottom lip to capture the final trace of his release. The taste lingered on her tongue, an intimate reminder of his surrender. She looked at Jörn with a sultry smile, her cheeks flushed from exertion and arousal, her eyes sparkling with satisfaction and a hint of pride. Saliva still glistened on her lips as she regarded him with feline contentment. “Was that good enough for you?” she asked playfully, her voice slightly husky from the intensity, a sensual sound that stirred his desire anew, even though he had just come.

Jörn nodded, exhausted but happy, his chest still heaving, a fine sheen of sweat covering his skin and making it shimmer in the morning light. His muscles gradually relaxed as the trembling ebbed away. “You're incredible,” he murmured, gently pulling her to him for a kiss full of gratitude and passion. He tasted himself on her lips—an intimate connection that deepened their bond. The salty taste of his own release on her lips aroused him again, a delicious cycle of desire.

“I know…” Cate answered with a confident smile as she snuggled against his chest, feeling his heartbeat gradually slow to a soothing rhythm beneath her ear. His skin was still warm and damp from exertion, the scent of his body enveloping her like a blanket. “Oh, and thanks for breakfast!” she added with a playful wink—a cheeky reference to what she had just swallowed—which drew a deep laugh from him that she felt vibrating through his chest. The rumble of his voice rippled through her body as she pressed closer, her own arousal still pulsing between her legs.


Chapter 11

Alice’s nerves frayed with every passing moment the two women spent alone in this room. The door was locked—Aiko had checked. She shifted from one foot to the other, her face pale with fear, golden-brown hair falling in tangles across her face. How they’d ended up here suddenly felt unreal, like a nightmare she couldn’t wake from. The cold concrete beneath her bare feet seemed to channel her fear through her entire body.

“Stay calm,” Aiko said with a composure Alice could only admire. Her dark eyes betrayed no hint of panic. “They won’t just leave us here.” Her voice carried that rough honesty Alice had heard so many times—direct, no sugarcoating, but somehow reassuring.

Alice nodded weakly and tried to take a deep breath. Her cellmate’s rebellious aura helped calm her a little. The tattoos dancing across Aiko’s arms felt like armor against fear. The dragon motif seemed to live, to breathe beneath the thin fabric. If Aiko wasn’t panicking, things couldn’t be that bad yet. Or maybe Aiko was just too proud to show her fear.

“What do you think they’re planning to do with us?” Alice asked, her voice trembling. She clutched her upper arms as if she were cold. The uncertainty gnawed at her like a hungry animal. Her fingernails dug into the soft skin, leaving small white crescents.

Aiko shrugged, her piercings glittering in the cold light. The metal caught the weak neon glow and cast tiny reflections on the wall. “They’ll probably run some kind of tests on us.” Her voice stayed steady, but Alice noticed her jaw tighten.

Alice swallowed hard and looked around the sparsely furnished room. The bare walls seemed to close in on her. The smell of disinfectant and something indefinable—metallic—hung heavy in the air. “Tests? What kind of tests?” Her hands trembled, and she clenched them into fists to hide her nervousness. Her knuckles went white from the strain.

Aiko sighed softly, her chest rising and falling beneath the gray institutional shirt. Even through the shapeless fabric, her dramatic silhouette was visible—the narrow waist contrasting with her full curves. “No idea. Maybe medical tests or psych evaluations.” She rubbed her stomach, an unconscious gesture that didn’t escape Alice’s notice.

“This is crazy,” Alice murmured, nervously running her fingers through her shiny golden-brown hair. Her green eyes darted around the room, searching for an exit, a hiding place, anything. The strands felt silky between her fingers—a small comfort in this sterile environment. “Why us of all people?”

Aiko gave a crooked smile and raised an eyebrow. The nose ring on her right nostril emphasized her rebellious expression, catching the light like a tiny star. “Why not us? We’re hardly innocent lambs.” Her fingers drifted to the dermal anchor at her collarbone, a nervous habit she tried to hide.

Alice snorted softly and tried to cling to something positive. Her full lips trembled slightly, their natural rose tone paled with fear. “Maybe it’s nothing bad.” The words sounded hollow, even to her own ears.

“Let’s hope so,” Aiko replied dryly. She leaned against the wall, her dramatic curves outlined beneath the simple clothing. The cold concrete pressed against her back, making her shiver. “But honestly, I don’t expect anything good from these people.” Her black hair with its violet streaks fell across her face, hiding her eyes for a moment.

Alice sat down on one of the two chairs and pulled her legs to her chest, as if trying to make herself small. Her narrow waist and full hips formed an impressive silhouette despite her hunched posture. The thin material of her shirt stretched across her curves. “How can you stay so calm?” Her voice came out muffled against her knees.

Aiko shook her head, her black hair with its violet streaks falling across her face. She laughed briefly—a rough, honest sound that felt strangely out of place in the sterile room. “Staying calm is an art form. Panic won’t get us anywhere.” Her dark eyes studied Alice with a mixture of pity and admiration. “Besides,” she added quietly, “I’ve survived worse.”

Alice nodded slowly, though she wasn’t really convinced. Her gaze drifted back to the locked door, as if willing someone to come in and explain what would happen next. The metal door handle gleamed dully, untouched and cold.

Alice chewed nervously on her thumbnail, the uneasy feeling in her stomach growing with each passing minute. Her thoughts swirled as she tried to make a connection. The fact that neither she nor Aiko had been taken to the stud bull for breeding in recent weeks had to mean something. Her ample chest rose and fell faster as fear swelled inside her. Since she’d met Aiko, this was the first time neither of them was pregnant. The thought made her blood run cold.

Aiko noticed Alice’s restlessness and leaned toward her. The scent of something wild and untamed surrounded her—a mixture of the institution’s cheap soap and something deeper, more rebellious. “Stop that,” she said sharply, tapping Alice’s hand. Her touch was warm, surprisingly gentle despite the harsh words. “That won’t help.”

Alice flinched and lowered her hand. Her long lashes cast shadows on her cheeks, hiding the pure desperation in her green eyes. “It’s just... I have such a strange feeling.” Her voice nearly broke, and she pressed her lips together to keep from crying.

“You and me both,” Aiko replied. Her eyes narrowed slightly as she stared at the door. The dragon tattoo on her back seemed alive beneath the fabric, the lines tensing with each breath. “But panic won’t help us.” She clenched her hands into fists, knuckles turning white beneath the tattooed skin.

Alice nodded hesitantly and wrapped her arms around her knees. The silence in the room was oppressive, each moment stretching like taffy. Even the hum of the fluorescent tubes above them seemed to grow louder—a constant, nerve-wracking drone. She tried to cling to something positive, but her thoughts kept circling back to the same question: Why were they here?

“It’s strange,” Alice said quietly, daring a glance at Aiko. Her voice was barely above a whisper, as if she feared someone might be listening. “That we both aren’t... well, you know.” She couldn’t bring herself to say the word, but they both knew what she meant.

Aiko sighed deeply and ran her fingers through her long black hair. The muscles in her arms tensed, the tattoos shifting like living art on her skin. “Yeah, I know. It’s almost like they have something else planned for us.” Her voice dropped, turning thoughtful. “Something that requires us not to be pregnant.”

Alice nodded and bit her lip. Her flawless skin gleamed in the dim light, a thin film of sweat covering her forehead despite the coolness of the room. She couldn’t quite shake the fear, but Aiko’s calm helped, at least a little. “Do you think this has something to do with the Rosen Institute?” The name felt toxic on her tongue.

“Maybe,” Aiko answered curtly. Her fingers drummed a nervous rhythm on her thigh, where the tiger tattoo lay hidden beneath the fabric. The sound of her nails on the thin material was the only thing that broke the silence. “We’ll find out soon enough.” Her voice carried a hardness Alice had never heard before.

Goosebumps rippled across Alice’s body, visible through the thin fabric of her clothing. Her nipples hardened beneath the rough material, an involuntary reaction to the cold and fear. She didn’t want to think about what any of this might mean. But the uncertainty was almost worse than any specific threat. She pressed her thighs together, seeking comfort in her own touch.

The door suddenly opened with a metallic creak and two guards stepped in. Their massive bodies filled the doorframe, casting long shadows into the room. The smell of sweat and leather followed them. One of them jerked his chin toward Alice, his eyes raking over her like she was a piece of meat.

“You’re coming with us,” he commanded in a voice that brooked no argument. His words echoed off the bare walls.

Alice jumped up, her long legs trembling. Blood rushed in her ears, her heartbeat nearly drowning out everything else. She looked to Aiko for help. Aiko’s expression remained hard, but her eyes betrayed a spark of concern. Her hands clenched into fists, the piercings glittering dangerously in the light.

“Don’t worry,” Aiko murmured as Alice was led out of the room. Her words offered faint comfort in the darkness, but Alice heard the tension in them. “Don’t let them push you around.”

Despite the comforting words, Alice couldn’t suppress the trembling in her hands. Her full breasts rose and fell with her rapid breathing, the thin material stretching with each movement. The hallway outside the room was even colder, the concrete beneath her feet like ice. Whatever was coming, she would have to face it alone. The guards flanked her, their heavy footsteps echoing through the corridor.

The door closed behind her with a final click, leaving Aiko alone in a room full of unspoken fears. The sound of the lock was like a death sentence—final and irreversible. Aiko stared at the closed door, her fists clenched so tightly her knuckles went white beneath the tattooed skin.

* * *

Alice was led through several hallways that all looked the same. The walls were gray concrete, without any markings or windows. It was as if time stood still in these endless corridors. Her thoughts raced as she tried to find some landmark to orient herself, but there was nothing to hold onto. The cool air brushed over her skin, intensifying her sense of isolation. The smell of disinfectant and cold metal hung heavy in the air, burning her nose.

The two guards gripped her firmly by the arms and pulled her roughly forward. Their fingers dug into her flesh like iron claws, leaving red marks on her pale skin. Her footsteps echoed dully through the hallways, as if the walls swallowed the sound only to let it reverberate deep within. She felt the rough grip of the men and the cold sweat running from her forehead down her temples. Her muscles tensed involuntarily as she tried to escape the painful pressure of their fingers, but her efforts were futile.

“Where are you taking me?” Alice’s voice trembled, but she received no answer. The guards stayed stubbornly silent and marched on, their faces carved from stone. Only the rhythmic thud of their boots on the concrete broke the oppressive silence.

Each new hallway was a repetition of the last—identical doors, same lighting. It was a labyrinth of monotony that only deepened her confusion. Alice tried to remember how many times they had turned, but she had long since lost track. The artificial lighting burned her eyes and made the guards’ shadows dance menacingly on the walls. With each step she felt herself growing smaller, her curvy silhouette seeming to shrink under the weight of the unknown threat.

Finally they stopped in front of an inconspicuous door. One of the guards opened it with a key from his belt and shoved Alice inside, nearly sending her stumbling. The metallic click of the lock behind her sounded like a final judgment, cutting through to her very bones.

Inside the room, an oppressive silence hung in the air. Alice looked around and immediately recognized the staff from the Rosen Institute. Three men, all in white coats that reminded her of orderlies, stood in a corner watching her closely. Their faces showed no emotion, which only made Alice more nervous. Their gazes traveled over her body, cool and assessing, as if she were nothing more than an object—a piece of flesh to be catalogued. The way their eyes lingered on her narrow waist before moving to her full hips made her cheeks burn.

In the middle of the room, her gaze landed on the woman with platinum blonde hair. Her eyes were an intense, penetrating blue—almost cold. She was obviously the doctor, and her posture radiated authority. The woman stepped forward and looked Alice over from head to toe, her gaze lingering on the golden-brown hair and the young woman’s curvy proportions. Alice felt her nipples harden under the scrutinizing gaze, an involuntary reaction she tried to hide by crossing her arms.

“Welcome, Alice,” she said in a voice that was both soothing and unsettling. “I’m Dr. Hannah Grayson.” Her lips curved into a smile that didn’t reach her eyes. The sound of her own name from the doctor’s mouth made Alice shudder—so intimate, yet so cold.

Alice wanted to respond, but her gaze caught on the three frames standing in the middle of the room. They were made of metal and looked terrifyingly complex, with numerous straps and devices obviously meant to force someone into a specific position and keep them there. Polished metal gleamed under the harsh light, and leather restraints dangled menacingly from the fixtures. The mere thought of being trapped in one sent a shiver down Alice's spine and made her nipples harden even more beneath her clothing. Between her legs, a telltale throbbing began that she tried desperately to ignore.

“Don't worry,” Dr. Grayson continued, as if she could read Alice's thoughts. “These frames are necessary for our examinations and procedures. You'll see that everything is for your own good.” Her voice had a velvety undertone that clashed with the clinical surroundings. She stepped closer, and Alice caught her perfume—something expensive that spoke of power and control.

One of the orderlies stepped forward and wordlessly began preparing one of the frames. The metallic sounds of moving parts echoed through the room, heightening Alice's unease. His fingers moved skillfully over the various mechanisms, tightening straps and adjusting supports with a practiced routine that showed he'd done this countless times before. The leather squeaked softly as he tested it, and Alice swallowed hard.

“Please remove your clothing,” Dr. Grayson commanded suddenly, her tone brooking no argument. Her blue eyes fixed on Alice with a look that was both clinical and possessive.

Alice hesitated briefly, then slowly began removing her clothes. Her hands trembled slightly as she unbuttoned her blouse until she stood in only her underwear. The cool air raised goosebumps on her arms and crept over her exposed skin like icy fingers. Her ample breasts rose and fell with each nervous breath, framed by the plain bra that could barely contain her natural beauty. She felt the gazes of everyone present like physical touches on her skin.

“Everything,” Dr. Grayson repeated impatiently. A slight flush rose to her cheeks as her eyes wandered over Alice's body. Her tongue darted briefly across her lower lip, a sign of arousal she quickly tried to hide.

Alice swallowed hard and finally obeyed completely. With trembling fingers, she unfastened her bra and let it fall to the floor, then slipped off her panties. The cold light made her skin appear pale and highlighted every trace of nervousness in her expression. Her full D-cup breasts were now completely exposed, rosy nipples stiff from cold and fear, along with her narrow waist and wide hips that formed her dramatic hourglass silhouette. She stood there like a goddess of fertility, naked and vulnerable, while four pairs of eyes devoured every inch of her body.

“Good,” Dr. Grayson said with satisfaction, her voice slightly hoarse. Her gaze lingered on the perfect curves of Alice's body, the 38-25-37 proportions that made an impressive sight even in her nakedness and vulnerability. She unconsciously licked her lips as her gaze traveled from the narrow waist to the full breasts. “Now please step up to the frame.” She gestured elegantly toward the metal construction that stood like an altar of science in the middle of the room. Alice felt moisture gathering between her legs, a reaction that deeply shamed her and that she tried with all her might to suppress.


Chapter 12

Lena stepped out into the hallway with Dr. Weber. The tests she’d just completed had left her exhausted, yet filled with anticipation for what was to come. Her heart pounded wildly in her chest, and a shy smile played across her full lips. She could hardly believe her dream was now within reach—that dream that kept her awake at night and fueled her most intimate fantasies. The sweet scent of her own arousal filled her nostrils, mingling with the sterile smell of disinfectant that hung in the institute’s corridors like an invisible fog.

Dr. Weber walked beside her, his round glasses glittering in the cold light of the fluorescent tubes that ran along the ceiling. The rhythmic hum of the lamps vibrated through the walls and seeped into her bones. “You did very well, Lena,” he said in his warm, fatherly voice, which seemed strangely out of place in the sterile corridor. “It’s rare for someone to pass all the tests so smoothly. Your suitability is remarkable.” His words sent another wave of heat surging between her thighs, and she pressed her legs together more tightly to hide the growing wetness.

“Thank you,” Lena replied quietly, nervously wiping her damp palms on the soft fabric of the white bathrobe. The terry cloth absorbed her nervousness like a sponge. The endless halls of the Rosen Institute stretched before her, long and sterile, each step echoing like a heartbeat. The sound of her bare feet on the cold linoleum seemed to double back on itself, as if she were being followed by an invisible shadow. Every door they passed felt like a gateway to another secret, to a new dimension of her transformation. The door handles gleamed like polished bones in the harsh neon light.

“I’m going to introduce you to Dr. Hannah Grayson. She’ll be overseeing your further development,” Dr. Weber said, opening a heavy door to a new corridor with a soft hiss. The air pressure shifted noticeably as the door opened, and a breath of cooler air brushed over Lena’s bare legs beneath the bathrobe. The name stirred a mixture of awe and nervousness in Lena—Dr. Grayson was a legend at the institute, known for her brilliance and unyielding precision. Stories about her methods circulated among the candidates like forbidden fairy tales.

Lena swallowed hard and nodded silently as goosebumps ran down her back. The fine hairs on her arms stood on end, as if an invisible electrical charge were coursing through her. She was painfully aware of the significance of this moment. The rhythmic sound of her bare feet on the cool linoleum floor echoed through the corridor as they ventured deeper into the hidden heart of the institute. Each step brought her closer to her destiny, closer to the point of no return. Dr. Weber led her purposefully to a heavy metal door at the end of the hallway and knocked gently before opening it with a soft click. The sound of the lock releasing rang out like a verdict.

The two of them entered a busy, brightly lit room. Dr. Hannah Grayson and three orderlies in white coats were busy treating another woman who was secured to a specialized medical chair. The hum of medical equipment and the quiet, concentrated murmur of conversation filled the air with a tension Lena could almost physically feel. The charged atmosphere made her skin tingle, as though electricity were running through her. The woman strapped to the frame was completely bald, her smooth scalp gleaming under the harsh, merciless light of the operating lamps like polished marble. Leather straps held her wrists and ankles firmly in place, the material darkened by the sweat and tears of past patients.

Lena immediately noticed that the floor around the table was covered with golden-brown strands of hair—like an exotic carpet of human material. The strands lay scattered in soft waves, some still gathered in small tufts, others lying singly like fallen feathers. She must have once had long, shiny hair that shimmered in the light, similar to Lena’s own light blonde hair that framed her face in a playful pixie cut. The sight of those severed strands on the smooth floor stirred a strangely thrilling sensation in Lena, a hot wave rolling through her lower belly. She imagined what it would feel like when her own locks fell to the floor, how the cold air would brush over her bare scalp.

Dr. Grayson glanced up briefly from her work and noticed Lena’s presence. Her radiant blue eyes, cold and piercing as arctic ice, examined Lena with an analytical gaze that seemed to see right through her before she turned back to the treatment. Her platinum blonde hair was pulled back tightly, not a single strand daring to escape its perfect order. The precision of her appearance was both intimidating and fascinating—every movement calculated, every glance purposeful.

“The procedure is almost complete. Please wait just a moment,” Dr. Grayson said in an authoritative voice that brooked no argument and seemed to fill the entire room. Her words cut through the air like a sharp scalpel, and Lena felt her muscles tense involuntarily.

Lena watched the procedure intently, her large blue eyes widening with a mixture of fear and unacknowledged arousal. The metallic taste of fear coated her tongue, mingling with the sweet aftertaste of her own desire. Dr. Weber leaned slightly toward Lena, his warm breath brushing her ear as he spoke quietly: “We recently perfected a surgical procedure that permanently removes the ability to speak, and one of our scientists realized that this procedure allows for the attachment of simple anchor points to the skull. I tend to call them horns, but they’re actually titanium stubs that can later be used for various purposes.” His voice was barely more than a whisper, but each word sank deep into Lena’s consciousness like drops of hot wax.

Lena stared at the procedure before her, fascinated, unable to look away. Her nipples hardened beneath the thin fabric of the bathrobe, rubbing against the soft material with each quickening breath. She could hardly imagine what it would be like to live without speech—mute, reduced to the most primitive forms of communication. But the idea of titanium stubs as horns stirred a strange, dark curiosity in her, manifesting as a hot tingling between her legs. “Why do you remove the ability to speak?” she finally asked, her voice barely more than a whisper. The words came haltingly from her lips, as if she were already practicing letting them go.

Dr. Weber smiled gently and adjusted his glasses with one finger, the light reflecting in the lenses like tiny stars. “It serves several purposes. For one thing, it significantly eases the adjustment to life as a hucow. The transformation becomes that much more profound, more complete.” His words hung in the air like a sweet poison, slowly seeping into Lena’s consciousness.

Dr. Hannah Grayson fitted a snug rubber cap over the bald woman's shaved head. The cap was black and glossy, like a second skin conforming perfectly to the skull's contours. The material hugged every curve, every hollow, as though yearning to fuse with the skin itself. Lena watched the doctor's every movement with bated breath, her nipples hardening beneath the thin fabric of her bathrobe. Dr. Grayson's precision impressed her—every movement fluid, controlled, purposeful, with no wasted energy. Her slender fingers glided over the rubber like a pianist's over keys.

With a fine pen, Dr. Grayson marked two spots on the woman's temples. The points were precisely placed, symmetrical on both sides of the head, like a macabre work of art. The pen left small, dark circles on the pale skin—markings of fate. Lena could see the intense concentration in Dr. Grayson's eyes as she assessed each spot, ensuring everything was perfectly aligned. Her slender fingers moved with surgical precision over the smooth scalp, seeking the right locations like a sculptor feeling for the grain in marble.

Once the markings were set, Dr. Grayson removed the cap and set it aside. The rubber released from the skin with a soft sucking sound, as if reluctantly letting go. Her movements were calm and methodical, each step rehearsed and precise as clockwork. Not a drop of sweat beaded on her forehead, not even a tremor betrayed human weakness. She was like a beautiful, cold machine, perfect in her function.

The woman in the white coat turned to a gleaming chrome tray held by one of the orderlies. The metal reflected the harsh light, casting dancing points of light across the walls. Various surgical instruments lay upon it, all shiny and neatly arranged like an artist's tools. Scalpels, forceps, drills—each instrument had its place, its purpose. She took a swab and soaked it with a clear liquid whose sharp, antiseptic smell reached Lena. The smell burned her nostrils and made her eyes water.

“A short-acting anesthetic…” Dr. Hermann Weber commented in a calm voice, observing Lena's reactions from the corner of his eye. His voice sounded casual, as if he were discussing the weather, but Lena felt the intensity of his gaze on her skin.

A gleaming instrument resembling a corer appeared in Dr. Grayson's hands as if by magic. The metal shone cold and merciless under the harsh lights of the treatment room, which illuminated every corner and left no shadows. The instrument was about the size of a pencil but thicker, with a hollow tip sharp as a razor blade. Lena felt her stomach clench as a wave of arousal raced through her body. Her pussy grew wet and hot, leaking treacherous drops that slowly trickled down her inner thighs, leaving a glistening film on her delicate skin. The heat between her legs became unbearable, and she pressed her thighs tighter together to hide the growing wetness.

“We remove a skin plug to expose the bone…” Dr. Weber explained in a calm, almost monotone voice, as though describing something mundane rather than an invasive procedure on the human skull. His words seeped into Lena's ears like a hypnotic chant, and she felt her knees go weak. The thought of cold steel drilling through skin and flesh sent another wave of perverse arousal coursing through her body.

Lena grew nervous, her hands trembling slightly beneath the bathrobe. The brain surgery was suddenly real, close, and frightening—no longer an abstract procedure but brutal reality. Would this woman's existence vanish at any moment? Would she cease to exist, leaving behind only a kind of zombie corpse, an empty shell without consciousness? The thought sent a shiver down her spine—half fear, half perverse lust. She pressed her fingers deeper into the soft fabric of her bathrobe until her knuckles turned white. The terry cloth scratched against her heated skin, a rough contrast to the sterile chill of the operating room.

Her nipples hardened beneath the thick fabric, rubbing against the material with each quickening breath. The heat between her thighs grew more intense, a wet warmth that kept spreading despite her attempts to ignore it. What's wrong with me? she thought desperately. I should look away, run away—not stand here and... enjoy this.

Dr. Grayson placed the instrument with surgical precision at the marked spot on the woman's temple. Lena's eyes widened; she couldn't tear herself away from the hypnotic sight of the procedure. Her pupils were dilated, her breathing shallow and rapid. The sweet smell of disinfectant mixed with the metallic scent of the instruments and something else—something animal she couldn't name, but that numbed her senses like a drug.

“It's a minimally invasive procedure,” Dr. Weber had said, his voice reverberating in Lena's memory like sound in a cathedral. “The patient feels no pain whatsoever. Everything is perfectly calculated.” His words now sounded like a lie, a soothing facade before the abyss.

From her position, Lena could see the pure white of bone, now visible through two symmetrical holes in the woman's scalp like small windows into a forbidden world. The young woman still couldn't fully process what she was seeing—the boundary between human and object blurred before her eyes. The sight of exposed bone made her stomach clench, but at the same time, a dark arousal pulsed through her veins. She bit her lower lip until she tasted the metallic tang of blood.

Dr. Hannah Grayson reached for a device that looked like a delicate drill, with a thin, precise bit at the tip. The metal gleamed under the bright operating lights like deadly jewelry. A high, piercing whine—like a dentist's drill—filled the room and made Lena flinch. The sound bored into her ears, vibrating through her entire body down to her crotch, where it triggered another wave of perverse lust.

“The drill is designed to penetrate the bone only to a certain depth, similar to a milling cutter, without injuring the underlying meninges,” Dr. Grayson explained with clinical detachment, her voice as cool as ice on bare skin. “In a minute, Dr. Weber will flush out the openings, and we can insert the metal plugs that will serve as anchors.” Her platinum blonde hair fell elegantly over her shoulder as she bent over the patient, a golden cascade of control.

Dr. Grayson carefully placed the device at the first hole, her hand as steady as a watchmaker's. Lena held her breath and watched the doctor's every movement intently, her heart racing like a wild animal in a cage. The sound of the drill cut through the silence like a sharp knife, and Lena felt a confusing mixture of fascination and revulsion. Her body reacted in contradiction: she was horrified by the procedure taking place before her, yet she felt an inexplicable, dark arousal that made her thighs wet and pressed her nipples hard against the fabric of her bathrobe.

I’m sick, she thought desperately. This isn’t normal. Normal people don’t get turned on watching someone have holes drilled into their skull. But despite her self-condemnation, she couldn’t look away. Her eyes were riveted on Dr. Grayson’s elegant fingers as they guided the deadly instrument with an artist’s precision.

The drill worked with precise control, sinking into the bone as if it were soft wood. Dr. Grayson held the device securely in her slender, elegant hands, guiding it with calm, steady movements over the exposed bone. The sound grew muffled as it bored deeper, a tone that made Lena shudder to her core. She watched, transfixed, as tiny bone particles swirled up from the drill and settled like fine white dust on the woman’s smooth skin. The dust glittered in the light like crushed pearls—a macabre snow on warm skin.

Lena’s mouth went dry. She swallowed hard, but her throat felt like sandpaper. Her palms were damp beneath the bathrobe, and she felt a drop of sweat slide down between her breasts. The air in the room seemed to have grown thicker, heavy with tension and the sweet scent of her own arousal—one she desperately tried to hide.

After a few moments that felt like an eternity to Lena, Dr. Grayson switched off the drill and set it aside. The sudden silence was deafening, broken only by Lena’s rapid breathing and the quiet hum of the air conditioning. She inspected the hole carefully with a critical eye and nodded in satisfaction, as if she’d completed a work of art. With fluid movements, she picked up a syringe filled with clear liquid and thoroughly rinsed out the holes. The liquid ran over the woman’s scalp and dripped onto the floor, mingling with the golden-brown strands of hair in a surreal collage. Each drop that hit the floor sounded like a tiny hammer blow in Lena’s overstimulated ears.

“Cleaning is crucial to avoid infections,” Dr. Weber explained quietly, watching with scientific interest. His voice sounded muffled, as if coming from far away. “Every step is precisely calculated to achieve optimal results.” He jotted notes on his clipboard, his handwriting as precise as the movements of the drill.

Lena couldn’t take her eyes off what was happening, caught between shock and perverse fascination. The procedure was precise and efficient, every step carefully planned and executed with a coldness that was as frightening as it was arousing. In her head, images were already forming—what it would be like to lie in that chair herself, to feel the cool metal of the drill against her own temple while Dr. Grayson’s icy eyes watched her. She imagined the doctor brushing back her platinum blonde hair before positioning the instrument, her cold fingers gliding over Lena’s skin—marking, preparing, possessing.

The thought sent a new wave of arousal shooting through her body, so intense she had to grip the door frame to keep from swaying.


Chapter 13

Jörn observed KK-420, who knelt before him on the floor, her body calm, motionless—and yet full of tension. Her hands rested steadily, fingers slightly spread, as if testing the surface beneath them. Her back was gently arched, not sagging, but with a natural elegance that emphasized the supple strength of her body.

Her K-cup breasts hung heavy. The weighty curves swayed slightly with every minimal movement of her body. Gravity claimed its tribute, pulling that full roundness down until only a tiny gap remained between her skin and the floor—a sight that made Jörn's blood pulse faster through his veins. The weight of her breasts seemed to thicken the air itself, each breath making the full curves tremble in a hypnotic rhythm.

Her short pixie cut revealed the sharp lines of her neck, the elegant curves of her striking face. Her dark, almond-shaped eyes gazed calmly forward, her expression neutral—neither challenging nor submissive, but simply... waiting. Yet behind this calm, Jörn thought he detected a spark of her former self still glowing within her. A dangerous shimmer that reminded him this woman had once possessed a strength that needed breaking.

Behind her, her powerful hips and thighs formed a flawless balance between strength and femininity. Her wide hips rested steady, her body holding the position effortlessly, as if this were a natural posture for her. The dark, velvety skin stretched over defined muscles that spoke of strength and endurance. Even in submission, she radiated an underlying power that awakened Jörn's hunting instinct.

The silence stretched out, filled only by the barely audible sound of her breathing—deep, steady. The room seemed to pulse around them both, heavy with unspoken tension. She was one of the hucows he had acquired last year and the last of that year's group to complete her transformation. She must have possessed an impressive, strong personality in her former life. It had taken forever for her to finally let go—months of resistance, defiance, and slow, laborious conditioning. Every day had been a battle, every night a new attempt to tear down the walls of her pride.

Jörn let his gaze wander over her body—a silent appreciation for the work and effort behind this transformation. Every line of her body was a testament to his art, his ability to shape and break even the strongest personalities. The memory of her first days here rose in him—how she had hissed and fought, how her eyes had glowed with hatred. Now only this calm, waiting gaze remained.

Jörn stepped closer to KK-420, his gaze following the fine lines of her tattoos—a discreet pattern that extended from her hip to her thighs, visible only up close. It looked as though someone had painstakingly etched the patterns into her skin; they appeared almost alive, pulsing in the muted light of the room like a secret language on her dark skin. The ink shimmered bluish beneath her skin, telling stories of a life that no longer existed.

His eyes wandered further down to her perfect ass—round and firm, the musculature beneath clearly visible. Her body was a masterpiece of strength and sensuality. Every muscle, every curve was perfectly formed, as if she were made from the stuff of men's dreams. The way the light played over her skin emphasized every contour, every shadow of her anatomy.

Jörn's stiff cock twitched with anticipation. The sight of her calm posture and the full abundance of her breasts, swaying slightly, awakened an insatiable desire in him. It was this mixture of control and wildness that captivated him every time. The power he had over her intoxicated him, made his pulse beat faster. His breathing grew heavier as he absorbed the perfect proportions of her body.

He let his hand glide slowly over her back, felt the warmth of her skin beneath his fingers. She didn't react, remained still and waiting. Her skin was silky and warm, with a firmness that betrayed her athletic past. His grip tightened as he grasped her hips, his thumbs pressing lightly into her skin, leaving pale impressions that slowly faded. The flesh yielded under his pressure, molding around his fingers, as if adapting to his touch.

Jörn leaned forward, his lips gently touching her neck. A hint of sweat and her natural scent filled his nostrils—earthy and feminine, with a note of something indefinable that was hers alone. The taste of her skin on his lips was salty and sweet at once, a cocktail of submission and restrained strength. He could feel his arousal growing, his cock throbbing impatiently against the fabric of his pants. The moment stretched out, filled with the silent tension between them.

His gaze slid once more over her body, taking in every detail—the lines of her tattoos, the curves of her hips and thighs, the gentle swell of her belly, flat yet feminine. He could hardly wait to sate his lust on her, to renew his claim. His palms burned with the desire to explore, possess, mark every inch of her skin.

The room around them faded from his awareness. There was only him and KK-420, a connection of pure physical presence and desire, an ancient game of dominance and submission. The air between them vibrated with unspoken tension, heavy and thick as honey.

Most hucows retained a small part of their former selves, which shaped their character even now. The Black woman was no exception. KK-420, with her imposing appearance and penetrating eyes, seemed almost to ignore Jörn. Her posture radiated a kind of unapproachability, a silent persistence that had survived the transformation. It was as if part of her consciousness still rebelled against her new role. This resistance excited him, awakened the hunter in him.

But the breeding bull would show her who the alpha on this farm was. His grip on her hips tightened, more demanding. His thumbs pressed deeper into her skin, as if to squeeze every trace of resistance out of her, to shape her like warm wax under his hands. The heat of her skin burned against his palms, a fire that only fueled his lust further.

“You will learn,” Jörn murmured, more to himself than to her. His voice was rough with suppressed lust, a deep rumble rising from his chest. His gaze wandered once more over her body; the tattoos along her hips and thighs seemed to pulse under his searching gaze, like a living creature on her skin. Every line told a story that he would now rewrite.

He positioned himself behind her, his hands gliding over her broad hips and powerful thighs, savoring the firmness of muscle beneath velvety skin. KK-420 remained still, yet her muscles tensed slightly under his touch, a subtle twitch that betrayed her awareness. She could feel his arousal building, his massive cock pressing against her ass, hard and unyielding as steel. The heat of his hardness burned through the fabric of his clothing, a promise of what was to come.

“You belong to me,” he whispered in her ear, his voice a rough promise that sent goosebumps racing down her back. His hot breath brushed over her skin like a caress and a threat at once. His hand slid forward, cupping one of her full breasts and squeezing firmly. The heavy roundness filled his palm, its warmth flowing through his fingers, stoking his desire even higher. The soft flesh yielded under his grip, molding around his hand as if made to be touched by him.

KK-420 showed no visible reaction, but Jörn could feel the subtle trembling in her body. A small sign that she perceived his presence and dominance after all, that her body was responding to him on a deeper level, beyond her conscious resistance. Her nipple hardened under his touch, an involuntary sign of her physical reaction that filled him with triumph.

His other hand slid further down, stroking her flat belly before reaching her smooth mound. The tension between them kept building, each touch intensifying the feeling of possession and submission, an ancient game of power encoded in their genes. His fingers found the first signs of her wetness, proof that her body was already responding to him, even if her mind still resisted.

“In the end, you will surrender to me,” Jörn said quietly, pressing even closer until no space remained between their bodies. His chest pressed against her back, his heat enveloping her completely. “Like hundreds of hucows before you.” The words were a promise and a prophecy, spoken with the certainty of a man who had already won countless times.

With a swift movement, Jörn thrust into KK-420. His massive cock stretched her to her limits, filled her completely. A gasp escaped her full lips, her dark eyes widening for a moment in surprise and pain as the sudden invasion broke through all barriers. Her fingers clawed at the floor, grasping for purchase while her body struggled to adjust to his size. But the breeding bull had no mercy. His hands gripped her hips firmly, his fingers digging into her soft skin, leaving red marks on the dark surface as he set a fast, hard rhythm.

The powerful thrusts made her inner muscles twitch and clench. She was so tight, so hot around him that he couldn't suppress a quiet groan. Her inner walls enclosed him like a silken glove, pulsing and wet, a paradise of heat and tightness. The sweat beading on his forehead spoke to the effort of each thrust, his body working like a well-oiled machine, every muscle tense and controlled. Sweat ran down his back, mingling with her own moisture where their bodies met.

Her breasts swayed to the rhythm of his thrusts, heavy pendulums swinging hypnotically with each movement. The weight of her K-cup breasts created a sensual spectacle as they rocked back and forth, her dark nipples hard with arousal. Her almond-shaped eyes were closed, as if concentrating on the intense sensations his massive cock stirred within her. Her lips were slightly parted, moist and inviting, and small gasps escaped them with each of his powerful thrusts.

Jörn felt control slipping away. The heat in his lower abdomen kept building, threatening to boil over at any moment. Her tightness enclosed him like a fist, massaging him with every movement, bringing him closer to the edge. He quickened his pace even further, savoring the guttural moan that escaped KK-420—a sound caught between pain and pleasure that seemed to shoot straight into his spine. The primitive sound of her arousal ignited something wild in him, something primal.

Each thrust was a sweet struggle against the tightness of her body. She took him completely, enclosing him in a heat that stole his breath. Their hips met again and again, a sensual echo of the desire binding them together, a rhythm as old as humanity itself. The slapping of their bodies filled the room, a primitive beat punctuating their union.

“Do you feel that? I am your alpha! This is your life now!” Jörn growled as he drove his cock deep into her pussy, all the way, until he felt he was touching her innermost depths. His voice was hoarse with lust and exertion, each word an assertion of his dominance. His hands gripped her even tighter, his fingers leaving imprints on her skin, marks of his possession.

KK-420's body tensed under the renewed penetration. Her eyes opened a crack, the expression in them a mixture of pain and pleasure, resistance and surrender. A quiet whimper escaped her lips, half protest, half desire. Jörn's words echoed in her head. Her breathing quickened, growing shallower, as if she couldn't get enough air. Her body began to tremble, caught between the urge to fight and the growing need for more.

“You will learn to obey me,” he added, his voice a rough whisper that caressed her skin like a physical touch. His hands gripped her hips even tighter, leaving red imprints on her dark skin, marks of his possession. He pulled back almost completely, then drove forward with full force, deep into her wet tightness. The moment stretched out, filled with the raw intensity of their union, as he conquered her again and again, claiming her body as his territory.

Her muscles twitched and tensed around his shaft, each movement driving her closer to the edge of madness. The warm, wet flesh enclosed him like a living glove, pulsing around him in a rhythm that betrayed her growing arousal. Her body answered his dominance with its own obedience, an instinctive surrender that ran deeper than conscious resistance.

Jörn leaned forward, his chest pressing against her back, the warmth of their bodies merging into a single wave of heat. His hot breath washed over her neck as he kept thrusting in a brutal rhythm. The salt of her skin mingled with his own sweat, creating a slick bond between their bodies. “This is just the beginning,” he panted, his voice thick with lust and power.

Her breasts swayed violently with each thrust, the heavy curves a hypnotic display of raw sensuality as they bounced, stretched, and compressed. Her dark nipples were hard and swollen, dragging against the mat beneath her with every movement. KK-420 could feel the overwhelming presence of the breeding bull—how he dominated and molded her, how he seemed to shatter every last resistance within her.

His hands wandered to her breasts, grasping them firmly and squeezing the soft fullness into his palms. The warm, heavy flesh bulged between his fingers, malleable yet firm under his touch. His fingers played roughly with her hard nipples, tugging and twisting them. A pain-filled gasp escaped her lips, a sound that betrayed she wasn’t as unaffected as she pretended to be. Her hips moved involuntarily back against him, seeking more of his brutal attention.

Jörn grinned broadly at the sound she made and picked up the tempo of his thrusts again. His massive cock filled her to the hilt, stretching her wide, every movement sending waves of pleasure through her body that she couldn’t deny, no matter how hard she tried. The obscene sounds of their coupling filled the room—the wet slap of skin against skin, the rhythmic squeak of the mat beneath them.

“You belong to me,” he growled, again and again, as if the words alone could force her surrender. “Only to me.” His voice was a command, a promise, a vow—inevitable as the tides. Each word reverberated through his body into hers, a physical force that sealed her submission.

The heat in his lower abdomen built relentlessly, his orgasm approaching fast. His balls tightened, heavy and full of seed waiting to be emptied into her. But Jörn paused, savoring the moment of absolute control over KK-420’s body. The breeding bull wasn’t ready to let go; he wanted to make sure she felt every bit of his dominance, that this lesson sank deep into her consciousness.

He pulled her tighter against him and began thrusting again—slower this time, but no less powerful. Every movement was a demonstration of his power over her, every inch he drove into her proof of his dominion. His hands dug deeper into her hips, leaving red marks on her dark skin like brands of ownership.

The silence of the room was broken only by the sounds they made together—his heavy breathing and her soft gasps—a symphony of submission and dominance, an ancient song of desire and power. The scent of her arousal rose between them, spicy and intoxicating, mingling with his own musky scent.

Jörn grabbed KK-420’s black hair, his fingers closing firmly around the short, dense curls. The texture was soft and springy under his fingertips, yet he gripped without mercy. With one decisive motion, he forced her head down until her face was pressed against the mat beneath her. Her cheek lay against the cool surface, her breathing quickening, fogging the smooth material with each exhale.

Her eyes were closed, her lips slightly parted. A soft gasp escaped her throat as Jörn forced her into this humiliating position. Saliva gathered at the corner of her mouth, dripping slowly onto the mat. Her body tensed, her muscles trembling with exertion and arousal—proof she wasn’t as detached as she pretended to be.

KK-420’s divine ass was thrust high in the air now, the perfect curves on full display for him. Her broad hips and powerful thighs formed a flawless image of strength and sensuality. Her skin gleamed in the dim light of the room, slick with the sweat of their shared exertion. The muscles beneath her skin rippled with every movement, a testament to her athletic power—now completely under his control.

Jörn growled with satisfaction, his grip on her hair staying firm as he let his gaze travel over her arched back. The curves of her body were like a map of lust he intended to explore, every inch new territory to claim. Beads of sweat ran down the hollow of her spine like tiny streams, pooling at her lower back before spilling over her hips.

His other hand slid possessively over her hips and landed with a forceful smack on her taut ass. The sharp crack filled the room, followed by a guttural moan from KK-420. Redness spread quickly across her dark skin, a sign of his power over her. The warm flesh quivered beneath his handprint, the skin tingling from the sharp sting that quickly transformed into heat.

He savored the sight of her complete surrender, the way she submitted to him—simultaneously strong yet so vulnerable. Every muscle inside her clenched and responded to him, gripping his shaft like a silken glove. The contrast of his white cock against her dark skin only made him hornier, a visual feast that flooded his senses. The image of their coupling was obscene and beautiful at once—her dark pussy lips stretched wide around his thick shaft, glistening wet with their mingled juices. His grip on her hair tightened as he picked up the tempo of his thrusts, every movement proof of his dominance.

KK-420’s body trembled with each impact of his shaft against her deepest spots. Her breathing grew heavier, each thrust drawing a gasping moan from her that she could no longer suppress. The sounds came from deep in her throat, primitive and raw, betraying her growing desperation for release. Her divine ass moved in rhythm with him, as if she wanted to take him even deeper, as if her body hungered for him despite every resistance her mind could muster.

Jörn lost himself in the feeling of complete control over her. The raw power of their bodies merged into a single wave of lust and desire. His gaze stayed fixed on her upthrust ass—an image of pure surrender and sensuality that would burn into his memory forever. The way she opened to him, how she took his size and molded herself around him, was proof of his total dominance over her.

Obviously the hucow had finally understood and accepted him as her alpha, her breeding bull—willing to receive his seed. Her body spoke volumes; every muscle, every fiber of her being seemed to submit to his dominance in this moment, as if a switch had flipped inside her, breaking the last of her resistance. The transformation was complete—from defiant warrior to submissive hucow, ready for his breeding.

KK-420's breath came fast and shallow, her chest rising and falling in a rhythm that betrayed her arousal. Jörn's gaze was fixed on the heavy curves of her breasts, swaying gently with each thrust of his massive cock. Gravity tugged at them, making them rock in an enticing motion that held him captive and stoked his desire. Her nipples rubbed against the rough surface of the mat, hardening even more from the constant friction.

He gripped her hair tighter, pulling her head back so her back arched even further. A gasping moan escaped her lips. Her eyes were half-closed, but the expression in them was one of complete surrender. Tears gathered in the corners of her eyes—not from pain, but from the sheer intensity of sensations coursing through her. She had accepted him—as her alpha, her breeding bull, the master of her body and her lust.

Jörn felt the heat building in his lower abdomen. Each thrust drove him closer to the edge, desire swelling inside him like a tidal wave. KK-420's tight pussy gripped him with a heat and wetness that nearly made him explode—every muscle in her seemed to clench around him, holding him, pulling him deeper. Her inner walls pulsed around him, massaging his shaft with each contraction.

He slid one hand over her curved hips, then landed a powerful slap on her firm ass. The loud crack filled the room, followed immediately by a deep moan. Her skin was hot under his fingers, the redness from his strikes clearly visible—a sign of his power over her. The flesh quivered beneath his handprint, warm and soft, yet firm enough to absorb the force of his blow.

“You belong to me,” Jörn growled again, his voice rough with lust and exertion. “You are my hucow.” The words were a seal, a brand he burned into her consciousness. Each syllable dripped with his dominance, his claim on every inch of her body.

His other hand slid forward and grasped one of her heavy breasts, squeezing firmly. The soft flesh bulged between his fingers, warm and yielding. The contrast between her soft skin and his rough touch was electrifying. He tugged at her hard nipple, twisting it slightly between his fingers, savoring the throaty moan she let out—proof that she wasn't as uninvolved as she pretended to be. The dark tip was swollen and sensitive, responding to his every touch with a twitch that rippled through her entire body.

KK-420's body tensed with each touch, her inner walls clenching around his massive shaft, intensifying the tightness. She was ready to receive his seed—willing and submissive, her body a vessel for his lust and desire. Her muscles trembled with exertion and arousal, every fiber of her being focused on him, ready for his final conquest.

Jörn could no longer hold back. His balls contracted painfully, the pressure in his lower abdomen becoming unbearable. With one last deep thrust, he released deep inside her wet tightness. His seed filled her, pulsing hot through her body like liquid fire. Wave after wave of his essence poured into her, marking her from within as his hucow. KK-420 moaned loudly as she felt the hot flood inside her, her body twitching and trembling under the intensity of the sensation. The warmth spread through her, filling every corner, every space with his claim.

Her body trembled beneath him, her muscles still twitching in the aftershocks of pleasure. Small shivers ran across her skin as her nervous system was overwhelmed by the overstimulation. Jörn held her tight, savoring the moment of complete surrender and fulfillment, the feeling of triumph coursing through his veins. He felt his seed slowly seeping from her filled opening, a visible sign of his conquest. He had broken her, made her his—the last hucow of this year's class was finally complete.


Chapter 14

Lena trembled slightly as she was secured to the metal frame. The leather straps around her wrists and ankles dug into her skin, but the pain was secondary to the intense arousal coursing through her. The leather was warm and supple from the bodies of other women who had lain here before her. The musky scent of her own fear mingled with the metallic smell of the frame. Her breath came quick and shallow as she thought of the other woman whose existence had been erased before her eyes.

The metal horns on the woman's forehead had gleamed menacingly in the room's light. The freshly burned barcode on her shaved head had stirred a strange mixture of fear and desire in Lena. And the woman's wide-open pupils, staring into nothingness, had fascinated her. The sight of drool dripping from the corners of the other woman's mouth had aroused her in ways she couldn't explain. She could still hear the rhythmic dripping on the floor, the soft splatter of each drop against the cold metal.

Soon the same thing would happen to her. The thought alone made her wetness flow uncontrollably between her legs. The warm, sticky sensation crept down her inner thighs and pooled on the cold metal beneath her. Lena knew she would soon undergo this transformation too. But unlike the other woman, she felt no fear. No, she awaited it with burning anticipation. Her nipples hardened under the cool draft in the room.

Dr. Grayson stepped before her, platinum blonde hair falling elegantly over her shoulders. The light caught in the silky strands and cast golden reflections across her flawless features. “Lena, are you ready?” Her voice was calm and controlled, but Lena could sense something darker beneath it—a tension that mirrored her own arousal.

“Yes, Dr. Grayson,” Lena answered, her voice firm. She opened her eyes and looked into the doctor's intense blue gaze. The doctor's pupils were slightly dilated, and Lena wondered for a moment if Dr. Grayson was as aroused as she was.

“Very good,” Dr. Grayson said, nodding to the attendants, who then secured the young woman further. Their fingertips brushed as if by chance over Lena's bare skin, a fleeting touch that sent electric shivers through her body.

She felt the leather straps pulled tighter, her body pressed firmly against the frame. The metal was cold against her spine and made her flinch. Her heartbeat accelerated even more as she thought about how they would rob her of her humanity and disfigure her body forever. She imagined the cold metal horns crowning her forehead, a fresh barcode burned into her skin. The thought of burning metal on her scalp made her pussy throb.

Lena let her gaze sweep over the room. She saw Dr. Grayson and Dr. Weber preparing for the next step. Their movements were precise and routine, as if they had performed this procedure a thousand times. Dr. Weber arranged surgical instruments on a silver tray, the metallic clinking filling the room like a perverse symphony.

Lena's breathing quickened as she imagined her own eyes staring wide open into the void, drool dripping from the corners of her mouth. The thought nearly drove her mad with lust. She was so wet between her legs that she felt drops of her arousal running down her thighs, mixing with the cold sweat covering her skin.

She bit her lip and closed her eyes briefly. The metallic taste of blood exploded on her tongue. She was certain: when the end of her humanity came, it would be accompanied by the most intense orgasm of her life. Her hips moved involuntarily against the restraints, seeking friction that wouldn't come.

Lena opened her eyes again and fixed her gaze on Dr. Grayson and Dr. Weber. Her arousal was stronger than ever—ready for the inevitable. The air around her seemed to vibrate with tension.

Dr. Weber stepped closer to Lena and checked the restraints on the frame one last time. His fingers were warm against her skin as he tested the straps. Then he nodded to Dr. Grayson, a silent signal that sent Lena's pulse racing even faster.

Dr. Grayson signaled one of the attendants. The attendant approached Lena. An electric buzz broke through the tense silence of the room—hair clippers. The aggressive buzzing set Lena's nerves on edge.

With meticulous precision, he started at her forehead. She felt the cold blade glide over her scalp as he removed her hair with practiced movements. The metal was icy against her skin, and she could hear the soft scraping as the blades cut through her strands. Each piece of hair fell to the floor, taking a part of her identity with it. The fine hairs tickled her shoulders as they fell.

The clippers buzzed relentlessly, and Lena felt the attendant moving in steady passes over her head. The sensation was unfamiliar, almost liberating, as the last strands disappeared. The cool air caressed her now bare scalp, and she felt a mixture of fear and anticipation. Her scalp tingled under the sudden cold.

When the attendant finished, he stepped back and regarded his handiwork with a critical eye. Lena's head was now smooth and bare; the light reflected off it, giving her an eerie appearance. She felt naked and vulnerable, but also strangely liberated.

The attendant retrieved a small tube—depilatory cream. With a steady hand, he spread the substance evenly over her scalp. The sharp smell filled Lena's nostrils as the cream cooled against her skin. A slight tingling spread, followed by an intense burning that made her flinch. The sensation was like a thousand tiny needles stabbing into her scalp.

“Don't be afraid,” Dr. Grayson said calmly, her voice like honey over steel. “This is necessary.” Her hand stroked Lena's cheek briefly, a soothing gesture that sent electric shivers through her body.

Lena pressed her lips together and kept her gaze fixed on Dr. Grayson. The doctor watched the procedure attentively, her blue eyes glittering with an intensity that made Lena's heart beat faster. The attendant continued his work with care, making sure every spot was treated.

The cream would not only remove the last stubble; it would also prevent new hair from ever growing again. This meant a final end to her old identity as human. In this moment, Lena understood more clearly than ever: there was no going back. The thought sent another wave of arousal pulsing through her loins.

Another burning sensation crept across her scalp, quickening her heartbeat—not from fear alone, but from knowing she was about to become something completely new. She could feel the heat on her skin, like small flames burning away her past.

After about ten minutes, everything was done and the cream had absorbed into her scalp. From this point on, Dr. Grayson took over. The doctor wiped Lena's forehead with an antiseptic cloth. Lena felt the cool liquid on her skin and took a deep breath. The sterile smell filled her lungs, reminding her where she was. Soon she would actually be a hucow. The thought sent an intense arousal through her, making her thighs tremble.

Dr. Grayson picked up a syringe. The needle gleamed in the light like a silver dagger. “This injection will make the process easier,” she explained calmly. “It'll burn a little, but that's normal.” Her voice had a hypnotic rhythm that eased Lena's fear.

Lena nodded and clenched her teeth as the needle pierced her skin. A burning sensation spread from the injection site, but she focused on her goal: becoming a real hucow. She could feel the serum flowing through her veins, warm and foreign.

The room around her blurred slightly as the serum began to take effect. Her body felt heavier, and warmth flooded her belly. It was as if something fundamental was changing within her, as if she were being reshaped from the inside out.

Dr. Weber stepped to her other side and placed a reassuring hand on her arm. His palm was warm and dry against her damp skin. “You're doing great, Lena,” he said gently. She could only nod; his words seemed to echo in her head, distorted by the serum.

Dr. Hannah Grayson placed the rubber cap on Lena's shaved head. The cap fit tightly, and she felt its pressure against her skull. She closed her eyes briefly, feeling the cold material against her skin. The rubber smelled of latex and disinfectant, a scent that reminded her of hospitals and operating rooms.

With a fine pen, Dr. Grayson marked two spots on Lena's temples. The points were precisely placed, symmetrical on both sides of her head. Lena could see the concentration in Dr. Grayson's eyes as she carefully assessed each spot, ensuring everything was perfectly aligned. The tip of the pen was cold against her skin, and she could hear the soft scratching as the marks were made.

She swallowed hard, her excitement building. Her heart beat faster as she imagined what it would be like to undergo this transformation. Anticipation of the unknown mixed with a deep arousal that pulsed through her entire body. Her nipples were so hard they ached.

Dr. Grayson stepped back and regarded her work with a critical eye. “Perfectly aligned,” she murmured to herself, then set the pen aside. Her fingers brushed over the markings, checking their accuracy.

Lena watched the doctor's every movement with a mixture of awe and anticipation. Her hands were bound to the frame, but in her mind she was already reaching toward the next step. She had no more doubts—she wanted this, wanted to see how her body and mind would change. The thought made her pussy pulse with desire.

Dr. Weber stepped closer to Lena again and glanced at the markings. His eyes were focused, professional. “Everything ready?” he asked calmly, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Yes, we can begin,” Dr. Grayson answered curtly, nodding to one of the nurses. Her voice carried a tension that mirrored Lena's own arousal.

Lena felt her breathing quicken. Her chest rose and fell in rapid, shallow breaths as she prepared for what would come next. The nurses brought various instruments closer—devices that seemed both fascinating and threatening to her. The metal gleamed in the light like weapons from another world.

She didn't know exactly what would happen next, but she was ready—ready for the unknown, ready for the transformation into a hucow. Her body vibrated with anticipation.

Dr. Grayson lifted one of the instruments and positioned it over Lena's head. The device shimmered in the light, reflecting Lena's determined face. It was a drill, she realized—one designed specifically for surgical procedures.

Lena held her breath, waiting for the next step to begin. The silence in the room was almost tangible, broken only by the soft hum of the medical equipment.

Dr. Grayson took a swab and soaked it in a clear liquid. Lena knew it was an anesthetic. It felt cool on her forehead, and the two treated spots tingled slightly before going numb. The smell was sharp and chemical, burning in her nostrils.

The doctor positioned the drill. The soft hum of the device filled the room as it began to move. Lena held her breath, eyes wide. She could feel the vibration throughout her skull, a deep, penetrating tremor that made her bones quiver. It was a strange sensation, neither pain nor numbness—simply an all-encompassing presence pulsing through her head.

Dr. Grayson guided the device with a steady hand, her movements precise and confident. The metallic whir of the drill was accompanied by slight resistance as it worked through Lena's skull. A dull sound echoed through the room; the rattling seemed to merge with Lena's heartbeat. She could feel the metal eating through bone, a strangely intimate sensation.

Lena focused on the doctor's face. Dr. Grayson's gaze was fixed on her work, eyebrows slightly drawn together in concentration. She seemed completely absorbed in her task, as if nothing else existed in this moment. Her lips were slightly parted, and Lena could feel the doctor's warm breath on her skin. There was something hypnotic about the way Dr. Grayson worked, a dark elegance that only intensified Lena's arousal.

The vibrations intensified briefly, and Lena could feel the drill sinking deeper. Her hands clenched around the leather straps binding her to the frame. The pressure in her skull increased, but she gritted her teeth and held still. The metal ate through bone with a sound like crushing ice, and she felt tiny fragments driving into the surrounding tissue.

Then, suddenly, the pressure eased. A soft click signaled the end of the first step. Dr. Grayson pulled the drill back and examined her work. A thin thread of blood trickled down Lena’s forehead, warm and sticky against her skin.

“The first hole is done,” she said calmly, nodding to one of the nurses. Her fingers traced the wound, checking the depth with an intimacy that made Lena shudder.

Lena took a deep breath, feeling a strange mixture of relief and anticipation. The procedure wasn’t over yet, but she knew each step brought her closer to her goal—her transformation into a hucow. The metallic taste of blood lingered on her tongue, though she had no idea how it had gotten there.

It hadn’t hurt at all. Instead, shivers of arousal ran through Lena’s body. Her skin tingled, and her breathing quickened. She could hardly believe how intensely she felt everything in this moment, how the arousal spread through her like warm honey in her veins. Her nipples hardened under the thin hospital gown, rubbing against the rough fabric with each breath.

Dr. Grayson positioned the drill again. The familiar hum filled the room once more as she brought the device to the second marking. Lena felt the vibrations pulse through her head, but instead of pain, she felt only an intense tingling that sharpened her senses and quickened her heartbeat. The drill was still warm from the first use, and the heat of the metal burned into her skin.

The drill worked its way through her skull, and the vibrations grew stronger. Lena closed her eyes and surrendered to the sensations. Her fingers clawed at the leather straps as if holding on could keep her from drowning in the flood of arousal. The leather was smooth and worn from countless other hands that had clung to it.

Dr. Grayson remained focused on her work, her movements precise and calm. The room filled with the mechanical hum of the drill and Lena’s rapid breathing. Each millimeter of progress seemed to plunge Lena deeper into ecstasy. She could feel Dr. Grayson’s breath on her forehead, warm and moist, mingled with the scent of expensive perfume.

The vibrations intensified briefly before subsiding as the drill reached its target. Another soft click signaled the end of the second step. Dr. Grayson pulled the drill back and examined her work. Her fingertip traced the fresh wound, collecting a drop of blood that she contemplated absently.

Lena panted, feeling the warm tingling flow through her body. The arousal had completely seized her; she couldn’t think of anything else. Her mind was consumed by the overwhelming sensation of transformation. Between her legs, moisture gathered—a telltale sign of her lust that simultaneously shamed and aroused her.

Dr. Grayson stepped back and regarded her work with a satisfied smile. “The second hole is done,” she announced calmly, nodding again to one of the nurses. Her eyes gleamed with dark satisfaction, as if she were admiring a work of art.

Lena opened her eyes and looked into Dr. Grayson’s intense blue gaze. Her own eyes reflected the mixture of anticipation and lust coursing through her. The doctor held her gaze a moment longer than necessary, and Lena felt an electric tension between them that had nothing to do with the implants.

The nurse stepped forward and began preparations for the next step of the transformation. Lena’s heartbeat accelerated as she waited tensely—ready for the unknown, ready for the complete transformation into a hucow. Her skin glowed with anticipation; every nerve seemed electrified.

Her horns. A small orgasmic shiver ran through her body as Lena saw the metallic implants in Dr. Grayson’s hands. The silver stumps gleamed in the harsh light, promising the final transformation. They were heavier than she’d expected, and the metal felt cold and foreign as Dr. Grayson brought them closer.

Dr. Grayson stepped closer to Lena, the metal sparkling in her hand. She examined Lena’s face, her eyes searching for any sign of fear or hesitation. But what she found was pure arousal and anticipation. A soft smile played across her lips as she saw Lena’s reaction.

“You’re doing great, Lena,” Dr. Grayson said calmly before turning back to her task. Her voice was like velvet over steel, soft yet relentless.

The nurse handed her another instrument—special forceps to place the implants precisely. Lena could feel the cold metal on her forehead as Dr. Grayson positioned the horns. The sensation was both foreign and exciting, a mixture of cold and pressure that spread through her entire body. The forceps clicked softly as Dr. Grayson adjusted them.

Slowly and carefully, Dr. Grayson guided the implants into the prepared openings. Lena held her breath, her eyes wide with anticipation. The feeling of the horns in her skull was overwhelming—it seemed as if this small change was redefining her entire being. She felt the metal anchor itself in the bone, becoming a foreign part of her.

Another shiver ran through her body, making her muscles tremble. Her chest rose and fell faster as she tried to process the intense sensations. The horns now sat firmly anchored in her skull, and Lena could feel the weight of the metal. It was as if she’d suddenly gained a new sense—a foreign heaviness that pulled her head forward.

Dr. Grayson stepped back and regarded her work with a satisfied smile. “Perfectly placed,” she murmured to herself. Her fingers stroked Lena’s cheeks, a surprisingly tender gesture after the clinical procedure.

The doctor reached for the first of the small needles that would go into the horns. Lena shuddered. It was time. A few more seconds, and she would be a hucow—what she had always wanted. Lena would disappear forever, and L-1388 would take her place. The needle gleamed like a tiny dagger in the light, sharp and final.

Dr. Grayson lifted the first needle and guided it with a steady hand toward the right horn. The light reflected off the gleaming surface of the needle as it approached the implant. Lena held her breath, her heartbeat hammering in her ears like thunder. She could hear the tiny hum as the needle activated.

The moment seemed to stretch as the needle finally slid into the metal horn. A soft click signaled the connection was complete. Lena felt a slight tingling where the horn met her skull, as if an electric current were coursing through her body. The tingling spread, flowing from her forehead down into her neck.

“Almost done,” Dr. Grayson said softly, reaching for the second needle. Her voice sounded almost maternal, as if she were soothing a child.

Lena could barely contain her excitement. She felt the tingling in her body intensify as she watched the doctor's movements. The second needle slid just as precisely into the left horn. Again, the soft click sounded, and another wave of tingling ran through Lena's body. This time it was stronger, more insistent, as if something in her brain were awakening.

The transformation was almost complete. She could feel her old identity slowly fading, giving way to L-1388. The tingling became a burning, then a pulling sensation, as if invisible threads were tightening inside her head.

Lena tried to move her lips, but no sound came out. Panic shot through her as she realized her voice was gone. She wanted to scream, but only a silent gasp escaped her throat. Her vocal cords felt wrapped in cotton—numb and useless.

Lena tried to clench her fingers around the leather straps, tried to move. But her limbs wouldn't obey. Her muscles refused to respond, as if an invisible force held her captive. Her body was trapped in a rigid cage of flesh and bone. She could feel her fingers, but they wouldn't move—as if they belonged to someone else.

Dr. Grayson stepped back and studied Lena with a clinical eye. “Everything seems to be functioning well,” she said softly, making notes on a clipboard. Her pen scratched across the paper with a sound like fingernails on glass.

Lena felt tears of desperation burning in her eyes. She couldn't speak, couldn't scream, couldn't even flee. But deep inside, a storm of emotions and thoughts raged. Something was wrong! Why did she still feel like Lena? The tears were salty and hot—the only response her body still allowed her.

Her thoughts raced as she tried to understand. She should be L-1388 by now, a hucow without identity or free will. But she was still there—Lena—with all her memories and feelings. Her personality was intact, trapped in a shell that no longer obeyed her.

A cold shiver ran down her spine as the reality of her situation crashed over her. Had Dr. Grayson made a mistake? “Can you hear me?” Dr. Grayson's voice cut through Lena's spiraling thoughts. The words pierced the fog of her panic like light through dark water.

Lena wanted to nod, to somehow signal that she understood, but her body remained motionless. The doctor stepped closer and looked directly into Lena's eyes. Her blue eyes were like shards of ice—cold and piercing.

Lena briefly hoped Dr. Grayson would notice something had gone wrong. But the doctor was completely absorbed in her work and showed no signs of concern. Instead, she continued calmly making notes on her clipboard, regarding Lena with a satisfied expression. Her fingers tapped rhythmically against the board—a hypnotic sound.

Dr. Grayson set the clipboard aside and turned to one of the attendants. “Get the third candidate—we're done with this one!” Her voice was cool and matter-of-fact, as if she'd just completed a simple task. The words struck Lena like a lash.

“NO!!!” Lena's inner scream echoed desperately in her head. “I'M STILL HERE! PLEASE! I'M STILL HERE!” But no one heard her. Her eyes were wide, her heart pounding like a drumroll in her chest. She felt her pulse throbbing in her temples, keeping time with the pain in her head.

The attendant nodded and left the room while Dr. Grayson gave Lena one final appraising look. The doctor seemed satisfied with her work, while Lena remained trapped in a cage of silence and stillness. The attendant's footsteps echoed on the floor—a countdown to Lena's final fate.

Lena fought against the paralysis, but her body remained motionless. Tears gathered in the corners of her eyes and rolled down her cheeks. Her desperate scream died in the silence of her mind while her body remained like an empty shell. The tears were warm against her cold skin—the only warmth in this sterile hell.

Dr. Grayson noticed the tears but thought nothing of them. She wiped them away gently with a sterile cloth, her touch cold and impersonal. The cloth was rough against Lena's skin, scraping across her cheeks like sandpaper.

Lena felt trapped in a nightmare. She couldn't hear her own voice, couldn't scream or move. Her thoughts raced in panic, searching for a way out of this silent prison. Every thought bounced against the walls of her consciousness like a caged bird.

“PLEASE! I'M STILL HERE!” Her inner voice screamed, but no one could hear her but herself. The cruel truth slowly dawned on her: This was the true transformation—not the horns or the bald head, but this eternal prison in her own body, forever trapped in a shell without voice or will. She was buried alive in her own flesh, condemned to be a silent witness to her own destruction.

To be continued…
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