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Content Warning


This is a story of dark Hucow erotic fiction, full of bondage, dub-con, non-con, medical play, and dark and disturbing themes that may be upsetting to some readers. This book is intended only for those eighteen and up. Please proceed with caution.
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The taxi drops me off a block away. I pay with cash, the last of what I managed to steal from my father’s wallet before I left.

Today is my eighteenth birthday. The day I was supposed to marry Paul Van de Kamp, a man twice my age that my parents chose for me. A business merger disguised as a marriage.

I left before dawn. Walked two miles to the bus station. Three transfers to get here. Then the taxi. They’ll be looking for me by now. My phone is at the bottom of a trash can two cities away.

The Intake Center sits at the end of the block. Glass doors. Clean white exterior. A sign that says “Toy Factory Recruitment” in elegant black letters. Two people in business attire stand outside, talking to passersby.

I researched this place for weeks. Twenty years of service. Six hundred thousand dollars at the end. An apartment for life. Medical care. Food. Shelter. Complete anonymity. They change your identity, your appearance. No one can find you.

My parents will try. Paul will try. His family has connections everywhere.

But not here. The Toy Factory doesn’t give up their workers. It’s in the contract.

I’ll be thirty-eight when I’m free. Still young enough to have a real life. My own life.

Better than being Mrs. Paul Van de Kamp until I die.

I pull my ID from my pocket as I approach. The man sees me coming, and his eyes light up. He’s handsome in a predatory way.

“Good afternoon,” he starts, but I cut him off.

“I want to volunteer for the Toy Factory.” I hold up my ID so he can see the date. “I turned eighteen today.”

His smile widens. He reads my ID quickly. “Sylvia Evans. Excellent timing.”

He wraps an arm around my shoulders before I can step back, steering me toward the door. “Right this way.”

The glass doors slide open. Inside is exactly what I expected—corporate, sterile, impersonal. Four identical desk setups. White walls. Bright lights. A set of double doors at the back.

We’re alone.

He deposits me in an uncomfortable metal chair and settles into the leather one behind the desk. Laces his fingers together. Studies me.

I don’t look away.

“You’ve done your research,” he says.

Not a question.

“Yes.”

“Tell me what you know about the compensation package.”

I recite what I’ve memorized at this point. “Twenty years of service. Thirty thousand dollars per year paid out at completion. Five thousand dollar bonus for signing on my eighteenth birthday. An apartment in one of four locations for life. All physical needs provided during employment.”

“Good.” He pulls out a tablet. “And you understand you won’t have control over how those needs are met? That you may be placed on restricted diets, required to sleep in unconventional accommodations, or undergo physical modifications?”

“Yes.”

“Some modifications are irreversible.”

“I know.”

“You could be assigned as a trophy wife with a fairly normal life.” His eyes rake over me, calculating. “Or you could be treated as a pet. An object. Something less than human. You understand this?”

My stomach clenches, but I keep my voice steady. “Yes.”

He actually looks pleased. “Do you understand that you must obey all instructions from both the Toy Factory and your eventual owners? That any breach of contract results in expulsion with nothing, and you’ll owe us for the cost of procedures?”

“Yes.”

“And you don’t get to choose your assignment. You sign first. We determine what you’re suited for after.”

This is it. Last chance to walk away.

I don’t.

“I understand.”

He beams as if I’ve made his month. “Perfect. Let’s begin.”

The contract is eighty-seven pages long.

I sign everywhere he tells me to. Don’t read the fine print. What’s the point? I’m doing this either way.

My hand cramps by page sixty.

When I’m done, he takes the tablet back and taps something. The double doors open immediately. Two men in white uniforms walk through—young, blank expressions, moving like security.

“Congratulations, Sylvia.” The recruiter stands. “Welcome to the Toy Factory.”

The men don’t wait. They each take one of my arms and pull me to my feet. Their grips are firm.

My stomach drops.

The hallway beyond is long and white. Sterile. Like a hospital. We pass through two more sets of doors before exam rooms appear on either side.

They pull me into one.

Small. Clinical. Exam table in the center. Cabinets. Bright lights.

One of them hands me a metal box. Heavy. Maybe two feet long.

“Remove all clothing and place personal items in this box,” he says. Flat voice. No emotion. “We’ll dispose of anything not in the box. Once it closes, it locks. You won’t be able to open it. Sit on the table and wait.”

Then they’re gone.

I stand there holding the box. My heart is pounding now. This is real. Actually happening.

I strip. Fold my designer jeans and silk blouse. The expensive lingerie my mother bought for my wedding night. Everything goes into the box.

My jewelry. The birth certificate.

My ID goes in last.

The lid closes with a soft click. The lock engages.

I climb onto the exam table. The vinyl is cold against my bare skin. I sit. Wait.

Try not to think about my parents discovering I’m gone. Paul’s rage. The search that’s probably already started.

They won’t find me. The Toy Factory will make sure of that.

Ten minutes pass. Maybe twenty. The air conditioning makes my skin prickle with goosebumps.

The door flies open.

A woman strides in, stunning, with dark red hair pulled into a severe bun, sharp features, white lab coat, expensive heels clicking on tile. She moves with absolute authority.

A younger woman follows, clutching a clipboard.

“Subject is Caucasian female, five foot five inches.” The redhead doesn’t look at me as she dictates. “Appears underweight but not malnourished. Natural blonde, shoulder length. Blue eyes. Breast size B cup. Good hip width for breeding potential.”

The assistant scribbles notes.

I realize the redhead is talking about me. Cataloguing me like livestock.

“Stand.”

I slide off the table. Stand with my arms at my sides, trying not to shake.

She circles me slowly. Her eyes are clinical. Detached. Examining a product.

“Turn around.”

I turn.

“Adequate muscle tone. No visible scarring. Bend over.”

My face burns, but I do it. Bend at the waist.

“Spread your legs.”

I spread them.

Her gloved fingers are cold when they touch me. She examines me thoroughly, external, then internal. I bite my lip hard.

“Hymen intact,” she announces. “Mark her as virgin. Significant value increase.”

The assistant makes a note.

“Any medical history?” the redhead asks, finally addressing me.

“No, ma’am. I’ve been healthy.” My voice sounds small.

She makes a dismissive sound. Doesn’t seem to care.

For the next two hours they put me through everything. Vision test. Hearing test. Photographs from every angle, standing, kneeling, bent over, on all fours. They measure every part of me with cold efficiency. Write it all down.

My face stays hot the entire time, but I don’t protest.

This is what I signed up for.

Finally, they lead me down another hallway to a different room. There’s a machine inside that looks like a tanning bed, but the lid is opaque.

“Lie down,” the redhead instructs.

I approach slowly. Look inside. Tubes. Wires. Strange attachments I don’t understand.

“This is the psychological evaluation,” she explains. Patient, like she’s said this a thousand times. “It determines your optimal assignment. The process is automated. You just need to keep your eyes open.”

I climb in. The surface is hard and cold.

“Don’t close your eyes,” she reminds me. “No matter what you see.”

The lid descends.

Seals me in darkness.

Three seconds of nothing.

Then the screen lights up.

Images flash past faster than I can process. A woman in chains. A man holding a whip. Leather restraints. Naked bodies. Animals. More images, faster and faster, a relentless barrage I can’t understand or follow-

My head starts to ache.

The images keep coming. Faster. Brighter. Too much-

The air changes. Gets thick. Sweet and chemical.

Hard to breathe.

I try to gasp but my lungs won’t fill right. There’s something in the air. Something wrong.

The images are still flashing.

My vision blurs.

My body feels heavy. Distant. Like I’m sinking.

I hear a sound. Electronic. Beeping.

Then voices. Muffled. Like they’re underwater.

“—match detected—”

“—Calloway commission—”

“—custom breeding stock—”

“—specifications met—”

The words don’t make sense. Can’t hold onto them.

“—intelligence retention approved—”

“—memory wipe—”

I try to move. Try to open my mouth. Can’t.

Everything is fading.

“—notify Mr. Calloway his order is ready—”

The last thing I understand before the darkness takes me completely:

I’m not being assigned randomly.

Someone ordered me. Specifically. Custom.
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I wake up slowly.

Everything feels wrong.

My body is heavy. Different. The surface beneath me is cold and hard. Metal, I think. I blink at bright lights overhead. White ceiling. White walls.

I try to sit up.

Can’t.

My arms won’t move right. I look down and—

Oh god.

My breasts.

They’re huge. Massive. Way bigger than they were before. They hang heavy on my chest, pulling at my back. I try to lift my hands to touch them, but my hands are wrong too.

I’m wearing black mittens. Thick padding on the palms. My fingers are spread wide inside them, held apart by something. I can’t bend them. Can’t grip anything. The mittens are round. Like hooves.

I can move my arms, but I can’t use my hands.

My heart starts racing. I manage to sit up. My breasts swing with the movement—so heavy, so full. There’s a strange ache in them. Pressure.

I look down at the rest of me.

Black knee pads. Thick leather strapped tight around my knees. I try to straighten my legs, but the pads won’t let me. They keep my knees bent. Locked in place at a specific angle.

I can’t stand.

There’s something around my waist and chest—a harness. Black leather with metal rings attached. It wraps around my torso, under my breasts, over my shoulders. Buckled tight.

Something on my head, too. I shake it and hear jingling. Bells. I reach up with my useless mittened hands and feel—

Ears.

Not my ears. Fake ones. Large and floppy. Attached to a harness that buckles under my chin and across the top of my head.

Cow ears.

And something else. Something in my nose. I go cross-eyed trying to see it. A ring. Metal. Heavy. Pierced right through my septum.

I open my mouth to say something. Anything.

“Moooo.”

I freeze.

That wasn’t my voice. That was—

I try again. Try to form words. Try to say what’s happening or help or please.

“Moo. Mooooo.”

No.

No, no no.

Panic floods through me. I try to stand, forgetting about the knee pads. I pitch forward onto my hands—onto the hooved mittens. They hit the metal table with a thud.

I’m on all fours now. Can’t get up. Can’t stand. Can’t speak.

I try to twist around to see more of myself. There’s something behind me. Between my legs. A plug. I can feel it now that I’m paying attention. Thick. Stretching me. And something attached to it. Something that moves when I move.

A tail.

I have a tail.

I try to make another sound. Any sound that isn’t a moo.

I can’t.

My breathing is fast and shallow. This isn’t real. This can’t be real.

I try to think. Try to remember what happened.

I was at the Toy Factory. I signed the contract. They did the evaluation. The machine. The gas.

And then—

I can’t remember.

How long has it been? Days? Weeks?

What did they do to me?

I try to think further back. Before the Toy Factory. Why did I go there? What was I running from?

Nothing.

There’s nothing there.

I know I had a life before. I know I signed up for this place for a reason. But when I try to remember specifics—my name, my family, my home, anything—there’s just blank space.

Like someone reached into my head and erased it.

The door opens.

I jerk my head up, mooing in alarm.

A man walks in. Older, maybe fifties. Gray hair. White lab coat. He’s carrying a tablet and doesn’t look surprised to see me awake and on all fours.

“Good, you’re conscious.” His voice is clinical. Detached. “Right on schedule.”

I try to speak. To ask what happened.

“Mooo.”

“The voice modification is working perfectly,” he says, making a note on his tablet. “You can vocalize, but the implant converts all speech to bovine sounds. Much more appropriate for your assignment.”

He walks closer. I scramble backward on the table until my back hits the wall.

“Do you remember where you are?” he asks.

I nod frantically. The Toy Factory. I remember that much.

“Good. Do you remember your name?”

I open my mouth to answer and then—

I don’t know.

I don’t know my name.

I shake my head. Try to moo something that sounds like a question. A plea.

“That’s normal,” he says, still making notes. “The memory wipe was successful. You’ll remember that you came here voluntarily, that you signed a contract, and the basic parameters of that agreement. But your personal history—your identity, your family, your life before—has been erased. It makes the transition much easier.”

He looks up from the tablet. Studies me with cold eyes.

“You were selected for a custom commission. A very specific, very expensive order. Mr. Sebastian Calloway paid a substantial premium for you.”

The name means nothing to me. But something about the way he says it makes my stomach drop.

“You’ve been assigned to the Hucow program. Over the last two weeks, your body has been extensively modified to meet Mr. Calloway’s specifications.”

Two weeks.

I’ve been unconscious for two weeks while they did this to me.

“Your breast size has been increased through a combination of hormonal therapy and surgical enhancement. You’re lactating now—you can probably feel the pressure. You’ll need to be milked multiple times per day.”

The ache in my breasts. That’s what that is.

“The knee pads are locked in place. They prevent you from standing upright. You’ll move on all fours from now on. The hoof mittens prevent the use of your hands—you won’t be able to grip, manipulate objects, or care for yourself. The harness provides attachment points for leashes, equipment, and restraints.”

He walks around the table. I turn my head to track him, heart pounding.

“The head harness with cow ears marks you visually as livestock. The nose ring is standard for hucows. The tail plug keeps you properly equipped at all times.”

I’m shaking now. This is real. This is actually what they’ve done to me.

“You’ve also been branded,” he continues. “Would you like to see?”

I don’t nod or shake my head. I don’t know what I want.

He pulls out his phone. Holds it up. Takes a picture of my ass. Shows me the screen.

There’s a mark burned into my right cheek. Black. Permanent. Letters in an elegant script:

S. CALLOWAY

“Sebastian Calloway’s mark of ownership,” the doctor explains. “You’re his property. Purchased and paid for.”

The phone disappears back into his pocket.

“Now here’s the interesting part.” He crouches down so we’re eye level. “Most hucows undergo intelligence reduction. Makes them easier to manage and more compliant. But Mr. Calloway specifically requested that we keep your cognitive functions intact.”

Wait.

What?

“You’re fully aware,” he continues. “You can think, reason, understand everything that’s happening to you. You just can’t remember who you were before. And you can’t communicate except through the sounds cows make.”

He stands. Looks down at me with something that might be pity. Might be satisfaction.

“Mr. Calloway wants you to be conscious of your degradation. He wants you to understand exactly what you’ve become. He paid extra for that experience.”

I’m mooing now. Can’t stop. Desperate sounds. This is a nightmare. This has to be a nightmare.

“You have a twenty-year contract,” the doctor says. “During that time, you’ll serve as Mr. Calloway’s breeding stock. Your job is to be milked, to be bred, to carry and deliver his children, and to obey without question. At the end of twenty years, you’ll receive your payout and your freedom. Assuming you fulfill your contract.”

Twenty years.

Twenty years as livestock.

Aware of every moment.

“Mr. Calloway is waiting for you,” he says. “We’re going to load you for transport to his estate now. I suggest you don’t fight. It won’t change anything.”

He turns toward the door. Calls out: “She’s ready.”

Two younger men in scrubs enter. They move toward me.

I try to back away, but there’s nowhere to go.

They attach leashes to rings on my harness. Pull me forward.

I have no choice but to crawl.

We go through hallways. Down an elevator. Through more doors.

Into a warehouse.

There are crates everywhere. Wooden boxes with metal grating. Some empty. Some with women inside them—I catch glimpses. A woman with cat ears. Another with her mouth stretched around a gag. One completely covered in leather.

They bring me to an empty crate.

It’s maybe four feet long. Three feet wide. Three feet tall.

Barely big enough for me.

“In you go,” one of them says.

They lift me by the harness and shove me inside.

I barely fit. Have to tuck my head down. My shoulders press against the sides. My heavy breasts hang beneath me, brushing the straw on the bottom of the crate.

The door slams shut.

Locks.

There’s a water bottle attached to the grating—the kind you’d give a hamster. And a food bowl bolted to the floor. Empty.

Straw beneath me. Scratchy against my knees and hands.

I’m trapped in here. Locked in a crate like cargo.

I try to move. Try to find a more comfortable position. Can’t. There’s no room.

One of them crouches down outside the grating. Looks in at me.

“Three-hour drive,” he says. “Try to stay quiet.”

They walk away.

A forklift approaches. Positions itself in front of my crate. Metal forks slide underneath.

Then I’m being lifted. Moving.

My stomach lurches.

We move through the warehouse. Out a loading door into bright sunlight that makes me squint.

There’s a truck backed up to the dock. The rear doors are open.

The forklift loads me inside.

It’s dark. Cool. I can hear other crates. Movement. Breathing.

More crates get loaded. One by one.

Then the doors slam shut.

Darkness.

The engine starts. The truck begins to move.

Three hours.

Three hours in this crate. Then I meet my owner.

Sebastian Calloway.

The man who paid for me. Who had me turned into this.

I shift slightly. Try to process everything. Try to understand.

But I can’t.

I can’t remember who I was. Can’t remember my name or my life or why I came to the Toy Factory in the first place.

All I know is I’m not human anymore.

I’m livestock.

And I’m aware of every single moment of it.

My eyes close.

I don’t sleep. Can’t sleep.

Just wait.

Wait for whatever comes next.
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The truck stops.

I’ve been drifting between panic and numbness for what feels like hours. My body aches from being cramped in this position. My breasts are so full they hurt. The pressure is unbearable.

The back door opens. Light floods in. I squint against it.

Men’s voices. Footsteps. The sound of crates being moved.

My crate shifts. Lifted by the forklift. I brace myself as best I can, but there’s nowhere to go. My breasts swing painfully.

Fresh air hits my face through the grating. Warm. I can smell grass. Trees.

We’re outside.

I’m lowered onto something. Pavement, I think. The forklift pulls away.

Through the grating I can see sky. Blue. Cloudless. Beautiful.

I’m somewhere far from the city. Somewhere isolated.

Footsteps approach. Multiple people. I press myself as far back in the crate as I can, which isn’t far.

A man crouches down in front of the grating.

He’s maybe mid-forties. Salt and pepper hair. Sharp features. Cold blue eyes. Expensive suit. He looks at me the way someone examines a car they just bought. Checking for damage. Evaluating the product.

“She arrived intact?” His voice is cultured. No warmth in it whatsoever.

“Yes, Mr. Calloway,” another voice answers from somewhere I can’t see. “No issues during transport. All modifications confirmed. Documentation is inside.”

Sebastian Calloway.

My owner.

The man who ordered me. Who had me turned into this.

He studies me through the grating. His eyes travel over my face. Down to my breasts hanging heavily beneath me. Up to the cow ears. The nose ring.

He takes his time. I can’t look away. Can’t hide.

“Acceptable,” he says finally. Like I’m a piece of furniture that meets specifications.

He stands. I hear more footsteps approaching.

“Gentlemen,” Sebastian says. “Come look at my new acquisition.”

Three men move into my line of sight. Younger than Sebastian. Maybe thirties. They’re wearing work clothes—jeans, boots, button-down shirts.

They all crouch down to look into my crate.

“Holy shit,” one of them breathes. He’s maybe thirty-five, brown hair, muscular build. His eyes are wide. “Is that—”

“A hucow,” Sebastian confirms. “My hucow. Custom ordered from the Toy Factory. Took them four months to find the right match.”

“I’ve never seen one in person,” another says. This one’s younger, blond, with a pretty face and a grin that makes my stomach clench. “She’s incredible.”

“The modifications are extensive,” the third one says quietly. Dark hair, lean, more reserved. He’s studying me clinically. “The breast enhancement alone must have been-”

“Quite expensive,” Sebastian interrupts. “As was the custom specification package. But worth every penny.”

Worth every penny.

I’m livestock he purchased. An investment.

“She’s still intelligent,” Sebastian continues. “That was critical to my requirements. The Toy Factory kept her cognitive functions intact but wiped her memory. She can’t remember who she was, but she understands exactly what she is now.”

The three men look at me with new interest.

“She knows?” the blond one asks.

“Everything,” Sebastian says. “She’s fully aware of what’s been done to her. What she’ll be used for. But she can’t speak—only moo. Can’t stand—the knee pads prevent it. Can’t use her hands. She’s helpless and conscious.”

“That’s...” the older one trails off.

“Exactly what I paid for,” Sebastian finishes.

He turns away from the crate. Addresses the three men.

“I’ll be breeding her myself for the first week. Daily sessions, morning and evening, until she’s confirmed pregnant. After that, you three will manage her care.”

My stomach drops. They’ll be managing me? What does that mean?

“Wilder,” Sebastian says, gesturing to the older brown-haired man. “You’re lead handler. You’ll oversee her schedule, feeding, milking, and general maintenance. I’m trusting you to follow the protocol exactly.”

Wilder nods. “Yes, sir.”

“Lennox.” The blond one nods. “You’ll assist Wilder with daily care and help train her to the routine.”

“Absolutely, sir.” Lennox is still grinning at me through the grating.

“Archer.” The quiet one, he shifts his weight. “You’ll document everything. Her health metrics, production levels, behavioral observations. I want detailed records.”

“Understood, sir.” Archer pulls a small notebook from his pocket. Makes a note.

“Now,” Sebastian says. “Let’s get her settled.”

Wilder stands. Opens the crate door.

I shrink back. Try to make myself smaller.

“Come on out,” he says. His voice is firm, but not unkind.

I don’t move.

He reaches in. Grabs the harness on my back. Pulls.

I have no choice. I’m dragged forward, out of the crate, onto the pavement.

The ground is warm beneath my knees and hands. I keep my head down. Trembling.

“On your feet,” Wilder says.

I look up at him. Try to moo an explanation. I can’t stand. The knee pads—

“Oh, right.” He glances at Sebastian. “She can’t stand.”

“She’s livestock,” Sebastian says flatly. “She doesn’t need to stand. She’ll move on all fours. Lead her to the barn.”

Wilder attaches something to my harness. A leash. Metal chain.

He pulls. I’m forced to crawl forward.

The pavement gives way to a stone path. Then grass. My knees and hands—hooves—press into the ground with each movement. It’s awkward, humiliating. My breasts sway with every step.

Lennox walks beside me. I can feel him watching. He reaches down and taps the bell on my collar. It jingles.

“Perfect,” he says quietly.

Archer walks on my other side, making notes.

Sebastian leads the way down a path through manicured gardens. I catch glimpses of a massive house in the distance. We’re going in the other direction.

Toward a building. Red wood. Barn-style.

But not big. Maybe the size of a two-car garage.

Sebastian opens the door. Wilder pulls me inside.

The interior is clean. Well-lit. Concrete floor. But it’s not a normal barn.

There’s only one stall.

One large stall in the center of the space. Maybe twelve feet by twelve feet. Three walls of metal bars. The fourth side is open—a gate that can be closed and locked.

Concrete floor with a drain in the center. A water trough attached to one wall. A feed trough next to it. Both bolted down. Empty.

And in the center of the stall—equipment.

A metal frame. Padded supports at different heights. Restraints hanging from various points. I don’t understand it at first.

Then I do. It hits me like a thunderclap.

It’s a breeding stand.

“In you go,” Sebastian says.

Wilder pulls me through the gate. Into the stall.

The concrete is cold against my knees and hands. The gate closes behind me with a clang. Locks.

I turn around. All four of them are watching me through the bars.

“Let me be very clear about what you are,” Sebastian says. His voice is calm. Matter-of-fact. “You are livestock. Breeding stock. I purchased you for one specific purpose—to carry my children. That is your only function.”

I’m shaking. Can’t stop.

“You will be milked four times per day. You will be fed twice per day. You will be bred as often as necessary to keep you pregnant. You will obey every instruction given to you by me or by these three handlers.”

He gestures to Wilder, Lennox, and Archer.

“You are not a person anymore. You’re a cow. My cow. You exist to produce milk and children. That’s all.”

I try to make a sound. A protest. A plea.

Only a moo comes out.

“I paid the Toy Factory a substantial amount to ensure you would remain intelligent enough to understand your situation. To be aware of every moment of your degradation. That awareness is part of what I’m paying for.”

He steps closer to the bars. Looks down at me.

“You’re going to fight this mentally. You’re going to hate what you become. But your body will betray you. The hormones, the feed formula, the constant milking and breeding—it’s all designed to break you. And you’ll be conscious for every step of that process.”

My breathing is fast and shallow.

“Look up,” he orders.

I do. Follow where he’s pointing.

Cameras. Small black domes mounted in the corners of the barn. One pointed at my stall. Others covering the rest of the space.

“I’ll be watching,” he says. “Even when I’m not here. I have an office in the main house with monitors. I’ll see everything. Every moment of your care. Every moment of your breaking.”

He lowers his hand.

“The handlers will follow my protocols exactly. They’ve been trained for this. Wilder—show her the schedule.”

Wilder pulls out his phone. Reads from it.

“Six AM: morning milking. Seven AM: feeding. Eight AM: Mr. Calloway’s breeding session. Noon: midday milking. One PM: feeding. Six PM: evening milking. Eight PM: Mr. Calloway’s breeding session. Eleven PM: night milking.”

My stomach turns. That’s... that’s my entire day. Milking and breeding and nothing else.

“For the first week,” Sebastian adds. “Once you’re pregnant, the schedule adjusts. But we’ll discuss that when we get there.”

He looks at the three handlers.

“Any questions?”

“The feed formula,” Archer says. “When does that start?”

“Tonight. First feeding at seven. The Toy Factory sent the initial supply. More will be delivered weekly.”

“Noted.”

Sebastian turns back to me. Studies me for a long moment.

“I’ve been looking for the right hucow for years,” he says. “The Toy Factory finally found someone who met all my specifications. Young. Virgin. The right psychological profile. And willing to sign her life away without understanding the full implications.”

He smiles. It doesn’t reach his eyes.

“You thought you were escaping something, didn’t you? When you walked into that facility. You thought you were taking control of your life.”

I did. I don’t remember what I was escaping, but I know that feeling. That desperate need to get away.

“You weren’t escaping,” he says. “You were delivering yourself directly to me.”

He straightens. Adjusts his suit jacket.

“Gentlemen, I have calls to make. Get her through her first milking. I’ll return this evening.”

“Yes, sir,” Wilder says.

Sebastian walks toward the door. Pauses. Looks back.

“One more thing. She needs a name. We can’t just call her ‘cow’ all the time, though that’s certainly accurate.”

The handlers look at each other.

“What about Rosie?” Lennox suggests. “Classic cow name.”

Sebastian considers this. Nods. “Rosie. Simple. Appropriate. That’s what we’ll call her.”

Rosie.

Not my real name. I know that. I can’t remember my real name, but I know that’s not it.

“Welcome to your new life, Rosie,” Sebastian says. “I hope you enjoy the next twenty years.”

Then he’s gone.

The barn door closes.

I’m alone with the three handlers.

They’re all looking at me.

“Well,” Wilder says. “Let’s get started.”
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Wilder approaches the gate. Unlocks it. Steps inside my stall.

I back into the corner. As far away as I can get. Which isn’t far.

“Easy,” he says. His voice is firm. Not angry but not gently either. “We’re just going to milk you. Your breasts are full. You need this.”

I do. I can feel it. The pressure is unbearable. Painful. But I don’t want them to touch me. Don’t want this to be real.

I shake my head. Moo desperately.

“It’s not a request,” Wilder says.

He grabs my harness. Hauls me forward.

I try to resist. Try to dig in. But the hooves slip on the concrete and my knees can’t get purchase. He’s stronger than me, anyway.

He drags me to the breeding stand in the center of the stall.

Lennox and Archer come in through the gate. They move to either side of me.

“First time’s always rough,” Lennox says. He sounds almost cheerful. “She’ll learn.”

They lift me. Position me over the stand.

There’s a padded rest at chest height. They push my upper body down onto it. Takes the weight off my arms. My breasts hang down beneath me—heavy, aching, swollen.

Another padded rest goes under my hips. Tilts me forward slightly.

My legs are spread. My knees rest on platforms on either side. They strap them down.

My arms are pulled forward. The hooves rest on small platforms. More straps.

The harness on my back gets clipped to the frame.

I can’t move.

Can’t do anything.

I’m mooing constantly now. Panicking. This is too much. Too real.

“Shh.” Archer’s voice. Quiet. Gentle. He’s beside me, one hand on my shoulder. “You’re okay. We’re going to help you. This is going to feel good. I promise.”

I try to turn my head to look at him. Can’t move enough.

“Let me get the machine,” Lennox says.

I hear wheels rolling on concrete. Something being positioned beneath me.

“First time using this thing,” Lennox continues. “Instructions say the cups attach like this-”

Hands reach under me. Touch my breasts.

I jerk. Moo louder.

“Hold still,” Wilder says from somewhere behind me. His hand presses down on my lower back. Firm. Unyielding. “You’re making this harder than it needs to be.”

Something cold presses against my nipple. Plastic or rubber. It covers the entire areola. Suction engages—gentle at first, pulling the cup tight against my skin.

Then the same on my other breast.

Both nipples are sealed in these cups now. I can feel the suction. Constant. Not painful but intense.

“Turn it on,” Wilder says.

A click. A hum.

The suction increases.

Rhythmic. Pulling. Releasing. Pulling. Releasing.

And then—

Relief.

Oh god, relief.

I can feel it. My milk letting down. Flowing. The pressure in my breasts easing.

The sensation is overwhelming. Not quite pleasure but close. The ache fading. The fullness draining.

I make a sound. Not a moo of distress this time. Something else.

“There we go,” Archer says softly. Still that gentle voice. “Doesn’t that feel better?”

It does.

I hate that it does.

“Look at that,” Lennox says. I can hear liquid hitting containers. My milk. “She’s really producing.”

“The modifications are extensive,” Archer says. “According to the documentation, she’ll produce two to three liters per day initially. More once the feed formula takes full effect.”

Two to three liters. That’s... that’s insane.

But I can feel it. The milk flowing out of me in steady streams. The machine pulling it from my body.

The relief is almost euphoric.

“How long does this take?” Lennox asks.

“Fifteen to twenty minutes,” Archer says. “Until she’s fully emptied.”

Twenty minutes of this. Twenty minutes of relief. Four times a day.

I close my eyes. Try to process. Try to think through the fog of sensation.

The machine keeps working. Pulling. Releasing. Pulling. Releasing.

I hear the handlers moving around the stall. Talking quietly among themselves.

“—never seen anything like this in person—”

“—investment must have been enormous—”

“—fully aware though, that’s the part that gets me—”

They’re talking about me like I’m not here.

Like I’m equipment they’re learning to operate.

Wilder’s voice, closer: “Archer, what’s the baseline we’re supposed to hit?”

“Documentation says first milking should yield at least one liter. Production will increase over the next few days as her body adjusts.”

“And after that?”

“Two to three liters per session once she’s on the full formula. Could be higher during pregnancy.”

Pregnancy.

Sebastian’s going to breed me. Tonight.

My stomach clenches. The thought cuts through the relief.

I try to shift position. Test the restraints. They don’t give at all.

“Don’t fight it,” Archer says. He’s right beside me again. Hand on my shoulder. “You’re doing so well. Just let it happen.”

I’m not doing well. I’m strapped to a breeding stand being milked like livestock.

But my body doesn’t care what my mind thinks. The relief keeps coming. The pressure keeps fading.

It feels good.

It feels so good.

I hate myself for that.

Time passes. I don’t know how much. The rhythmic sound of the machine. The sensation of milk being pulled from my breasts. The handlers’ voices in the background.

Finally—finally—the machine slows. Stops.

The cups release their suction.

Hands reach under me. Remove them from my nipples.

The sudden absence of pressure makes me moo quietly. My breasts feel strange now. Light. Empty.

Better than they have since I woke up.

“Good yield,” Archer says. “1.4 liters. Excellent for a first session.”

They start unstrapping me. One restraint at a time.

Legs first. Then arms. Then the harness.

They lower me to the floor. I collapse onto the concrete. Panting. Exhausted.

My body feels heavy. Used.

“Good cow,” Lennox says. I hear him crouch down next to me. His hand reaches out—taps the bell on my collar. It jingles. “Look at those udders. Completely emptied.”

Udders.

He called my breasts udders.

“Lennox,” Wilder says warningly.

“What? That’s what they are.” Lennox taps the bell again. “Right, Rosie? You’re a cow with udders.”

I want to protest. Want to argue. But I can only moo.

And he’s right. That’s what they did to me. That’s what I am now.

“Let her rest for a few minutes,” Archer says. “She needs to adjust.”

They leave me on the floor. I hear them moving around the stall. Cleaning the machine. Making notes.

I lay there. Trembling. Trying to process what just happened.

My breasts feel better. So much better. The relief was real. Necessary.

But at what cost?

“Time for feeding,” Wilder says after a while.

Feeding.

I look up. He’s standing at the feed trough. Pouring something into it from a large container.

It’s thick. Brownish. Like oatmeal but darker.

“The formula,” Archer explains. He’s consulting his tablet. “Specially designed for hucows. Increases milk production, maintains hormonal balance, and...”

He trails off. Glances at me.

“And what?” Lennox asks.

“Increases arousal and compliance,” Archer finishes quietly. “It’s part of the conditioning protocol.”

My stomach drops.

They’re going to feed me something that will make me horny. Compliant.

“How much arousal are we talking?” Lennox asks. He sounds curious. Interested.

“Significant,” Archer says. “The documentation indicates subjects experience constant, unmanageable arousal approximately thirty minutes after feeding. The effect is permanent—it doesn’t fade even after breeding.”

Permanent.

I’ll be desperately horny all the time. Forever.

Fantastic.

“Jesus,” Lennox breathes. “That’s cruel.”

“That’s what Mr. Calloway paid for,” Wilder says flatly.

He walks to me. Grabs my harness. Pulls me toward the trough.

“Eat,” he orders.

I look at the brownish paste in the trough. Then at him.

Shake my head. Moo a refusal.

“Eat,” he repeats. His voice is harder now. “Or we’ll make you eat. Your choice.”

I don’t move.

Wilder’s hand grips the back of my head. Pushes my face toward the trough.

I try to resist. Try to pull back.

He’s stronger.

My face goes into the paste. It smears on my nose. My mouth.

“Eat,” he says. “Now.”

I have no choice.

I open my mouth. Start eating.

It tastes awful. Chalky. Bitter. Chemical.

But I’m so hungry. Haven’t eaten in... I don’t even know how long.

I eat. Licking it up from the trough like an animal. Getting it all over my face. My chin.

Can’t use my hands. Can’t scoop it. Just have to eat like this.

Wilder releases my head. Steps back.

I keep eating. Humiliated. Desperate.

When the trough is empty, I pull back. Panting.

My face is covered in the paste. I can’t wipe it off.

“Good girl,” Archer says. He actually sounds proud. “You did so well.”

I hate him for that gentle tone. Hate how it makes something in my chest twist with confusion.

“Water,” Wilder says.

I crawl to the water trough. Drink the same way. Face in the water. Lapping at it.

When I’m done, I sit back. Water dripping from my chin. Paste still on my face.

“The formula works fast,” Archer says. He’s checking his tablet. “We should see effects within thirty to forty-five minutes.”

Effects.

The arousal.

“She’s going to be a mess before Mr. Calloway gets here,” Lennox says. He sounds amused.

“That’s the point,” Wilder says. “He wants her desperate. Wants her body to betray her.”

I sit there in my corner. Waiting.

Waiting for my body to turn on me.

I can already feel something. A warmth low in my belly. Spreading.

Oh no.

“There it is,” Lennox says. He’s watching me. “Look at her. She’s squirming already.”

I am. I can’t help it. The warmth is intensifying. Becoming heat.

Between my legs. A need. Building.

I press my thighs together. Try to make it stop.

It doesn’t stop.

It gets worse.

“How long until Mr. Calloway arrives?” Archer asks.

Wilder checks his watch. “Two hours.”

Two hours.

Two hours of this growing need before he breeds me.

The heat is spreading. Making my skin flush. My breath quickens.

I whimper. Moo softly.

“Poor thing,” Archer says. Actually sounds sympathetic. “It’s okay. This is natural. Your body knows what it needs.”

My body knows what it needs.

Breeding.

I don’t want this. Don’t want to need this.

But the heat keeps building. Relentless. Overwhelming.

I start rubbing against the floor. Can’t stop myself. Desperate for any friction. Any relief.

The handlers watch me. Making notes. Observing.

“She’s going to be completely broken by the time we’re done with her,” Lennox says quietly.

“That’s the plan,” Wilder agrees.

And I’m aware enough to understand exactly what they mean.

Aware enough to know I can’t stop it.
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Evening comes.

I’ve been alone in my stall since midday. Tethered. Waiting.

The heat is building again. Hours have passed. The formula is relentless.

I’m starting to rub against the floor again. Mooing softly. Needing.

The barn door opens.

Different footsteps. Heavier. More deliberate.

Not a handler.

Sebastian.

I recognize him even before I see him. The one who owns me.

He approaches my stall. Looks at me through the bars.

His expression is neutral. Assessing. Like studying a piece of equipment.

“Good evening, Rosie,” he says. His voice is calm. Cold. “I’m here for your evening breeding session.”

Evening breeding. With him. The owner. The one who paid for me.

I moo nervously. I can’t help it. It’s a sound that just erupts out of me now, a reflex that bypasses my brain. The sound echoes in my head, vibrating in my throat, humiliating in its mindless animal earnestness. Instinctively, I shy away from the bars of the stall and try to press myself as small as possible into the corner, tail twitching between my thighs.


Sebastian’s footsteps are slow, deliberate, each one echoing like a drumbeat of doom. He unlatches the gate to my stall, the metallic clang sending a shiver down my spine. His presence is overwhelming, more imposing than I remember. He’s bigger than I remember, taller and broader in the shoulders, dressed not in a suit like before but in heavy denim and a leather apron, the sort of outfit a butcher might wear. He doesn’t smile at me, doesn’t say a word at first—just stands over me and studies my body, as if cataloguing the changes. His gaze is cold, scientific. I am a specimen, a test subject, a data point.


Wilder follows him, maintaining a respectful distance but ready. He’s got the efficient calm of a nurse or a mortician, hands gloved, eyes flat with professional disinterest. 


Sebastian points at the breeding stand with a lazy flick of his wrist. “Up.”


Sebastian gestures to the breeding stand, a mere flick of his wrist. “Up,” he commands, his voice a low rumble of authority. I hesitate, a moment of defiance that earns me no punishment, only Wilder’s efficient assistance. His touch is impersonal as he helps me onto the padded bench, my legs weak and numb. The leather is stained, a testament to its previous uses. It’s inclined, designed to present and expose. I know exactly what it’s for.


Wilder tightens the straps around my ankles first, then my thighs, then my wrists, then a broad canvas band across my lower back and chest. Each restraint clicks into place with a finality that makes me feel like a product being packaged for shipment. There are soft pads to prevent chafing, but the straps themselves are thick, industrial, utterly inescapable. When he’s finished, I’m bent at the waist, knees on the supports, arms forward. Vulnerable. Presented.


Sebastian circles in front of me, his boots loud on the concrete. He runs a knuckle over my chin and studies my face, searching for what—resistance, perhaps, or understanding. I look back at him with wide, pleading eyes, but his face is a mask of calculation.


He speaks, finally, to Wilder. “How’s the output?”


“Milk production is optimal,” Wilder says. “She responded immediately to the first milking. And the formula is working. She’s been squirming all afternoon.”


Sebastian grunts approval. “Good. That’s very good.”


He moves behind me. The air shifts with his presence; I flinch, shivering even though the barn is warm. I don’t dare look back. I’m locked in place, able only to see what’s in front of me: the rough planks of the stall wall, the feed buckets lined up neatly, the faint reflection of my own face in a water trough.


The rustle of fabric, the clink of a belt buckle—each sound sends a shiver of anticipation and dread down my spine. His hands on my hips are heavy, sure, spreading me wide. A whimper escapes me, a soft, desperate plea.


A whimper escapes me—a soft, helpless moo. I want to say no, but my voice is gone, replaced by these dumb, animal sounds.


Sebastian speaks then, low and measured. “You are going to be very useful to me, Rosie. I’m pleased with your progress.”


He slides a finger between my thighs, tracing my slick folds. He holds it up, a obscene display of my body’s betrayal. “Very responsive,” he notes, his voice cool and detached. “The formula is effective. We’ll bump the dose tomorrow.”


He leans down, his mouth to my ear. His breath is hot. “You know why I picked you, Rosie? Of all the candidates, you had the highest compliance potential. The best balance of intelligence and docility.”


He presses the tip of his cock against my entrance, the head slick and hard, and I tense, bracing for pain. But my body—it’s ready. Too ready. The formula is a traitor, my own biology a weapon against me.


I tense, bracing for pain, but my body is ready, eagerly accepting his intrusion. He fills me, stretches me, a ruthless, relentless invasion. The pressure is immense, the pleasure appalling, obscene. I moo, loud and desperate, arching my back into him without meaning to as much as the straps allow.


“That’s it,” he soothes, and starts to rock his hips, setting a pace that is neither punishing nor gentle—just constant, inevitable. “The goal is conception. Not pleasure. I’ll breed you twice daily until you’re confirmed pregnant. Understand?”


He doesn’t wait for my answer. My only answer is another moo, this one higher-pitched, tinged with a sick, shameful need. I feel every movement, every inch of him inside me, and the longer it goes, the more my body betrays me. Each thrust squeezes a pulse of pleasure from a place deep in my pelvis, a primitive place that has nothing to do with thinking.


Wilder stands at the side of the stall, not watching the act itself but keeping his eyes on my face, studying my reactions, making notes on his tablet. Like a vet observing a prized animal’s first covering.


Sebastian keeps talking, words cold and factual. “Your musculature is improved. See how you don’t tire out in the posturing? The modifications are optimal for breeding, lactation, and long-term utility.”


He fucks me methodically, each thrust measured and precise. He’s not using my name as a term of endearment; he’s using it as a label, a product code. I am less a person than a process unfolding before him.


He doesn’t even seem aroused in the normal sense. There’s no passion in his movements, only the inexorable fulfillment of a function. He holds my hips in place, hands gripping the new bone ridges beneath my skin, thumbs finding the indentations where the surgical team shaved away muscle to keep my frame lean and manageable.


As he fucks me, he lectures: “The knee pads prevent you from standing. The voice mod limits your ability to communicate complaints. The harness provides multiple points of control and restraining, and the tail plug—“ he tugs lightly on it, making me yelp in shock— “is permanent. It prevents you from dislodging it during estrus.”


He moves harder, deeper, pinning me to the stand. “Your breasts will be stimulated into hyperlactation by pregnancy hormones. Four times a day until you’re heavy with milk, then five, six times when the litter is close. More if production increases. You will be emptied as often as needed.”


I feel the heat rising in my core, the need building with every thrust. I hate that I can’t stop it, hate that my body wants this. My mind is divided—part horrified, part desperate for the next pulse of pleasure, the next reminder that this is what I am now.


He leans over me, chest to my back, his voice in my ear: “You’ll be bred, milked, and monitored for the duration of your contract. You are not allowed to refuse or resist. You can’t even run away. We made sure of it.”


He bites down gently on my neck, hard enough to leave a mark, and I shudder, another moo slipping out between my teeth.


Sebastian’s rhythm grows more intense. I feel myself clutching around him, feel my own slickness dripping down my thighs. At the edge of my senses, I notice Wilder’s hand moving in a blur as he jots down observations.


Sebastian fucks me relentlessly, each thrust punctuated by a data point: “Excellent tissue resilience. Minimal scarring. No resistance to penetration. Higher than average lubrication—she’s leaking down the stand.”


He’s not even talking to me anymore. He’s dictating a report, using my body as the demonstration.


My consciousness flickers, white-hot and wild with sensation. I am nothing but a pair of hips, a wet hole, a vessel for his seed.


He orders, “Come now, Rosie. Show me your new instinct.”


My body obeys. I seize up, convulsing around him, the orgasm violent and humiliating, wringing the last vestiges of control out of me. I scream-moo through the climax, tears streaming down my face.


Sebastian keeps thrusting, riding out my aftershocks, until he finishes inside me. It happens with a grunt, a final drive and a deep, possessive pressure as he empties himself into my womb.


He doesn’t pull out right away. He stays inside for a moment. Making sure. Maximizing chances. Then pulls out.

He stays inside for a moment. Making sure. Maximizing chances. Then pulls out.

“Plug her,” he orders Wilder.

Wilder inserts a plug into my pussy immediately. Inflates it. Sealing Sebastian’s cum inside me.

“She’ll stay plugged until the next breeding session,” Sebastian instructs. “Maximize retention. Increase conception probability.”

“Yes, sir.”

Sebastian moves around the stand. Where I can see him. Looks at me.

Studies my face. My expression. My eyes.

“You understand what just happened,” he says. Not a question. A statement. “You understand what you are now. What you’re for.”

I moo weakly. Yes. Understand. Breeding stock. His property. Made for this.

“Good.” He nods. Satisfied. “You’ll be bred twice daily. Morning and evening. Until you’re pregnant. Then we’ll adjust the protocol based on the doctor’s recommendations.”

He turns to Wilder. “Continue the standard care routine. Four milkings daily. Twice-daily feeding. I’ll return in the morning for the first breeding session.”

“Understood, sir.”

Sebastian leaves. The barn door closes.

Wilder lowers me from the breeding stand. I collapse on the floor.

Plugged. Sealed. Keeping their cum inside me. Trying to get me pregnant.

That’s the goal. The purpose. Get me pregnant. Keep me pregnant. Use me for breeding.

I understand that now. Fully. Clearly.

Sebastian explained it while fucking me. Told me exactly what I am. What I’m for. What the next twenty years will be.

And I can’t do anything about it. Can’t resist. Can’t fight. Can’t even speak.

Just lie here. Filled. Plugged. Used. Understanding everything.

That’s the worst part. Understanding. Being aware. Knowing exactly what’s happening and being powerless to stop it.

I curl up in my corner. The plug heavy inside me. My body still trembling from the orgasm. My mind trying to process everything Sebastian said.

Twenty years. Breeding stock. Multiple children. Never see them. Milked constantly. Bred constantly. Pregnant constantly.

That’s my future. My purpose. My existence.

And I understand it completely.
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I wake to the sound of the barn door opening.

Light floods in. Bright. I blink against it.

My body feels heavy. Sore. Everything aches. My breasts are full again. Painfully full. The pressure is back.

How long did I sleep?

I don’t know. Can’t tell. There’s no clock. No windows in the stall. Just bars and concrete and the bright overhead lights.

Footsteps. Multiple people.

The three men from yesterday appear outside my stall. The older one. The blond one. The quiet one.

They unlock the gate. Come inside.

I don’t move. Just watch them from my corner.

“Morning, cow,” the blond one says, voice syrupy with mock affection. He leans his elbows on my stall gate and grins, all teeth and dimples. “Did you miss us?”

My tongue is thick and numb. I try to nod, but the world wobbles and my neck won’t quite obey. I get the sense that a response is required, that I owe them something. I try to make the low sound I know they want, the one I’m supposed to give when spoken to. It comes out as a slurred, wet grunt. The blond one cackles. The older man with the buzz cut—Wilder, I think he’s called—grabs the collar of my harness and yanks. The carpet-burned skin at the back of my neck flares with pain. His grip is impersonal, not cruel but not gentle either. I am hoisted to my knees, then up onto all fours, the cool cement scraping my knees and shins.

Wilder doesn’t wait for me to get oriented. He propels me forward, toward the hulking metal frame bolted to the back wall—the breeding stand. My body recognizes the destination before my mind catches up. My limbs go loose and compliant, shuffling to accommodate. It doesn’t matter what I want. It never has.

The quiet one, Archer, is already there, disinfecting the padded leather straps and checking the machine’s display. His movements remind me of someone setting a dinner table: every gesture economical, practiced, and precise. He barely glances at me as Wilder shoves my face into the padded yoke and buckles it behind my ears, pinning my neck. They take their time with the straps. One by one, my limbs are cinched down, wrists and ankles spread wide, hips elevated and chest pressed into a supportive sling. My back curves downward, ass in the air, tail plug exposed and twitching. They’ve perfected this arrangement for maximum compliance. The indignity of it is total, intentional.

The blond one—Lennox—kneels beside me, fingers toying with the straps at my thighs, tugging them tighter than necessary. “You’re going to make us proud today,” he stage-whispers. He ruffles my hair, then lets his palm drift down my spine, pausing to give my left breast a firm squeeze. The pressure stings, intensifies the throbbing ache that’s been building since I woke. I shudder, half in pain, half in anticipation of the relief to come.

Archer rolls the milking unit into place beneath me. The machine looks homemade: clear tubing, thick rubber hoses, rows of stainless steel pumps, and a pair of soft silicone cups big enough to swallow my swollen, mottled nipples whole. Wilder wipes my breasts with a cold, stinging astringent, then carefully fits the cups over my nipples. There’s a hiss as the seal is made. The machine clicks and hums. The world narrows to the hot, wet pull at my chest.

The relief is immediate, electric. I gasp. The pain is replaced by a heavy, animal pleasure as the machine kneads and sucks, merciless and perfect. Milk rushes through the tubes, splattering into the catch canisters. The spasm in my body is so strong, so all-consuming, I can’t even make the noises they expect. My vision blurs. Every part of me is focused on the sweet, draining suction.

“Good yield,” Archer says, consulting the digital readout. There is a note of professional pride in his voice, as if I am a prized tomato grown in his greenhouse rather than a human being rendered into livestock. “She’s producing more than yesterday already.”

“The feed’s doing its job, then,” says Wilder, arms folded across his chest. He glances at the nearly full canister, then back to me. “She finished all of it?”

“She licked the trough clean,” Lennox volunteers, running a finger under my chin and smearing a fleck of dried food onto my lips. “She’s a good little piggy, aren’t you?” The tone is playful but the words are not optional. I try to nod again, and this time I manage a feeble, quivering motion.

They work around my immobilized body, talking over me as if I am a malfunctioning appliance. The milking machine keeps pulsing, steadily drawing, never pausing even as my breasts spasm and shrink and refill, the pressure in my chest fading with every cycle. I lose time, lost in the animal pleasure of it. Sometimes Lennox pets my head, sometimes he slaps my hip and laughs. At one point Archer injects something into the tubing at my flank. Cool fire spreads through my veins and suddenly everything is more intense—the suction, the humiliation, the feeling of being used and utterly helpless.

Meanwhile, they tidy the stall. Archer inventories the shelves and checks the restraints for wear. Wilder hoses down the cement. Lennox dumps another dollop of food paste into my trough, this time a bigger mound, nearly overflowing. I recognize its smell—bitter, metallic, a little sweet. It tastes like nothing but it fills me for hours, makes me docile and compliant.

The machine finally slows, then stops. Archer detaches the milking cups and wipes my chest, methodical as ever. I feel hollow and light, as if a piece of me has been vacuumed away. Wilder unstraps my neck, lets my head loll forward, then releases my wrists and ankles in sequence. I nearly collapse, but Lennox is there to catch me, steering my limp arms until I’m kneeling on the floor.

“Eat,” Wilder orders, pointing at the loaded trough.

I obey. I crawl to the trough, face burning, and lower my mouth to the food like the beast I am. It is pasty and clings to my lips, coating my teeth and gums. I gag once, then swallow. Lennox stands behind me, one hand on my nape, not pushing but not letting go either. They watch while I eat. If I slow, Wilder knocks the trough with his boot, splashing the slurry up onto my face.

I lick the trough clean. I do not stop until every smear is gone, until my tongue is thick and my belly gurgles with fullness. Afterward I lurch over to the water bucket, drinking long and deep. I catch my reflection in the rippling water—my cheeks smeared with food, lips cracked, eyes glassy and strange. I don’t recognize myself.

When I finish, I sit back on my haunches, chest heaving. It takes several breaths for me to notice the feeling in my pelvis. At first it is a faint tickle, then a slow warmth, then a burning, molten need. I squeeze my thighs together but it only makes it worse. My crotch is soaked, the tails of the plug shifting against my skin with every movement. The urge builds and builds, insistent and raw. I moan, low, then higher, until the sound is a whimper.

Lennox notices first. He crouches in front of me, head cocked as if examining a dog with a new trick. “Look at her go. Didn’t take long at all, huh?”

Wilder glances over, then away, uninterested. Archer scribbles something on his clipboard.

I can’t stop myself—my hips rock, my knees grind into the floor. My hands, mitt-cuffed and useless, flap against my sides. I am desperate, but any attempt to touch myself is doomed to fail.

“She’s fucking leaking,” Lennox marvels, reaching between my thighs and withdrawing his hand slick with my arousal. He wipes it on my chest, then sniffs his fingers, mocking. “You want relief that bad, sweetheart?”

I try to answer but can only moan louder, writhing, embarrassed and needy. I can’t stop. My whole body is a single raw nerve.

Lennox leans close, whispering so only I can hear: “You want to be bred again, don’t you?”

I shudder, tears starting in my eyes. I don’t know what I want. I only know that the feeling will devour me if it doesn’t get out.

He reaches behind me, flicks the plug in my ass, laughs when I yelp. Then he grabs my hair and forces my head up to meet his gaze. His eyes are bright, hungry. “You’d crawl into any lap that’d have you, wouldn’t you? Wouldn’t you?”

I nod, frantic, pathetic.

He lets go and stands back. Wilder steps between us, all business, all authority.

“Leave her alone, Lennox,” the older one says. “Mr. Calloway will be here soon.”

They leave the stall. Lock the gate.

I’m left alone with the heat. The ache. The need that gnaws at me from the inside out.

It’s worse when there’s nothing to do but sit with it.

I circle my stall, knees scraping on the cement with every frantic crawl. I try to rub my thighs together but the harness keeps them spread. I try to grind my pelvis into the floor, but there’s no give in the concrete. The tail plug shifts and tugs at every motion, amplifying the sensation and making it sharper, crueler.

I moo, whimper, whine. I try to swallow the noises but they come anyway. They leak out of me, begging and restless.

I lose track of time. Minutes, maybe hours. I can’t tell. The lights are always on. There’s no day or night.

I’m sweating. My forehead is slick, my hair plastered to my face. The feeding trough sits in the corner, empty and glistening from my last meal. I lunge for it anyway, tongue scouring the ceramic edge, desperate for distraction. But I’m so hungry for something else it’s almost painful.

At some point I curl up in the hay, shivering, holding my knees to my chest. I feel the stickiness between my legs, the way the plug tugs with every breath. My body is so oversensitized it feels like a fever. Every nerve on fire. I can’t think about anything except—

The barn door groans.

Light floods in, reshuffling my world into a harsh geometry of shadows and glare.

He stands in the doorway, silhouetted by the morning sun: Sebastian Calloway.

Everything about him radiates cold, orderly power. His suit is gray, his tie navy, everything crisp and expensive. He doesn’t smile, doesn’t make eye contact. Just surveys the pens with the air of a man assessing industrial equipment.

The three handlers follow, forming a silent triangle behind him. Wilder, Lennox, Archer.

Sebastian approaches my stall. The others hang back, deferential.

The pressure in me spikes. I try to look at him but I can’t meet his eyes. I stare at the floor, the bars, the heavy boots of the men.

I’m panting. My whole body trembles.

He glances at the clipboard in Archer’s hands. “Report.”

“She tolerated the first cycle well, sir. Good output, stable vitals. No behavioral incidents.”

“And the arousal protocol?”

Archer glances at me, then back to him. “Exceeding expectations.”

Sebastian nods, then looks down at me with mingled interest and calculation. “Bring her out.”

Wilder unlocks the gate. The click echoes in the barn’s emptiness.

He steps in, grabs my harness at the back of my neck, and yanks me forward onto my hands and knees. The floor is cold, the hay prickles my shins. My limbs go slack and obedient; I’ve already forgotten how to disobey.

They lead me to the breeding stand. My knees leave streaks on the cement.

This time, they don’t fully immobilize me. Just clip the harness to a metal ring, keeping my upper body supported and my ass high. My arms dangle, useless, and my legs are free. I can’t decide if this is more or less humiliating.

Sebastian steps into the stall. He unbuttons his suit jacket, drapes it neatly over the railing. Then he unfastens his belt.

He doesn’t speak to me. Doesn’t look at me except as one might look at a machine to be loaded, a bin to be filled. His hands are efficient and practiced.

He positions himself behind me.

I squeeze my eyes shut.

The intrusion is sudden, brutal. I gasp. My body is still sore, not even close to healed from last time. But even the pain is a kind of relief—the feeling of being filled, stretched, claimed. It drowns out the gnawing need, replaces it with something blunter, more bearable.

I moan. I can’t help it.

“Ramp her feed by twenty percent for the next cycle,” Sebastian says, not even pausing his rhythm. “I want maximum yield.”

“Yes, sir,” Archer says, scribbling on his clipboard.

The thrusts are deep, methodical. My body pushes back against him without my permission, chasing the sensation. I can’t help it—the urge to be full, to be bred, is overwhelming. It’s like every nerve ending has been rewired, all my old wants and needs paved over by this new, singular purpose.

Lennox and Wilder watch from the stall gate, their faces unreadable.

“She’s loving it,” Lennox says, almost in awe. “Look at her go.”

Sebastian’s pace quickens. His hands clamp down on my hips, fingers digging deep enough to bruise.

I moan louder, the sound splitting the air. I want—I need—something, but I don’t even know what. The need is endless, a bottomless hunger.

The climax hits me like a seizure. It wracks my body, makes me convulse in the harness. My vision whites out, my ears ring. There’s no pleasure in it, not really, just the obliteration of everything else.

Sebastian finishes with a grunt, holding deep inside me. I can feel him pump, feel the seed hot and slick where he leaves it. My body quivers, leaking down my thighs.

He pulls out, zips up, and reclaims his jacket from the railing as if nothing happened.

“Plug her,” he says to the handlers. “I want maximum retention.”

Lennox enters the stall, a glint in his eye. He jams the plug in place, trapping the cum inside me. The sensation is so intense I nearly black out.

He leaves without another word.

The handlers clean me up with brisk, impersonal efficiency. Wilder wipes down my thighs, then hoses the stand, the floor, everything. Lennox kneels in front of me, shoving a tube of paste between my lips. I swallow, barely tasting it.

The heat is back already. The need, the emptiness, the desperate ache for touch.

I start to whimper, then moo again.

Lennox laughs. “She’s gonna do this all day.”

“The conditioning is permanent,” Archer says, reading from his notes. “She’ll be in heat for the duration of her contract. The breeding drive is self-reinforcing. If anything, it’ll intensify with each pregnancy.”

“That’s so fucked up,” Lennox says, but he’s grinning, voice fond. “She’s not even human anymore. Just a horny animal.”

“That’s the point,” Archer says. “Constant arousal breaks them down psychologically. Makes them perfect livestock.”

They leave me alone again.

I slump on the floor. The heat between my legs still burning. Still needing.

But there’s nothing I can do about it.

Can’t touch myself. Can’t get relief.

Just have to wait until Sebastian comes back.
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Sebastian comes back in the evening.

I hear the footsteps first—slow, measured, echoing on the concrete—and the ache in my cunt doubles at the mere sound. There’s no doubt it’s him. Nobody else walks with that kind of detached assurance, the slight click of expensive shoes punctuating each stride. I’ve spent the day marinating in anticipation and whatever modifications they’ve administered, but nothing stokes the fire like waiting for the master himself.

I’m leaking. The air is sharp and cold, but I’m slick and flushed, pressed against the floor in a puddle of my own making.

He doesn’t come into my stall immediately, but I see him through the bars: tall, coat unbuttoned, eyes half-lidded with boredom. His gaze passes right over me, not even registering me as something alive, let alone a person. I moan. I can’t help it. It’s loud and plaintive, echoing through the concrete corridor, and the shame of it only makes the ache sharper.

Finally, he graces me with his presence. He stands in front of the cage, hands in pockets, and looks down at me with clinical detachment. “Are you ready?” he says, though it’s rhetorical. I’m always ready. I moo again, louder, pressing my leaking cunt to the floor.

He opens the door.

I scramble forward without thinking, desperate for relief, desperate to be used, and I know what I must look like—filthy, drooling, tits swaying, sweat and spit on my face and chest. I’m not sure if I’m even allowed to look up at him, so I don’t. I just crawl, nudging at his shoes, whining. He ignores me, not even a flicker of amusement, and grabs the back of my neck—hard, fingers biting into my skin.

He drags me to the breeding stand.

It’s metal, matte and cold, with padded bars at thigh and chest height. I brace myself for the humiliation, for the exposure, for the way he’ll mount me without a word, and yet that’s exactly what I crave. He shoves me forward and locks my wrists into the front restraints, then spreads my legs until my knees are almost popping and clips them down. I’m immobilized, completely open.

He doesn’t bother preparing me. Doesn’t need to. I’m soaked, twitching, needy beyond words. He unzips, positions himself, and the first thrust is so rough it knocks the air out of my lungs. I moan, loud, and the echo in the empty corridor makes it sound monstrous.

He fucks me.

It’s always the same, always the same, and that sameness is part of the ritual, part of what makes it so absolute in my mind. He takes me with the single-minded force of a machine—pressing into me, holding my hips so tight I can feel the bruises forming under his hands, pounding until I lose any sense of time or place. There’s no tenderness, no pause; he moves like he’s fucking an unresponsive object, a thing designed solely for this purpose, and I suppose that’s what I am now. Every thrust jolts my body against the unyielding metal of the stand, flesh slapping against steel and skin, and I moan because I can’t not moan, because the sensation is overwhelming and I’m so far gone I’ve lost the filter between thought and sound.

He never looks at my face. I doubt he even remembers what it looks like, or cares. He just fucks me, hard and relentless, and I’m grateful for it—grateful for the simplicity of it, for the mindless need he grants me the space to indulge. My body takes over. I don’t move so much as writhe, bracing against the restraints, rocking my hips as much as I’m able, my cunt spasming and milking him because it’s been conditioned to do nothing but that. I make animal sounds now, guttural and raw, and there’s no part of my mind left to resist them. I can’t even tell if I’m enjoying it or if I just need it, so badly, so deep in my bones, that enjoyment isn’t the right word. I am what they’ve made me. I am the need.

Sebastian finishes with a grunt, holding himself deep for a moment, as if making sure every last drop is transferred. I feel the warmth of his spend flooding me, and my body clenches, desperate to keep it in. For a second, it almost feels like a reward. Then, just as suddenly, he pulls out with a wet, brutal sound, and the emptiness is unbearable. I sob. I don’t mean to, but I do. My cunt is still spasming, clenching on air, leaking his cum down my thighs in tacky, wet streams. The humiliation is total, and yet it’s not enough. I rock my hips again, desperate for something, anything, to fill the void he leaves behind.

He doesn’t even bother to look at me. I see him zipping up out of the corner of my eye, see the impassive set of his jaw as he wipes his hands on a towel, and then he’s already walking away, muttering something to one of the handlers I can’t hear. I moan, louder this time, the sound echoing impossibly in the concrete stall, and the shame of it only sharpens the sensation. I feel my insides twisting, clawing at the absence, and I rub myself against the padded bar of the stand, seeking friction, seeking anything at all. It doesn’t help. The need is a living thing now, a burning ache that radiates from my cunt up through my chest and into my throat. I whimper and the sound is pitiful, broken.

Lennox is the first to approach. He’s grinning, always, the kind of grin that makes my skin crawl, but he knows his job. He steps behind me, runs his gloved hand between my legs, and comes away dripping with a mixture of his boss’s cum and my own slick. He holds his hand in front of my face, makes a show of wringing it out, and I can’t stop myself from sniffing at it, from licking at the air like an animal in heat. He laughs and flicks my nipple, making me jump, and the pain is electric, cutting through the haze for a half-second. Then it’s gone, replaced with more need.

“Get the plug in her before you take her off the stand. Then restrain her for sleep,” Sebastian says with a bored tone, already halfway out the door. “She’s too worked up.”

Wilder nods and grabs a squat, bulbous plug from the tray. I moan, louder now, part terror, part anticipation. He’s not gentle. He scoops the dripping mess from my cunt, smears it over the plug, and then presses it to my opening, not waiting for me to relax. It’s thick and cold and goes in with a pop, stretching me to the point of pain, but I can’t help but clench around it, desperate for the sensation. He twists it, clicks it into place, and for a moment, I’m full again, the pressure inside me almost enough to make me come on the spot. But it’s not real, it’s not a person, and the ache returns immediately, worse than before.

They leave me strapped to the stand for what feels like hours, and I lose track of time. My body sags against the restraints, muscles trembling, vision swimming with splotches of color. I can hear my own heartbeat in my ears, loud and uneven. At some point, Archer comes in to wipe me down—first with a cold, wet cloth, then with a dry towel, but he doesn’t look at me, doesn’t say a word. I’m just livestock to him, a project to be maintained.

Eventually, they unclip my wrists and ankles, but only to move me to the floor. The plug keeps me leaking, keeps me on edge, and I don’t even try to resist as they lay me on my side, chaining my wrists behind my back and my ankles together. The position is humiliating: ass up, plug visible, tits pressed flat to the hay-strewn floor. I moo, involuntarily, and Lennox smacks my ass hard enough to leave a handprint.

“Sleep tight, Rosie,” he says, and they leave me alone in the dark.

But I can’t sleep. The ache is too much, the need gnawing at me, the humiliation burning so hot it feels like I might combust. I grind my crotch against the floor, against the plug, but it’s never enough. I moan and whimper, cry silent tears, drift in and out of a fevered, needy daze. I don’t know how much time passes. Hours, maybe. I can hear the other girls moaning, too, and it makes me crazy, knowing I’m not alone in this, knowing we’re all suffering together.

By the time the handlers come for the midnight milking, I’m delirious. The restraints cut into my skin, and my limbs are numb, but I’m still so, so horny, desperate, ravenous for any contact at all. They haul me upright, pat my head like an obedient pet, and lead me down the corridor to the milking station. I see myself in the polished steel of the equipment—red-faced, drooling, hair plastered to my forehead with sweat. My eyes are wild, unfocused. I look like a thing, not a person.

I’m leaking. My thighs are streaked with old cum, new slick, and shame. The handlers don’t even pretend to care. They lock my neck into the milking yoke, strap my wrists and ankles to the bench, and leave me there while they set up the pumps. I shiver, not from cold, but from the sheer intensity of the need, the anticipation of being used again.

This is my life now. The cycle of breeding, plugging, milking. The endless, grinding ache. The humiliation that never stops hurting, but also never stops feeling necessary.

I’m nothing but an animal, a resource, a dripping cunt.

By the time they release me for the midnight milking, I’m exhausted. My limbs tremble, my vision blurs. But still horny. Still desperate.
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My eyelids snap open and for a moment I am startled, not by the darkness—by how much time has passed, and by how little I remember of it. I can’t recall falling asleep, can’t recall being laid back into my pen, can’t recall anything past the last clutch of heat, the last rough hands, the last time I was filled. Maybe it’s still night, or maybe it’s already morning. It doesn’t matter. My body is already slick with need, thighs trembling, nipples so hard it aches. There’s a faint burning line where the straps held me, now gone. I can feel the shape of the plug inside me, buried deep, still wedged there from before, still holding me open, keeping everything inside.

I try to think—try to summon a memory, a number, a word, anything—but my mind is slow, thick, every thought sluggish and uncooperative. Language has become a kind of mud, sentences slipping through my hands before I can grip them. I know I should have a name, but even that feels alien, as if it belongs to someone else. I know there was a before, but it seems impossible, a hallucination, something I dreamed up in the heat.

Suddenly the gate slams back with a metallic crack. I don’t hesitate; I crawl to the edge, eager, needy, even though I know what’s coming. One of them—a new one, young, with slicked-back hair and a smile that’s more teeth than lips—crouches down and runs his hand over my head. He strokes me like a dog. I lean into it, desperate for touch, disgusted by my own need, but helpless to do anything but accept.

“Time for milking,” he says, and I moo in response, a sound that’s more reflex than decision.

They don’t waste time, positioning me on the breeding stand. The handlers snap suction cups onto each of my nipples, and the machines whirr to life. The first pull is always sharp, almost painful, but then the rhythm settles and the milk begins to flow, and the pain blurs into pleasure, or maybe just relief. The machine doesn’t care about me. The machine is indifferent, impartial, perfect.

I sag against the bar, breathing hard, hips twitching as the suction sends shocks through my whole body. The plug inside me only makes it worse, amplifies every sensation until I’m shaking, moaning, drooling down the front of the stand. I feel the milk draining from me in hot, pulsing waves. The handlers laugh, take notes, sometimes squeeze my tits to “check for blockages,” but mostly they just monitor my output.

Eventually, the pumps detach with a wet pop, and my tits are left red and swollen, leaking milk down my front. My head swims, a hollow kind of bliss, lightheaded and floaty. They unclip me from the yoke and I’m shoved towards the trough.

It tastes worse every day. Like overcooked oatmeal, or animal feed, or something even lower. I don’t care. I’m starving, my stomach a bottomless pit, and I swallow every drop, slurping and mooing.

Feeding ends, and I’m left panting, stomach distended, body humming with energy. The plug is still there, still stretching me, still holding in the cum and the heat and the shame.

The heat comes back, even stronger than before. I whimper, rutting against the floor. My cheek is pressed to cold concrete, and the sensation is so sharp it almost makes me come. But it’s not enough. It never is.

I lose track of time again. There’s a memory gap between the feeding and the next thing, and I’m not sure how long I’ve been lying there, but suddenly I’m being dragged upright, and Sebastian is there.

He’s wearing a suit, as always, immaculate, expensive, impersonal. He doesn’t see me; he looks at me the way you look at a display or an abacus, something purely functional. Wilder is with him, and Lennox, and they’re discussing something about cycles and hormone levels and output efficiency.

I hear my name—“Rosie”—but it sounds clinical, alien, like the name of a product line. They ask me questions but I can’t process them, can’t answer. I just moan, writhing, tongue hanging out, tits leaking, cunt drooling. Sebastian scowls, annoyed by my uselessness, and gestures for Wilder to “get her ready.”

Wilder unlocks my cuffs, grabs me by the hair, and shoves me to the breeding stand. I brace myself on shaky limbs, knees quivering, hands clutching the padded bar. Wilder rips out the plug, and the sensation is so sharp, so sudden, I almost black out. Cum gushes from my hole, splattering the floor, and I sob in relief.

Sebastian doesn’t even wait. He unbuttons his pants, positions himself at my entrance, and rams in with a single, brutal thrust. I scream, body arching, but it’s not pain—it’s need, raw and unfiltered. He fucks me like he’s angry, hips slamming into my ass, hands digging into my waist. There’s no tenderness, nothing human, just the relentless pounding.

And I love it. I hate that I love it, but I do. My body is on fire, every nerve lit up, and I’m coming in seconds, over and over, shuddering against the restraints. Sebastian grunts, finishes, pulls out, then wipes himself on my back without even looking down. He zips up and walks away, already on his phone, already forgetting I exist.

I collapse, sobbing, and the handlers clean me up with a hose, the water so cold it burns. They jam the plug back in, slap a fresh diaper on me, and drag me to the next cycle. The rest of the day blurs. Milking. Feeding. Breeding. Milking again. Sleep, or something like it, broken by cramps and need and the constant ache between my legs.

When I wake up the next time, I don’t remember anything at all. Not the handlers’ faces, not my own name. I wake up in the pen, chained, leaking, desperate. I’m hungry. I moo. I crawl to the bars and wait for them to come.

I can’t tell the difference between days anymore. I can’t count how many times I’ve been bred, or milked, or plugged. Everything is just sensation—pain, pleasure, hunger, heat. I don’t think about escape. I don’t think about before. I don’t think.

I exist for the cycle. Milking. Breeding. Feeding. Heat.

Nothing else.
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I don’t remember the number anymore. Don’t know what day it is.

Just know the routine.

Wake. Milking. Feeding. Heat. Breeding. Milking. Heat. Breeding. Milking. Sleep.

Over and over and over.

My thoughts are barely there. Just fragments. Simple needs.

Hungry.

Hot.

Need.

Full.

Empty.

Good.

Bad.

That’s all there is.

When Sebastian comes for the morning breeding, I’m already positioned. Already waiting.

I know what’s coming. Know what I need.

He doesn’t have to move me. I’m already on the breeding stand. Already presenting.

“Good cow,” he says.

I moo. Happy sound. Praise feels good.

He breeds me. I come. Moo louder.

He finishes. Pulls out.

“Wilder,” he says. “Schedule the vet for tomorrow. I want her tested.”

“Yes, sir.”

Tested.

I don’t know what that means.

Don’t care.

Just know I need him to come back. Need to be bred again.

The hours until evening are endless. Just heat. Just need.

I can’t think anymore. Can’t hold onto anything complex.

Just simple animal thoughts.

Need.

Breed.

Good.

When he comes back that evening, I’m mooing before he even opens the gate.

Desperate. So desperate.

He breeds me. Hard. Deep. Filling me completely.

I come. Relief. Pleasure. Everything I need.

For thirty seconds.

Then he’s pulling out. Leaving.

And the heat comes back.

I moo. Cry. Beg.

He’s already gone.

Midnight milking. The handlers strap me in. The machine empties my breasts.

I’m so tired.

So foggy.

Can’t think.

Can’t remember.

Just this.

Just the routine.

Just what I am.

Cow.

Breeding cow.

Good cow.

My eyes close.

And I sleep.
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Morning milking.

Feeding.

Heat.

I'm waiting for Sebastian. He comes in the morning. Breeds me. Makes the heat better for a little while.

But the barn door opens and it's not him.

Different man. Older. Gray hair. White coat like the doctors at the Toy Factory.

He carries a bag. Black. Medical looking.

The handlers are with him. All three. Wilder. Lennox. Archer.

"She's in here," Wilder says. Opens my gate.

The man in the white coat enters my stall. Looks down at me.

I'm sitting in my corner. Watching. Don't know what's happening.

"This is the hucow?" he asks.

"Yes, sir," Wilder says. "Been here one week. Bred twice daily by Mr. Calloway."

"Let's get her on the stand. I'll need access for the examination."

They pull me to the breeding stand. Strap me in. Same position as always. Chest supported. Hips elevated. Legs spread.

The man in the white coat moves behind me.

I feel hands on me. Gloved. Cold.

Touching. Probing. Between my legs. Inside me.

I moo. Uncomfortable. Don't like this.

"Cervix is closed. Good sign." He's talking to himself. Making observations. "Significant vaginal tissue trauma consistent with daily breeding. Some tearing. Nothing that won't heal."

He removes his hand. I hear him doing something with his bag.

Then something cold presses against my opening. Hard. Plastic maybe.

It slides inside. Not as big as Sebastian. Thin. Uncomfortable.

"Ultrasound wand," he explains. To the handlers, not to me. "We'll check for implantation."

I don't know what that means.

Don't care.

Just want Sebastian. Want to be bred. Want the heat to stop.

The man moves the thing inside me. Turning it. Pressing.

I hear a sound. Beeping. Electronic.

"There," he says. Sounds satisfied. "Gestational sac. Approximately seven days. She's pregnant."

Pregnant.

That word means something. I know it does. But my thoughts are too slow. Too foggy.

Can't hold onto it.

"Confirmed?" Wilder asks.

"Confirmed. The breeding was successful. She'll carry to term without issue based on her age and physical condition."

He removes the wand. I feel wetness. Liquid running down my thighs. Not cum. Something else. Gel maybe.

They unstrap me. Lower me to the floor.

The man in the white coat is writing things down. Talking to the handlers.

"She'll need increased calcium in her feed. The fetus will draw from her bone density if she's not supplemented. Continue the current formula, but add the prenatal packet. It's in my bag."

"When will she start showing?" Archer asks. Making notes on his clipboard.

"A month. Maybe six weeks. Hucows carry differently than normal women due to the modifications. She'll get quite large."

"How large?"

"Her breasts will double in size. Maybe more. Her belly will be pronounced. The formula ensures maximum development."

Lennox whistles. "She's already huge. She's going to be massive."

"That's the point," the vet says. "Mr. Calloway wanted a productive breeder. That's what he's getting."

They keep talking. Details I don't understand. Medical words. Schedules. Supplements.

I sit on the floor. Trembling.

The heat is still there. Still burning.

I want Sebastian. Where is Sebastian?

The barn door opens.

He walks in. Finally.

I moo. Loud. Happy. He's here.

He'll breed me. Make it better.

But he doesn't come to my stall. He talks to the vet. The handlers.

"Confirmed pregnant?" Sebastian asks.

"Yes, sir. Successful implantation. She's healthy. The pregnancy should progress normally."

Sebastian nods.

"Excellent. That means we can switch to full time care with you all. Wilder, you and your team have permission to breed her as needed. Once daily minimum. More if she becomes agitated. Document everything. I want records of her condition throughout the pregnancy."

"Understood, sir," Wilder says.

Relief floods through me. I don't understand all the words, but I understand enough.

Breeding. They'll breed me.

Not Sebastian, but them. The handlers.

The heat will stop. Will get better.

I moo. Happy sound. Grateful.

Sebastian glances at me one more time. "Adjust her feed as needed. I want maximum production throughout the pregnancy. After she delivers, we'll wait six weeks for recovery. Then I'll breed her again. I want her pregnant as often as biologically possible."

"Yes, sir."

Sebastian turns to leave, the vet following him.

Just like that.

He doesn't breed me himself anymore. But the handlers will.

Starting today.

I look at them through the bars. Wilder. Lennox. Archer.

They're all watching me.

"When do we start?" Lennox asks. He sounds eager.

"Now," Wilder says. "She's already worked up. Might as well establish the routine."

They come into the stall.

"Shh," Wilder says. He doesn't grab my harness this time. Just kneels down next to me. "You're fine. We'll take care of you."

I moo. Quieter. Hopeful.

I hear a belt buckle. Zipper. Clothes rustling.

Then hands on my hips.

Not Sebastian's hands. Different. Rougher. Warmer.

Wilder.

He positions himself behind me. I can feel him. Hard. Ready.

"Easy, cow," he says. His voice is lower now. Different. "We've got you."

He pushes in.

Slow. Careful. Not like Sebastian. Not clinical and efficient.

This feels different.

The heat eases immediately. Relief. Fullness. What I've been needing.

I moo. Long and loud. Good. So good.

He starts moving. Deep strokes. Steady. Taking his time.

Behind him, I hear Lennox. "Holy fuck. Look at her. She's loving this."

"She's designed for it," Archer says. But his voice sounds strained. "Formula makes her hyper-responsive."

Wilder fucks me steadily. Not rough. Not gentle. Just... thorough.

The relief builds. The heat receding. My body responding.

I come. Can't help it. The fullness, the friction, the relief from the constant burning need.

I'm mooing. Loud. Happy sounds.

Wilder keeps going. Harder now. Faster.

Then he finishes. Deep inside me. Holding my hips tight.

He stays there for a moment. Breathing hard.

"Fuck," he says quietly.

He pulls out. Steps back.

"Who's next?" Lennox asks immediately.

"Go ahead," Wilder says. "Archer after you. She can take all three of us today. Might help her adjust."

Lennox doesn't hesitate. Moves into position behind me.

Pushes in hard. Rougher than Wilder. More eager.

"Fuck yes," he breathes. "She's so wet. So fucking tight."

He fucks me fast. Enthusiastic. Using me.

But it feels good. The heat keeps receding. The need keeps easing.

I moo with every thrust. Can't stop. Don't want to stop.

This is what I needed. What I've been desperate for.

He finishes quickly. Pulls out.

Then Archer. Quieter. More methodical. But just as thorough.

By the time all three are done, I'm shaking. Exhausted. Covered in their cum.

But the heat is manageable now. Not gone—never gone—but bearable.

They lower me to the floor.

I collapse. Panting. Trembling.

Happy.

"Good cow," Wilder says. Pats my head. "We'll breed you every day. Keep you stable."

Every day.

The handlers will breed me every day.

The heat will stay manageable.

I won't be desperate and alone anymore.

I moo softly. Grateful. Content.

My eyes close.

And for the first time since waking up at the Toy Factory, I feel something like peace.
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The next morning starts the same. Handlers arrive. Morning milking. 4.3 liters.

But after they remove the milking cups and replace the clamps, Wilder doesn’t lead me to the feeding trough.

Instead he opens a cabinet I haven’t noticed before. Pulls out supplies. A bucket. Sponges. Bottles of something.

“She needs to be cleaned,” he says to the others. “We’ve been neglecting basic hygiene. Now that she’s pregnant, we need to maintain her better.”

Cleaned.

They’re going to clean me.

Lennox fills the bucket with water from a hose attached to the wall. Steam rises from it. Hot water.

Archer lays out towels. Soap. More supplies.

“Get her positioned,” Wilder orders.

They don’t use the breeding stand this time. Just make me stay on all fours in the center of the stall. Over the drain.

Lennox brings the bucket. Dips a sponge in the hot water. Squeezes it out over my back.

The water is almost too hot. I moo in surprise.

“Hold still,” Wilder says. “This needs to be thorough.”

The sponge moves over my back. My shoulders. Scrubbing. Wilder takes another sponge. Starts on my other side.

They work efficiently. Professionally. Washing me like I’m a car. Like I’m an animal that needs grooming.

I guess I am.

Archer soaps up my breasts. Careful around the clamps. Lifting each one. Washing underneath. The heavy weight. The swollen tissue.

“Milk production is stressing the skin,” he observes. “We should apply moisturizer after. Prevent cracking.”

“Note it,” Wilder says.

They wash my arms. My legs. Every inch of skin getting scrubbed.

Then Wilder moves behind me.

“We need to remove the tail plug,” he says. “Clean it properly. Clean her properly.”

Oh god.

His hands grip my ass. Spread me.

“It’s been in for over a week,” he continues. Clinical. Matter-of-fact. “It needs to come out.”

I feel him grip the base. Start to pull.

The plug slides out slowly. The emptiness is immediate and strange. After eight days of constant fullness, the absence feels wrong.

“Set it aside,” Wilder instructs. “Archer, clean the area thoroughly.”

Archer moves behind me with a soapy sponge.

Then I feel it. The sponge pressing against me. Against my ass. Cleaning where the plug was.

I moo. Humiliated. Can’t move. Can’t escape.

“Hold still,” Archer says softly. His gentle voice. “I know it’s uncomfortable. But you need to be clean.”

The sponge moves. Thorough. Invasive. Cleaning every inch.

Then between my legs. My pussy. Where the handlers bred me yesterday. Where cum dried on my thighs overnight.

The sponge is rough. Scrubbing. Cleaning away the evidence.

“She’s very dirty here,” Archer observes. “We’ll need to clean her after each breeding from now on. Can’t let it accumulate.”

“Agreed,” Wilder says. “Add it to the daily protocol.”

They scrub me everywhere. No part of my body is private. No area is off limits.

I’m livestock. Livestock doesn’t get privacy.

Finally, they rinse me. Buckets of warm water poured over my body. Running down my skin. Into the drain.

Then towels. Rough fabric rubbing me dry.

“The plug,” Wilder says.

Lennox brings it over. Clean now. Shining.

“Reinsert it.”

Archer moves behind me again. I feel the plug pressing against me. Then pushing in.

The stretch. The fullness in my ass. It slides back into place. Where it belongs.

“There,” Archer says. “All clean.”

I’m shivering. Not from cold. From the humiliation of being scrubbed like an animal.

“Feed her,” Wilder orders. “The new formula should have been delivered this morning.”

Lennox goes to the cabinet. Returns with a different container. Bigger than before.

“Prenatal formula,” he reads from the label. “Added calcium, vitamins, nutrients for pregnancy.”

He dumps it into the feeding trough. It’s thicker than the old formula. Darker brown. Smells worse.

“Eat,” Wilder says.

I crawl to the trough. Lower my face. Start eating.

It tastes awful. Worse than the breeding formula. Chalky and bitter with a metallic undertone.

But I’m hungry. So hungry. Always hungry.

I eat all of it.

Lennox appears again with a squeeze tube in his hand, blue letters on white: LANOLIN UDDER BALM. He holds it up for Wilder’s inspection.

“Her skin is starting to crack,” he reports. “Especially around the clamp sites. Want me to apply it?”

Wilder nods once, not even glancing at me. “Do it now. If she gets mastitis, it’s a loss.”

Lennox flicks the cap open, dispensing a thick bead of yellowish ointment into his palm. The smell is faintly medicinal, like camphor and shea butter. He crouches at my side, and for a moment his face is level with my breasts—my udders, as they now call them. I try to look away but there isn’t anywhere else to look.

“Hold still,” Lennox says.

His hands are hot from the bucket. He gathers one of my breasts in both hands, gently but with purpose, and begins to massage the cream into my skin. He works methodically, turning my breast to reach every surface, kneading around the clamp, working his thumbs under the swollen tissue and up toward the nipple. The ointment is cool and slightly tingly. My skin drinks it in instantly.

He repeats the process with the other breast, eyes narrowed in concentration. His fingers are unexpectedly gentle, and I realize with a rush of shame that it feels good. My entire chest is sore and tender, and the cream soothes it like aloe on a sunburn.

Wilder stands behind Lennox, arms crossed, watching but not watching. “Apply it every milking,” he instructs. “If the tissue splits, up the frequency. If she develops a sore, move her to the hospital stall.”

He could be talking about a cow. A real cow. Not a person.

I am not a person. Not here.

Lennox finishes his work, using a towel to wipe his hands clean. He gives my back a brisk pat. “All set. Good girl.”

Good girl.

The words shoot through me. Hot and electric. I moo, softly, before I can stop myself. The handlers look at each other, then at me. Wilder allows himself a slight smile.

They leave me kneeling in the straw, slicked with ointment, skin tingling and raw.

The pain is constant, but the humiliation is worse.

I try to focus on the simple things: the warmth of the floor, the cyclical routine, the relief when the clamps come off, even for a minute. The handlers are not cruel. Not exactly. They are firm, professional, completely detached. When they touch me, it is as if they are handling equipment. Or meat.

I am both.

They return at midday.

“You ready for the next round?” Lennox asks me.

I moo. I am always ready. I am never ready.

They don’t bother with sedation or restraints. I’m docile now, compliant. They lead me to the frame and fix the suction cups to my breasts again. My skin is sticky with ointment and it takes them longer to get a tight seal. The pumps rattle to life, tugging rhythmically, the ache quickly morphing into numbness, then to a kind of floaty pleasure.

Milking lasts exactly thirty minutes, monitored by Archer with a digital timer. They collect the output—4.4 liters this time—and make a note on a clipboard. Everything is documented, every bodily function, every change in weight or volume or mood.

After milking, they inspect the output. Pour some into beakers, hold them up to the light, sniff them. Lennox samples a spoonful, swirling it around his mouth like wine. “High butterfat,” he observes. “It’s improving.”

The system is perfect. Each of them knows exactly what to do, when to do it, how much to take.

I am a puzzle they have already solved.

After the milking, they wash me down again. Not as thoroughly as this morning, but enough to rinse off the sweat and milk residue. The water is cooler this time, almost bracing. My nipples are purple and stretched, but Lennox is careful as he dries them.

He sets the towel aside and gestures for me to crawl to the far end of the stall. There, he slips off his gloves, snaps them into the trash bin, and unzips his pants.

“Rotation schedule,” Wilder says from the doorway. “Lennox, you’re up. Archer covers the evening session.”

Lennox doesn’t hesitate. He steps up behind me and pushes my knees wider with his boot.

“Ready, Udders?” he teases. It’s not even a question anymore.

I moo. I am ready. I am so ready I’m shaking.

He pushes his cock in without ceremony, using one hand on my hip, the other steadying himself on my back. I feel the stretch and burn, the wetness already pooling between my legs. He fucks me like it’s a job, which it is. The rhythm is steady, efficient, relentless.

He slaps my ass once, twice. Not hard—just to make me react.

“You love this, don’t you?” he says. “Love being our little milk cow.”

I moo. The answer is in my body, in the way I arch into him, in the way I can’t stop clenching around him. I hate how much it’s true.

He leans forward, grabs a fistful of my hair, and tugs my head back. “That’s it,” he murmurs. “Show me.”

I come hard, mooing, whole body trembling. He fucks me through it, then pulls out and finishes on my back. The sensation is hot, sticky, degrading. I don’t even flinch.

Lennox grins and tucks himself away. “She’s so easy now,” he says. “I think she likes it.”

“Of course she does,” Archer says quietly, already filling out paperwork. “She was made for it.”

There is no afterglow. Just exhaustion as they take me off the stand. I curl up in the corner and wait for my next task.

By evening, I’m sore everywhere. My breasts are so full they ache, and my cunt is raw from overuse. But I don’t resist. I don’t even think about resisting.

After the final milking—4.5 liters, a new record—Archer approaches me. He kneels, wipes the sweat from my forehead, and meets my eyes for the first time all day.

“Such a good pet,” he says softly. “You’re doing so well. Look how cooperative you are.”

I moo, weakly. There’s no strength left in me, but I want to please. I want to be good.

He strokes my hair. “This is what you’re for. What you need. Can you feel it?”

I can. I can feel it. The rightness of being used. Of being bred. Of being taken care of.

He fucks me slowly, thoroughly, making it last.

“Come for me, pet,” he says softly. “Show me you understand.”

I come. Mooing desperately. Overwhelmed.

“Good pet,” he praises. “Such a perfect pet.”

He finishes. Stays inside me for a moment. Then pulls out carefully.

Cleans me with the cloth. Gentle. Thorough.

“There you go,” he says. “All clean. Ready for your night milking.”

They lower me to the floor.

[image: image-placeholder]

Night milking. 4.6 liters.

Then they leave.

I’m alone in the dark. Clean. Fed. Bred. Milked.

All my needs met.

Because that’s what they do. They take care of me. They maintain me. They use me.

And I’m—

Content.

The word settles over me.

I’m content.

This is my life now. This routine. This cycle.

And I don’t want to fight it anymore.

Don’t have the energy to fight it.

Don’t see the point.

I’m a cow. Their cow. Sebastian’s cow.

And this is what cows do.

They get milked. They get bred. They get cleaned and fed and maintained.

And I’m good at it. I’m cooperative. I’m responsive.

I’m everything they want me to be.

The thought should horrify me.

It doesn’t.

It just feels true.

I close my eyes. Try to rest. Can’t sleep but can lie here quietly.

Waiting for tomorrow. For the cycle to begin again.

Milking. Feeding. Breeding. Cleaning.

Over and over.

For nine months.

Until I deliver Sebastian’s baby.

And then—

I don’t know what happens then.

But for now, this is enough.

This routine. This care. This use.

This is my life.

And I’m content with it.
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Days blend. Weeks dissolve. Time is a plastic thing, growing thinner, stretching until it snaps and reforms in unexpected places. I count my life in the cold press of the milking cups, the ache of my wrists in restraints, the sting of antiseptic. There is no dawn or dusk. The lighting in the barn is a constant, clinical daylight, unvarying and oppressive.

Nothing changes. Everything changes.

The routine is relentless: Milking, feeding, cleaning, breeding. My world reduced to four verbs. Wilder with his barked orders, Lennox’s smirk and cold hands, Archer’s notebook and measuring tape. Sometimes I think: I am more cow than person now. Sometimes I think: I am milk, I am wetness, I am need.

I am so hungry. Not just in the belly—though that is a constant low thunder—but in my skin, my spine, the space behind my eyes. The prenatal formula does something to the body. I crave everything: starch, salt, sugar, touch. I lick every bowl clean. I nearly cry when they bring the feed, because it means I can have more.

But the hunger is nothing compared to the other need. It’s not even a need, it’s an infection. Burning, always burning, so much that at times I cannot breathe. They say “rutting” but it is too small a word for what lives in me now. They breed me twice a day—minimum. Sometimes three or four, if they are bored or if I am too restless. Every time it hits, I beg, I moo, I sob, I rut against whatever is at hand, trying to scrape out the itch. It never leaves. A constant, low-grade seizure, a static that zaps my muscles until I nearly black out.

I don’t sleep. My need is too great. The body won’t let me. I drift, sometimes, but it’s a waking drift—the mind spinning in place, thoughts stuttering and replaying like a skipping tape. The world goes soft around the edges. I hallucinate, I think. Sometimes the sun glints through the window and I see my own body doubled, like there are two of me trapped together and neither is in control.

“She’s drooling again.” Archer makes a note. Lennox laughs and wipes my mouth with his thumb, smearing it over my lips as if I’m a child.

I want to hate them. Sometimes I do. Sometimes I can’t remember what hate is.

There are other changes. My breasts, already huge, become monstrous, so heavy I cannot move my upper body without help. The veins stand out in thick blue cords. Archer takes measurements and photographs. Lennox tests for sensitivity by pinching the nipples until I cry. “Perfect,” he says, and records something in the chart.

Sometimes I lose time entirely. I will be on the milking frame, then alone in my stall, then in the breeding chute, then back at the feeding trough, with no memory of how I got between. There’s a smell in the barn now—sweet, animal, a little bit rotten. I think it’s from me. I think: this is what cows must feel, in the last days before slaughter.

They talk about me as if I’m not here, which I suppose, in a way, is true.

“She’s not sleeping at all,” Wilder says, holding my chin. “That’s not good.”

“How long can the insomnia persist?” Archer asks.

“We’ll ask the vet at the follow-up.”

The follow-up?
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When the barn door opens, I barely lift my head.

Sebastian enters first. Then the vet.

The vet takes one look at me and his expression changes. Concern. Alarm.

“How much sleep has she gotten in the last two weeks?” he asks immediately.

“Minimal,” Archer admits. “A few hours total. Maybe less.”

“Christ.” The vet moves closer to my stall. Studies me through the bars. “Look at her eyes. The trembling. She’s breaking down.”

I am. I know I am. Everything hurts. Everything is exhausted.

But the need won’t let me rest.

“Get her on the stand,” the vet orders. “I need to examine her.”

The handlers comply. Strap me down. I barely react. Too tired.

The vet’s hands are clinical. Checking my vitals. My temperature. My reflexes.

“Pulse is elevated. Blood pressure high. She’s severely stressed.” He moves behind me. Internal exam. “Uterus is showing signs of strain.”

“What does that mean?” Sebastian asks. His voice is sharp. Concerned.

“It means if she doesn’t start sleeping, she’s going to miscarry. Soon. Her body can’t sustain a pregnancy under this level of stress.”

Silence.

“The arousal formula prevents sleep,” Wilder says. “We can’t stop that.”

“Then you need to provide enough relief that her body can override it. One breeding per day isn’t sufficient.” The vet pulls off his gloves. Looks at Sebastian. “She needs to be bred to complete exhaustion. Multiple orgasms. Multiple times. Enough to tire her body out so thoroughly that sleep becomes possible despite the formula.”

“You’re recommending we increase breeding frequency,” Sebastian says.

“Significantly. I’m recommending a handler stay late each night specifically to breed her. Make it the last thing that happens before lights out. Breed her two, three, four times in succession. Whatever it takes to exhaust her. Then leave her alone for six to eight hours, minimum.”

The vet looks at me. At my exhausted, trembling body.

“She needs sleep, Mr. Calloway. Real sleep. Or you’re going to lose this pregnancy within the week.”

Sebastian’s jaw tightens. He’s calculating. Considering.

His investment. His million dollars. His custom breeding stock.

“Wilder,” he says finally. “Implement the night breeding protocol. Starting tonight. One handler stays late each night on rotation. You breed her until she’s completely spent. Multiple sessions. Make sure she’s too exhausted to do anything but sleep.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Document everything,” Sebastian says to Archer. “I want to know if this works. Vitals. Sleep hours. Production levels. Everything.”

“Of course, sir.”

“And if it doesn’t work?” the vet asks.

“Then we explore other options. Sedation. Medical intervention. Whatever is necessary to maintain the pregnancy.”

The vet nods. “I’ll be back in one week. If her condition hasn’t improved, we’ll need to take more aggressive measures.”

He packs his equipment. Leaves.

Sebastian stays. Looks at me on the breeding stand.

“You need to sleep,” he says. Not kind. Just factual. “The baby depends on it. You will cooperate with the night breeding protocol. Understood?”

I moo weakly. Yes. Understood.

“Good.” He turns to Wilder. “Start tonight. Do whatever is necessary.”

Then he leaves.

I’m lowered from the stand. Collapse on the floor.

The handlers stand outside my stall. Discussing.

“Who takes first shift?” Lennox asks.

“I will,” Wilder says. “Establish the protocol. You and Archer alternate after.”

“What time?”

“After night milking. Ten PM. I’ll stay until she’s asleep.”

“How many times do you think you’ll need to breed her?”

“As many as it takes.”

The day passes normally. Morning milking. Feeding. Midday milking. Lennox breeds me. Evening milking. Archer breeds me. Cleaning after each.

I’m grateful for it. For the routine. For the relief however temporary.

But I’m also terrified.

Tonight Wilder will breed me. Multiple times. Until I’m completely exhausted.

I don’t know if I can survive that.

Don’t know if I can take it.

But I have no choice.
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Night milking comes. 5.1 liters.

The handlers put the clamps back on while I'm still on the stand. Usually they leave after this. Lock the gate. Let me rest—or try to rest—until morning.

But tonight Wilder stays.

Lennox and Archer leave. The barn door closes.

I’m alone with Wilder.

He pulls a chair over. Sits outside my stall. Just watches me for a while.

I curl up in my corner. Trembling. Exhausted. Knowing what’s coming.

“The vet says you need to sleep,” Wilder says, his voice slicing the air with its flat, implacable calm. “That means I need to fuck you until you can’t stay awake anymore. Do you understand?”

I moo. The wordless, animal sound bubbles up from my throat, ragged but willing. Yes.

Wilder’s gaze rolls over my body, clinical, cataloging. He nods, satisfied. “Good. We’re going to do this properly. Multiple sessions, short breaks between, until you’re completely spent.”

He stands, stretches, then unlocks the stall gate with a quick, practiced flick of his wrist. The metal grates, the noise echoing in the high rafters of the barn. He steps inside, looming over me. The hay shifts under his boots, the scent of dry grass and disinfectant mingling with the sharp tang of sweat and musk that clings to every surface.

“Present,” he says.

The word is a trigger. My ass rises, hips tilting up. I feel how open I am, how on display. I arch my back. I don’t have to think about it; my body knows the routine. Submission written into the curve of my spine.

Wilder circles behind me, boots thudding against the concrete. He doesn’t bother wit preparation. Just lines up and thrusts in, the hot blunt shock of it making me moo, louder this time. The sound is involuntary, guttural. I bite down on it, but Wilder only laughs—a low, approving grunt.

Already I’m raw from earlier. But Wilder is wider, rougher. He doesn’t give me time to catch up. My flesh yields to him anyway, training and whatever they did to me conspiring to make me ready no matter how bad it hurts.

He fucks me with a force that borders on mechanical. No sweet nothings, no caresses. Just heat, friction, and the slap of flesh on flesh. The restraint straps dig into my flesh, chafing the skin until I go numb. Every inch of my body is another pain point, another marker of my function.

“Come,” he orders, voice clipped.

My body obeys. I moan, moo, the orgasm rolling through me like a chemical detonation. I clench around him, desperate, automatic. He fucks me through it, relentless, until I’m shuddering, leaking, and limp.

“Good,” Wilder says. He keeps going, hammering away until his own rhythm falters, and then he finishes with a grunt, pulsing inside me. He pulls out, the sudden emptiness as stark as a slap. For a second I can’t remember how to breathe.

He steps back, wipes himself on a rag, then zips up.

“Five minute break,” he says. “Then we go again.”

My ass throbs, the ache radiating down my thighs. The barn is cold, but my skin burns everywhere he touched me, everywhere I rubbed against leather or steel.

I drift, half-dreaming, for what must be seconds. My head swims from endorphins, the feed chemicals, and sheer fatigue. I can barely keep my eyes open. The only thing that keeps me conscious is the anticipation of the next round: will it hurt more or less? Will I break, or will I just keep taking it, endlessly, like I’m supposed to?

Wilder times the break on his phone, glancing at the screen as if I’m an egg timer, a roast in the oven. Five minutes pass. Too quickly.

“Present,” he says again.

Wilder is merciless. The second session is faster, messier. He slams himself inside, and this time I scream. It’s not a word, not a protest. Just a wet, animal yowl.

He fucks me with both hands gripping my hips, leaving finger-shaped bruises on my skin. My breasts slap against my ribcage with each thrust, painfully engorged from the hormones and the milking machines. I’m nothing but a vessel, a meat puppet, a pocket for his pleasure.

“Come again,” he says, and I do. I can’t help it. My brain is scrambled, the wiring all crossed and shorted out. Each orgasm hurts more than the last, but I crave it, need it to justify my existence.

He doesn’t stop until he’s done. Then he steps back, breathless.

“Ten minute break,” Wilder says. He doesn’t even look at me. Sits in the folding chair by the wall, scrolling through his phone, probably texting Lennox or Archer about my performance.

The shakes start. My whole body trembles, not just from what he did to me, but from exhaustion, from hunger, from the absolute lack of comfort or care.

The minutes crawl by. I’m still leaking, fluids pooling beneath me, sticking to my thighs. My body is a disaster zone.

“Present.”

The order slams into me like a punch.

The third time is the worst. My holes are numb, overused, but it doesn’t matter. He fucks me in silence, except for the slap of skin and the ragged, involuntary moos that escape me every time he hits bottom.

He makes me come. Then again, and again. By the fourth orgasm, I’m not even sure I’m conscious. I hover between waking and blackout, my mind floating somewhere above the barn, watching from the rafters as my body gets used and emptied.

After the final round, I collapse. My arms give out and I sprawl face-first, ass in the air, drooling onto the hay. I can’t move. Can’t even think. All I know is the ache, the mess, the endless, unrelenting need.

Wilder takes a wet cloth and wipes me down. He’s gentle now, almost tender, as if I’m a prized animal that needs to be kept in prime condition. He lets me off the stand and I collapse into the straw.

“How do you feel?” he asks.

I moo weakly. The sound is almost comical, but Wilder nods, as if it’s meaningful.

“Good. That’s what we need,” he says. He stands, pulls the gate shut behind him, and locks it with a click. “Sleep now. I’ll lock the gate. No one will disturb you until morning.”

He leaves the stall.

Silence.

I lie on the concrete, every part of me aching, sore, exhausted beyond exhaustion. My heart hammers in my chest, but slower now, steady. The arousal is still there, a background hum, but quieter, manageable.

I try to move, but my muscles refuse. I try to think, but my mind is mush.

All I can do is breathe.

In. Out. In. Out.

The straw prickles my cheek, and I think of nothing. No dreams, no memories, no grief.

Just sleep.

For the first time in over two weeks—

I sleep.
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Week four of pregnancy. I think?

The sleep helps. I’m not as foggy anymore. Not as disconnected.

But something is changing.

It happens in increments at first, so slow I barely notice. I wake from my enforced naps with my thighs slick and my head pounding with need. The handlers, usually so efficient and impersonal, begin to talk about it when they think I’m not listening. But I always am. I listen to everything. I have nothing else to do.

The arousal—it’s getting worse.

I thought I understood what constant need felt like. Thought I’d adjusted to the burning that never stops. But this is different. This is intensifying.

The powder they add to my water, the injections at the base of my spine, the infusions they pump into my IV, all of it compounding with what’s already happening in my body. The chemicals and the hormones and the relentless schedule. They calibrate everything—food, sleep, sex, stimulation—to maximize output. But the calibration is off. Or maybe not. Maybe this is exactly what they want.

When Lennox comes to breed me during midday milking, he’s different, too. Usually he’s taunting, almost cruel about it. Today he’s slower. He fingers me first, frowning when I whimper and writhe, then slides into me like he’s testing for resistance.

After, when I come, I always come, I can’t not, he waits a minute longer. Watches me spasm. Then he cleans me up, pats my flank, and leaves me curled up in my corner. I shiver and pant for a while but the relief only lasts thirty minutes. Maybe forty-five at most.

Then it’s back. Stronger than before.

The ache is almost a presence now—a shape under my skin, a parasite hungry for friction. My hands are useless. The mittens make sure of that. I try to rub on the floor, the bedding, the stainless steel bars. Sometimes I manage to get off, sometimes not. It doesn’t matter. The need is always waiting, just beneath the surface, waiting to bloom.

I moo. Not on purpose. It’s just sound, pure sound, torn from somewhere deep and stupid in my chest. The more I try to suppress it the louder it gets. The handlers notice.

“She’s not settling down,” Lennox observes one afternoon, voice flat but with an edge of something—irritation? amusement?—I can’t quite read. I’m grinding against the concrete, whimpering. “Usually she’s calm for at least an hour after breeding.”

Archer stands in the corner, arms folded, watching. He’s the quiet one, the note-taker. Always with the tablet, always recording. I hate him almost as much as I fear him. “Noted,” he says, typing. “Arousal levels increasing despite consistent breeding protocol.”

“Is this normal?” Lennox asks.

Archer shrugs. Consults his screen. “According to the documentation, yes. Pregnancy hormones compound the arousal formula’s effects. The need intensifies throughout the first trimester.”

“So it’s going to get worse?”

“Significantly worse.”

They look at each other over my back. Like I’m not even there, just some malfunctioning pump they have to fix.

“We need to escalate,” Wilder says finally.

“Escalate how?” Lennox asks.

Wilder tips his head, considering. “The breeding isn’t enough anymore. Just cock isn’t satisfying her. We need additional stimulation.”

I hear the words but I don’t process them. Not really. My head is full of wet static. Everything is burning.

“More frequent breeding?” Archer suggests.

“That’ll work for a little while,” Wilder says. “But it’ll just speed up the cycle. She’ll go refractory faster, but the baseline will keep rising. We need something different.”

They talk about me like I’m not a person. I’m barely even an animal. Just a reactor, a chemical vessel, a set of measurable outputs and failures.

“Maybe we could try,” Lennox starts, but Wilder holds up a hand.

“I’ll call Mr. Calloway,” Wilder says. “Get approval for enhanced protocols.”

He steps away, pulls out his phone, and makes the call. I can’t hear every word—I’m distracted, rubbing furiously on my bedding, desperate for relief—but I catch broken phrases:

“...arousal levels increasing...standard breeding insufficient...requesting permission for toys and additional equipment...”

A pause.

“Yes, sir. Whatever is necessary to maintain her stability...Understood. Thank you, sir.”

He hangs up. Returns to the stall.

“Mr. Calloway approved enhanced stimulation protocols. We’re authorized to use whatever equipment is necessary to manage her arousal.”

“What kind of equipment?” Lennox asks. He doesn’t sound cautious. He sounds excited. Like he’s been waiting for this.

“Toys. Vibrators. Whatever it takes.” Wilder looks at me, and for the first time in weeks, I see a flicker of something like pity. “We’ll start this afternoon. After her next milking.”

They leave me alone for a while. I try to sleep, but it’s impossible. My body feels like it’s leaking energy, like the need is eating away at my muscles. I want to scream, but all that comes out is that plaintive, helpless moo.

Afternoon. Milking time. The handlers return, measured and efficient as always. They unlock the stall, lead me to the stand. Strapping me in is a familiar ritual now: first the neck collar, then the wrist and ankle restraints, then the wide padded belts around my belly and thighs. They check the clamps on my nipples, palpate my swelling breasts, make a few notes on the tablet.

I’m trembling. Not from fear, but from anticipation. Or maybe fear, too. I can’t tell anymore.

They remove the clamps, attach the milking machine, check the hoses for blockages, and turn on the suction. It starts slow, then ramps up, a relentless rhythmic pull that makes my toes curl. My milk flows. 5.2 liters per session now. Increasing steadily.

But while I’m being milked, Lennox comes back with something.

A box. Plain cardboard. He opens it and pulls out—

A toy.

Black rubber. Thick. Shaped like a cock but bigger. Veined. Textured.

My stomach clenches. I know what that’s for.

“This is the basic model,” Lennox says, showing it to Wilder. “There are others if we need them. Bigger ones. Different shapes.”

“Start with this,” Wilder says. “See how she responds.”

The milking machine finishes. Twenty minutes. They remove the cups. Replace the clamps.

But they don’t lower me from the stand.

I’m left suspended, arms cinched tight to the bars, the pressure of the straps biting into my shoulders and thighs. My knees are hovering an inch above the padded platform, my calves already beginning to tingle with the threat of numbness. For a second, I think maybe they’re waiting for the next shift, but then I hear footsteps circling behind me—heavy, deliberate, not Lennox’s impatient scuffle, not Archer’s near-silence.

Wilder.

He comes around to my side, kneels so I can see the top of his head framed by the hard white light. He’s holding the toy, the black rubber shaft that’s impossibly thick and shiny with lube. His gloved fingers test its weight, bend it experimentally, and then he meets my eyes.

“We’re going to try something new,” he says, voice neutral as a statistic. “This is to help manage your arousal. You need more than just breeding. Do you understand?”

I moo, soft and pathetic. I don’t understand, but understanding never matters.

He positions himself directly behind me, one hand on my hip for leverage. The other brings the toy to my entrance. I can feel the cold lube, the blunted tip, the unfamiliar girth. I tense out of reflex, but the restraints don’t allow for retreat.

“Relax,” Wilder murmurs, matter-of-fact, as if I have a choice in the matter.

The first inch slides in easier than I expect, which is almost worse. The next inch stretches me beyond what I’m used to—beyond even Lennox, who’s always eager to remind me how tight I am. Wilder’s pace is slow, methodical, a test of materials and margins. Every half-inch is a new frontier of discomfort, and by the time the entire shaft is inside me, I feel split open and alien.

I vocalize without meaning to—a raw, throaty sound somewhere between a whine and a bellow. My cheek rests against the bar, drool pooling at the corner of my mouth, eyes watering from the stretch.

“There,” Wilder says, satisfied. He keeps the toy in place, his gloved fingers splayed against my ass, holding me steady like a valve that might burst. “See? You can take it.”

He begins to move it. The first withdrawal is slow, dragging ridges along my walls, then back in, just as deep. The friction is new—not better or worse, just different. It’s clinical and impersonal, a variable being tested for tolerance. He maintains a steady rhythm, not at all like the hurried, selfish thrusts of breeding. It’s deliberate. Calculated.

“She’s incredibly responsive,” Archer notes from somewhere behind me. I can’t see him, but I hear the click of his tablet. “Increased lubrication. No visible tearing or discomfort beyond vocalization.”

“She’s built for this,” Wilder replies, not breaking pace.

The shame is less than I expect. There’s no dignity left, so there’s nothing to lose. Just a slow, mounting pressure that isn’t quite pain and isn’t quite pleasure. It teeters between the two, always just out of reach, until suddenly I crest over and my body contracts around the toy, milking it for more. The orgasm is bright, blinding, and leaves my thighs shaking uncontrollably.

“She’s coming,” Archer says, and I hear the scribble of stylus on glass.

Wilder doesn’t stop. He keeps the rhythm exact, even as my legs threaten to give out from the shock. The aftershocks are nearly as strong as the initial wave—a rolling, animal release that strips away the last bits of speech or coherent thought.

I think I black out for a second, maybe two. When I blink back, the toy is moving faster, the pace doubled. My body is still spasming, but now the sensation is crossing into something like panic. I try to writhe away, but the restraints hold me fast. I can only take it, open and helpless, until the next orgasm hits, less intense but longer, a drawn-out whimper that echoes off the concrete.


Wilder finally stills the toy. He leaves it in for a second, letting the stretch burn into my memory. Then he pulls it free with one slow, careful motion. The emptiness is immediate and terrible. My insides clutch at nothing.


“Good,” he says, appraising my shaking frame with an almost gentle hand on my flank. “That’s much better. Two orgasms. Archer, note the time.”


“Documented,” Archer says, not looking up from the tablet.

I expect a pause, maybe a pat on the head or a snide remark, but instead there’s a sudden, rough presence behind me. Wilder again, but this time with his own cock. He doesn’t bother with teasing or warning; he thrusts in hard, still wet from the toy, and the sensation is too much. My nerves are shot, every touch raw and magnified. I cry out—loud, involuntary—and he fucks me through it, mechanical and perfunctory.

My third orgasm is almost an accident, a reflexive spasm triggered by the overload. It’s empty, dry, a ghost of pleasure. I collapse against the restraints, barely conscious of the world.

When Wilder finishes, he pulls out and wipes himself clean with a towel. He motions to Lennox and Archer, who unstrap me with the same efficiency as always. My arms and legs fold under me. I slump to the floor, shivering. Sweat and drool and something else drip down my thighs.

Three orgasms. Three times I came.

It should be enough. It’s more than enough. But even as I lie there, staring at the stainless steel bars, I feel the embers already starting to glow again. A slow, insistent burn gathering somewhere deep in my pelvis.

Wilder kneels to my level, looks me in the eye. “This is the new protocol,” he says. “We’ll use the toy before each breeding. If it helps, we continue. If not, we escalate.”

I nod, because what else is there to do.

The handlers leave me alone to recover. I want to sleep, but my body is wired, hypersensitive to every sound and vibration. I try to drift, but each time I close my eyes, I feel the ghost of the toy, the stretch, the fullness, the want.

It takes forty-five minutes before I’m grinding on my bedding again, desperate for friction. Not as bad as before, but still bad. Still endless.

Archer returns to check on me. “Fifty-one minutes,” he says to no one in particular, typing on his tablet. “Incremental improvement.”

The next morning, they wake me early. I’m lethargic and sore, but the ache is back, bright and impossible to ignore.

Wilder enters with Archer, who wheels a tray with the toy and several tubes of lubricant lined up like surgical instruments.

Without fanfare, they strap me into the stand. Archer fits the toy to me, fingers gentle but indifferent. He works it in, just as Wilder did, but less patient—he’s more interested in the data than the experience.

The fullness hits me all over again. I whimper, but this time there’s no sympathy, no pause for adjustment. Archer fucks me with the toy in a steady, even rhythm, glancing at his tablet to check my responses. Every minute, he marks the time, correlates it to my breathing, my pulse, my moans.

After several minutes, I come. It’s not as strong this time, but it’s immediate. Archer notes the timestamp, then continues. A second orgasm follows—less a climax than a release valve—and then he stops.

He thrusts the toy in one last time and leaves it there while he unbuttons his own pants. He takes me quickly, clinically, barely making a sound himself. When he finishes, he pulls out and wipes me down with a sterile cloth.

The new protocol is efficient. It’s optimized.

Afterwards, they unstrap me and leave me to recover alone. I lie on my side, shaking, staring at the wall. I count the seconds until the need returns, because I know it will.

They don’t let up.

Midday breeding with Lennox. Same protocol, new urgency. The handlers are changing shifts faster, pacing their intrusions so I barely have time to recover. Toy first. Then cock. Each time, three orgasms wrung out of me, one after the next like I’m being juiced, not bred. The intervals between sessions blur, overlap, swallow themselves. Each time they release me from the stand, my legs almost give out, the world narrows to the pulse between my thighs.

Another hour. Maybe two. I lose track.

Evening breeding with Wilder. Same as before, but with an edge of impatience—he’s not interested in my reactions, only the fact of them, the numbers Archer ticks off on his tablet with every spasm and cry. They push me further, keep the toy in longer, stretch me until I’m raw and wet and trembling. The orgasms come because they must, not because I want them. I’m so far past wanting. My body obeys, and that’s all.

I’m exhausted. Overwhelmed. Each time I think I’ve reached the limit of what I can come, there’s more asked of me, and more delivered. I’m coming so many times per day I’m losing count. I don’t count anymore. It’s pointless.

But even with this, even as I collapse on the bedding in the rare off-hours, the need returns. Always returns. Maybe duller, maybe warped into something less human, but it builds, throbs, claws at me from the inside out. I can’t imagine a moment in which the ache is gone, in which the urge doesn’t rule me.

Day three of the new protocol, they add something else.

During morning milking, after they cinch me tight to the breeding stand—collar, wrists, ankles, thick belts pinning my belly and thighs—Wilder brings out a small, glossy device. It’s not like the other implements. This one is smaller, more clinical, almost delicate.

“Vibrator,” he explains, holding it up for the camera that rotates in the corner. I think it’s for the log, not for me. “We’ll use it during milking. Additional stimulation to help with arousal management.”

He presses it against my clit—not gently, but precisely, the way you’d seat a valve or a gasket. Adjusts it, presses it tight with a loop of elastic around my hips so it stays put.

Then he turns it on.

Immediate. Intense. More than I expect, more than I’m ready for. It buzzes through me, constant and unrelenting, a focused bolt aimed right at the rawest, most swollen part of me. My thighs twitch, kick at the restraints. I moo sharply, not because I want to but because my body is leaking the noise, as though the circuits in my brain have been bypassed.

I try to pull away, but of course I can’t. I’m locked in, wrists to the bars, ankles in the steel cuffs, hips pressed flush to the stand by the wide restraint. I can only writhe in place, and that only makes it worse—the toy digs in, the vibration intensifies.

“You’ll wear this during all milking sessions from now on,” Wilder says. Clinical. Matter-of-fact. “The constant stimulation will help manage your arousal levels between breeding sessions.”

He says it like it’s an experiment, like I’m not the one living it.

The milking machine starts. I feel the suction on my nipples—the familiar, greedy pull. Then I feel the heat building between my legs, the vibration flooding me. Both sensations at once, both impossible to process. Each pulse of the machine yanks at my tits, each second of vibration sends a jolt through my pelvis. I can’t focus on either. I can’t think.

I moo again, and a whimper. My hips buck against the stand, but there’s nowhere to go. I’m just a node in a circuit, a conduit for sensation.

“Hold still,” Wilder says. But he knows I can’t. That’s the point.

I try. I really do. But the sensations are too much. The rhythm of the machine builds, milking faster, the vibration never letting up. I come. Fast. Hard. Within five minutes, I’m spasming against the stand, every muscle in my thighs locked, my head thrown back.

The machine doesn’t stop. The vibrator doesn’t stop. There’s no break, no moment of clarity. I’m trapped in it, suspended between one climax and the next. The milking pulls at me, over and over, while the vibrator drills me raw.

When the orgasm fades, the stimulation continues. There’s no relief, no letting down. Just a slow build to the next one. I come again, and again. Second time is less of a peak, more of a collapse—a wave that knocks me flat. The third comes as a surprise, a reflex, a leaking of pleasure rather than a burst.

By the time the milking finishes—twenty minutes, always twenty minutes—I’ve come four times. My body is wrung out, shaking, trembling, the air reeking of sweat and milk and something animal.

They remove the milking cups. Turn off the vibrator. Replace the clamps on my nipples, tight and punishing, to keep them from leaking between sessions.

I’m left there, slumped, my thighs still quivering, my clit raw and swollen. I can barely process what just happened.

“Excellent response,” Archer notes, tapping the tablet. “Four orgasms during morning milking. Milk production at 5.3 liters.”

“The orgasms increase production,” Wilder observes. “And they should help manage her arousal between breeding sessions.”

They lower me from the stand. I collapse on the mat, raw and empty. I don’t even try to get up. I just lie there, shivering, twitching, unable to do anything but breathe and feel the aftershocks.

But even four orgasms in twenty minutes only gives me about two hours of manageable need. The moment the sensations fade, the ache creeps back. It’s not as sharp, not as burning, but it’s there, haunting the edges of my thoughts.

It’s never gone for long.

“She needs more,” Lennox says that afternoon, watching me grind myself on the floor, desperate for friction. “The toy and vibrator are helping but not enough.”

“We’ll increase frequency,” Wilder decides. “Vibrator during all four milking sessions. Toy before all breeding sessions. Night breeding extended. More rounds. Keep her consistently satisfied.”

Consistently satisfied.

That becomes the goal. The protocol.

Four times a day: strapped to the breeding stand, hooded, vibrator on, milking machine pulling, coming multiple times per session. No breaks, no mercy, just the relentless routine.

Twice a day: toy first, stretching me and making me come, then handler’s cock, making me come again. The cycle repeats, on schedule, without deviation.

Night sessions: multiple rounds with whichever handler stays late. Toy, cock, toy, cock. Over and over until I’m completely spent. There’s no pretense of tenderness, no effort to keep me comfortable or engaged. I’m a sleeve, a tool, a vessel to be emptied and refilled.

I’m coming eight, ten, twelve times per day. Maybe more. I lose count. They don’t care if I lose count. The only thing that matters is that the numbers are trending up, the milk output increasing, the production graphs climbing higher every day.

It should be too much. Should overwhelm me, destroy me. But it doesn’t. I’m built for it. Designed for it. The more they use me, the more I crave it, the more I need it. The relief each orgasm brings is brief. Thirty minutes. An hour. But it’s better than nothing. Better than the constant burning with no relief at all.

By the end of week four, I’m different.

Not just physically—though my belly is starting to show. Just slightly. A small curve when I lie on my side, a roundness when they roll me onto my back for inspection. My tits are heavier, veins showing through the stretched skin; my nipples are constantly swollen, dark and dripping. My thighs are thicker, muscles taut from the constant clenching.

But mentally. Psychologically.

I don’t think about resisting anymore. Don’t think about what I was before. Don’t think about anything except the cycle.

Milking. Vibrator. Coming. Relief.

Feeding. Heat building.

Toy. Coming. Relief.

Breeding. Coming. Relief.

Sleep.

Then start again.

That’s my existence. That’s all I can think about.

The complexity of thought is fading. Not gone completely. I’m still aware. Still understand what’s happening to me. But it doesn’t matter as much. The world is reduced to a small cluster of needs and routines. I eat, I’m used, I come, I rest. Sometimes I sleep. Sometimes I don’t.

I can’t hold multiple thoughts at once. Can’t process past the immediate need. Just simple concepts. Basic understanding.

Need. Use. Come. Relief. Content.

The handlers notice.

“Her responses are becoming more automatic,” Archer observes, scrolling through the data on his tablet. “Less resistance. More cooperation.”

“The constant orgasms are conditioning her,” Wilder says. “Associating submission with relief. It’s working exactly as intended.”

“She’s becoming a perfect cow,” Lennox adds, voice thick with satisfaction.

Perfect cow.
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The next week starts with a change.

After morning milking, they don’t lower me to the floor like usual. Don’t let me rest in my corner.

Instead, Wilder brings new equipment. A heavy chain. A ring bolted into the concrete floor. Leather hobbles.

“We’re implementing a new restraint protocol,” he announces. “You’re spending too much time rubbing against the floor and bars. Agitating yourself. Making the arousal worse.”

He’s right. Between sessions, when I’m alone, I can’t stop. Grinding against the concrete. Against the bars. Desperate for any friction.

“From now on, you’ll be kept restrained when you’re not being serviced,” Wilder continues. “It’ll help manage your arousal and prevent you from injuring yourself.”

Injuring myself?

I hadn’t thought about that. But maybe I have been. My knees are raw. My skin scraped from constant rubbing.

Archer enters the stall with Wilder. They position me in the center of the stall. Directly over the drain where the new floor ring is bolted.

Then they attach the restraints.

First, the chain. Heavy. Maybe four feet long. They clip one end to the ring on my collar. The other end locks to the floor ring.

I test it. Pull. Can move maybe three feet in any direction. Enough to shift around. Kneel. Sit. Lie down.

But not enough to reach the walls. Not enough to reach the bars. Not enough to rub against anything solid.

Then the hobbles. Leather cuffs around each ankle. A short stick connecting them. Maybe a foot long.

I can move my legs. Can shift position. But I can’t spread them wide. Can’t press my thighs together hard enough to get real friction.

“There,” Wilder says. Satisfied. “This will keep you from aggravating your arousal between sessions. You can still move enough to be comfortable. But you can’t reach anything to rub against.”

I test the restraints. Try to move. I can kneel. Can sit back on my heels. Can even lie down if I want. The tether gives me a small circle of movement.

But I can’t close my legs tight. Can’t reach the walls or bars. Can’t do anything to ease the burning.

I’m locked in place. Limited. Controlled.

And already I can feel the difference. The burning is there—always there—but without the option of rubbing against something, my body can’t work itself into a frenzy.

It’s better. And worse.

Better because I’m not constantly desperate and agitated.

Worse because the need just sits there. Burning. With no outlet at all.

“She’ll stay like this between sessions,” Wilder tells Archer. “Milking stand for milking and breeding. Tethered and hobbled when she’s alone. It’s for her own good.”

For my own good.

I moo softly. Don’t know if I agree. But don’t have a choice.

The restraints become routine quickly.

Morning milking on the stand. Then collar tethered to the floor ring, hobbles on ankles. Alone for two hours.

Midday milking and breeding on the stand. Then tethered and hobbled. Alone for three hours.

Evening milking and breeding. Tethered and hobbled. Alone for four hours.

Night milking. Then I’m released for the night breeding session. Multiple rounds with whichever handler stays late. Then finally free to sleep unbound.

The constant restraint is wearing on me differently than I expected.

Mentally, it’s easier. I’m not working myself into a desperate frenzy between sessions. The arousal burns but I can’t act on it, so I just... endure it.

But physically, my body is getting stiff. Sore. I’m tethered in the same small circle for hours. The hobbles limit how much I can stretch or move freely.

By day three of the new protocol, I’m noticeably stiff. Moving awkwardly when they release me for milking.

Archer notices.

“She’s not moving well,” he observes. Concerned. Making notes. “The constant restraint is affecting her mobility.”

“We need to maintain muscle tone,” Wilder says. “Especially during pregnancy. She can’t just stay still all day.”

“What do you recommend?”

“Exercise. Daily walks. Get her moving. Work out the stiffness.”

“Walks where?”

“Around the property. The gardens. Paths. Supervised, obviously. We’ll rotate who takes her.”

Exercise. Walks. Like a dog.

I should be humiliated by that. Should hate the idea.

But mostly I’m relieved. The thought of moving. Stretching. Being outside in fresh air.

It sounds wonderful.

That afternoon, after midday milking and breeding, they don’t put me back in restraints.

Instead, Wilder attaches something to my harness. A leash. Long chain. Clipped to the ring on my back.

“Come,” he orders.

I crawl toward him. Out of the stall. Through the barn. To the door.

He opens it. Sunlight floods in.

I squint against it. Haven’t been outside since I arrived weeks ago. The warmth feels incredible on my skin.

Wilder leads me out. Down a stone path. Into the gardens.

The grass is soft. Green. I can smell flowers. Growing things. Earth.

It’s beautiful.

We walk—me crawling, him walking beside me—down winding paths. Past flower beds. Under trees. Through an open area of lawn.

My body loosens with the movement. Stretches. The stiffness easing.

“Keep pace,” Wilder says. His voice is firm, but not unkind. “Don’t lag behind.”

I do my best. Crawling steadily. Following where the leash leads.

We walk for maybe twenty minutes. Then he leads me back to the barn. Back to my stall.

Back to the restraints.

But those twenty minutes outside—moving freely, feeling sun and air—made everything more bearable.

The next day, Archer takes me for the walk.

He’s gentler. Slower. Lets me stop to rest when I need to.

“This is good for you,” he says in his soft voice. “Exercise is important. Keeps your body healthy for the pregnancy.”

Healthy for the pregnancy.

Not healthy for me. For the baby I’m carrying.

But I can’t be upset about that. Can barely hold the thought long enough to process it.

Just focus on the movement. The fresh air. The break from the stall.

Archer walks me around the entire property. Showing me things. Talking to me like I can understand complex concepts.

“Those are roses,” he says, pointing. “Mr. Calloway’s gardener maintains them. Beautiful, aren’t they?”

I moo. Agreement maybe. They are pretty.

“And that’s the main house,” he continues. Gesturing to the massive building in the distance. “Where Mr. Calloway lives. We’re not allowed inside, of course. But it’s impressive.”

I look at it. Try to imagine Sebastian inside. In his office. Watching me on the cameras.

The thought makes something warm move through me. He’s watching. Seeing me be good. Be cooperative.

“Come along,” Archer says gently. Tugs the leash. “Let’s finish the circuit.”
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Day three in the barn, and Lennox is the one who comes for me.

I know him by the way his boots sound on the concrete aisle, the deliberate stomp and drag, like he’s already a little annoyed to have to handle me. Maybe he is. Maybe he’s just like the others: here for a paycheck and a quick thrill at my expense. But he doesn’t treat it like a job, and he’s never tried to hide his grin as he slaps the latex gloves onto his hands and runs them down my naked, leashed, trembling body.

He doesn’t bother with the usual leash attached to my harness. Instead, out of his back pocket, he pulls a short coil of chain, the links thick and heavy, and lets it dangle in front of my eyes before clipping it directly to my nose ring.

The moment the metal bites, there’s a jolt of pain that goes straight through my skull to my cunt. I can’t help it—a moan slips out, desperate and helpless, and my knees buckle. The chain is short, maybe a foot or less, and every movement of his hand transmits through the ring with an immediate, insistent pull. Impossible to ignore.

Lennox crouches in front of me, tugs my chin up by the chain until I’m forced to look him in the eyes.

“You like that, Udders?” he smirks. “Figured you would.”

He stands, hauling me upright by the ring, and the sharp tug makes me yelp. I try to scramble to my knees faster, even though the hobbles make it awkward and slow, and my tits sway beneath me with the effort. Lennox gives the leash another little yank, and I follow—the only thing I can do.

“Come on, Udders,” Lennox calls cheerfully, as if we’re heading out for a pleasant stroll. “Let’s go for a walk. You need to stretch those legs after all that time on your knees.”

He sets a brisk pace, not bothering to look back, and the chain hauls my head up every time I lag even a little. It’s not just uncomfortable—it’s humiliating. The chain tugs the ring, the ring tugs my nose, and every time I stumble, the pain sharpens and my eyes water. I have to keep up or be dragged by the face.

I can’t help mooing, sometimes from the pain, sometimes from the jolt of pleasure the pain causes—all mixed up in a slurry of need that makes my thighs slick and my nipples painfully hard. I can’t hide it from him; the handlers love this. They always comment on how wet I get from punishment, how eager I am to be used.

Lennox marches me out the barn door and down the gravel path that runs along the wooded edge of the property. The sun is bright after the dark interior, and the air smells fresh and green and damp. I can’t see much from my position—head up, ass down, crawling at a half-trot—but I catch glimpses of the big house on the hill, the white fences, the other outbuildings. I’d almost forgotten there was a world outside the barn.

When I slow down to look, he tugs the leash hard enough to make me squeal. “Eyes on the path, cow,” he snaps. “You’ll get plenty of fresh air if you keep moving.”

He pushes the pace even faster. My knees protest, the hobbles force my legs to splay ridiculously wide, and every stride makes my breasts swing and slap together. The pain is secondary to the humiliation. There are security cameras on the outbuildings, and I’m sure the other staff can see us, maybe even the owner. Maybe Sebastian himself is watching, cold and impassive, evaluating my performance.

I imagine him in his office, staring at the monitors, and the thought makes my pussy clench and my cheeks burn. I crawl harder, desperate not to disappoint.

Lennox veers off the main path and takes me along a narrower trail into the trees. The ground is softer here, covered in moss and leaf litter, and the sunlight is filtered through the canopy. The air feels cooler, less exposed, but also more private. I realize with a shudder what this probably means.

Without warning, Lennox stops, and I nearly ram into the back of his boots. He yanks the chain upward, forcing my head high, and then says in the practiced, bored tone that all the handlers seem to use: “Present.”

I freeze, then scramble to do as I’ve been taught. I arch my spine, spread my knees as wide as the hobbles allow, and lift my ass high, planting my cheek and chest to the mossy ground. I feel stupid, obscene—like livestock showing off in heat—but I do it anyway. I know better than to hesitate.

He walks around me, giving the chain a little flick with each step, inspecting me like an animal. He crouches behind me, one gloved hand tracing a circle on my asscheek, the other holding the leash taut so any movement jerks my face up painfully.

“Good cow,” he murmurs, almost tender, and then his hand slips between my thighs.

His fingers press against my cunt, and I’m so wet that it makes an obscene, needy sound. He doesn’t bother teasing or drawing it out—just rubs my clit in quick, hard circles, then plunges two fingers inside me and curls them, searching for the sweet spot.

I can’t stop the sounds I make. The moans, the little mewling grunts, the way my hips rock back against his fingers. Every time I arch too far, the chain bites, and every time I try to pull away, he tightens his grip and pushes harder. It’s like he’s playing me by two leashes: one on my nose, the other on my cunt.

After thirty seconds, he pulls his hand away, wipes his gloves on my back, and stands.

“Not yet,” Lennox says, satisfied. “You haven’t earned it.”

He gives the chain a gentle tug, and I follow, my cunt still throbbing and my pride in tatters.

The trail curves deeper into the woods, the trees crowding close. I hear the distant calls of birds, the hum of insects, and my own labored breathing. I can’t think of anything except the ache between my legs and the lingering sensation of his fingers.

We keep going, and every few minutes he stops me, orders me to present, and then repeats the same cycle: touch, tease, deny. Sometimes he just pats my ass, sometimes he presses a finger to my clit for a heartbeat and then lets go. Once, he shoves the chain into my mouth for me to hold, then uses both hands to knead my tits, pinching my nipples until I cry out. Then he takes the chain back and leads me onward, like nothing happened.

It’s a routine, a system. He’s breaking me down, making me want it more with every denial. I can feel myself getting more desperate, more eager to please, more dependent on his approval.

At one stop, just as I’m presenting and waiting, Lennox leans down next to my ear and whispers:

“You like this, don’t you? Being walked, being shown off. You want to be a good cow for me.”

I moo without meaning to, a sound of pure need.

“Good girl,” he says, and for a second I believe it’s true.

He doesn’t fuck me. Not once. He could—he could do anything he wants, and I’d beg for it—but instead he keeps walking. He doesn’t even pause at the idea, doesn’t even hint at it. Just keeps me on the edge, leaking and panting, until I’m dizzy with it.

When we finally circle back to the barn, I’m trembling head to toe, a mess of sweat and slick and tingling, denied need. My knees ache, my arms are shaking, and I can barely keep my head up.

Lennox walks me back into my stall, ignoring the other handlers as they watch and snicker. He unclips the chain from my nose ring and lets it drop to the floor with a clang. Then he pats my head.

“You did better than I thought, Udders,” he says. “Maybe there’s hope for you after all.”

He locks my hobbles and tethers me by the harness, then leaves me alone.

For a long time, all I can do is kneel and pant and shiver, feeling the aftershocks of what he did to me—or rather, what he didn’t do.

The need is worse now. The denial. I thought it would go away if I came, but it never does. The handlers know that. They’re conditioning me, training me to live for their touch, their approval, their use.

I’m embarrassed by how effective it is.

The walks keep me healthy. Keep my body functioning. Keep me from going completely stir-crazy.

The vibrator and toys keep me satisfied enough to be manageable. Not satisfied completely—that’s impossible—but enough that I’m not constantly desperate.

And through it all, my thoughts keep getting simpler.

The walks help with that too. Give me something to focus on besides need. Something to anticipate that isn’t just the next orgasm.

Movement. Outside. Fresh air. Handler’s approval.

Simple wants. Simple pleasures.

That’s all I can process now. All I need.

Milk. Feed. Breed. Walk. Sleep.

Over and over.

My belly is growing. My breasts are enormous—5.4 liters per session now. The clamps barely contain the leaking.

But I’m healthy. Cooperative. Manageable.

Everything Sebastian paid for.

Everything the handlers need me to be.

And when Lennox leads me by my nose ring, when Archer praises me for keeping pace, when Wilder watches me crawl obediently beside him—

I feel content.

This is what I am. This is what I’m for.

And I’m good at it.
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A new eek brings new changes.

The first happens at night.

After Wilder finishes the night breeding session—four rounds, multiple toys, exhausted and trembling—he doesn’t just clean me and leave like usual.

Instead, he brings something new.

A hood. Black leather. Laces up the back.

“You’re taking too long to fall asleep,” he explains. Factual. Clinical. “Even after exhaustive sessions, you’re still awake for thirty to forty-five minutes. That’s wasted sleep time.”

I moo weakly. Confused. Tired.

“The hood will help. Sensory deprivation. No visual stimulation. Just darkness. Your body will shut down faster.”

He positions the hood over my head. Slides it down. It covers everything. My eyes. My forehead. My cheeks.

There are openings for my nose and mouth. I can breathe. Can make sounds.

But I can’t see anything.

Complete darkness.

He laces it tight at the back. Securing it.

“There,” he says. His voice sounds different. Muffled. “Now sleep.”

He leaves. The barn door closes.

I’m alone in the dark.

Not just the barn at night. Not just closed eyes.

Complete sensory deprivation. No light. No visual input at all.

Just darkness. Just the sensation of the concrete beneath me. The tail plug still in my ass. The ache between my legs from being used so thoroughly.

And—

Sleep comes faster.

Without being able to see, without any visual distraction, my exhausted body just... shuts down.

I sleep within minutes. Deep. Dreamless.

When I wake in the morning, the hood is still on. I’m disoriented. Confused. Don’t know where I am or what’s happening.

Then the barn door opens. Footsteps.

“Morning,” Archer’s voice. Gentle. “Let’s get that hood off you.”

He unlaces it. Pulls it away.

Light floods in. I blink against it. Takes several moments for my eyes to adjust.

“You slept eight hours,” Archer says. Pleased. Making notes. “The hood worked perfectly. We’ll implement it every night from now on.”

Eight hours. Uninterrupted.

That’s the most sleep I’ve gotten since before the breeding week.

The hood becomes part of the routine. Every night after the breeding session, whichever handler stayed late puts the hood on me before leaving.

Darkness. Silence. Sleep.

It helps. Makes the exhaustion more manageable. Makes my body function better.

But it also—

It also makes me more dependent. More animal.

Every night, hooded. Blind. Just sensation and darkness until morning.

No thoughts. No processing. Just existence.

The second big change comes not at night, but in the stark, humming brightness of midday.

The milking session has just ended. I’m slick, trembling, still shuddering from the aftershocks of the orgasms they now coax out of me as a matter of course. My legs are wobbly, the tail plug swings between my thighs, my tits loll heavy and raw, the long suction rings still livid on my skin.

I expect to be left alone—maybe a quick wet wipe, maybe a pat from Lennox or Archer, then a return to my pen for a few hours of rest.

Instead, Lennox lingers. He leans casually against the edge of the stainless table, eyes glinting, one hand idly stroking himself through his jeans. I can tell he’s waiting for something, and whatever it is, he’s enjoying the anticipation as much as I’m dreading it.

Wilder comes in, murmurs a few words to Lennox I can’t quite catch. Lennox laughs, low and mean, then turns to me with the broad, toothy smile that signals an experiment.

He produces a new toy from a drawer. At first it looks like the others—hard silicone, veined and slick, but this one is differently shaped at the base, and there’s a binding of rubber tubing spiraling up from the hilt.

“See this, Udders?” he says, holding it up so the head bobs lewdly in the light. He squeezes a small black bulb at the end of the tube. The toy expands slightly, its girth swelling before my eyes.

He squeezes again. It pulses, thickening. I moan, half in fear, half in—what? Curiosity? Dread?

“Inflatable,” says Lennox, voice smug. “You want to guess where it’s going?”

I moo involuntarily, a sound that means both no and yes.

My cunt is still slippery from the milking wand. He lines up the toy, presses it against my fucked-out opening, and with a practiced shove, slides it home. It’s smaller than the thickest toys—at first. The initial penetration is easy, almost anticlimactic. I let out a little grunt of relief, bracing for a pounding that doesn’t come.

Then Archer steps in, holding the pump.

He nods at Lennox, who keeps a steadying hand on my ass—my haunches, they call it, or sometimes my “mounting shelf.” Archer begins to pump the bulb. The toy inflates. Slowly at first, then faster.

I feel the pressure as a swelling, a fullness, like someone filling me with warm air. The toy bulges out in every direction. My cunt stretches around it, forced wider and wider. I moo, low and long, my noises echoing off the floor.

Lennox laughs again. “Shit, you’re taking it like a champion. What do you think, Archer? She could handle another pump, couldn’t she?”

“Easily,” says Archer, and pumps again.

Now the toy is so wide my hips try to twist away, but Lennox pins me down, his grip digging into my flesh. The pressure isn’t quite pain—it’s impossible fullness, a ripeness that blots out every other sensation. I’m so stretched I can’t imagine anything else fitting inside me, ever.

My brain won’t compute it. I try to count the seconds, but my vision is all sparks.

“That’s good,” says Archer. He taps the toy, listening to the squelch. “She won’t forget this.”

She. Me. I am an experience, not a person. I am a vessel for their science project.

They leave the toy inside me. I stand, trembling, held in place by the straps and the table. I expect release, but there is none.

Instead, Lennox unzips, pulls out his cock, and with one hand works his length in alongside the inflated toy. I have no reference point for the sensation—just a stretching, a popping, a sense of being filled, again and again, until I am nothing but the hole and the pressure and the shuddering pleasure.

I come, helplessly, as he fucks me. It’s not a normal orgasm but a crazy, animal panic, a frantic mooing that rips up my throat and out into the room. I shake so hard I nearly collapse, but the restraints keep me upright.

They don’t stop. He finishes inside me, then trades out for Archer, who is slower, more methodical, using his fingers to pinch and prod around the stuffed rim, watching my reactions with cold fascination. He inflates the toy a little more, just to see how much I can stand. Then he licks his fingers clean, like I am a dessert.

When they finally pull out and deflate the toy, the emptiness is so abrupt it feels wrong. I cry out, a sound like a sob, though I don’t remember crying. My body clenches around the ghost of the toy, desperate for that swollen presence again.

Lennox grins, wipes my tears, and slaps my ass. “Good girl, Udders.”

That’s how the new routine starts.

Every day, after the milking, they use the inflatable. Sometimes they fuck me with it inside, sometimes they just leave it in for hours while I waddle around my pen, the fullness humming in the background of everything I do. At first, I dread it. The sensation is so unnatural, so alien. But I can’t help it—after a few sessions, I start to crave the feeling. My cunt throbs at the mere sight of the toy, my hips rock forward.

The handlers notice. Wilder logs the data. Lennox and Archer start to compete, seeing who can make me moo the loudest, who can get the most fluid ounce measurements off a single stretch session.

The toy gets bigger. They find a new size, a custom job, and the day they unveil it is like a holiday for them. They bring in three handlers instead of two, and while one works the pump and another takes photos, the third fucks me so hard I nearly black out.

It becomes a game, a test, a point of pride. They stretch me until I’m sure I’ll tear, and then they push further. I come every time, which only encourages them.

The next time they leave the toy in for half a day, and when they finally remove it the emptiness is so sharp and consuming I nearly faint. I beg, in my wordless, mooing way, for them to put it back. They laugh, and say I’m the best investment the company has ever made.

Soon, normal cocks aren’t enough. Even Lennox, who is thick as my wrist, barely registers unless I’m already stretched out. I start to feel anxious without the toy inside me. I can’t fall asleep, can’t eat, unless I’m full.

My world narrows to this: I am a vessel, a hole, a thing to be pumped and filled and measured. I love it. I hate it. I love how much I hate it.

They know. They see the twitch of my hips, the arch of my back, the way I whimper and beg for the toy even as I’m shaking with fear.

It’s perfect.

I am perfect.

I am addicted to being filled. To being used. To being more toy than person.

I am bred for this.

My body starts anticipating it. Needing it. The stretch. The overwhelming sensation.

Simple cock isn’t enough anymore. I need the toys. Need the intensity. Need to be stretched and filled impossibly.

My thoughts are slipping more.

Not gone. Still there. Still aware.

But simpler. More basic.

Complex concepts slip away. Can’t hold onto them long enough to process.

Just immediate things. Immediate needs.

Hungry. Food trough. Eat.

Breasts full. Ache. Need milking.

Burning. Need cock. Need toy. Need filled.

Empty. Wrong. Need more.

Full. Right. Good.

Tired. Hood. Sleep.

The words are there. The understanding. But I can’t string them together into complicated thoughts anymore.

Can’t think about why I’m here. Can’t remember my life before. Can barely remember yesterday as distinct from today.

Just now. Just the immediate cycle.

Milk. Feed. Breed. Walk. Sleep.

Over and over.

The handlers notice.

“Her verbal complexity is declining,” Archer notes one morning. “Simple responses only. Basic understanding.”

“Consistent with the protocol,” Wilder says. “The constant stimulation and arousal management is reducing higher cognitive function.”

“Is it permanent?”

“Documentation says it should reverse after delivery and weaning. The formula’s effects are temporary.”

Should reverse.

But I can’t hold onto that thought. Can’t grasp the concept of “after delivery” or “temporary.”

Just now. Just this cycle. Just what I need right now.

Lennox’s walks get worse. Or better. I can’t tell anymore.

He’s figured out exactly how to torment me. Exactly what winds me up most.

This afternoon, he clips the leash to my nose ring like always. Leads me outside.

But instead of just stopping me occasionally to touch me, he narrates.

“Look at you, Udders,” he says cheerfully as we walk. “Crawling around naked. Pregnant with Mr. Calloway’s baby. Leashed by your nose ring like livestock.”

I moo. Don’t know if I’m agreeing or protesting. Both maybe.

“You love it, don’t you?” he continues. “Being treated like an animal. Being used. Being bred.”

We stop. He makes me present.

His hand between my legs. Finding how wet I am.

“See? Soaking wet. Your body knows what you are even if your brain’s too foggy to process it.”

He rubs my clit. Gets me close. Then stops.

“Keep walking.”

We continue. He talks the whole time. Describing what I am. What I’ve become. How thoroughly broken I am.

And it makes the burning worse. Makes me more desperate.

He stops me again. Multiple times. Each time he gets me close. Each time he stops.

“Beg,” he finally orders.

I moo desperately. The begging sound. Pleading.

“Good cow. But not yet.”

He makes me wait. Makes me crawl after him. Makes me present over and over.

Finally, in the secluded clearing, he fucks me.

But he doesn’t let me come. Just uses me. Finishes. Pulls out.

Leaves me desperate. Burning. Needing to come so badly I’m shaking.

“You can come during evening breeding,” he says. Clips the leash back to my nose ring. “This was just for me.”

He leads me back to the barn. Puts me back in the tether and hobbles.

Leaves me alone.

I’m a wreck. So desperate. The orgasm building but no relief.

I have to wait. Hours. Until evening breeding.

And Lennox knows. Knows exactly what he did. Knows I’m suffering.

Cruel. Perfect. Exactly what I need, even though I hate it.

The nights with the hood get more intense too.

Archer stays late one night. Does the usual breeding session. Multiple rounds. Toys and cock.

But then, before putting the hood on, he brings the inflatable toy.

Slides it inside me. Pumps it up. Big. Full. Stretching me.

Then puts the hood on.

He leaves.

I’m alone in the dark. Hooded. The toy inflated inside me. Stuffed. Stretching me constantly.

I can’t see. Can barely think. Just feel the fullness. The stretch. The possession.

And somehow—

It helps me sleep even faster. Even deeper.

The constant sensation grounds me. Reminds me what I am. Keeps me focused on simple things.

Full. Owned. Used. Good.

I sleep with the toy inside me. Wake up in the morning still filled. Still stretched.

Wilder removes it during morning milking. Deflates it. Pulls it out.

The emptiness is immediate. Wrong. I moo desperately.

“Easy,” he says. “You’ll be filled again soon enough.”

And I am. Over and over. Throughout the day.

Cock. Toy. Inflatable. Sometimes multiple at once.

Always full. Always used. Always stretched.

That’s what I need now. Can’t imagine anything else.
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My belly is noticeably rounded. My breasts are enormous—5.6 liters per session. I’m producing so much the clamps barely keep up.

But more than the physical changes—

The mental ones.

I don’t think in sentences anymore. Don’t think in complex concepts.

Just simple words. Simple needs.

Milk. Full. Relief.

Hungry. Food. Eat.

Burning. Cock. Toy. Need.

Full. Stretched. Good.

Empty. Wrong. More.

Tired. Hood. Dark. Sleep.

That’s all I can process. All I need to process.

The handlers are everything. Wilder’s firm control. Lennox’s cruel teasing. Archer’s gentle praise.

They use me. Fill me. Care for me. Control me.

And I’m grateful. So grateful.

Can’t articulate why anymore. Can barely hold the thought.

Just feel it. Know it. Need it.

This is what I am. This is what I’m for.

And I’m happy.
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The routine is everything now. Can’t remember anything else. Can’t imagine anything different.

Morning milking. Stand. Hood over eyes. Vibrator. Come. Come. Come again. Milk flows. 5.7 liters.

Feed. Trough. Brownish paste. Eat. Hungry. Always hungry.

Tether. Hobbles. Wait. Burn. Need.

Walk with handler. Outside. Air. Movement. Lennox cruel. Wilder firm. Archer gentle.

Midday milking. Breeding. Toy. Cock. Stretched. Full. Come. Relief.

Tether. Wait. Burn again.

Evening milking. Breeding. More. Always more. Come. Used. Good.

Night milking. Night breeding. Many times. Exhausted. Hood. Dark. Sleep.

That’s everything. That’s all there is.

Can’t think past it. Don’t need to think past it.

Just the cycle. Just now. Just this.

But today is different.

After midday milking, all three handlers stay.

Usually, only one breeds me at a time. The others leave. I barely see them in the periphery, the others, when my turn comes. Most days, it’s just hands on my hips, a body behind me, a cock inside me, and then the emptiness again, the ache and the hunger and the dull fog of waiting. The world is schedule and sensation, nothing more.

But today, they’re all here. Three shadows instead of one. I can smell their colognes and deodorants, their boots and the latex of their gloves. I hear them talking in low voices, words that drift in and out of the haze: ready, protocol, enhancement, maximize.

Wilder is first to speak. “We’re implementing enhanced breeding sessions,” he announces, like a newsreader. “All three of us. One after another. Maximize stimulation and satisfaction.” His voice is deep but bored: a man who has delivered this line a hundred times before, and expects no surprises.

I register the words: enhanced, maximize, satisfaction. Bits and pieces, contextless, but enough to understand the core of the new thing. All three. One after another. I moo, unable to find any other way to communicate what this means inside my head. It’s a lot. More than before. Too much, maybe.

Lennox snickers. “She gets it,” he mutters, not unkindly.

Wilder barely looks at me. “She can handle it.” Not a question—a diagnostic statement. Like he’s saying the weather will be cold, or the yield will be up this quarter.

They move me to the breeding stand, the upgraded one with the shiny steel and the extra points of restraint. I know it well: the rubber padding, the cool rails, the faint bloodstain in the channel beneath. They position me, bent forward, legs spread, arms fastened down. Today, there are more straps than usual. Ankles. Wrists. Biceps. Chest against a wide band of leather, a kind of hug that says stay in a language beyond words.

I can’t move at all. I test the restraints, just to know, but there’s not even a centimeter of slack. My world is narrowed to the stand, the slick anticipation between my legs, and the sound of gloves snapping on.

Wilder goes first.

He starts with the thick toy, the one that vibrates deep, the one I used to dread and now need. He pushes it inside me and holds it there, his big hands on my hips while I buck and wriggle in the harness. He isn’t gentle, but he isn’t cruel, either. He wants results. I come twice before he even unzips his pants, the orgasms sharp and bright and sudden, like electrical shocks down my spine.

Then it’s his cock. He slides in with a grunt, steady and relentless, like a machine. There’s no buildup, no teasing, just a rhythm as old as time—use, empty, reset. I come again, even harder, the third one making my ears ring and my mouth hang open. The stand creaks under the force, the vinyl squealing against my skin.

Wilder pulls out, says nothing, steps back. I’m still twitching when I feel the next shadow behind me.

Before I can process, before I can even begin to recover, Lennox is there. He likes toys, always has. He picks the inflatable one, the mean one that looks like a cartoon bomb and expands until I’m stretched near breaking. He slides it in, pumps the bulb, and the pressure grows: bigger, fuller, impossibly tight. I feel panic rise for half a second, but then it’s subsumed by the heat, the need, the shameful pleasure of being filled so utterly.

He fucks me with it inside. Both at once. My body is past its limits, nerves all firing, no room for thought or resistance. I moo and grunt and sob, but they’re just noises, echoes of the deeper thing inside. I come again, violently, stars exploding behind my eyelids. My body shakes so hard the stand groans. Lennox laughs, a high-pitched sound, and finishes. He deflates the toy, pulls out, and pats my ass like I’m a prize-winning steer at the county fair.

For a moment, I am empty. It feels wrong, like when you take off a too-tight bandage and your skin misses the pressure.

But there’s still one more.

Archer moves quietly. His hands are gentle, his touch deliberate. He wipes me down first, careful not to hurt, then kneels in front of me and murmurs, “You’re doing so well, pet. Such a good pet.” He strokes my hair, lets me breathe for one long minute.

Then he enters me, slow, careful, thorough. At first I am numb, but gradually sensation returns: a steady, growing fullness, a rolling wave of pleasure, the kind that doesn’t spike but builds and builds until it breaks over everything. I lose count of the orgasms. Five, six, maybe more. Archer never hurries, never pushes. He keeps telling me I’m perfect, I’m good, I’m doing exactly what I’m supposed to. It doesn’t matter if I understand the words; the tone alone is enough to make me melt around him.

When he’s done, they undo all the straps and harnesses at once. The air feels cold and hard against my skin.

I collapse. There’s nothing left in my limbs. My head is hollow, my body boneless. I just lie there on the stand, leaking and twitching, brain empty beyond the word “used.” Used by all three. No break. No rest.

Overwhelmed. Ruined. Satisfied.

For now.

I collapse. Can’t move. Can’t think. Just lie there shaking.

Used by all three. One right after another. No break. No rest.

Overwhelmed. Destroyed. Satisfied.

For now.

“Document it,” Wilder tells Archer. “Multiple handler sessions. Six orgasms. Enhanced satisfaction achieved.”

They clean me. Put me back in tether and hobbles.

Leave me alone.

I lie there. Trembling. Leaking. Filled with all three of them.

The relief lasts longer. Three hours. Maybe four.

Better than one handler. Much better.

They do it again that night. All three for the night breeding session.

Multiple rounds. All three using me. Over and over.

Toys. Cocks. Inflatable. Vibrator. Everything at once.

I lose myself in it. Lose what little thought I have left. Just sensation. Just use. Just overwhelming fullness and relief and exhaustion.

When they finally put the hood on and leave, I sleep immediately. Deep. Gone.

The multiple handler sessions become more frequent. Not every time. But several times per week.

My body adjusts. Needs it. Craves it.

One cock isn’t enough anymore. Need more. Need all three. Need to be used completely.

Simple thoughts. Simple needs.

One is not enough. Three is good. Three is satisfied.

That’s all I can process. All I need to process.

But something else is changing too.

It starts as a shift in the air between us, a slow rot in the words Lennox speaks during my walks, my feedings, during those moments between the physical humiliations when all I have to cling to are their voices and the way they shape my reality. Lennox’s words are different now, twisting around me like barbed wire. They cut where they used to graze.

He doesn’t bother with anything gentle. No more soft, coaxing tones, no more patient explanations when I stumble or flinch from a touch. Now the words are clipped, thrown like stones at the side of my head. Jarring, sharp, meant to lodge and fester.

My head’s foggy all the time. Sometimes I catch a phrase, sometimes a single syllable, but the meaning spills out as soon as I try to hold it. Even so, I feel the impact in the way my body trembles, the way my gut knots up.

The humiliation is different too. It’s everywhere, layered into everything, not just action but expectation. Even the way Lennox yanks my leash has changed: His hand is rougher, his impatience obvious, as if he expects me to fail and resents me for it even before I do.

Today, he leads me from my pen as usual, nose ring tugged so hard I stumble, knees wobbling. I slump along behind, thighs chafed, back aching from the night spent tied to the milking bench. He doesn’t slow for me. Just drags me into the yard, where the mud sucks at me and the smell of hay and old shit is thick in my nostrils. Archer waits at the far fence, arms folded, but he doesn’t come over; just watches, face unreadable.

Lennox hauls me up short at a patch of bare earth. My udders swing heavy and low, almost brushing the ground.

“Look at you,” Lennox sneers. The words slap against my scalp, oddly loud. “Pathetic. Knocked up and barely able to crawl. This is what you wanted, isn’t it?”

I don’t know what I wanted. I can’t remember ever wanting anything. Maybe I did, once. Now there’s only the ache of my joints and the throb of my breasts and the constant, gnawing hunger.

He shoves my chin up with two fingers. “Look at you.” He’s so close I can feel his breath. “A fucking beast.”

Beast. The word hangs in my ears, then flits away. I can’t even picture what he means, but I know it’s bad. I feel it in my chest, a sour, sinking thing. I moo—a reflex now, automatic and immediate when I’m confused or scared. It bubbles up, pathetic and high-pitched.

He laughs. Archer laughs too, across the yard, a single bark of sound.

“Doesn’t even know what she is anymore.” Lennox grabs my tail and twists. “Listen up, Udders. You’re not even a pet. You’re a breeding cow, nothing more. Got it?”

The words slam together in my skull, jumbling into a mess of syllables and ugly vowels. But I catch “cow.” I know “breeding.” I know “nothing more.” And I know I’m supposed to feel bad about that, about not being what they want.

So I do. Shame pours through me, thick and paralyzing. I try to look down but his grip on my chin tightens, nails digging into my skin.

“I said, got it?” His voice is a whipcrack.

I moo again. This time it’s low, desperate. My thighs tremble from the effort of kneeling.

He lets go and I fall forward, hands landing in the dirt. I hear him spit.

“Pathetic,” he says, and turns away.

I stay there. My knees ache, my wrists tingle where the mitts cut off circulation. In my head, the shame echoes, louder with each bounce.

I don’t know how long they leave me like that. At some point, Wilder comes to collect me, hauls me back to the barn, hoses me down in the stall, water frigid and stinging. No one says a word to me, not even when I shiver so hard my teeth clack. They just scrub, rinse, dump me onto my straw mat.
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The next morning, the cycle repeats. Lennox leads me out, makes me kneel, makes me moo. Sometimes, he makes me crawl in a circle while Archer and Wilder time me on a stopwatch. Sometimes, they tie me to a post in the center of the yard and leave me there in the sun until my skin goes red and hot.

Always with the words. Always with the reminders.

“Dumb cow.” “Nothing but a hole.” “You like this, don’t you?”

At first, I try to argue in my head. Try to remember things, argue that I’m more than this, that I used to be—something. Someone. But the memories are thin and slippery, like trying to catch a handful of water. Every day, there’s less to hold onto.

After a while, I stop fighting. The words settle into me like a second skin. I moo when they expect me to. I kneel. I let them prod and pull and breed me as they like. It’s easier when I don’t think. Easier to just be what they say I am.

But the shame never goes away. It lives in my bones now. Even when I obey, even when I do everything right, it’s there, burning.

During evening breeding, Lennox is rougher than usual. All three handlers are there. They hold me down, legs spread wide, and take turns. Each time, Lennox says something new. Each time, the words cut deeper.

“See? This is all you’re good for. Taking cock and getting pumped full of cum. Just a filthy, needy milk cow.”

I moo, a sound I barely recognize, and a part of me wants the floor to open and swallow me whole. But my body reacts anyway, helpless and eager.

Archer finishes first. He wipes his cock on my hair and makes a face. “She’s leaking all over the mat. Disgusting.”

Wilder shrugs. “That’s what the drain is for.”

Lennox isn’t done. He kneels behind me, one hand fisted in my hair, the other closed around my tail.

“You want to say anything, Udders?” he whispers in my ear, voice almost gentle.

I try to remember words. I try to string together a plea, a protest, anything.

But all that comes out is a wet, hopeless moo.

He laughs, and the others laugh too.

“That’s what I thought,” he says. Then he slaps my ass and starts again.

The words and the rhythm blur together: Cow. Dumb. Breed. Milk. Shame.

The cycle never stops.

They talk about me like I can’t hear, like I’m already gone. Maybe I am.

But even as the rest of me fades, the shame lingers. It grows.

It’s the last thing left of me.

Bad. Wrong. Less than. Shameful.

He finishes. Pulls out.

Archer is next. Gentle. Kind.

“You’re okay, pet,” he soothes. “Don’t listen to him. You’re doing so well. Such a perfect pet.”

Perfect. Good. Doing well.

But the shame is still there. Lennox’s words still echoing in feelings I don’t have words for anymore.

I’m both. Good and shameful. Perfect and degraded. Used and cared for.

Can’t reconcile it. Can’t process it. Just feel all of it at once.

Overwhelming.

When they put the hood on that night, when the darkness comes, I’m grateful.

Can’t see. Can’t think. Just exist. Just be.

No shame in the dark. No judgment. No complex feelings I can’t process.

Just full. Just tired. Just sleep.

But the next day, Lennox does it again.

During the walk. During breeding. Constant degrading words that I don’t fully understand but feel deeply.

“Disgusting. Look at you. Pregnant belly. Huge tits constantly leaking. Crawling around like a dog. This is what you are now.”

Disgusting. Dog. This is what you are.

Makes me moo sadly. Makes me feel wrong. Bad. Ashamed.

But I also—

I also need him. Need his cock. Need him to use me. Need his presence.

The contradiction hurts. Makes my chest ache in ways I can’t understand.

He degrades me. I feel ashamed. But I still need him.

Can’t process why. Can’t think through it. Just know both are true.

Archer notices.

“She’s distressed,” he says to the others one evening. Concerned. “Her responses are different. More emotional.”

“Lennox has been using verbal degradation,” Wilder observes. “It’s affecting her.”

“Should we stop it?”

“No,” Wilder decides.

I moo softly. Confused. Distressed.

“She doesn’t understand the words anymore,” Archer says. “But she understands the feeling. The intent.”

“Good,” Wilder says. “That’s enough.”

That’s enough.

The shame is enough. The feeling is enough.

Don’t need to understand the words. Just need to feel bad. Feel wrong. Feel less than.

That’s what they want. What I’m supposed to feel.

And I do. Feel all of it. Can’t stop it. Can’t process it. Can’t articulate it.

Just feel.

Ashamed. Degraded. Used. Needed. Cared for. Hurt.

All at once. All the time.

Simple thoughts but complex feelings I can’t untangle anymore.
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My body is more pregnant. Belly rounder. Breasts even bigger. 5.8 liters per session.

But more than that—

My mind is different.

Can’t think in words much anymore. Just concepts. Feelings. Needs.

Hungry. Full. Relief. Burn. Need. Shame. Good. Bad. More.

That’s all there is. All I can grasp.

The handlers use me. Multiple times. Multiple ways. All three together or one at a time.

Lennox shames me. Makes me feel wrong. But I need him anyway.

Archer praises me. Makes me feel good. But the shame doesn’t leave.

Wilder controls me. Firm. Clinical. Makes me feel safe and owned.

And I’m—

Content. Despite the shame. Despite the confusion. Despite not understanding.

Because this is what I am. This is what I’m for.

Can’t articulate it. Can’t think it through. Can’t process it.

Just know it. Feel it. Accept it.

Cow. Property. Used. Bred. Filled. Ashamed. Good. Wrong. Needed. Satisfied.

All of it. Everything. All at once.

And I’m content with that.

Because I don’t know how to be anything else anymore.
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Today is different.

I can feel it when the handlers arrive. Their energy is different. Nervous maybe. Preparing.

“Mr. Calloway and the vet are coming,” Wilder announces. “Routine check on the pregnancy and the conditioning protocols.”

Pregnancy. Protocols. Don’t understand all the words. But understand: Sebastian. Coming here. To see me.

My chest feels warm. Want to be good. Want him to be pleased.

They clean me extra thoroughly. Scrub me down. Make sure I’m perfect.

Then they put me on the breeding stand. Strap me down. Wait.

The barn door opens.

Sebastian walks in. The vet follows.

I moo. Loud. Happy. He’s here.

Sebastian approaches my stall. Looks at me. Studies me.

I can’t see his expression well—I’m strapped facing away—but I feel his eyes on me.

“She’s gained appropriate weight,” the vet observes. Making notes on his tablet. “Pregnancy is progressing well. How far along?”

“Eight weeks,” Archer reports. “Due in approximately seven months.”

“Good. And the conditioning protocols?”

“Fully implemented,” Wilder says. “Would you like a demonstration?”

“Please,” Sebastian says. His voice is calm. Interested.

Wilder nods to Lennox. “Show them the enhanced stimulation protocol.”

Lennox moves behind me. I hear him preparing something. The inflatable toy.

He slides it inside me. Starts pumping.

I moo. The stretch. The fullness. Good. Need this.

“Inflatable dildo,” Lennox explains. “Used during breeding to increase stimulation and satisfaction.”

He pumps more. Bigger. Fuller.

I’m mooing constantly now. Can’t help it. So full. So good.

“She responds well,” the vet notes.

“Very well,” Lennox agrees. Pumps one more time. Then his cock slides in alongside it.

I moo louder. Both. Full. Stretched. Perfect.

He fucks me. Not long. Just demonstrating. Makes me come.

I moo desperately. Shaking. Can’t hide it. Can’t control it.

“Excellent response,” the vet says. Making notes. “No resistance. Full compliance.”

Lennox pulls out. Deflates the toy. Steps back.

“Show me the cognitive assessment,” Sebastian orders.

Wilder moves where I can see him.

“Rosie,” he says. Firm voice. “Moo.”

I moo. Immediate. Automatic.

“Present.”

Already presenting. Can’t present more. Moo confirmation.

“Good cow.”

Warm. Good. Did right.

“Her verbal complexity has declined significantly,” Wilder reports. “She responds to simple commands. Basic concepts only. Complex thought appears minimal.”

“But she’s still aware?” Sebastian asks.

“Yes,” Archer confirms. “She understands she’s being used. Understands her role. But can’t articulate it. Can’t think in complex terms.”

“Interesting,” Sebastian says. Thoughtful. “The perfect balance. Aware enough to feel everything. Too simple to resist.”

“Exactly,” Wilder agrees.

The vet examines me. Internal check. Ultrasound. Everything clinical and thorough.

“Pregnancy is healthy. Fetal development is on track. She’s in excellent condition.” He makes final notes. “However, I’d like to add a prenatal vitamin supplement. Daily suppository.”

Suppository. Don’t know that word.

“What kind?” Wilder asks.

“Vitamin complex. Supports fetal development and maintains her health through the pregnancy. It’s administered rectally. Should be done once daily.”

“We can implement that,” Wilder says.

“Good. I’ll have it delivered this afternoon.” The vet packs his equipment. “I’ll be back in four weeks for the next check. Continue current protocols. She’s progressing perfectly.”

He leaves.

Sebastian stays.

I’m still on the breeding stand. Strapped down at wrist, ankle, and neck, chin forced forward by the molded chin rest, ass up on display. I can barely turn my head, but I don’t need to see him to feel him. His presence is a weighted thing, a pressure like gravity, the center of every handler’s movements since the moment he stepped into the barn. I sense him moving behind me, hear the click of his shoes on painted concrete, the faintest brush of tailored wool against itself as he straightens a cuff or smooths the vent of his blazer. He is a man who signals authority even in how he breathes.

“She’s exactly what I paid for,” he says to the handlers. “Better than I expected, honestly. You’ve done excellent work.”

His voice is the same one from the interview room, the one I tried to impress the first day—clinical, uninflected, as if he’s reading out the results of a pest inspection. But there’s a new undertone this time: approval, maybe even pride, layered beneath the businesslike cadence. Hearing it makes my heart stutter. I want to please him. I want—no, need—for him to see the perfection of what he’s made.

“Thank you, sir,” Wilder responds. I can picture the way he inclines his head slightly, just enough to acknowledge, never enough to seem subordinate.

“Leave us,” Sebastian orders.

No hesitation; no pleasantries. Just a command, crisp as a gunshot. The handlers obey instantly. Boot steps retreating, keys rattling, then the heavy barn door clanging shut leaves me alone with the man who owns me.

I’m trembling. Muscles tight as wires, but heat floods between my legs. I am exposed, presented, every hole available for inspection or use. My skin prickles in anticipation and fear and—something else. I want to be good for him. I want to be exactly what he expects, and better.

He stands so close behind me that I swear I can feel the electricity of his body, the heat of his skin through those layers of rich, expensive fabric. His hand settles on my ass—not like the handlers, who squeeze and smack, but with a gliding, proprietary sweep, as if confirming the contours of a custom commission. His palm is dry and steady. He slides it downward, following the curve of my thigh. Pauses. Then dips between my legs.

I gasp. Not because it’s new, but because it’s him. My owner. Sebastian. His fingers find my pussy, run lightly over the slick folds, then pause.

“So wet,” he murmurs. “Always wet. Always ready.”

His tone is different now. Not cold, not precise. Curious. Hungry. Like a chef who can’t resist sampling his own creation. He pushes two fingers inside me, slow and thorough, rooting around as if searching for some flaw. I mewl, hips bucking into the intrusion. I want more. I want him to know how much I need to be filled, to be claimed.

“You like this, don’t you?” he says, but it’s not really a question. He already knows. His voice is soft, almost gentle, but I hear steel in it. “Being used. Being kept like livestock. You’ve accepted it completely.”

The words make me shiver. I can’t articulate everything he’s just said, but I know enough. Livestock. Accepted. Yes. Moo. This is what I am, what I was made for.

His hand withdraws. He brings his fingers up, slowly, purposefully, and wipes them on the top of my thigh. A little mark to show he’s been here. Then I hear the click of his belt. The sound is sharp, cutting through the haze in my head. Unbuckling. Zipper. Fabric shifting. He’s unhurried, savoring the ritual.

He steps forward. The blunt tip of his cock presses against my entrance, already slick from the mess of earlier breedings and my own constant need. He doesn’t ram it in like the handlers do; he presses, lets me feel every millimeter as he slides in. I groan around my bit, arching my back, presenting even more. This is different than before—less mechanical, less routine. There’s a new intention to it.

He grips my hips, not cruel but firm. Possessive. Holding me steady as he fucks me, slow and deep, working his entire length in and out until I can feel the imprint of him in my belly. His breathing changes. I can hear him—restrained at first, then losing control, letting himself feel. Every thrust is a statement. Mine. Mine. Mine.

“You’re perfect,” he says. “Exactly what you should be. I made you into this.”

I moan, tremble, try to nod. Yes. Yes. I want to be perfect. I want to be his. His property. His creation.

He fucks me harder, but it’s not the rough, punishing pace of Lennox or the clinical, time-to-breed efficiency of Archer. It’s methodical, almost reverential, like he’s testing the limits of his own self-control. I can feel him watching me, soaking in every sound, every little tremor. I moo, desperate, grateful, pleading for more.

“You were supposed to be breeding stock,” he continues, voice gravelly. “But you’re more than that now. You’re my perfect cow.”

Perfect. Cow. Not just a label, but a summation. A praise. A destiny.

I’m mooing constantly now. His cock, his words, his hands on my hips—each one sets off another rush of arousal, another jolt of animal need. I want to come. I want to be milked and bred and used forever.

“Come for me,” Sebastian orders. “Show me you’re mine.”

I obey. My body explodes, pleasure racing up my spine. I bellow into the bit, shaking so hard the straps creak. My pussy clamps around him, milking his cock, wanting to pull every drop from him.

“Good girl,” he whispers. “Such a good girl.”

He keeps going. Possessive. Relentless. The pleasure is so big it’s almost pain. I want to scream, but I just moo, helpless and needy.

When he finishes, he stays inside me, breathing hard. His hands are still on my hips, holding me, keeping me safe and locked in place. I feel his cock twitching as he fills me, the warmth spreading out in a slow, delicious bloom.

“I’m going to visit more,” he says. The words are so quiet I almost miss them. “The handlers do excellent work, but I want this. Want you. More than I expected.”

Want. Me.

The words swirl in my brain, hard to process. I am just supposed to be a vessel, a body, a thing. But he wants me. The heat in my chest is bigger than the heat between my legs. It’s scary and wonderful. I don’t know what to do with it.

He pulls out, finally. Steps back. I feel his cum and mine dribbling down my thighs, sticky and plentiful. He takes a soft cloth from the handler’s station and wipes me clean—gentle, careful, nothing like the rough towels the handlers use.

“Good cow,” he says, and pats my ass. “Very good cow.”

Then he’s gone. The sound of the barn door. The sudden absence of attention. I’m left alone on the breeding stand, still strapped down, still open and on display, still full of him.

But everything is different.

He wants me. Not just the breeding, not just the milk, not just the pregnancy. Me. His property, his creation, his cow. I can’t think it in words, but I can feel it. The feeling is everything.
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That night, Archer stays for the breeding session.

He uses me thoroughly. Multiple rounds. All the toys. The inflatable. Everything.

But while he fucks me, he talks.

“Mr. Calloway was impressed with you today,” he says. “Really impressed. You performed perfectly.”

Performed. Impressed. Good.

Moo happily. Did good. He was pleased.

“Such a good cow,” Archer continues. His harsh tone there but softer than usual. “You’ve come so far. Remember when you first arrived? Fighting. Resistant. Look at you now.”

Don’t remember. Can’t remember arriving. Can’t remember fighting.

Just now. Just this. This is all there’s ever been.

“He’s going to visit more,” Archer says. “Use you more. Because you’ve earned it. You’re not just breeding stock anymore. You’re his.”

His. Earned it. Good.

The warmth spreads through me. Contentment. Satisfaction.

This is what I wanted. What I needed. Even though I can’t remember wanting anything before.

Just know this is right. This is good. This is where I belong.

Archer finishes. Puts the hood on me. Darkness. Peace.

I sleep deep. Dreaming simple dreams. Feelings more than images.

Warm. Full. Used. His. Good. Content. Happy.

That’s everything.

That’s all I need.


16


Three days later, Sebastian returns.

I know it’s him the moment I hear the first step in the hall, before he even reaches the barn. My whole body tenses, heat flooding everywhere, ears straining for his particular rhythm. Not the handlers’ work boots, brisk and businesslike, or the shuffling steps of the daily help. Sebastian’s stride is deliberate, confident, heavy in a way that feels like a warning and a promise both. I freeze, milk-shiny and trembling, unable to keep my tail still. My heart beats in my throat. I want to see him, need to see him.

He doesn’t keep me waiting. The barn door heaves open, letting in a slant of bright daylight and that city-cologne I now associate with him. Fresh air, money, and the faintest trace of old tobacco. The moment he steps inside, the whole place feels smaller. Wilder stands up a little straighter. Archer’s hands go still midway through cleaning a feed bucket. Lennox, who normally slouches and mutters, snaps his gum and then thinks better of it.

I can’t help myself; I let out a moo so loud and eager it echoes off the rafters. I want to get his attention. I want to make him look at me. Even though I can’t lift my arms and my legs are secured to the floor with the padded hobbles, I arch my back and crane my head toward him, mouth open, tongue peeking between my teeth. I look ridiculous, I know, but I want to look ridiculous. If that’s what will make him stay.

He smiles when he sees me. It’s not a kind smile, not even a cruel one. Just a small, private smile, as if he’s pleased by a well-executed financial transaction. He walks past the handlers and comes directly to the stall where I’m secured for midday milking. My knees go weak at the sound of his shoes on the old concrete.

“Good morning, Rosie,” he says, and his voice is exactly as I remember it—European vowels, soft consonants, a hint of warmth that’s probably borrowed from another life. He crouches down, eye-level with my face, and puts a hand on my head. His touch is gentle. He strokes down my neck, over my shoulder, as if checking the coat on a prize calf. His palm is cool at first, then warms against my skin. I shiver.

“Such a good cow,” he says, almost to himself. His thumb moves in small circles at the base of my skull, scratching gently. The pleasure is immediate, animal, and I moo again—softer this time, adoring, desperate for approval.

I want to nuzzle into his hand. I want to lick his fingers. But I’m hobbled, so I just lean as far as the tether allows and breathe him in, eyes half-lidded, lost.

He stands, turns to Wilder, who’s hovering respectfully near the dividing gate. “I want to watch her midday session,” he says. “Everything. Milking and breeding.”

Wilder nods, all professional. “Of course, sir. Lennox, bring the stand.”

Lennox is already moving, unbolting the breeding stand from its anchor. He and Archer work together, practiced and efficient, maneuvering the padded metal structure into place and lowering the stanchion over my neck. Archer attaches the restraint to my harness with a click. Lennox guides my legs apart, fastens the hobbles to the rubberized rungs on the stand. I’m exposed and helpless, exactly the way I’ve been trained to be. But today it feels different. I can feel Sebastian’s eyes on me, measuring, assessing, even when he doesn’t speak.

He doesn’t move to help. He just stands, arms crossed, gaze fixed on the handlers as they prep me for the session. I burn under his attention. I want to show off, want to be perfect for him.

Archer lifts the feeding hood and slides it over my head, adjusting the dark visor until I can’t see anything at all. The world goes black, but my other senses sharpen. I can feel everything—the cool vinyl of the stand under my chest, the heat of Lennox’s hands as he pulls my tail aside, the anticipation prickling up my spine. The first time I wore the hood, I panicked. Now I love it. The darkness makes the rest of me more real, more necessary.

Wilder’s voice comes, muffled but close. “Priming now.”

The milking machine hisses to life beside me. One of them—probably Archer, by the careful way he works—attaches the suction cups to my nipples. The lube is cold, but the cups themselves are warm and wet. The suction clamps down in perfect rhythm, tugging at my sore, swollen tits. I moan through the bit gag, already leaking. There’s no delay anymore; I’ve been conditioned to let down as soon as I hear the machine. The pain-pleasure of the suction sends heat straight to my cunt.

I can’t see, but I can hear the handlers moving around behind me, prepping the rest of the equipment. Someone slides a slick plug inside me, stretching me open. The plug vibrates with a low, insistent hum, sending little shocks through my core. I grunt, hips jerking against the restraint. The sensation is overwhelming, but it’s not enough, never enough, not when Sebastian is watching.

I try to focus on the sound of his breathing. Is he closer now? Has he crouched down to watch my cunt fill with milk and arousal? Or is he standing back, arms folded, waiting to see what the experiment has done to me?

The milking gets faster. I lose all sense of time. I come once, shuddering and helpless, the orgasm ripped from me by the machine and the plug. I moan and drool, unable to do anything else. The second time is even stronger. I can hear myself mooing, the sound raw and guttural, and in some distant corner of my mind I’m humiliated, but mostly I’m glad. I want to be used. I want to be good.

Somewhere near the end, I sense a new weight on the breeding stand. Someone’s behind me, hands on my hips. The plug is removed and a cock replaces it, thick and hard, pushing inside without ceremony. I recognize the rhythm: it’s Lennox. He likes it rough, likes to make me squeal. I brace myself as best I can, the machine still milking my tits, the hood still blinding me.

But this time, it’s different. I can hear Sebastian’s voice, low and cold. “Harder,” he says, and Lennox obeys. He pounds into me until I come again, until I’m reduced to nothing but a drooling, moaning mess. I can’t think. I can’t speak. I am only sensation, animal and raw.

When the milking finally stops, someone removes the hood. The sudden light blinds me. I blink and see Sebastian standing close, hands clasped behind his back, eyes dark and hungry. There is a thin smear of sweat on his forehead, but otherwise he looks untouched, immaculate.

“How much?” he asks, not looking at me but at Archer, who holds up the collection jar.

“6.1 liters,” Archer says, voice careful.

Sebastian smiles. “Excellent. And breeding?”

“We were going to have Lennox—” Wilder starts.

“I’ll do it,” Sebastian interrupts. “I want to.”

I freeze, startled by the decisiveness, the hunger in his tone. The handlers exchange a look, then step back, giving him space.

He unzips his fly, pushes my face into the padded crossbar, and fucks me. It’s not slow, not loving. It’s clinical, rough, exactly what I want. He’s silent except for the occasional grunt. I’m nothing but a hole for him, a vessel, and I love it. I cum three more times before he finishes, all of them loud and messy and desperate. When he pulls out, he pats my flank like a farmer would a cow.

He steps away, fixes his suit, and says, “Clean her.” Then he leaves, not even looking back. The handlers swarm in—Wilder wipes me down with warm cloths, Archer administers the vitamin suppository, Lennox checks the hobbles. They are brisk, efficient, and utterly disinterested in my comfort.

When they lower me from the stand, I try to follow Sebastian with my eyes, but he’s already gone, off to some meeting or call or whatever people like him do. I’m put back in the tether, knees buckling from exhaustion and bliss. My cunt leaks a mixture of cum and milk and lube onto the straw. I lie there, panting.

I can still smell him, the cologne and sweat. I lick at the salt on my lips with my fat, useless tongue. My body aches, but it’s a good ache. A proud ache. Like I’ve accomplished something important.

Wilder kneels by my face, checks my eyes with a small penlight.

“You did well,” he says, not unkindly. “He’ll be pleased.”

The words make me throb with a sudden, humiliating need. I want more.
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Month three drags itself into month four, and I feel the relentless progression in my bones, my belly, my mind. Time here is measured in liters and in aches, not in days or weeks. I am not a calendar’s girl. I am a number’s girl. Archer’s graphs and Wilder’s checklists own me more than the sun and moon ever did.

My body is no longer mine, if it ever was. Each transformation is announced not by mirrors—I haven’t seen my own face in months—but by the hands of the handlers and the machines. My belly has gone from soft to taut, then to round, then to impossibly gravid, the kind of curve that can’t be hidden or denied. Each time I try to crawl or roll over or just shift, I am reminded of it, of what is inside, of what they’ve done to me. It’s not just size. It’s density. I feel it in my sleep, a constant, living ballast. Sometimes I wake in the middle of the night, startled by the strange, slow shifting inside me, the deep, animal certainty that I am not alone in my body. It is terrifying. It is unavoidable. It is also—somehow—right.

My tits have gone from mere humiliation to outright burden. The skin is stretched glass-tight, shiny and hot, the veins branching visibly in blue and purple. The areolas have darkened, puckered into obscene disks, the nipples swollen and blunt as thimbles. Milking is no longer an event. It is the axis of my day, the centrifugal force that governs everything else. They have had to adjust the machines twice already: larger, deeper cups, bigger reservoirs, a more aggressive suction pattern. The first time they fit me with the new set, it hurt so much I cried, not from the pain but from the shame of being so changed, so improved, so much more than human.

Archer is meticulous in his record-keeping. He weighs and measures every collection, notes the changes in viscosity, color, even scent. He tracks my intake and my output, the frequency and intensity of my orgasms, the fluctuations in my mood. Sometimes, when I am exhausted and emptied and drooling on the vinyl, I imagine myself as a column of data in his ledger, a living hypothesis for some monstrous experiment.

“Production is exceptional,” Archer says one morning, flipping through his tablet with one hand while gently massaging my udder with the other, like I’m some high-end appliance that needs tuning. “She’s producing nearly fifty percent more than projected for this stage.” I hear the pride in his voice. He is not proud of me as a person. He is proud of his process, his intervention, his science.

Wilder doesn’t smile, but I can sense his satisfaction anyway. “The conditioning is working,” he replies. “And Mr. Calloway’s increased attention helps. She’s more responsive. More content.”

Content. That word floats through my brain like a drug. I taste it on my tongue, roll it around in my mouth like a cud. Yes. Content. That is the word for it. I am heavy and I am full and I am used, but I am not unhappy. I am saturated with a kind of dumb, sticky pleasure. I don’t question it anymore.

Sebastian comes more often these days. At first, his visits were rare and ritualistic: a sudden blaze of attention, the handlers on high alert, the air thick with fear and anticipation. But now he is a regular fixture, a force of nature, as inevitable as hunger or gravity. Sometimes I hear his voice in the outer office before he even enters the barn, the precise, liquid sound of his vowels slicing through the morning. Sometimes he stays for hours, sometimes just for a few minutes, but always—the moment he appears—the room changes. The men stand straighter. The pace slows. I become the center of everything.

He watches everything. Nothing escapes him. Sometimes he will stand at a distance, arms crossed, eyes hooded, as the handlers work me. Sometimes he will step in, correcting their technique, suggesting a different attachment or restraint or schedule. And more and more, he participates directly. The first time he put the hood on me himself, I nearly fainted from the shock of intimacy. He buckled it with a surgeon’s care, his knuckles grazing my scalp, his breath cool on my ear.

“Hold still,” he ordered, and I did, utterly. The darkness came down like a lid, sealing me with his voice. The milking machine hummed to life and I came so quickly, so helplessly, I nearly screamed through the gag. He laughed, just a little, and stroked my cheek, as if my reaction was a cute trick.

“She’s more responsive when you handle her directly,” Archer observed, voice clinical, faintly envious. “Increased arousal from your presence.”

Sebastian’s answer was a low, knowing chuckle. “Because she knows who owns her,” he said. “She responds to power.”

He was right. I did. I do. When he is near, my whole body tingles with expectation. When he touches me, even just to check a shackle or adjust a hood, my cunt pulses with a need so sharp it’s almost fear. When he fucks me, it’s like a chemical reaction—exothermic, explosive, all-consuming. And he knows this. He exploits it. He makes me beg for it, makes me ache for the humiliation of being so easy, so open, so perfectly bred.

The other men use me too, of course. Lennox is the roughest, always quick and greedy, always trying to make me squeal. Archer is precise, careful, attentive to detail, but never affectionate. Wilder rarely takes me himself, but when he does it is almost ceremonial, a quiet, punishing ritual that leaves me sobbing and grateful. But Sebastian is different. When he uses me, I cease to exist except as a conduit for his will. He is not cruel, but he is absolute. He is not gentle, but he is never careless. He fucks me with the same efficiency that he does everything else—as if I am just another asset to be optimized, another system to be run at peak performance.

The days fall into pattern: eat, sleep, milk, fuck, repeat. My vocabulary shrinks to grunts, moans, and the occasional, embarrassing moo. The handlers laugh about it sometimes, but they are not unkind. They call me “girl” or “Rosie” or just “her,” as if I am a fixture in the barn, an expensive piece of equipment that requires regular maintenance. I have not spoken a full sentence in weeks. Even if they took out the bit, I don’t think I could remember how.

One morning, Sebastian arrives before dawn, his suit jacket slung over one shoulder, his tie missing, his hair sleep-mussed in a way that makes him look almost boyish. He tells the handlers to leave, that he will take care of the morning session himself. I don’t know what time it is, but I know it is very, very early. The air is cold and my skin prickles with goosebumps.

He starts by fitting the feeding hood over my face, sealing me in darkness and muffling my breath to a slow, wet pant. The world narrows to the sensation of his hands, warm and dry, stroking my neck, my arms, my flanks. He speaks to me quietly, in a language I don’t understand, but the tone is clear: command, approval, threat. He primes the milking machine himself, lubricates the cups, fits them to my aching nipples with a gentle, practiced precision. The suction starts—soft at first, then building, building, until I am gasping and arching against the restraint. I feel the letdown begin, a rush of hot, shameful relief, and I moan into the bit, unable to hold back.

The first orgasm comes almost immediately. It is a small, sharp detonation, like a fuse burning down. The second is bigger, messier, it makes me tremble and shiver so hard he has to steady me with both hands. The third is like drowning—the darkness, the pressure, the heat all converging until I am lost in it, helpless. I lose count after that. I know I am screaming, I can feel my throat raw and hoarse, but I don’t care. I am milk and cunt and nothing else.

When he finally removes the hood, I am sobbing, not from pain but from gratitude. He wipes my mouth with a soft cloth and kisses my forehead, so briefly I almost think I imagined it. I want to thank him, to beg him not to leave, but all I can do is lean against his chest and breathe him in, the salt and sweat and city cologne.

“See?” he says, to no one in particular. “Perfect animal. Totally domesticated.”

I moo, because I don’t know what else to do, and he laughs, and it’s not unkind.
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Sebastian starts staying for night breeding sessions, sometimes showing up right after last milking, sometimes arriving well past midnight, always—always—on his own schedule. He never asks if I'm ready, never checks if I'm properly rested or recovered from the previous round. His tastes have shifted from mere observation to hands-on, invasive ownership. If he wants me, he takes me.

The handlers are told to clear out, no exceptions.

"I'll handle tonight," he tells them. Dismisses the whole crew with a wave of his hand, voice flat, not even looking at them.

They never linger. No one wants to cross him.

When he takes over, everything is different. The clinical, methodical routine of the handlers disappears. He doesn't use gloves. Doesn't narrate what he's doing. If he wants to use the vibrator, he does, jamming it into me without warning, flicking it on with the setting turned to max. If he wants to use the inflatable, he jams it in, pumps it til I squeal, leaves it in until I sob. If he wants to stick his hand inside me, he does, no lube, no hesitation, just raw force and curiosity.

He doesn't smile. He doesn't purr. He doesn't get off on being cruel—he gets off on seeing what happens. He's the scientist. The farmer. The owner. And I'm the experiment.

He times my responses, brings a stopwatch, writes notes on his phone while I squirm. When I start to lose it—when my brain goes white with pain and pleasure and helplessness—he starts the next thing. Stacking sensations. Never lets me plateau.

For the first few sessions, I try to perform for him. Try to be perfect, eager, compliant. I get praised for it, in his cold, dismissive way: a pat on the flank, a "good girl," sometimes a click of the tongue.

But that isn't what excites him. What excites him is breaking me, seeing how far he can push before I genuinely fail.

He brings new toys. Metal clamps for my nipples that bite deep and leave bruises. A milking wand that delivers low-voltage shocks if I don't let down fast enough. A custom bit that holds my jaw open and presses my tongue down, so I drool and slobber like a real animal, soaking the straw under my chin.

The first time he uses the cattle prod, I can't believe it. He presses it against my thigh, clicks, and I scream through the gag. My body convulses, and I lose control of my bladder. The shame is instant, total, paralyzing. I expect anger, punishment.

Instead, he just nods, notes the effect, and moves on.

"Count them," he orders at one point, late in a night session. "Moo once for each orgasm."

I'm already spent. My body is trembling, used up, but I try. I moo, as loud as I can with the bit in place. Once. Twice. Three times. After that, I lose track. The stimulation doesn't stop. The milking machine, the vibrator, the electric shocks—it's all too much. I moo at random, desperate, the line between moan and moo erased completely.

"Pathetic," Sebastian says, with cold amusement. "Can't even count. This is what I reduced you to."

Reduced. Can't even count. Pathetic.

The word is a slap. The shame runs deeper than the cattle prod ever could.

But also—he's right. He did this. Made me this way. And the way his voice changes, the subtle uptick in satisfaction, tells me that he likes it. He likes watching me lose myself, likes knowing he owns every part of me.

He uses me harder, pushing past what the handlers would ever dare. I come again, and again, until the orgasms are just body spasms, uncontrolled and meaningless. He doesn't stop until I go limp, eyes rolling back, drooling into the straw.

When he's finally done, when my body is wrecked and the machines are quiet, he cleans the toys himself, wipes me down with cold disinfectant, and—without a single word of comfort—puts the sensory deprivation hood over my head. He cinches it tight, locks it in place, and says, "Sleep. I'm done with you."

No goodnight. No affection. Just finished. Used.

I sleep instantly, as if bludgeoned into unconsciousness.

The handlers adapt to his routine. They check in before and after each night session, inspecting me for damage, treating burns or abrasions or swelling without comment. Archer increases the daily supplements to offset the strain; Lennox switches to softer gags, "to preserve the product." Even Wilder seems impressed by how thoroughly I've been claimed.

There's a new tone to their interactions with me. They're more careful in how they prep and clean, more attentive to my comfort between sessions—but also, for the first time, there's pride. Like they're maintaining a machine for a very demanding client, and the machine is performing above spec.

"She's responding exceptionally well to you, sir," Archer says one afternoon, as Sebastian stands nearby, reviewing a chart on his tablet. "Her overall demeanor is more settled. More... content."

"Because she knows she's mine," Sebastian says, voice perfectly matter-of-fact. "She understands her place."

Place. Mine. Understand.

I can't articulate it, can barely think it, but I know: it's true.

Sebastian wants me this way, and that makes it good. Even the shame is good, because he wants me to feel it. Even the pain is good, because he likes the way I react to it. Even the exhaustion, the leaking, the humiliation—it all serves a purpose, all for him.

Lennox still walks me every day. Still uses his words to flay me alive. But now, when he sneers, "Look at you, disgusting, crawling around pregnant," the sting is dulled. I'm not disgusting. I'm valuable. Sebastian says so. Sebastian wants me, is proud of me, of what I've become.

Sometimes, after a walk, when Sebastian is present, I make sure to moo louder. To crawl straighter, let my udders hang heavy and proud. I want him to see that I'm good, that I'm his.

He always notices. Always pats my head, or scratches behind my ear. "Good cow," he says. Simple. To the point.

I live for it.

Month four is impossible. My belly swells to the point where crawling is a challenge, forcing me to splay my legs wider and keep my head low to the ground. My teats drag in the straw unless I'm careful. I start to waddle.

The walks are shortened, first to twenty minutes, then to ten. On bad days, I don't leave the stall at all.

My milk output is insane. 6.5 liters per session. Six, sometimes seven times a day, depending on his whims. My body is never not aching, never not leaking. The pressure is a permanent throb, relieved only by the suction of the machine or, sometimes, by Sebastian's mouth. He likes to taste the milk straight from the source. Likes to watch me squirm as he drains me.

One evening, after a particularly rough use, Archer tells Sebastian, "Production is outpacing machine capacity. We may need to increase milking frequency again."

"Then do it," Sebastian says. "I want her comfortable."

The handlers adjust the schedule. I lose track of time entirely. Every few hours, the hood comes down, the machine goes on, my milk is collected. Sometimes it's just Wilder, sometimes Lennox, sometimes all three. They don't talk to me, don't treat me as human. I'm just part of the process.

Except for when Sebastian visits.

He always makes me feel it. Makes me remember.

One night, after he's finished using me, I hear his voice through the darkness of the hood. He's talking to Wilder, not realizing I'm half-awake and listening.

"She's better than I expected," Sebastian says, clinical. Satisfied. "I thought breeding stock would be interesting to observe. An experiment."

He pauses. I can hear the slow exhale of his breath.

"But this—" Another pause. "This level of degradation. Of control. Reducing a person to pure animal instinct while keeping them aware enough to feel it. That's... exceptional."

Degradation. Control. Reduce. Animal.

"She's completely broken, sir," Wilder says. "Responds to domination above all else."

"Exactly." There's hunger in Sebastian's voice. "I own her completely. Not just her body. Her mind. Her sense of self. Everything. That's true power."

True power. Complete ownership.

"I'll be visiting more frequently," Sebastian continues. "Watching her degrade further. Watching her need the degradation. It's perfect."

Their footsteps fade. The barn door closes. Silence.

I'm left alone, hooded, half-broken, exhausted.

Perfect, he said. Degradation. Power. Watching me need it.

I don't understand all the words. Can't process it. But I know he likes it. Likes what I am.

And I need that. I need to be what he wants. Even if it's less than nothing.

Especially if that's what he wants.

I sleep. Not content. Not happy.

Just owned. Used. His.

And needing to be nothing more than that.


17


Month five.

Today feels different from the moment the handlers arrive.

They clean me more thoroughly than usual. Scrub every inch. Make sure I’m perfect.

“Mr. Calloway is bringing guests today,” Wilder announces. “You need to be on your best behavior. Perform well. Understand?”

Guests. Perform. Behavior.

I moo nervously. Don’t understand fully but know—others. People. Coming to see me.

My stomach clenches. Others seeing me like this? Seeing what I am?

Shame. Deep shame.

But no choice. Never a choice.

They position me in the center of the stall. Tethered. Hobbled. On display.

Wait.

The barn door opens.

Sebastian enters first. Then three other men. All wearing expensive suits. All looking around with interest.

“Gentlemen,” Sebastian says. His voice confident. Proud. “Welcome. Let me show you what I’ve accomplished.”

Accomplished. Show them. Me.

I’m what he’s accomplished. What he’s showing.

The three men approach my stall. Look at me through the bars.

I want to hide. Want to curl up. Want to disappear.

Can’t. Tethered. Displayed. On show.

“Remarkable,” one of them says. Older. Gray hair. Studying me like I’m an interesting sculpture. “The modifications are extensive.”

“Custom ordered from the Toy Factory,” Sebastian explains. “Took four months to find the right match. Cost approximately one million dollars.”

One million. That’s what I cost. What he paid for me.

“Worth every penny,” another man says. Younger. Dark hair. His eyes sharp. Assessing. “The breast enhancement alone must have been…”

“Substantial,” Sebastian confirms. “She’s producing over six liters per session now. Five milkings per day.”

They discuss my breasts. My milk production. Like I’m not here. Like I’m equipment.

I am equipment. Livestock. Property.

But being discussed like this. With strangers. Watching.

Shame burns. Can’t articulate it. Can’t process it. Just feel it.

“And the cognitive reduction?” the third man asks. Balding. Glasses. Clinical interest. “You mentioned she’s still aware?”

“Completely,” Sebastian says. He enters the stall. Approaches me. “Watch.”

He crouches beside me. “Rosie. Moo.”

I moo. Automatic. Immediate.

“Present.”

I shift into position. Ass up. Displaying myself.

The men watch. Studying. Evaluating.

“Excellent response time,” glasses man notes. “No hesitation.”

“Because she’s been thoroughly conditioned,” Sebastian says. Standing. Proud. “She understands commands but can’t articulate complex thoughts anymore. The perfect balance.”

Perfect balance. Understands but can’t think. That’s me.

“May we examine her more closely?” the older man asks.

“Of course,” Sebastian says. “That’s why you’re here.”

He opens the gate. The three men enter my stall.

I try to shrink back. Can’t. Tethered. Trapped.

They surround me. Looking. Studying.

The older man touches my belly. Rubs the curve. “How far along?”

“Five months,” Sebastian answers. “Due in four more months.”

“And you’ll breed her again after delivery?”

“Immediately. After the standard six-week recovery. She’s proven to be excellent breeding stock.”

More shame.

The younger man touches my breasts. Hefts one. Heavy. Enormous. “They’re impressive. Natural response to the hormones?”

“Combination of surgical enhancement and hormonal treatment,” Sebastian explains. “The pregnancy has increased production significantly.”

They discuss my body. Touch me. Examine me. Like I’m livestock at auction.

The glasses man crouches behind me. I can’t see him but feel his eyes. His assessment.

“The modifications are remarkable,” he says. “The tail plug. The equipment. All permanent?”

“The voice box and knee pads are permanent,” Sebastian confirms. “The rest can be removed if needed but won’t be. This is her permanent state.”

Permanent. Forever. This is what I’ll always be.

The shame is overwhelming. Can’t think past it. Can’t process it.

Just feel. Exposed. Displayed. Examined. Judged.

“Fascinating,” the glasses man says. Stands. “I’ve read about the Toy Factory’s conditioning protocols but never seen the results in person. This is extraordinary.”

“The best investment I’ve ever made,” Sebastian says. Satisfaction in his voice. “Not just for breeding. For the psychological aspect. Watching her degrade. Watching her accept it. That’s worth more than the money.”

Psychological. Degrade. Accept.

He likes watching me break. Likes that I accept it.

And I do. Accept it. Can’t do anything else.

Sebastian’s question lands like a blow: “Would you be interested in a demonstration? Of her full capabilities?”

The men don’t hesitate. Three voices in overlapping cadence—“Absolutely.” “Yes, very much,” “Of course”—and the air in the barn changes, charged, expectant. I feel every heartbeat in my throat.

Sebastian turns to Wilder. “Prepare her for breeding. Full protocol.”

Everything in me howls no. But my mouth only tenses. My limbs thrum with dread. My skin is raw with anticipation.

The handlers move with practiced efficiency. Archer unlocks the hobbles and unclips my tether from the stall post, guiding me to the heavy, gleaming, stainless frame at the center of the stall. The breeding stand is a cruelly engineered thing: molded rests for knees, padded belly supports, fastenings that lock each limb in place. The last time I was hoisted up here, it was just for calibration—adjusting the fit, assessing my response time, making sure I could take what they planned to put inside me. This time, it’s for show. For strangers.

Wilder’s hands are impersonal as he threads a thick harness between my thighs, cinching the padded straps until my hips are immobilized and my tail plug is forced up, wagging for exhibition. Lennox secures my wrists and ankles with wide rubber cuffs that click shut and tighten automatically, binding me so that my ass is up and out, my breasts pressed into the stand’s cool surface and jutting through the twin apertures designed for them. I can’t look away from the men watching. Nothing hides me. Not my hair, which they keep in a short, regulation bob for “easier cleaning.” Not the thin latex sheath that wraps my body from chest to knees, made translucent by oil and repeated milking. Every inch of me is visible, splayed, scrutinized.

Wilder stands behind me, his grip firm on my tail. “We’ll begin with the standard protocol,” he announces. His voice is stagey, meant for the audience. “Inflatable toy first, then breeding.”

He raises the toy for the men to see. It looks obscene in his fist: a shiny black bulb on a flexible shaft, long as a forearm, thick enough that I already know how much it will stretch me. There’s a plastic ring of blue around the base, a medical-grade pump built in. The men lean forward, eyes predatory, hungry for proof. Wilder applies a copious amount of clear gel to the toy and to my entrance, then sets his free hand on my hip, steadying me. My body knows what’s coming. I clench, try to resist the reflex, but the harness keeps me perfectly open for him.

The cold tip presses in, relentless, until the wide bulb slides past my ring and seats itself deep in me. I whimper, a pathetic sound, and the men murmur in appreciation, like wine connoisseurs evaluating mouthfeel. Wilder clicks the pump. The toy expands. Pressure blooms inside, sudden and absolute, until my pelvis trembles against the supports.

Sebastian’s voice cuts through the haze: “Notice the response. She’s extremely vocal. Very expressive.”

The men nod, making notes. The one with glasses wants more detail. “Do you monitor her pain thresholds?”

“Continuously,” Sebastian says. “She’s equipped with internal sensors. All readings are shared live with the Toy Factory’s database. Would you like to see?”

He holds up a tablet and swipes the screen. On it: a schematic of my body, color-coded, pulsing with real-time stats. Red zones for stress, green for compliance. The glassed man runs his finger along the diagram, fascinated.

I try to focus on the physical. The ache. The humiliation. But the shame is denser, a hot fog pressing down on my skull. They are all here to see me ruined. It doesn’t matter how many times I’ve been used, milked, stretched, fucked—I am always new to each audience. Always freshly humiliated.

Wilder begins to move the toy, fucking it in and out of me with a slow, rhythmic pulse. It’s not for my pleasure. It’s for theirs: to see what my body will do, how my muscles tense and relax, how easily I accommodate the intrusion. Each thrust is deliberate, calculated to maximize the show. I arch my back instinctively, presenting, and feel the latex sheath slide against the stand, my own slick making obscene noises in the quiet barn.

Wilder pumps the toy again. It expands further, stretching my hole wide, and I moan. I know the sound is involuntary, but it still shames me that I can’t keep it in. The men discuss my vocalization, debating the merits of different hormone mixes for increasing responsiveness.

“Would you say she’s more receptive now than after initial conditioning?” asks the older man.

“Much more,” Sebastian says. “She’s past the resistance phase. The regression therapy did its work early. Now she lives in a constant state of anticipation. Every stimulus is processed as either pleasure or shame. That ambiguity is key.”

The men seem impressed. Wilder fucks me harder, making the toy bottom out and flare on each stroke. I feel the swelling inside, the way it fills me so completely that I can’t remember what it was like to be empty. My head floats, my breath coming in shuddery gasps. I am not supposed to come, but something in the mechanical rhythm, the total helplessness, sends me over the edge anyway. I moo, loud and ugly, the sound amplified by my altered voice box.

“Excellent,” Sebastian says. “That’s her first orgasm. She averages five per session now.”

The men nod approval, satisfied. Wilder pulls the toy from me with a wet pop. I feel my hole gape open, then clench, an aftershock of loss and relief.

“Ready for insemination,” Wilder announces.

He steps aside, wipes his hands. Lennox grins at the men. “Who wants to go first?”

The men exchange glances, some polite silent negotiation, and then the youngest steps forward. He’s tall, athletic, dark-haired. He circles the stand, inspecting me from all sides. His hands are smooth as he palms my ass, thumbs digging in to test the resilience of my flesh. He guides his cock to my hole, presses in with a single, practiced thrust. I grunt at the sudden fullness. He rocks into me, not hurried, savoring the feeling. I hear him breathe out: “God, she’s tight.”

Sebastian, arms folded, smiles thinly. “The daily exercise regimen maintains her condition. She’ll be as tight next week as she is today.”

The man fucks me steadily, his pace methodical. I lose my sense of time, reduced to the friction and the humiliation and the low, animal sounds forced out of me by the movement. The men narrate my reactions to each other, noting subtleties: the way my body shudders at a deep thrust, the way my nipples brush the stand and send a tremor through my frame. I come again, less explosively, a hot shameful surge between my legs.

The man finishes with a grunt, withdraws, and wipes himself on a disposable towel that Lennox hands him. He looks pleased. “Very satisfactory,” he says, turning to Sebastian. “You said she’s five months along?”

“Correct.”

“Remarkable. I’ve never seen such resilience in a pregnant subject.”

“Thank you,” Sebastian says. “We pride ourselves on durability.”

The next man is the older one. He’s clinical, almost bored, but thorough. He slides fingers inside me first, testing the give, then follows with his cock. He’s gentler, but the sense of violation is the same. He finishes quickly, more interested in the process than the result. He checks my pulse at the neck, asks about my diet, the milk output, the expected delivery date.

The glasses man is last. He’s awkward, fumbling a bit with his pants, but once inside me he moves with surprising force. He fucks me hard enough that my knees slam against the stand’s cushions. I moan, a long, low sound. I want to close my eyes and vanish, but the protocol is clear: present, always. Never hide. I feel myself come a third time, a weak flutter compared to the first two, and he finishes with a sigh, pats my flank like I’m a show animal at judging.

When he steps back, the three men cluster around Sebastian, voices excited, overlapping, speaking of metrics and retention curves and commercial viability. None of them look at me now. I’m just a thing, a vessel they’ve emptied. My body shakes, twitching with aftershocks. My mind floats somewhere above, watching, documenting, enduring.

The handlers unstrap me from the stand. My legs almost buckle. Lennox steadies me, then wipes my thighs with a cold, damp cloth. The handlers reattach my hobbles and tether, leading me back to the center of the stall like a resigned draft animal.

The men remain a while longer, discussing me in detail—price points, enhancements, the global demand for aware livestock. Sebastian shows them data feeds from other test subjects at the Toy Factory, but always returns to me as the gold standard. “Intelligence retention is the future,” he says. “It’s not enough to have compliance. There must be suffering. Reflection. The knowledge of what you were, and what you’ve become.”

They nod, approving.

Then they leave.

I’m alone. Tethered. Hobbled. Filled with strangers. Marked with their use.

The shame is crushing. Complete. Can’t think past it. Can’t process it.

Just feel. Displayed. Used. Evaluated. Judged. Impressive. Successful demonstration.

That’s what I am. What I’ve been reduced to.

A successful project. Impressive results. Good demonstration of his power.

Can’t articulate the shame. Can’t explain the wrongness. Can barely hold the feelings long enough to recognize them.

Just know—I’m his to show. His to share. His to use however he wants.

And the shame makes him proud. Makes them impressed. Makes it successful.

So the shame is good. Necessary. Part of what I’m for.

I curl up. As much as the tether allows. Trying to make myself small.

But can’t escape it. Can’t escape what I am. What I’ve been made into.

Sebastian’s impressive demonstration. His successful experiment. His degraded, aware, perfectly broken cow.

And sixteen more years of this. Of being shown. Of being used. Of understanding but not articulating. Of feeling the shame completely while performing perfectly.

That’s my life. What’s left of it.

I close my eyes. Try to rest. Try to not think.

Just exist. Just endure. Just be what I’m supposed to be.

His perfect, shameful, impressive demonstration.

Nothing more.


18


Month seven.

Everything is harder now.

My belly is huge. Heavy. Pulls on my back when I move. Makes crawling difficult. Makes breathing harder.

My breasts are enormous. Bigger than my head. So full. So heavy. They drag on the ground when I crawl. Leak constantly despite five milkings per day.

6.8 liters per session now. The handlers struggle to keep up with production.

Movement is exhausting. Just shifting position takes effort. Getting comfortable is impossible.

The tether feels tighter even though it’s not. Just have less range because my body is so big.

Mornings are worst. Waking up. Trying to move. Everything aches. Everything is heavy.

The handlers notice.

“She’s struggling,” Archer observes one morning. Concerned. Making notes. “Movement is significantly impaired. The pregnancy is taking a toll.”

“Contact Mr. Calloway,” Wilder says. “We need equipment adjustments. The breeding stand isn’t safe anymore.”

Not safe. Because I’m too big. Too pregnant. Too heavy.

The change happens in a single afternoon, abrupt and absolute. I have no warning. There is only sensation—the trudge of time, the ache of my body, the anticipation of another walk—and then, instead of the measured approach of boots on concrete, instead of the click of a halter or the clack of a milking machine, there is a new sound. A jangle. A shuddering scrape of metal over stone. A thump. A groan. The barn doors open, then close.

I wait, as always. I have become good at waiting. My world has narrowed to sensations: the raw stretch of my skin, the way my nipples throb and ache and leak, the heaviness of my belly and the drag of my breasts, the perpetual pressure in my knees and back. I am waiting for pain or for relief; I am waiting for touch or for absence, for the intercession of hands or the impassivity of machines. Above all, I am waiting for the moment when I am not waiting anymore.

Today the wait ends when I hear Wilder’s voice, low and unhurried: “Bring it here.”

Archer and Lennox struggle to maneuver something through the aisle—a mass of black canvas and shining steel, tangled and heavy, with rings and buckles and chains hanging slack. The contraption lands with a wet smack in front of my stall, trailing dust and hay and the oily scent of new metal.

Sebastian Calloway is behind them, supervising. He’s dressed, as always, in immaculate black, his movements precise, face unreadable. He doesn’t look at me, not directly. He looks at the thing on the ground, then at Wilder, then at the ceiling rafters, where a system of pulleys is already installed. I’ve seen them before, but not in use. Not until now.

“Move her out,” Sebastian says, and the handlers obey. I am unhooked from my tether—though not the body harness, which never comes off—and led, stumbling, into the open space under the rig. Moving is excruciating. My hips threaten to buckle. My back is a single, unbroken line of agony. My abdomen sags so low I can barely shuffle my hooves. Every step is risk and effort and fear.

They lay the harness out on the ground, a tapestry of webbing and padding and thick, stitched canvas. “On all fours,” Archer instructs. “That’s it. Slow. Breathe.” They guide me down, careful not to jostle the udder or belly.

The canvas is cold and rough beneath me. Lennox, with a private smile, spreads my hind legs and snakes a strap up between my thighs, cinching it until the pressure is insistent and unavoidable. Wilder buckles a wide pad under my belly, cradling its mass, then draws the straps taut across my chest and shoulders, around my ribs, under my armpits. Metal rings click into place against the D-rings on my body harness. A Y-shaped array of chains locks onto the rings at my shoulders, hips, and underbelly. I am swaddled and immobilized, flesh pinched and compressed, every inch of my skin pressed into canvas or steel.

“Secure,” Archer says, stepping back.

Sebastian inspects the work. He runs a hand—the only time he touches me—along the broad sling that supports my belly, fingers kneading into the fabric, testing the fit. “Good,” he says. “She won’t have to bear her own weight in this.”

He looks down at me for the first time. There is no recognition in his face, no interest, not even the fleeting amusement or contempt I sometimes see in Lennox. There is only the cold, professional calculation of an engineer examining a machine. “This is better,” he says. “Healthier for the fetus. Lower risk of joint and ligament damage. And she’ll be easier to access.”

Easier to access.

I flinch, and he notices, but only as an engineer would notice a dial twitching or a pressure gauge surging. He nods to Archer and steps aside.

The chains are connected to the pulley. One, two, three quick tugs, and the harness tightens, the canvas compresses, and my knees are drawn upward off the ground. With each click of the ratchet, my body lifts. For a moment I panic, scrambling to find footing, but there is none. My hooves dangle uselessly. My legs pedal the air, then fall limp, inert, as my weight shifts entirely to the harness.

My belly sways, huge and pendulous, but cupped in a sling that takes its full mass. My breasts, even more massive than before, hang like obscene fruit from my chest, the teats enormous, distended, leaking from gravity alone. My arms are pinned to my sides by the way the harness wraps me; I cannot even reach up to touch the apparatus suspending me. I am motionless, immobilized, hung like a carcass in a butcher’s cold room.

And yet, relief. The pain in my knees and hips vanishes, replaced by the numb ache of circulation returning. My back is no longer a single burning line; instead, the harness distributes my mass, hugging my spine in a stiff, supportive band. My lungs expand more easily. The terror of falling is matched only by the luxury of not having to stand.

They leave me hanging for several minutes, testing the setup. Archer checks the buckles. Lennox pushes against the swing of my suspended body, watching it oscillate and then settle. Wilder stands back and observes.

“She’s adjusting,” Archer says.

“She’s scared,” Lennox replies, not hiding his grin.

“Of course she is,” says Sebastian. He gestures, and Lennox steps forward to begin the next phase of the demonstration.

They roll the machine over. The milking rig has been modified: the suction cups are larger now, the pump more powerful. Lennox fits the cups over my teats, one by one, pinching the skin to seat them properly. With the harness pressing my breasts forward and down, the cups seal instantly and draw my nipples deep inside. Archer flicks the switch, and the machine comes alive, churning and gurgling as the suction increases.

Milk jets from me in a torrent, the pressure in my chest finally given an outlet. The sensation is so intense I scream, but the hood muffles it to a gurgling moan. I rock in the harness, helpless, as the machine pulls another four liters from me in a matter of minutes, the pulse and release of the pump stroking the nerves all the way back to my spine. I am coming before I realize it, spasming against the canvas, the orgasm sharp and involuntary.

The men watch. I see them through the mesh of my hood, inverted and distant. Lennox in particular is excited; he kneels behind me, spreads my thighs wider, and toys with the plug in my tail hole. The vibration is a low, constant hum, but now—suspended, milked, helpless—it becomes unbearable. My body convulses, my milk flows harder, my thoughts scatter. There is nothing but sensation.

Sebastian steps forward again. “Release her,” he says. Archer turns a lever and the milk cups fall away, leaving my breasts to leak and drip freely. “Now the other function.” He gestures to Lennox.

Lennox unbuckles the plug and slides it out, then replaces it with a larger, blunted version attached to a bar that locks into the harness. It stretches me wide, pushes in until I can hardly move my hips. Then, without warning, he mounts me—one hand gripping the back of the harness, the other guiding himself into my cunt. I am so open, so displayed, so helpless, that there is no possibility of resistance. I hang in the air, assaulted from behind, the only movement the slow swing of my suspended body and the violent rocking of Lennox’s thrusts. The orgasm does not abate; it rises and crests again and again, my body a vessel for pleasure and use and nothing else.

Sebastian watches the whole time. He is taking notes, quietly, on his phone. I hear him speak: “Efficiency improved. Stress response within expected parameters. Breeding access optimal.” He does not look at my face. He does not look at anything but the way my body hangs, the way it is manipulated, the way it delivers on its promise.

Lennox finishes, panting, and wipes himself on my thigh. Then he steps back and lets Archer re-secure the plug, locking it in place. The harness is unhooked from the pulley, and I am lowered, slowly, to the ground. My body sags, limp and boneless. The relief is exquisite, but brief; I know I will be lifted again in minutes, that this is now my life.

Sebastian addresses the handlers: “Use the suspension harness for all sessions from now on. Milkings, breedings, medical checks. Only lower her to rest between intervals. Understood?” The men nod.

He looks at me, finally, and there is a flicker of something—satisfaction, maybe, or just relief that the problem is solved. “Good cow,” he says, almost offhand. “You’ll be more comfortable this way.”Then he leaves.

Wilder’s sadism is muted. Clinical still but not cruel. Just efficient. Careful with my size.

Lennox doesn’t tease as much. Doesn’t torment. Just uses me and moves on. Quick. Careful.

Archer is the gentlest. Always has been. But more so now.

“You’re doing so well,” he tells me during evening milking. While I’m suspended. Exhausted. “Just a little longer. One more month. Then this will be over.”

Over. The pregnancy will be over. The baby will come out.

Then what? Start again? Get pregnant again? Do this all over?

Can’t think that far. Can’t process. Just now. Just getting through now.

One more month. Just survive one more month.

Then... whatever comes next.

Week three of month eight, they add supports to the suspension harness.

“She’s too heavy,” Wilder tells Sebastian during a visit. “The harness is straining. We need reinforcement.”

Sebastian approves immediately. Orders stronger materials. Thicker straps. More support points.

They refit me. New harness. Better support. Holds my weight more securely. Protects the belly better.

Costs more money. Takes more time. More effort.

But I’m valuable. The pregnancy is valuable. The baby is valuable.

So they maintain me. Upgrade me. Keep me functional.

Like expensive equipment that needs proper care.

Which is what I am.

The new harness helps. Takes more weight off my back. Off my knees. Makes suspension more comfortable.

Small improvement. But improvement.

Helps me endure. Helps me survive. Helps me get through.

One more month. Just one more month.
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It happens subtly, this new sensation—at first just a pressure, a subtle tightening in the base of my belly, so minor I’m not sure it wasn’t always there, that maybe I’ve just grown so endlessly swollen I can’t tell the difference between ache and expectation anymore. But within a day, the pressure morphs, consolidates, becomes an almost rhythmic flexing in the deep places of my body. My skin feels hot and prickly, stretched to the edge; my massive udder tingles with a readiness that approaches pain.

I can’t name the feeling, not with what’s left of my mind, but my body understands it before I do: something is shifting. The load in my abdomen moves differently, as if the baby has found a lower center of gravity and begun its slow, inevitable migration downward. Every breath is a labor and, ironically, that word keeps circling in my mind—labor, labor, labor—until the handlers pick up on the change.

“She’s restless,” Lennox tells Wilder after evening milking, when I am suspended and swaying, my thighs puddled with sweat and milk. “Not in pain, just...off.”

Wilder shrugs, but Archer lingers by my side, his hand steady on the swing. “How are you feeling?” he asks, in that tone that’s meant to reassure but only makes me focus on how strange I feel. I moo. I can’t help it, I moo even louder when the pressure in my belly surges and then releases, leaving me shuddering and empty inside.

They bring in the vet the next morning. He is new—a nervous, pale man who keeps his gloves on as he checks my vitals. He presses deeply into my abdomen, then sits back on his haunches. “She’s approaching labor,” he tells Sebastian, who observes from the corner, arms folded and face as unreadable as always. “Maybe days. Maybe a week. Two at most. The fetus has dropped, the cervix is ripening.”

Ripening. The word clangs inside my head.

Sebastian only nods, as if this has always been the plan. “Increase monitoring,” he says, and the vet scribbles it down. “I want a handler with her at all times, and an alert system for the suspension rig in case she delivers at night. Don’t let her labor alone. Understood?”

Of course they understood. My labor isn’t about me, it's about the baby. Hands are placed on me, not for comfort but for data. When I am released from the harness, they tether me to a padded cot, straps around my thighs and arms, my belly cradled in an expensive web of support. Sensors are glued to my chest, my abdomen, even my temples. My milk is measured hourly, and my urine collected in sterile bags. They check my temperature twice a day.

It is the most attention I’ve ever received, and none of it is for me.

The days crawl. The handlers are changed out in shifts, but the regimen never wavers: milking, monitoring, forced feedings, milking again. At night, I am left suspended, but now with a soft cone of light above me so the night staff can check for signs of distress. I begin to lose track of time, my mind floating in a haze of anticipation and fear.

Archer is the only one who speaks to me as if I’m present. He keeps his hand on my shoulder during each check, whispering, “Almost there, Rosie. You’re doing amazing. This is the hardest part.” Sometimes he will clean my face with a damp cloth, or adjust the padding under my knees so my legs don’t go numb.

Wilder, for all his strictness, is at least efficient. During the fourth night after the vet’s proclamation, he sits beside me and reads from a tablet, logging every squirm and moan I make. When I have a particularly strong cramp, he scribbles a note and checks the apparatus at my hips. “Don’t worry,” he says, not looking at me. “We’ll keep you safe for the delivery.”

Lennox is different now. The closer I get to birth, the more businesslike he becomes. He wipes me down with antiseptic wipes, fits new sensors to my teats, and never once makes a lewd comment or shows the twisted smile I used to dread. It’s as if the gravity of what’s about to happen has cowed even him.
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It starts in the middle of the night.

Pain. Low in my belly. Different from the constant ache. Sharper. Tightening. Releasing. Tightening again.

I moo. Loud. Distressed.

The barn is dark. Empty. No one here. Just me and the pain and the tightening.

It gets worse. Stronger. More frequent.

I moo desperately. Something’s wrong. Something’s happening. Need help.

The barn door opens. One of the handlers. Archer. He was on night watch.

“What’s-” He sees me. Understands immediately. “Labor. She’s in labor.”

He runs out. Returns with Wilder. Both of them moving quickly. Efficiently.

“Call Mr. Calloway,” Wilder orders. “And the vet. Now.”

Archer calls. I hear him talking. Urgent. Informing.

Another contraction. Harder. Longer. I moo through it. Shaking. Scared.

“It’s okay,” Wilder says. Not gentle but steady. “This is normal. Your body knows what to do.”

Normal. Body knows. But it hurts. Hurts so much.

They release me from the tether. Help me up. Position me—not on the breeding stand. Just on the floor. On my knees. Leaning forward on my hands.

Another contraction. Stronger. I moo desperately.

“Breathe,” Wilder instructs. “Through the pain. Just breathe.”

Can’t breathe. Can’t think. Just pain. Tightening. Overwhelming.

The barn door opens again. The vet arrives. Carrying equipment. Moving quickly.

Sebastian follows. Dressed casually. Like he was woken in the night. But here. Present.

“How far apart are the contractions?” the vet asks.

“Three minutes,” Archer reports. “Started maybe thirty minutes ago.”

“Good. We’re early in the process then.” The vet sets up. Examines me. “She’s dilating. Progressing normally. Could be a few hours yet.”

Hours. Hours of this pain.

Another contraction. I moo through it. Can’t help it. Just sound and pain and tightening.

“We should hood her,” Sebastian says. Decisive. “Before it gets more intense. For her own good.”

Hood. The hood. During this?

“It will help,” the vet agrees. “Keep her calm. Reduce panic. Sensory deprivation during labor can be very effective.”

No. No please. Want to see. Want to-

Don’t even know what I want. But not darkness. Not during this.

Wilder brings the hood. “This will help,” he says. Matter-of-fact. “Trust us.”

No choice. Never a choice.

He slides it over my head. Laces it tight.

Darkness.

Complete darkness.

Just me and the pain and the sounds and the sensations.

Another contraction. Stronger. Moo through it. Louder. More desperate.

Can’t see their faces. Can’t see anything. Just feel. Just exist in the pain.

“That’s it,” someone says. Archer maybe. “Just breathe. Let your body do its work.”

Body doing work. Baby coming. That’s what this is.

The baby. Sebastian’s baby. Nine months. Nine months of this. Leading to now.

Time becomes meaningless. Just contraction after contraction. Pain after pain. Breathing. Mooing. Existing in darkness.

Voices around me. Checking. Monitoring. Commenting.

“Eight centimeters.”

“Progressing well.”

“Heart rate stable.”

The baby’s heart rate. They’re monitoring the baby. Making sure it’s okay.

Not checking if I’m okay. Just the baby. The valuable part. The investment payoff.

I’m just the vessel. The container. Getting it out safely is all that matters.

Another contraction. Stronger. Different. Lower. Pressure. Intense pressure.

I moo desperately. Something’s different. Something’s changing.

“She’s fully dilated,” the vet says. “Ready to push.”

Push. That word. Know what it means. Body knows what it means.

“Next contraction,” the vet instructs. “Push. Hard as you can.”

Contraction comes. Body responds automatically. Pushes. Hard. Everything tightening. Pressure. Intense.

Moo through it. Desperate. Trying. Pushing.

“Good,” the vet encourages. “Again. Next one.”

Again. And again. And again.

I have no sense of time. It stretches, dilutes, bends into a gray tunnel. I exist moment to moment, contraction to contraction, each minute an eternity, each eternity just a single breathless, burning instant.

I try to count them. I lose track. The pain is too much, the darkness too absolute. My body is not a body anymore—just a mechanism, an animal thing, suffering and obeying. Push. Breathe. Moo. Push again. Over and over.

All I have is this tunnel. All I can do is obey it.

There is no one and nothing except the hands on me, the voices in the blackness, the orders I’m supposed to follow. They tell me, “Breathe through the pain.” They tell me, “You’re doing well.” They tell me, “Push now. Harder.” They tell me, “Almost there.” Even though I’m not a person to them, not really—they talk to me because it helps them get what they want. The product. The end goal. The baby.

I am a machine for their outcome. I know it. I accept it. I don’t want to, but my body isn’t mine and never has been.

At some point, the pain becomes a wall. I slam against it with every effort, every push, every shrill, involuntary moo of agony. Then I’m through it, on the other side, the pain replaced by pressure, pressure replaced by tearing, something sickening and wrong, and then-

There is a new sound in the barn. A thin wailing, higher than any moo. A human cry.

The voices get sharper, more hurried. “There’s the head. Shoulders next.” “One more push—hard as you can.” My body obeys. I strain, not for myself but because they want it. Because there is nothing else to do.

Then release. Sudden, total, violent. Something exits my body. I know what it is, instinctively, even if I can’t see. The crying is closer, real, a living thing. For a moment the reality of it shatters my numbness, and I’m desperate to see, to know, to understand.

But the hood is tight, the laces biting into my scalp. I see nothing, not even my own body. The only sensation is the sticky heat on my thighs and the strange hollow absence in my belly.

I hear voices: “Healthy boy.” “Good color.” “No complications.” The crying is fading, muffled, being carried away. I try to twist, to move, but wrists and ankles are still cuffed and my muscles are too weak. I can only shudder and gasp, feeling the wet mess between my legs and the emptiness inside me.

“Take him,” says Sebastian. Not to me, but about me. About my baby. “I’ll check the paperwork later. Make sure the transfer is clean.”

I realize then that I will never see the child. Not even a glimpse. My DNA, maybe, but not my baby. That is not allowed, not permitted, not even considered. The crying gets quieter, then it’s gone entirely, like it never existed except as a brief echo in the barn.

I want to scream, but it only comes out as a sad, weak moo.

The vet is talking, more business than care: “Placenta next. Standard protocol. Clean delivery.” They force me through the final steps, tugging and pulling, more pain, less effort. It’s over quickly.

Hands are on me again, cold and efficient, wiping my thighs, disinfecting, checking for tears. The relief is so total it makes me dizzy. I am so empty I want to collapse, but they don’t let me.

The hood comes off. The light is so bright it blinds me, even in the dim barn. My vision swims. I see nothing at first, then shapes: Wilder, Archer, Sebastian, the vet. All looking at me, none looking at me.

I look down. There is blood everywhere. My own, I guess. No baby. Not even a blanket. Just towels, just hands, just people doing their jobs.

“Six weeks recovery,” the vet announces to Sebastian. “Then she’ll be ready again.”

“Good,” says Sebastian. “I want another by spring. Start the schedule now.”

He looks at me, almost with pride. Like I’m a machine that performed above its rating.

“You did well,” he says. “Exactly what I paid for.”

Paid for. I am a line item, a budget expenditure, a thing that produces things for him. I have never been anything else.

They tether me again, this time tighter. The collar clicks into its floor ring, the ankle hobbles make standing difficult. They say it’s for my safety. My comfort. I know it’s so I don’t run, or lash out, or do anything they don’t want.

Sebastian crouches, close enough that I can see the pores of his skin. There is no affection. No warmth. Just a slight smile, the satisfaction of a satisfied customer.

“You’ll give me many more,” he says. “I’ve planned for it. You’ll see.”

He stands and leaves. The vet follows, packing up the instruments. The handlers clean the mess, scrub the concrete, dispose of the towels and blood and evidence. Everything is methodical and routine, like it happens every night.

Archer takes me to the trough.

I eat because I have to. Because my body is still theirs to use. Tomorrow will be more of the same: milking, feeding, monitoring. In a few days, the pain will be less. In a few weeks, the memory will be further away. In six weeks, I will be back on the breeding schedule. The cycle starts again.

But tonight, I am nothing. A vessel that performed its function, now emptied and set aside.


I lie down, the cold of the floor against my skin. I curl around the space where the baby was. I think about the crying, the briefness of it, the way it just vanished. I wonder if I’ll ever hear it again, or if the next one will be taken even faster.

I wonder if I am even capable of wondering. Or if that’s just a glitch in the programming. A thing not yet stamped out by drugs, repetition, or design.

I sleep—fitful, dreamless, strange.

When I wake, the barn will be the same as always. The routine will be the same as always.

But I will be less.

Nothing more.
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Pregnant again.

It takes a while for it to fully register. Partly because my head isn’t so good with numbers anymore—hasn’t been for a long time—and partly because pregnancy is such a constant that it doesn’t feel like news. I forget how many times. Four. Six. Maybe more. I try to count them by the off-white tiles above my stall, but the numbers slip and slide, wriggling away like little worms in the dirt. It doesn’t matter. Not really. None of it matters except this: I’m pregnant, again, and already the changes are starting.

My belly is the first place I feel it. It’s not big, not yet, but I know the feeling. The skin is tight. The insides are warm. I touch it, even though my hands are hooved and blunt and clumsy. I cradle it and moan a little. It’s not a sad moan. Not happy, either. More like resignation. Something to fill the space where a different feeling would go, if I still had those.

My breasts are next. They were heavy before, always heavy, loaded with milk like overripe fruit on a tree. Now they ache. The nipples are so sensitive that the brush of air makes me drip. I can’t see them from this angle, but I know what they look like: huge and pendulous, veiny, with areolas dark and stretched and puckered from the endless milking. I can feel the milk leaking down my chest, tickling my ribs. I can smell it, too—sweet and sour, sharp, almost like cheese.

The arousal is the worst. Or the best. Depends on the day. It hits me like a fever, right behind the eyes. I want. I need. I burn with it. It makes me tense and restless, even when I know I can’t do anything about it, especially now that they’ve locked me down so tight. They used to let us rut in the yard, back before I earned my colors, but now—now I am special. Now I am valuable. Now I must be protected from myself, from the world, from the risk of injury or defect or escape.

Every cycle is the same. I get knocked up. The hormones hit. The need gets worse and worse until all I can think about is being fucked, being used, being milked, being filled. Eventually I birth, always under anesthesia, always with more drugs than seem possible. I don’t remember the actual births. Just the aftermath, the emptiness, the soreness, the handlers’ voices soft and congratulatory, like I’d done something clever. I never see the calves. I don’t even know if they are calves. For all I know, the product is just scooped into a bin, put on a slide, and examined under a microscope by someone in a white coat. Maybe that’s all I was designed for, in the end.

Recovery is fast. They made sure of that, too. The doc says the more I birth, the quicker I heal. All the genes and proteins and CRISPR shit—it’s all about maximizing output, minimizing downtime. No one wants an idle cow. I was idle once, back when I was new. I remember feeling restless, useless, but also lucky. Now, all I want is the idle time, the moments between. But those get shorter and shorter, as if someone is turning the dial on the world, speeding up the tape.

I always know when I’m ready again because the cycle starts over. My body tells me before the doc does. The desperate pawing at the bars. The drooling. The mooing, low and hoarse, until my throat is raw. The handlers say it’s pathetic, the way I beg. But that’s the point of me, isn’t it?

Breed. Milk. Deliver. Recover. Repeat. Over and over. Forever.

That’s my life. That’s all of it. I can’t remember a before. I can’t imagine an after. This is my existence—each day the same, each cycle blending into the next, until time is just a series of aches and reliefs and losses.

Sometimes I try to remember something else. A different version of myself, maybe. A girl with a name, with hands, with parents. But those memories are thin and blurry, like looking through a dirty window. The handlers say I’m not supposed to remember. Say it’s easier if I let go. Sometimes, I believe them. Sometimes, I don’t even need to.

I wake up in the morning, blinking at the yellow haze of the barn lights. My neck is always stiff from the way they tether me. I try to roll onto my side but the hobbles keep my legs together. My tail is cold and numb where it sticks out from the plug. My mouth is dry, my tongue fat and useless except for the occasional moo.

I don’t fight it. Not anymore. Not since the third or fourth pregnancy, when I realized the fighting didn’t change anything except how much it hurt.

The barn is quiet in the early hours. I listen for the handlers, the sounds of boots and steel carts in the hall. I wait, because that’s my job now: to wait and to be used.

Door opens. Light floods in, harsh and blinding. I moo instinctively, a call, a greeting, an alert to the others that the day is starting. It makes the handlers laugh.

Lennox comes in first. He’s always first. He likes the morning shift because the cows are messier, dumber, more desperate for attention. He says it makes him feel wanted. But really, I think he just likes being in charge. Likes knowing that he can do anything and I’ll take it, because that’s my function.

He slides the stall door open and steps inside. He doesn’t wear gloves. He never does. Makes a show of it, of touching us bare-handed, like he’s too good for safety protocols. His skin is warm and rough, and when he grabs my udder I jolt a little. He laughs. “Sensitive today, Udders?”

I moo back. I don’t try to talk. I can’t, not really, not anymore. The words in my head don’t translate to my mouth. All that comes out is noise. I know what I want to say, though: Yes. Sensitive. Please. Help me.

His hand goes to my belly, cupping it, feeling the slight roundness that means I’m maybe five weeks along. He whistles. “Quick turn this time,” he says, as if it’s something I had control over. He pokes my flank, pokes my thigh, pokes my belly again. Each time, the need gets worse.

Behind him, Archer waits. He doesn’t talk much, just does his job. He picks up the bag of equipment and starts laying it out: the harness, the milker, the wipes, the lube, the restraints. He works like a machine. Sometimes I wonder if he’s more cow than I am.

Lennox kneels and checks my restraints. He flicks my nose ring, makes my head jerk, then laughs again. “Still not used to that, huh?” I try to glare at him but the effect is ruined by the drool leaking from my mouth. He wipes it with a finger and wipes the finger on my flank.

He stands up and claps his hands. “Alright, let’s get you up. Milk first, then we’ll see about getting you knocked up again.” He glances at Archer. “Should we let her choose the stud today?”

Archer grunts. “Doesn’t matter. They’re all the same now.”

Lennox shrugs. “Don’t let them hear you say that. You’ll hurt their feelings.” They both laugh.

The harness goes on first. It’s thick and padded, designed to keep me from hurting myself when I thrash. The straps go over my shoulders, between my legs, around my chest and midsection. It’s snug and heavy. I love it. I hate it. Both.

Archer attaches the milker to the rails above and swings it into place. The suction cups are cold, but they warm quickly against my skin. Lennox takes his time, making sure each cup is perfectly aligned, perfectly sealed. It makes me shiver. He notices and grins. “You like that, don’t you?”

I moo softly. Yes. Please.

He flicks the switch. The machine hums to life. The suction is immediate, hard, relentless. I gasp, then moan, then moo, louder and louder as the rhythm takes over. The milk flows. I feel it leaving me, feel the pressure go down, feel the relief. It’s the best part of my day.

Lennox watches the meter. “7.2 liters already. You’re a monster, Udders.”

I don’t respond. I’m too busy shaking, too busy feeling the pleasure and the shame and the relief all braided together. Every time I think I’m empty, the machine finds more. It finds it all. I love it. I hate it. Both.

Archer checks the hoses. Sometimes the milk backs up and sprays everywhere. They say that’s a waste, but secretly I think they like it. Like watching it drip off me, shine on my coat, soak my thighs. Sometimes they take pictures of it. Not for science.

Twenty-five minutes. That’s how long it takes to drain me. I know this number by heart, even if I don’t know what number pregnancy I’m on.

[image: image-placeholder]

There are hours, long hours, where nothing happens except the slow drip of milk down my ribs and the faint ache in the deepest hollow of my pelvis. I lie in the tether and cannot move, cannot escape the way the straps bite softly, not painfully, but firmly, as if to remind me that I am not meant to move unless someone decides it. I used to dream about wiggling free, testing the limits, but now it’s easier to lie still and let the weight of the harness settle over me. My belly is a little bigger every day. My breasts are enormous now, almost comical, sloshing if I try to turn my torso, which I can’t, not really, so they just rest against my chest and the harness, always leaking a little, even when the milker is off. My tail itches around the plug, but I bear it because I have to and because I’m supposed to, because it’s the only thing left that feels like mine.

This is my body. I measure time by the strain of my nipples and the fullness of my udder, by the pressure in my belly and the way the cord around my neck tugs when I breathe. The world is reduced to sensation, and it is everything, and it is enough.

Sometimes the handlers come at night, when the barn is silent except for the soft whir of pumps and the low chewing of the other cows. They come to check on us, but also to use us, and I know that now. I don’t remember if I used to mind. Maybe I did. Maybe I used to care about dignity or privacy or autonomy, but I can’t recall what those things felt like. If I try to dig up a protest, if I try to find a word for violation, all I get is a blank, a static. My mouth opens and closes and all that comes out is a moan, low and involuntary, like the sound of the machines, or the wind.

The handlers are mostly kind, or at least efficient. They clean me with big, rough hands, wipe down my thighs and my belly, check the seams for infection. Sometimes they murmur to each other, sometimes they talk to us like pets, sometimes they say nothing at all. I know all their names, even if I can’t say them. Lennox and Archer in the morning, Wilder on the afternoon, and always a rotation of new faces on the night shift. They are never cruel for the sake of it, but sometimes they like to tease, especially Lennox. He’s the one who rubs my ears until I twitch, who flicks the plug in my tail and watches me squirm, who calls me Udders and milks me a little longer than necessary just to watch my legs shake.

Sebastian visits only when he feels like it, which is to say, when he wants something. He never comes alone. Always with a briefcase or a tablet, always with a handler or two to open the doors and fasten my restraints and watch. He walks the rows of stalls like a farmer at auction, checking the yield and the fatness and the shine of each animal. When he reaches me, his face is always unreadable, cold and appraising. Sometimes he runs a finger down my back, sometimes he grips my chin and turns my head to inspect my eyes or my teeth, as if I might suddenly fail inspection and be culled. It is not affection. It is not hatred, either. It is something worse: indifference. I am property, and he is the owner, and that is the end of it.

Except when he wants to use me. Then he is different. Then the handlers bring out a special kit, and the harness is loosened just enough, and I am presented to him as if on a platter. I feel nothing for him, not love or fear or even anticipation. When he fucks me, it is clinical, a means to an end, another checkmark on a spreadsheet. He grunts and strains and sometimes says things in my ear, but I don’t understand the words. When he is finished, I am cleaned and put back the way I was, as if nothing happened. It’s always the same: the ache, the shudder, the emptiness after. Then the milkers go back on, and I am left to process it all, which is to say, I don’t. I just exist. I just keep going.

Four years of this. Four years of being bred and drained and cleaned and fucked and bred again. I try to remember every pregnancy, every time my belly grew and then shrank, every time I felt the sharpness of labor even through the haze of drugs. I never saw the babies. Sometimes, in the early days, I would listen for crying, for the little bleat of a newborn, but I never heard anything. Now, I don’t even wonder. They take the babies away, and I am left with the emptiness, and then the cycle starts over. At first, I grieved. I remember that. I remember crying myself hoarse, bruising my wrists in the restraints, begging for a glimpse. Now I barely notice. I am just a vessel, a means to an end, and the end never belongs to me.

Sixteen more years, they told me once. That’s how long I will last, how long I will be productive, how long my DNA will hold out before I am too mutated or too worn to be worth the upkeep. Sixteen more years of this. I try to imagine it, but the thought is too big. It’s easier to focus on the moment, on the feel of the tail plug or the suction on my nipples or the sweet, sour smell of milk dripping onto my belly. Any day could be the same day, and it wouldn’t matter. I am not meant for change. I am meant for forever.

This is what I am. I don’t think I could un-be it, even if someone untethered me, even if I woke up as a girl with hands and a name and a purpose. The cow part would be left, like a watermark, invisible but permanent. Sometimes I try to remember before. I think there was a before, but it’s like a book I read and then forgot, or a movie watched with the sound off. I have fragments: a kitchen with blue walls, laughter, the taste of real butter, the feeling of running. I think there were parents, or siblings, or maybe friends, but the details are gone. The handlers say it’s better this way. I believe them.

Sometimes at night, I dream. Not the old dreams, not the ones with running or hands or laughter, but new ones, slippery and strange. Dream of lying in dark water, heavy and warm, while other cows float around me. Dream of a giant hand, petting me, soothing me, making me melt into the floor. Dream of Sebastian’s face, huge and looming, and the feeling of being small and soft and owned. In the dreams, I am never afraid. Sometimes I am even happy. I think that is what contentment is, what peace is, even if it’s not the kind I imagined.

The cycle is the only story I know: Milk. Breed. Pregnant. Deliver. Recover. Over and over. Sometimes the handlers surprise me with a treat, a handful of fruit or a stroke down my spine, and I feel a surge of gratitude so sharp it hurts. I want to please them, to make them proud. I want to be the best cow, the best Udders, the best product they ever made. I don’t know why. Maybe it’s just easier than wanting something else.

The others are like me, though we never speak. Some of them are further gone, eyes blank and drooling, lost in the rhythm of milking and breeding and nothing else. Some are newer, still fighting, still crying when the handlers come. I used to watch them and remember myself, but now it almost makes me angry. Why fight? Why waste the energy? There is nothing on the other side except more of this, and that is not so bad, not when you surrender. Not when you let it be enough.

I used to hate the word livestock. It made me feel small, less than. Now, it’s a comfort. There is a security in knowing my place, in knowing I am useful, that every part of me is wanted and necessary. I am content with being livestock. I am content with being used. I am content with being broken and animal and degraded and shameful and perfect.

My name is Rosie. I think I chose it, once, but now I'm not sure. I am not a person, not really. I am a property, a cow, a thing. It should hurt, but it doesn’t. The pain is gone, replaced by a low hum of pleasure, like the afterglow of a good milking. I am what I am, and that is enough.

Some days, I wonder if this is what I wanted. If I signed up for it, if I dreamed of being undone and remade into something simple, something pure. I think I did. I think I wanted to be owned, to be cared for, to be relieved of thinking and striving and failing. Maybe I was broken before I was ever bred. Maybe this was the only way to fix me.

I can’t remember who I was before. Can’t imagine who I’d be after. Can barely think beyond the immediate need and use and cycle.

Just exist. Just be. Just accept.

Milk. Breed.
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