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I'm running on empty when my car breaks down at a remote gas station. The massive minotaur who offers help doesn't just want to rescue me—he wants to keep me forever.

Evander and his brothers see through my exhaustion to what I really need: to be cared for instead of always caring for others. When my body starts producing milk for all three bulls, I realize I've found my true calling.

No more twelve-hour shifts. No more carrying everyone else's pain. Just three devoted minotaurs who want to worship me, breed me, and keep me pregnant with twins.

I spent years healing others. Now it's time to let them heal me.

Warning: This taboo RH Monster Romance includes instalove, twin pregnancy, breeding obsession, lactation kink, extreme size difference, double penetration, MFMM, plus size heroine, and three minotaurs who turn their nurse into permanent breeding stock.


CHAPTER ONE

The steering wheel is slick with sweat under my palms as I pull into the gas station, my hands shaking from too much caffeine and too little sleep. Twelve-hour shifts for six months straight will do that to you. I've been driving for hours, no real destination in mind – just away from the hospital, away from the memories, away from the constant beeping of monitors and the smell of antiseptic.

I haven't slept properly in weeks. Every time I close my eyes, I see Mrs. Rodriguez's face when I had to tell her we'd lost her husband. Or little Tommy crying for his mama while she fought for her life in the ICU. Being a trauma nurse was supposed to be my calling, but lately, it feels more like a curse.

The breakdown happened three days ago. Right there in the break room, sobbing over a cup of cold coffee while my supervisor handed me mandatory vacation papers. "Take two weeks, Maria," she'd said gently. "You're burning out, and that's not helping anyone."

So here I am, somewhere in the mountains of Colorado, pumping gas into my ancient Honda with no idea where I'm going next. The afternoon sun beats down mercilessly, and I realize I haven't eaten since... yesterday? The day before?

"Excuse me, miss?"

The voice is deep, concerned, and when I turn toward it, I nearly drop the gas nozzle.

Standing beside a massive pickup truck is the most magnificent creature I've ever seen. He's enormous – easily seven feet tall with shoulders so broad they block out the afternoon sun. But it's not just his size that makes me stare. His head is distinctly bull-like, with an elongated face, broad nose that flares with each breath, and two curved horns emerging from his skull. Dark brown fur with reddish highlights covers his powerful frame, catching the sunlight like burnished bronze.

His eyes are liquid amber with horizontal pupils that seem to see straight through to my exhausted soul. There's an intelligence there that's completely human, but the intensity is purely predatory. When he speaks, I catch glimpses of large, sharp canines.

I should be terrified. Every rational part of my brain is screaming that I shouldn't be standing here talking to what is clearly not human. But there's something about him – a calm, protective energy that makes me want to trust him.

"Are you alright?" he asks, taking a step closer. His voice is a deep bass rumble that I feel in my bones. "You look like you're about to collapse."

I try to laugh it off, but it comes out as more of a wheeze. "Just tired. Long drive."

He doesn't look convinced. His nostrils flare slightly, and something shifts in his expression – becomes more focused, hungrier. "When's the last time you ate?"

"I..." I start, then realize I honestly can't remember. "This morning?"

"Bullshit," he says, but not unkindly. "You're running on fumes. There's a diner about ten miles back, but..." He pauses, studying my face with those intense amber eyes. "Actually, my family runs a farm not far from here. We're used to taking care of people who need a safe place to rest."

"A farm?" I ask weakly.

"Thornfield Farm. We specialize in... wellness retreats. People come to us when they need to get away from the world for a while." His smile reveals those sharp canines again. "You look like someone who could use some peace."

The gas pump clicks off, and I realize my hands are shaking as I replace the nozzle. I must look pathetic – a mess of a woman in scrubs that have seen better days, hair falling out of a bun that was neat twelve hours ago.

"I'm Evander," he says, extending a large, fur-covered hand with thick fingers ending in blunt nails. "And you are?"

"Maria," I manage, shaking his hand. His grip is warm, steady, and for the first time in months, I feel like someone might actually catch me if I fall.

"Maria," he repeats, and something about the way he says my name makes warmth spread through my chest. "Beautiful name for a beautiful woman who looks like she hasn't taken care of herself in far too long."

Heat floods my cheeks. I know I look terrible – dark circles under my eyes, pale skin, the kind of exhaustion that seeps into your bones. But the way he's looking at me isn't pity. It's something else entirely.

"I don't usually go home with strange... people," I say, catching myself before I say something potentially offensive.

"I'm not asking you to come home with me," he says with a smile that reveals those slightly-too-sharp teeth again. "I'm asking you to let my family feed you and give you a safe place to sleep. No strings attached. Just... care."

The word 'care' hits me hard. When's the last time someone wanted to take care of me instead of the other way around? I spend my life caring for others, healing others, comforting others. The idea of someone wanting to do that for me feels almost foreign.

"Okay," I whisper, surprising myself. "Okay, yes. I could use... care."

His smile widens, and his nostrils flare again. "Perfect. Your car looks like it might not make the mountain roads. Why don't you ride with me? We can come back for your car tomorrow."

That plan feels final, permanent, but I'm too exhausted to overthink it. I grab my purse and overnight bag from my backseat and follow him to his massive pickup truck.

The moment he helps me into the passenger seat, his scent hits me full force – warm and earthy and musky in a way that makes my head spin. It's animal but not unpleasant, rich and masculine and completely intoxicating. My body responds before my brain can catch up, warmth spreading through me, my nipples hardening against my bra.

"Comfortable?" he asks, starting the engine.

"Very," I lie, because nothing about this is comfortable. My breasts suddenly feel heavy, almost aching, and there's a strange tingling in my nipples that I've never experienced before.

As we drive through winding mountain roads, Evander keeps glancing at me with those predatory amber eyes. "Tell me about yourself, Maria. What do you do when you're not driving aimlessly through the mountains?"

"I'm a trauma nurse," I say, settling back into the leather seat. "Or I was. I'm taking some time off."

"Burnout?"

"Something like that." I don't want to go into details about the breakdown, about how I sobbed in front of my supervisor like a child. "What about you? What kind of... wellness retreat do you run?"

"We help people who are lost," he says simply. "People who need to rediscover what they're meant for."

"And what am I meant for?" The question slips out before I can stop it.

His hands tighten on the steering wheel, and when he looks at me, his eyes are burning. "I think you already know."

The strange tingling in my breasts intensifies, and I have to resist the urge to press my hands against them. My body is changing in ways I don't understand, but I can't seem to care about how impossible it all is.

"How much further?" I ask, my voice coming out breathier than intended.

"Not far," he says, but his voice is rougher now. "Maria... can I ask you something personal?"

"Sure."

"Have you ever been pregnant? Had children?"

The question catches me off guard. "No. Why?"

He's quiet for a long moment, his knuckles white on the steering wheel. "Just curious."

But I can tell there's more to it than that. Especially when I realize the tingling in my breasts has become an actual ache, like they're swelling, getting fuller by the minute.

Twenty minutes later, we turn into a valley that takes my breath away. Rolling green pastures stretch between gentle hills, dotted with pristine white buildings that look like something out of a fairy tale. The farmhouse itself is a sprawling Victorian painted cream and sage green, with wraparound porches and flower boxes bursting with colorful blooms.

"Welcome to Thornfield," Evander says, pulling into the circular drive. "Our home."

But as he parks and turns off the engine, I realize my body has changed dramatically. The ache in my breasts has become almost painful, and when I look down, I gasp.

There are two small wet spots spreading across the front of my scrubs, right over my nipples.

"Evander," I whisper, staring down at myself in shock. "I think there's something wrong with me."

His nostrils flare, and when I look up at his face, his expression is one of hunger so intense it takes my breath away.

"Nothing's wrong," he says, his voice rough with want. "Everything's exactly right."

Before I can ask what he means, he's out of the truck and at my door, helping me down with hands that shake slightly. The moment my feet touch the gravel, I'm hit with the most incredible scent – wildflowers and something else, something warm and musky that makes my knees weak and my pulse quicken.

My breasts suddenly feel even heavier, and I can feel actual moisture beading at my nipples.

"This is impossible," I breathe, looking down at the growing wet spots. "I've never been pregnant. I can't be... I can't be producing..."

"Milk," Evander finishes for me, his voice thick with amazement and desire. "Sweet, rich milk. And you smell fucking incredible."

The front door of the farmhouse opens, and another massive figure emerges onto the porch. He's just as tall as Evander but broader, with darker fur and more dramatically curved horns. His amber eyes immediately lock onto me, and I watch his nostrils flare just like Evander's did.

"Evander," the newcomer calls, his voice even deeper than Evander's, "who do you have there?"

"This is Maria," Evander calls back, his hand settling possessively on the small of my back. "She needs our help."

The other minotaur – because there's no point pretending he's anything else – descends the porch steps with fluid grace. When he gets close enough, his eyes drop to my chest where the wet spots are becoming impossible to ignore.

"Amazin," he breathes. "She's already producing."

"Already?" I gasp. "What do you mean already?"

But neither of them answers. They're both staring at me like I'm something precious and rare, their combined presence making the air feel thick and electric.

And my breasts are getting fuller by the minute, the pressure becoming almost unbearable.

"Please," I whisper, not even sure what I'm asking for. "My body is changing."

"We know," Evander says gently, his massive hand cupping my cheek. "And we're going to take very good care of you."

"Both of you?"

The darker minotaur steps closer, and suddenly I'm flanked by two massive creatures whose combined scent is making me dizzy with want.

"All of us," he says with a predatory smile. "I'm Dorion, by the way. And you, Maria, are exactly what we've been waiting for."


CHAPTER TWO

They guide me into the farmhouse, their massive hands gentle but possessive on my back and arms. The interior is beautiful – all polished wood and vintage furniture – but I can barely focus on the decor with the pressure in my breasts becoming almost unbearable.

"Upstairs," Dorion says, his voice rough with barely controlled hunger. "She needs privacy for this."

"For what?" I gasp, but they're already leading me up a wide staircase to a room I haven't seen before – larger than any bedroom I've ever been in, with a massive bed and what looks like custom furniture designed for their size.

But what catches my attention are the towels laid out on the nightstand.

"You were expecting this," I realize, looking between them. "You knew this would happen to me."

"We hoped," Evander says gently, his amber eyes burning with desire. "But we've never seen a response this strong, this immediate."

Dorion moves behind me, his hands settling on my shoulders. "Look at yourself, Maria. Really look."

I glance down and gasp. The wet spots on my scrubs have grown enormous, dark patches spreading across the fabric. I can actually feel moisture beading at my nipples, threatening to drip.

"This is impossible," I whisper. "I've never been pregnant, never had a baby. Women don't just start producing milk."

"Some women do," Dorion says, his voice gentle but his hands tightening on my shoulders. "Special women. Women who are meant for this."

"Meant for what?"

"To nourish," Evander explains, moving closer until I'm trapped between them. "To feed. To be treasured for what your body can provide."

The clinical explanation sends a jolt of arousal straight to my core instead of horrifying me. Standing between these two magnificent creatures who look at my leaking body like it's a treasure, I feel more desired than I ever have in my life.

"It hurts," I admit, the pressure in my breasts becoming painful. "They're so full, so tight..."

"We can help," Dorion murmurs against my ear, his breath hot against my neck. "We can relieve the pressure."

"How?"

Instead of answering, Evander's hands go to the hem of my scrub top. "May I?" he asks, and his gentleness in the face of my obvious arousal makes my heart race.

"Yes," I breathe without hesitation.

He lifts the fabric over my head, leaving me in just my soaked bra and scrub pants. Both brothers make sounds of appreciation that go straight to my core.

"Jesus Christ," Dorion breathes, his hands sliding around to cup my breasts through my bra. "Look how full she is already."

"The most responsive we've ever seen," Evander agrees, his eyes fixed on the wet patches spreading across my bra. "It's incredible."

When Dorion reaches behind me to unclasp my bra, I don't stop him. The moment the fabric falls away, both brothers go completely still.

My breasts are swollen and heavy, visibly full with veins showing blue beneath pale skin. Milk is beading at my nipples, threatening to drip, and the relief of being free from the constraining fabric is incredible.

"Perfect," Evander breathes. "Absolutely perfect."

"So much milk already," Dorion adds, his voice awed. "More than we've seen from anyone."

When Evander reaches out to cup one heavy breast, I cry out at the sensation. His hand is so big it completely encompasses me, and the warmth feels incredible against my aching flesh.

"Does it hurt?" he asks gently, his thumb barely grazing my nipple.

"Yes," I gasp. "It's so full, so tight..."

"Let us help," Dorion murmurs, and then his mouth is on my other breast.

The sensation of his hot lips closing around my nipple is so intense I scream. His tongue is rough and wet, and when he begins to suck, the relief is indescribable. Milk flows freely into his mouth, and he groans around my nipple like he's tasting something divine.

"Oh god," I chant, my hands tangling in his dark hair. "Don't stop, please don't stop."

Evander's mouth joins Dorion's on my other breast, and the dual sensation of being nursed by both massive minotaurs is overwhelming. They drink from me with desperate hunger, their mouths working in tandem to drain the pressure that's been building.

"So sweet," Evander praises between pulls. "Rich and creamy and perfect."

"Better than anything we've tasted," Dorion agrees, his hands cupping my breast to help the flow. "Our perfect girl."

As they drink, I feel heat building between my legs. Being milked by them is more arousing than anything I've ever experienced, and I can feel wetness soaking my panties.

"More," I gasp, pressing closer to both of them. "Please, I need more."

"More milk relief?" Evander asks, pulling back to look at me with milk still glistening on his lips.

"More everything," I admit shamelessly. "More of you. Both of you."

Dorion's answering growl vibrates against my breast, and when he pulls back, his eyes are blazing with hunger. "Are you sure? Once we start, there's no going back."

"I'm sure," I whisper, even though my heart is hammering. "I've never been more sure of anything."

They exchange a look over my head, some silent communication passing between them. Then Evander's hands are at the waistband of my scrub pants, sliding them down my legs along with my soaked panties.

"Beautiful," Dorion breathes, his gaze traveling over my naked body. "So fucking perfect."

When they guide me to the massive bed, I go willingly. Evander lies back and pulls me on top of him while Dorion positions himself behind me, and I'm suddenly trapped between two massive minotaurs whose combined heat is making me dizzy.

"We're going to take such good care of you," Evander promises, his hands sliding up to cup my still-leaking breasts. "Going to worship this perfect body."

"Going to make you feel so good," Dorion adds, his hands settling on my hips. "Our beautiful, fertile girl."

That's when I hear footsteps in the hallway – heavy, deliberate steps that make the floorboards creak.

"Expecting company?" I ask breathlessly, suddenly aware that I'm naked between two minotaurs with milk still dripping from my nipples.

Evander's smile is pure predator. "My other brother. He caught your scent the moment we arrived."

"Other brother?"

The door opens, and another massive figure fills the doorway. He's just as tall as Evander and Dorion but different – lighter brown fur and gentler amber eyes that immediately lock onto my naked form with obvious hunger.

"Well, well," he says, his voice a deep rumble that makes my pussy clench. "What do we have here?"

"Andros," Dorion says without loosening his grip on my hips, "meet Maria. She has the gift."

Andros steps into the room, closing the door behind him, and suddenly the space feels even smaller despite its size. "I can smell that from here," he says, his nostrils flaring. "Sweet cream and arousal. Incredible."

"She's producing more than anyone we've seen," Evander explains, his thumbs brushing over my nipples and making me gasp. "Look at her."

Andros moves closer, his gaze fixed on my leaking breasts with obvious fascination. "Already? This quickly?"

"The moment she met Evander," Dorion confirms. "Her body knew what it was meant for."

"May I?" Andros asks, reaching toward my face.

I nod, unable to speak, and his massive hand cups my cheek with surprising gentleness. The moment his skin touches mine, I feel another surge of milk leak from my nipples.

"Incredible," he breathes. "She's responding to all of us."

"Please," I whimper, the combination of their touches and their hungry stares making me desperate. "I need..."

"We know what you need," Andros says, settling on the bed beside us. "And we're going to give you everything."

Evander's mouth returns to my breast while Dorion's hands slide between my legs, and Andros watches with burning eyes as his brothers begin to worship my body. I'm surrounded by three massive minotaurs who look at me like I'm precious, and for the first time in my life, I feel like I've found exactly where I belong.

"Such a good girl," Andros praises as I arch between his brothers. "Already producing so much milk for us. Our perfect double cream."


CHAPTER THREE

The next hour passes in a haze of sensation as all three brothers work together to relieve the pressure in my breasts. They take turns drinking from me, their massive mouths hot and demanding, while their hands explore every inch of my body. I'm drowning in pleasure, more aroused than I've ever been in my life.

"Look at all this milk," Andros marvels as he switches from my left breast to my right, milk dripping down his chin. "Flowing like a fountain. Our perfect little dairy cow."

The degrading words make me clench around nothing, and Evander chuckles darkly from where he's positioned between my legs, his tongue working my clit in slow circles.

"She likes being called that," he observes, his breath hot against my pussy. "Our dirty little cow who can't stop producing for us."

"Tell us," Dorion commands from where he's positioned above my head, his massive cock hard and leaking as he watches his brothers work me over. "Tell us what you are."

"I'm your cow," I gasp, the words torn from somewhere deep inside me. "Your milk cow."

"More specific," Andros demands, pulling away from my nipple with a wet pop. "Tell us exactly what you want us to do to this perfect body."

The filthy request sends a bolt of arousal straight to my core. "I want you to use me," I whisper. "All of you. Use my mouth, my pussy, my tits. Make me your breeding cow."

"Good girl," Dorion praises, his hand stroking his massive length. "Such an honest little slut. But first, we need to understand something about you."

"What?" I pant, my hips bucking against Evander's mouth.

"This isn't just milk production," Andros explains, his hands cupping my swollen breasts. "This is your body preparing to be bred. Getting ready to carry our calves."

"Your hips are perfect for birthing," Dorion adds, his hands sliding down to span my waist. "Wide enough to carry multiples. And these tits..." He squeezes gently, making milk spray. "They're going to feed multiple calves."

"Multiple calves?" I gasp.

"Oh yes," Evander says, pulling back from my pussy to grin up at me. "Bulls like us? We breed big families. You're going to be pregnant with twins, triplets, maybe more."

The thought of being so thoroughly bred, so full of their offspring, makes me moan shamelessly. "Please," I beg. "I want that. I want to carry your babies."

"Such a good breeding cow," Andros praises, returning to my breast with renewed hunger. "Already begging to be filled with our cum."

Evander's tongue works deeper between my folds while Dorion moves to position himself between my legs alongside his brother. "But first," Dorion says, "we need to make sure this pussy can handle what we're going to put in it."

Before I can ask what he means, both brothers' mouths are on my pussy – Evander lapping at my clit while Dorion's tongue pushes deep inside me. The dual sensation is overwhelming, and I come almost immediately, my back arching off the bed as pleasure crashes through me.

"So responsive," Dorion marvels, his tongue still working inside me. "This cunt was made for breeding."

"Made for taking bull cock over and over until it sticks," Evander agrees, moving up to kiss me. I can taste myself on his tongue, and it's dirty and perfect.

"Ready for the real thing?" Andros asks, positioning himself between my legs while Evander and Dorion move to either side of me.

I look down at Andros' massive cock – thick and long and veined with prominent ridges. The head is flared and already weeping precum, and I wonder how something that size is going to fit inside me.

"Don't worry," he says, reading my expression. "We'll make sure you're ready. This perfect pussy is going to take every inch, and then it's going to milk us for every drop of cum."

When he begins to push into me, the stretch is incredible. He's so thick I can feel my walls burning as they open around him, accepting inch after impossible inch. The sensation is overwhelming - not quite pain, but so intense I can barely breathe.

"That's it," he encourages, his hands gripping my hips. "Take it all, double cream. Show us how good you are at swallowing bull cock."

Evander guides one of my hands to his equally impressive length while Dorion positions his cock near my mouth. "And these holes need training too," Dorion says. "A good breeding cow knows how to please with every part of her body."

I part my lips and take Dorion in, my tongue swirling around the flared head. He tastes musky and male, with a hint of wildness that makes me desperate for more.

"Such a good girl," Evander praises, his cock pulsing in my hand. "Taking all of us so well. Our perfect little fuck toy."

When Andros is fully seated inside me, I feel like I might split apart. I've never been so full, so completely possessed. And with Dorion's cock in my mouth and Evander's in my hand, I'm being used by all three of them at once.

"So tight," Andros groans, beginning to move in slow, deep thrusts. "Gripping me like you never want to let go. This pussy is going to look so good stretched around our cubs."

They find a rhythm then – Andros pounding into my pussy while Dorion fucks my mouth, both of them working in tandem to drive me insane with pleasure. Evander's hands return to my breasts, squeezing and kneading until milk flows freely.

"Look at you," Evander breathes, his fingers working my nipples. "Stuffed full of cock and still producing milk for us. Your body already knows what it's meant for."

"Breeding," Dorion pants around my mouth. "Pure breeding stock. Going to keep you pregnant and milking for decades."

"Imagine it," Andros says, his thrusts becoming more urgent. "Belly round with our calves, tits so full they hurt, completely dependent on us to drain you."

The filthy images he's painting make me moan around Dorion's cock. I can see it so clearly – myself heavy with pregnancy, my breasts enormous and constantly leaking, unable to do anything but lie here and be bred over and over.

"You want that, don't you?" Evander asks, pinching my nipples until I cry out. "Want to be nothing but a breeding cow for us."

I nod frantically around Dorion's length, and all three brothers groan.

"Going to fill this pussy with so much cum," Andros pants, his rhythm becoming erratic. "Going to pump you full until it takes. And then we'll do it again and again."

"Three sets of twins," Dorion adds, pulling out of my mouth long enough to speak. "Six calves total. Your body stretched and used and perfect."

"Please," I beg when he gives me a chance to breathe. "Please breed me. I want to carry your babies."

"Such a perfect little breeding whore," Andros groans, his thrusts becoming brutal. "Begging for our cum like the cow you are."

The degrading praise pushes me over the edge again. I come with a scream that echoes off the walls, my pussy clenching around Andros as pleasure destroys me. The sensation triggers his release – he roars as he floods my pussy with what feels like gallons of hot cum.

"Fuck yes," he pants, continuing to move inside me. "Take it all, double cream. Every drop."

Dorion and Evander reach their peaks next, Dorion filling my mouth while Evander spurts across my milk-slicked breasts. I swallow what I can of Dorion's cum, but some leaks out around my lips, marking me as thoroughly used.

"How do you feel?" Andros asks, slowly withdrawing from my well-used pussy.

"Full," I whisper, feeling his cum already starting to leak out of me. "But I want more."

"More cum?" Evander asks with a wicked grin.

"More breeding," I admit shamelessly. "I want all of you to fill me. Want to be so full of your cum that it has to take."

"Greedy little cow," Dorion chuckles, pressing a kiss to my temple. "Don't worry. We're going to breed you until you can't walk straight."

"Is that a promise?" I ask, looking between the three magnificent creatures who've just claimed my body so thoroughly.

"It's a guarantee," Andros says with a predatory smile. "We're going to keep you stuffed full of bull cum until your belly starts to swell."

The promise of being kept as their permanent breeding stock sends another wave of arousal through my exhausted body. I came here seeking rest and healing, but I've found something so much better.

I've found my purpose.


CHAPTER FOUR

I wake up to the sensation of a hot mouth on my breast and gentle hands stroking my hair. For a moment, I'm disoriented - this isn't my apartment, this isn't my bed, and the creature drinking from me definitely isn't human.

Then the memories flood back. The gas station, Evander's protective presence, the impossible milk production, three massive minotaurs claiming my body in ways I never dreamed possible.

"Good morning, baby," Evander murmurs against my breast, his tongue lapping at the steady stream of milk. "Did you sleep well?"

"Like the dead," I admit, stretching languidly. My body feels different - sore in the most delicious ways, but also more alive than it's been in months. "How long was I out?"

"About six hours," Dorion says from my other side, his massive hand cupping my free breast. "Your body needed time to recover from producing so much milk."

I look down at myself and gasp. My breasts are even fuller than yesterday, heavy and swollen with veins showing blue beneath pale skin. Milk is already beading at both nipples despite Evander's attention.

"It's getting stronger," I whisper in amazement.

"Because you're accepting what you're meant to be," Andros explains from the foot of the bed, his amber eyes burning with hunger. "Your body is adapting, preparing to be our perfect breeding cow."

The clinical explanation combined with the degrading words makes heat pool between my legs. "Breeding cow?"

"Oh yes," Dorion says with a wicked grin, his hand sliding down to rest on my stomach. "We're going to keep you pregnant, Maria. Keep these tits full of milk and your belly round with our calves."

"Starting today," Evander adds, switching to my other breast and making me gasp. "We're going to breed you so thoroughly that you'll be carrying twins within the month."

"All of you?" I ask breathlessly.

"All of us," Andros confirms, moving closer. "We'll take turns filling you until one of us takes. Then we'll keep breeding you throughout the pregnancy."

"Even while I'm pregnant?"

"Especially while you're pregnant," Dorion says, his eyes darkening with lust. "Pregnant cows are the most fertile. The most responsive. We'll keep your holes stuffed with cum right up until you give birth."

The explicit promise makes me clench with need. "And after?"

"After, we breed you again immediately," Evander explains, pulling away from my breast with milk still dripping from his lips. "Keep you in a constant cycle of pregnancy and lactation."

"How many times?" I whisper, though I'm not sure I want to know the answer.

"As many as your body can handle," Andros says bluntly. "Eight, ten, maybe twelve pregnancies. We'll keep you breeding until you're too old to conceive."

The thought of spending the next decade constantly pregnant with their offspring makes me moan shamelessly. "I want that," I admit. "I want to be your permanent breeding stock."

The effect on all three brothers is immediate. Their nostrils flare, their eyes dilate, and I can see their cocks hardening beneath the sheets.

"Then it's time for your real claiming," Dorion says, his voice rough with desire. "Time to make sure you understand exactly what belongs to us."

"Everything," I whisper. "My whole body belongs to you."

"Prove it," Andros commands. "Show us how much you want to be bred."

I spread my legs wide, displaying my pussy that's already wet and swollen from their earlier attention. "Please," I beg. "Breed me. Fill me with your cum until I'm carrying your calves."

They reposition me then – Dorion lying back while they guide me to straddle his hips, Andros behind me, and Evander at my head. I'm surrounded by massive minotaur cock, all of them hard and ready to breed me.

"Every hole," Evander explains, guiding his length to my lips. "We're going to fill every hole and pump you so full of cum that it has to take."

When Dorion pushes into my pussy, I'm shocked by how easily my body accepts him. I'm still stretched from last night, still slick with arousal and their cum. He slides in with one smooth thrust that makes us both groan.

"Perfect breeding hole," he pants, his hands coming up to cup my bouncing breasts. "Made for taking bull cock and carrying our young."

Behind me, Andros is working something slick into my ass – preparing me for what's coming. His fingers are thick and demanding, stretching me open while Dorion moves beneath me.

"This ass is going to learn to crave being filled too," Andros growls, adding a third finger and making me cry out. "Every hole is going to be trained for our pleasure."

"Have you ever been pregnant before?" Evander asks, stroking my hair as I struggle to accommodate both his brothers.

"No," I gasp, rocking between Dorion's cock and Andros' fingers. "Never."

"Good," he says, guiding his length to my lips. "Your first pregnancy will be ours. Your first babies will be our calves."

When Andros replaces his fingers with the head of his cock, the stretch is intense. He's even thicker than his fingers, and I feel like I'm being split apart as he works his way in.

"Breathe," Evander commands gently, his massive hand cupping my cheek. "Relax and let him in. Your body was made for this."

Inch by inch, Andros works his massive length into my virgin ass while Dorion continues to move in my pussy. The fullness is indescribable – I'm being stretched in ways I didn't know were possible, claimed so thoroughly that I can barely think.

"There we go," Andros breathes when he's finally fully seated. "Look at you, taking both our cocks like the perfect breeding cow you are."

Evander guides his own impressive length to my lips, and I open automatically. The taste of him floods my mouth – musky and male and addictive. With all three holes filled, I'm completely at their mercy.

"Such a perfect little breeding whore," Andros praises as I work my tongue around Evander's shaft. "Taking everything we give you."

They start to move then, all three of them working in a rhythm that's devastating. Dorion thrusts up into my pussy while Andros drives into my ass, and Evander fucks my mouth with slow, deep strokes. I'm being used by all of them at once, nothing more than a set of holes for their breeding pleasure.

"This is what you were made for," Dorion pants from beneath me, his fingers working my nipples until milk sprays across his chest. "To be stuffed full of bull cock while you produce milk for us."

"Going to keep you like this for years," Andros adds, his thrusts becoming more brutal. "Pregnant and milking and constantly full of our cum."

"Imagine carrying twins," Evander says, pulling out of my mouth long enough to speak. "Your belly so round you can barely walk, your tits so full they leak constantly."

The filthy images make me moan around his cock when he pushes back in. I can see it so clearly – myself heavy with pregnancy, unable to do anything but lie here and be bred over and over.

"You'll be so beautiful pregnant," Dorion continues, his thrusts becoming more urgent. "So helpless and dependent on us. We'll have to milk you multiple times a day just to keep you comfortable."

"And the moment you give birth," Andros pants, "we'll breed you again. Keep you in a constant cycle of pregnancy and lactation."

"How many babies do bulls usually have?" I ask when Evander gives me a chance to breathe.

"Twins, triplets, sometimes more," he explains, stroking my hair. "Your first pregnancy could easily be multiples."

"I want that," I beg. "I want to carry as many as possible."

"Such a good breeding cow," Dorion groans, his rhythm becoming erratic. "Begging for our calves like the livestock you are."

The degrading praise combined with the incredible fullness pushes me toward another climax. I can feel it building, coiling tight in my belly as they use my body for their breeding pleasure.

"Come for us," Andros commands, his thrusts becoming desperate. "Show us how much you love being our breeding stock."

The orgasm that crashes through me is devastating. My pussy pulses around Dorion while my ass clenches around Andros, and I scream around Evander's cock as pleasure destroys me. Milk shoots from my nipples in steady streams, painting all three brothers as my body convulses.

"Fuck yes," Dorion groans, his rhythm becoming erratic. "Milking our cocks while you come. Perfect little breeding cow."

All three of them reach their peak within seconds of each other. Dorion floods my pussy with hot cum while Andros fills my ass to overflowing, and Evander pulses in my mouth, feeding me rope after rope of thick seed that tastes like my future.

"Take it all," Dorion pants, continuing to move inside me even as he comes. "Every drop of breeding cum."

When they finally still, I'm completely filled and thoroughly marked. Cum is leaking from all three holes, and milk is still dripping from my nipples. I've never felt so used, so owned, so perfectly bred.

"How do you feel?" Andros asks, slowly withdrawing from my ass.

"Complete," I whisper honestly. "Like I've found exactly where I belong."

"You have," Evander assures me, pressing a gentle kiss to my lips that tastes like cum and promises. "This is your home now. Your purpose."

Dorion helps me lie down between them, and I can feel their cum leaking out of me, soaking into the sheets. "How long before we know if it worked?" I ask.

"A few weeks," Andros explains, his hand settling possessively on my stomach. "But we're not taking any chances. We'll breed you every day until we're sure you're pregnant."

"Every day?" I breathe.

"Multiple times a day," Evander corrects with a wicked grin. "We want to make absolutely sure our cum takes root."

"And once I'm pregnant?"

"We keep breeding you," Dorion says matter-of-factly. "Pregnant cows are more fertile, more responsive. We'll stuff you full of cum right up until you give birth."

The promise of being kept as their permanent breeding stock sends a thrill through my exhausted body. "What about my job? My apartment?"

"You won't need any of that," Andros says gently. "Your only job now is being our perfect breeding cow. Producing milk, carrying our calves, taking our cum whenever we want to give it to you."

"But what if someone comes looking for me?"

"They won't," Evander assures me. "You disappeared on a mental health break, remember? By the time anyone thinks to look, you'll be too pregnant to leave even if you wanted to."

The finality of it fills me with relief rather than fear. No more twelve-hour shifts, no more watching people die despite my best efforts, no more carrying the weight of other people's pain.

"I don't want to leave," I whisper. "Ever."

"Good," Dorion says, his hand joining Andros' on my stomach. "Because we're never letting you go. You're ours now, completely and permanently."

As sleep takes me again, surrounded by three massive minotaurs who've just bred me so thoroughly, I know I've found my true calling. Not healing others, but nourishing these magnificent creatures who worship my body and treasure what it can provide.

Tomorrow, they'll breed me again. And the day after that. And every day until my belly starts to swell with their offspring.

I can't wait.


CHAPTER FIVE

Three months later, I wake up in the same massive bed, but everything has changed. My body has changed. As I stretch languidly between my sleeping bulls, I'm aware of the differences - my breasts are even heavier now, constantly full and aching for relief. My belly has the slightest curve that makes both Andros and Dorion go absolutely feral with possessive lust.

I'm pregnant. Carrying their calf, just like they promised.

"Good morning, baby," Dorion murmurs against my neck, his massive hand immediately going to cup my swollen breast. Even in sleep, they're drawn to my milk like magnets.

"Morning," I whisper back, arching into his touch. The pressure in my breasts is constant now, a sweet ache that only their mouths can relieve.

Andros stirs on my other side, his amber eyes opening to focus immediately on my chest. "Time for your morning milking," he says, voice rough with sleep and desire. "Look how full you are."

He's right. My nipples are already beading with milk, dark spots spreading across the thin nightgown they dressed me in last night. The pregnancy hormones have increased my production exponentially - I'm producing nearly twice what I was when I first arrived.

"Please," I whimper, the fullness becoming painful. "I need..."

"We know what you need," Andros soothes, sitting up to pull the nightgown over my head. "Our beautiful, pregnant cow needs to be drained."

The cool morning air hits my exposed skin, and I shiver as both brothers position themselves on either side of me. This has become our morning ritual - they drain me completely before breakfast, their mouths working in tandem to relieve the pressure.

When Andros latches onto my left breast, I cry out in relief. His mouth is hot and demanding, his tongue working against my nipple as he drinks deeply. Dorion takes my right breast, and the dual sensation of being milked by both of them never fails to drive me wild.

"So much milk," Dorion praises between pulls. "Getting fuller every day. Soon you'll be producing gallons for us."

The thought makes me clench with arousal. Over the past three months, they've trained my body completely. I can take both of them in my ass now without preparation, my rim permanently stretched from their constant use. They fuck me multiple times a day, keeping me full of their cum and constantly pregnant.

"Good girl," Andros murmurs, his free hand sliding down to rest on my barely-there bump. "Growing our calf so well. Making so much milk for us."

As they drink, I feel the familiar heat building between my legs. Being milked always makes me desperately aroused, and they know it. Dorion's free hand slides down to find my pussy, already wet and ready for them.

"Always so eager," he chuckles, his fingers sliding through my folds. "Our perfect little breeding cow, always ready to be fucked."

"Please," I gasp, spreading my legs wider. "I need you inside me."

"Both of us?" Andros asks, pulling away from my breast with a wet pop. "In your ass again? Or do you want us to fill both holes?"

"Ass," I beg shamelessly. "Both of you in my ass. Please, I need to feel completely full."

They've trained me well. What started as curiosity has become an addiction - I crave the stretch, the fullness, the complete possession of having both their massive cocks stretching my rim wide.

"Such a perfect anal slut," Dorion praises, moving to position himself beneath me. "Remember when you were too tight to take even one finger? Now look at you, begging for both our cocks in your ass."

Andros helps me straddle Dorion, my swollen breasts hanging heavy between us. Dorion's cock is already hard and ready, the head pressing against my well-trained entrance. After months of constant use, my body opens for him easily, welcoming the familiar stretch.

"That's it," he groans as I sink down onto him. "Take it all, gorgeous. Show us how well we've trained this perfect ass."

When I'm fully seated on Dorion's cock, Andros positions himself behind me. The feeling of him pressing in alongside Dorion is just as overwhelming as the first time, but my body accepts the invasion eagerly now. I've been trained to take them both, to crave the impossible fullness.

"Perfect," Andros breathes as he works his way in. "Our beautiful pregnant cow, stuffed full of cock in her ass while her tits leak milk everywhere."

He's right - milk is streaming from my nipples constantly now, painting Dorion's chest with creamy white streams. The combination of being pregnant, being double penetrated, and having my breasts leak uncontrollably should embarrass me. Instead, it makes me feel powerful, desired, perfect.

"This is what you were made for," Dorion pants as they both begin to move inside me. "To be our breeding stock. Our milk machine. Our perfect girl."

The rhythm they set is familiar now - deep, hard thrusts that make me scream with every stroke. My ass has been trained to take this abuse, to crave it, to milk their cocks for every drop of cum they can give me.

"Going to keep you pregnant for years," Andros promises, his hands coming around to squeeze my leaking breasts. "Going to breed you over and over, keep these tits constantly full of milk."

"Yes," I sob, completely lost to the pleasure. "Please, keep me pregnant. Keep me full of your calves."

The words that ought to terrify me instead drive me wild with lust. I want to be their breeding cow forever, want to spend my life carrying their offspring and producing milk for them to drink.

"Such a good cow," Dorion groans, his thrusts becoming more desperate. "Taking both our cocks so well while pregnant with our calf. Perfect little breeding whore."

When they finally come, filling my ass with their hot cum, I climax so hard I see stars. Milk sprays everywhere as my body convulses, and I feel their seed joining the cum that's already been pumped into me this week.

"Ours," Andros murmurs as they hold me between them, both still buried in my stretched ass. "Our perfect girl."

"Forever," I agree, completely content. "Your cow forever."

Later, as we share breakfast on the sun-drenched porch, I catch sight of my reflection in the kitchen window. My hair is tousled, my lips swollen from kissing, and there are still faint white stains on my robe from where my milk leaked during our morning session.

I look like exactly what I am - a well-used, well-loved breeding cow.

Three months ago, I came here broken and ashamed, hating my body and convinced I was worthless. Now I know the truth. My thick thighs, my round ass, my heavy breasts - they're not flaws. They're perfection. They're exactly what Andros and Dorion needed.

"What are you thinking about, sweetheart?" Dorion asks, his hand resting possessively on my belly.

"Just how perfect this is," I say honestly. "How perfect I feel."

Andros leans over to press a kiss to my temple. "You are perfect," he agrees. "Our perfect cow. And in six months, when our calf is born, you'll be even more perfect."

The thought of giving birth, of my milk coming in fully, of being bred again immediately after delivery, makes me shiver with anticipation.

"Will you keep me pregnant?" I ask, even though I know the answer.

"Always," they say in unison, their hands both moving to my stomach. "You'll never not be carrying our calves. Never not be full of milk for us to drink."

I smile, utterly content. Ashley the insecure, broken woman is gone. In her place is their perfect breeding cow - perfectly trained, perfectly happy.

And I never want to be anything else.

THE END
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