

Ending Hucow Service

Under The Dome Part 4

This is the fourth and final book in the series. Each book is a continuation of the others so reading in order is recommended to understand the story.




Chapter One

I stretch out on the rough wool of my cot, bare legs sprawled wide, sweat from the latest power outage still sticky on my inner thighs. The power this far out is sketchy at best, but I’ll take no power over being under the dome’s control.

The light flickers but stays on, its blue-green haze barely stronger than moonlight. The room is filled with the sound of the whirring plastic pump strapped tight across my chest.

The only other sound in the cell is my heavy breathing. Every milking is arousing. The two forever entwined.

My top is somewhere on the floor, dark with stains under the arms and two wet patches on the front. My breasts are swollen, the skin stretched and faintly shining in the glow. Every shift, every clench of my fist, makes them ache harder, and they’re so hot. The skin feels feverish.

I cup the right one and guide the silicone flange over the nipple, centering it with practiced, shaking hands. The surrounding flesh is raw from friction, ridged with red lines that won’t heal. It’s harsher than the milker in the dome. This one is ancient, but it’s all I've got. I settle the edge so it seals, squeeze the trigger, and then the familiar rhythm begins: one, two—suck. Three—release. The milk is supposed to flow, gravity and chemistry and the soft vacuum of technology, but it’s barely a dribble. My body holds everything in, the ducts locked tight until my body gets the release it needs.

I lean up on my elbows, let my head fall back, and stare at the cracked panel overhead, counting down the seconds until shift change. I force my hips up, arching into the cold air, seeking release.

The suction hiccups, stalls, and makes my nipple sting. “Ouch, fuck.” I smack the side of the pump and it resumes, but the pulse is all wrong, fluttery and desperate. Just like me.

I try to focus. Breathe. But my brain won’t let go of my time spent under the dome as nothing more than livestock. A milking machine whose only value was the milk in my udders and the space in my womb. The trauma and every lie the elders told about the testing lottery — all of it loops inside my skull.

I think of Mason’s hands, last week, how he pressed his palm over my chest, holding me still as the pump drew out the first spurt, how he’d whispered dirty words in my ear while slipping his fingers between my legs and pressing them deep inside me.

The memory sends a jolt straight down to my pelvis, the kind that makes my body want to curl up around itself and grind against anything, anyone. I squeeze my thighs together, and the movement jars the suction cup, making the nipple pop out, hard and dribbling. The pump complains with a shriek, then resets. I slap it back into place and grit my teeth.

I hate this. I hate what the dome has done to me. My breasts are the size of small melons, veins showing blue beneath the surface, the tips a deep angry purple. I should be grateful they’re only that big. If I hadn’t gotten out when I did, they’d probably be the size of soccer balls or bigger by now.

I need to be grateful for small mercies. I can’t do anything about it now, but promise myself and the other women who are being abused that they’ll all pay for what they’ve done.

I groan in pain as my body refuses to cooperate. It feels as though my body has morphed into a feral creature, instinctively responding to the primal urges I’ve desperately tried to ignore since being freed. Each moment that ticks by is a harsh reminder of how completely the dome has stripped me of my autonomy, leaving only this raw, throbbing need that I cannot escape, reducing me to a mere vessel for my desires, a plaything for my own lust.

I run my tongue over dry lips and try again. Willing it to come. I focus on the pull, the dull ache of suction. The stinging ring around my nipple. The electric warmth that crawls down my ribs whenever the pump gets a good latch.

That almost works. I groan low in my throat and rock my hips against the cot, looking for something to press my clit against. My fingers will have to do. I press down on the throbbing bundle of nerves. It’s slick with my arousal and puffy, begging to be pet.

The pressure in my chest crests, then breaks: a sudden gush of milk, hot and thick, spurts into the plastic reservoir. The pump’s motor falters at the surprise load, then speeds up greedily. Finally.

The sensation is somewhere between relief and orgasmic; the pain melting into something bright and shivery.

I pant, forehead sticky with sweat, and blink up at the ceiling. The lights flicker again, briefly plunging everything into grayness. It’s peaceful, almost. Just me and the noise of the pump, and the soft milk raining down inside the collection chamber. I close my eyes and let the darkness swallow me, focusing only on the steady rhythm and the warmth spreading out from my chest.

I ride the sensation until the pump clicks off automatically, the reservoir more than half full. I flop back onto the cot, arms limp at my sides, and let the aftershocks wash over me. My whole body feels heavy and spent, but the ache in my belly is replaced by a softer, deeper warmth.

The door hisses open, slicing a shaft of pale corridor light through the blue gloom. I don’t bother covering up because the only people who would dare come in here are one of my three men.

I’m naked, leaking, the pump and its bottle still suctioned tight to my breasts. Conner’s silhouette fills the frame, broad-shouldered, and sweaty from work. For half a second he’s motionless, eyes on me, taking in every inch of naked skin with heated eyes.

“Mira.” My name comes out of his lips like a prayer, and I smile softly at the man who has been with me since the beginning. He steps inside and shuts the door, never taking his eyes off me. He’s carrying a mesh satchel over one arm—camp supplies, probably — but he drops it at the threshold and moves to me in three quiet steps.

His eyes flick to the milk pump, then to my chest. His lips twitch, not quite a smile. “Awe, baby, are you hurting?” he asks, and I shake my head, but he’s already kneeling at my side, hands gentle as he unsnaps the pump from my breasts.

“I wanted to do it myself,” I manage.

“Not if it’s going to hurt you,” he says, voice gone all soft and concerned. He wipes up a bead of milk escaping the tip with his finger, and sucks it off, eyes on mine the whole time. The gesture is obscene and hungry but full of kindness. “You should have found one of us.”

Connner strips off his shirt, the black fabric peeling away from sweaty skin, and tosses it onto the floor. Next are the boots—caked with dried dirt—and finally his pants, which he unzips and shoves down his thighs with awkward urgency. He’s hard already, cock standing up and ready.

He climbs onto the cot and straddles my hips, hands splayed on either side of my ribs. I can see the fine tremor in his arms, the subtle twitch of effort, and it makes me shiver. He smells of musk, salt, and a tang of the outside, instantly making my arousal spike.

He leans in, tongue flicking at the swollen nipple still ringed by the pump’s indented mark. He sucks gently at first, then harder. The pressure is a shock, at once sweet and brutal. I gasp and nearly kick the bottle off the bed. Milk floods into his mouth, and he makes a low, satisfied sound—half-groan, half-growl. When he pulls back, a milky droplet clings to his lip. He licks it off, then grins at me. I want to punch him for being so fucking perfect or kiss the fuck out of him.

Conner lowers himself over me, chest against chest, cock grinding between my legs. He bites softly at my neck, lapping up the sweat there, and then whispers, “I missed you.” The words make me melt faster than the midday heat.

I spread my legs wider and arch up into him. “Show me how much.” He lines up, not bothering with finesse, just the heat of skin and the hard edge of his need. He pushes in slowly, the head of his cock breaching me in one thick, delicious ache. My body clenches around him, and a new spurt of milk escapes, painting both our stomachs white.

He sets a hard pace. He’s relentless, not punishing but urgent, like he needed this far more than I did. With every thrust, my tits jiggle and slap against his chest, leaking more milk and making us both slick. The room is suddenly full of wet, obscene sounds. Our gasps and groans grow louder by the minute.

“That’s it,” he pants, “tighten that sexy pussy on my cock.” The words hit some triggers in my brain. I dig my nails into his back, legs locked around his waist, and push back with everything I have.

He shifts, fucks me deeper, hitting that spot that makes my vision scatter. My orgasm sneaks up, sharp and fast, racking my whole body. I convulse, and the sudden clamp of my muscles around his cock pushes him over, too. He hammers out two more desperate thrusts and empties inside me, voice catching on a choked, guttural cry.

We collapse together, sweat and milk and cum soaking the sheets. For a minute, neither of us moves. The only sound is our heavy breathing.

Conner finally rolls off, tugging me with him so I’m draped across his chest. He wraps his arms around me, tight enough to hurt, and I let him. We lay in a tangle of legs and arms, foreheads touching.

He kisses the top of my head. “Next time, find one of us. I don’t like you hurting,” he says.

“I will. I promise.”

His hands stroke my back, tracing every scar, every vertebra, as if mapping the proof that I survived.

His cock is soft now, but he keeps me pressed close, one thigh wedged between mine, as if I might disappear if he lets go. I nuzzle into his neck and taste the salt of his skin, then close my eyes and drift, not asleep, just relaxed.

He brushes my hair out of my face, thumb grazing my cheek. “You’re amazing,” he whispers. “You know that, right?”

I snort. “I’m a mess.”

He grins, a rare full grin that lights up his entire face. “You’re a survivor.”

He kisses me, soft and slow, and I let it linger, let it mean more than the words either of us can say.


Chapter Two

The door slides open again, and Gage and Mason tumble in, shoving each other like dogs fighting over a scrap.

Gage is first. He takes in the room—me on the bed, the still-wet sheets, the milk bottle tipped over on the table—before shifting his gaze to Conner, who’s still wrapped around me.

Mason follows, shirt half-unbuttoned and clinging to his skin, hair slicked back from sweat or water, it’s hard to tell. He grins when he sees me and gives a little salute. “Thought we’d catch you in here,” he says, flopping onto the edge of my cot. Leaning down, he kisses me, not caring that I smell like sex.

Now that they are all here, I reach under the mattress, and pull out the little black case. The virus is inside, hand-coded from fragments scavenged off maintenance consoles, written by me and Conner. It’s taken a month to compile all the evidence of the elders’ lies and the truth about the hucow farms.

The drive is nothing fancy—just a few kilobytes of rage and hope—but if it works, every screen in the domes will broadcast what the elders buried.

If the plan works, then soon everyone will know the truth, and the factions will fall.

Gage takes the case from me, turning it over in his hand. He meets my eye. “Are you sure about this? I still don’t like the idea of you being on your own in there.”

“I know, but it’s our only shot.” I say. “It has to be me.”

He nods, jaw tight. Then he looks at Conner, who’s been silent the whole time. “You good?”

Conner shrugs, pulls on his shirt, and finally speaks. “I’m always good.”

Mason cackles. “Damn right you are, stud.”

For a moment, I almost laughed. It’s obscene, the four of us jammed together in this tiny room, plotting a revolution while my tits still drip milk onto the bed. But this is how it’s been since Gage rescued us: sex and plotting, hunger and hope, all tangled together in a knot that nobody can untie.

Mason cracks his knuckles, then leans over, mouth right at my ear. “Once we pull this off, I’m looking forward to seeing the elders face the firing squad.”

I nod, breath catching as he lets his tongue flick the lobe of my ear. He does it to make me squirm, but also because he wants to. There’s no shame in it, not anymore.

Mason gives my ass a squeeze. “You know, after we burn that place down, you and me should—”

“Get fucked?” I finish, deadpan.

He laughs loudly. “You’re the best.”

Conner leans in close, close enough that I feel his breath on my cheek. He presses his forehead to mine, eyes closed.

“You’re not scared?” he whispers.

“Terrified,” I say. “But it’s got to be me.”

Gage sets the case beside the cot and drags me up until I’m sitting between his legs, back to his chest, his arms wrapping around me just below where Conner’s hands still rest. The hardness of his body presses into my spine—and beneath it, I feel the trembling tension of a man who wants to fight but can’t do anything except hold on and hope I don’t shatter. It’s almost tender.

“I don’t like this, but I know you can do it.” He says.

Mason sprawls across my feet, covers my toes with his palms as if that, too, is some kind of protection. “You’ll be a fucking hero,” he says, more serious than he means to sound.

“I don’t need to be called a hero. I just want the truth to come out.”

It’s time the people in the domes realized they’re being lied to. Lied to for years and they’ve lost family members to the hucow service just because of control and greed. It’s enough.

Gage looks like he wants to talk me out of it, but doesn’t bother. He knows better. We’ve argued about this for the past few weeks, but it’s my virus and I don’t trust anyone else to upload it into the system.

He lets out a breath, then leans down, pressing his mouth to mine, holding my jaw in one huge, calloused palm. I taste him—bitter coffee and sweat, the familiar tang of our life here—and grip his wrist, grounding myself.

When he pulls away, his eyes are shining, but his words are pure gravel. “Be quick, baby,” he says. “Just get in, do what you need to do, and get your ass back to the exit.”

“I will.” I say, and that is the end of the discussion. Tomorrow we act. Tonight is just about us.

Mason is already stripping off his shirt, and under different circumstances I’d roll my eyes at his eagerness. He crowds in, all heat and cocky, biting my nipple as Gage’s hand spreads my legs.

Mason’s mouth is all over me, teeth grazing, tongue swirling. He palms my tits, rough and greedy, not gentle like Conner.

Gage’s hand creeps upward straight to the place I need him most. Conner watches them take control of my body with fire in his eyes. He loves watching me shatter from their touch. His hand fisted lazily around his cock, half hard and already leaking pre-cum.

I bite my fist to keep from screaming as Mason pins my thighs wide and Gage pushes inside, two fingers deep and curling just-so. My hips buck up, involuntary, and both men growl their approval.

“I can’t wait any longer to be inside this pussy.” Mason growls and moves between my spread thighs. He nudges Gage’s hands away, making me whimper at the loss, and he smirks at the desperation on my face.

Mason lines up his cock to my opening, rutting against my folds as he leans closer and nips the side of my neck. Gage cups my tits, pinching the wet nubs between his fingers. “Fuck her hard, Mason. Make sure she remembers us with every step she takes in that shithole tomorrow. If we can’t physically be with her, then I want her to feel us between her legs.”

Mason slams home in a single savage thrust, jamming the air out of my lungs. He’s mean about it—the way I need him to be—spreading me so wide it nearly hurts, and then rutting with short, fast strokes that pound my ass against Gage’s thighs. I shudder. Above me, his face is flushed with pleasure, dark eyes locked on mine. His mouth is twisted up in a cocky grin, but his hands on my hips are almost gentle, steadying me so I won’t split apart from the force of his fucking.

Gage pins me against his chest, holding my arms behind my back so Mason has full command. I can’t move; I can only take every thick, straining inch. My body sings with it—the sharp, greedy stretch, the slap of flesh, the steady ache melting into desperate, rolling pleasure. Gage’s voice is hot in my ear: “Open wider for him. Take every bit. Show him you belong to us.”

The words, the clamp of his arms, the press of Gage’s cock pressing up behind me and Mason’s splitting me open, all of it tangles together, and I let go, body overtaken by heat and a wild, sweet pain that builds on itself until it’s a tsunami. The orgasm comes fast and bright, blinding me, and I scream without meaning to, throat raw from the sound.

They only redouble, Mason’s thrusts bruising, Gage’s hands pinching my nipples, twisting until the pain sharpens the pleasure, and still Conner sits off to the side, stroking himself slow, reticent but ravenous, the need written in the lines of his jaw and the way he can’t look away from my face.

Mason cums with a deep groan, his cock twitching inside me, spilling warmth deep in my belly. He collapses forward, claims my mouth with his tongue and teeth.

I lay gasping and spent between the two of them. I could curl up and sleep, but I’m not done. Now it’s Gage’s turn. Will Conner join in, or will he wait until they’re done with me?

Gage waits until Mason pulls out, dragging a slick line of semen across my thigh before he hauls my limp body upright, arms braced tight around my torso, and pulls me into his lap. His heartbeat hammers against my ribs, wild and frantic, and I realize he’s barely been holding it together.

He grinds up into my ass, cock already stiff, already leaking onto my skin. No tenderness here—just a desperate tangle of flesh and need. He bites my shoulder hard, marking me before shoving my head down so I’m bent double, my parted thighs caging in Mason beneath me, who’s still soft and wet, lazy satisfaction on his face.

Gage’s cock pushes into my ass in one brutal motion, and I yelp, half in shock, half in delighted pain. He doesn’t wait, doesn’t ask or warn, just pumps into my ass, seeking his pleasure.

I love how they use my body like a toy, chasing their pleasure, one thrust at a time. It only heightens my lust.

I take every inch of Gage, my hands scrabbling at the cording of his forearms as his breath fans the back of my neck. His thrusts are deep enough to make me dizzy.

Gage fucks me like he wants to brand me from the inside, his arms locking me in place so I can’t wriggle away, not that I would. I moan as Mason kneads my breasts, driving me wilder.

Out of the corner of my eye, I see Conner climbing to his knees. He shifts closers, grabbing a handful of my hair, fisting it in his hand and pulling my head up.

I stare at his hard cock inches from my face with glazed eyes. Conner holds me in place with one hand tangled in my hair, and with the other smears pre-cum across the swell of my cheek. “Open up, Mira,” he murmurs. I don’t hesitate. I let my jaw drop obediently.

He doesn’t say a word, just brushes my lips with his thumb and slides the head of his cock into my mouth, gentler than the others but fully in control. My throat is so raw from screaming that the first few inches burn, but I open wider, let him push in deep. He starts slowly, rolling his hips in a rhythm to match Gage pounding my ass, and that alone almost kills me: two men moving in tandem, one at my front and one at my back, and me helpless between them, held open, filled, used.

Mason, always greedy, takes the chance to slip his fingers between my legs, sliding through the mix of come and wetness and finding my clit. He rubs with slow, steady pressure, just the way I like. The sensation is so hot and overwhelming it almost hurts. I come right away, choking on Conner’s thick cock, the pleasure so sharp I nearly black out.

I gag a little on Conner’s cock, and he backs out until I can catch my breath. “Such a good girl.” He coos, wiping my mouth with his thumb, then pushing back in when I’ve stopped coughing.

Gage’s thrusts turn rougher, slamming me forward so Conner’s cock hits the back of my throat.

My scalp aches from where Conner holds my hair, but it only makes me wetter, more desperate.

I look up at him, tears streaking my cheeks, and he smiles, just a twitch of his lips.

Gage loses the tight grip on his control first. His breathing turns ragged, and he slams harder, deeper, until his whole body locks up. The tremor starts in his arms, travels through my hips, and then he erupts inside me, spilling so much heat I feel it bloom deep in my belly. He bites my shoulder again, this time hard enough to bruise, and holds me there while he trembles with aftershocks.

Conner holds me there, cock still thick in my mouth, as Gage sags backward, almost collapsing against the wall. His arms go slack, and the only thing holding me in place now is Conner’s grip in my hair and Mason steadying my hips with both hands. My lips are raw, jaw aching, but Conner’s cock tastes like salt and skin and the familiar comfort of him, so I open even wider, tongue pressed flat, and let him fuck my face.

He’s careful, always. Even desperate, he never forgets who I am, or what happened to me under the dome. Every push in is matched by a gentle pull back, a brush of his thumb at the corner of my mouth.

That’s how I know he loves me — all softness behind the primal need. When he gets close, he pulls out, shuddering, one hand fisted tight around the base while the other strokes my cheek. He moans, shooting all over my tongue and lips. The taste is briny and sharp, washing over my taste buds; I don’t waste a drop, swallowing each spurt while his hips twitch gently forward.

“Hey, man, watch where you’re shooting that thing. I almost got your jizz on my face,” Mason complains beneath me, and we all burst out laughing.

Conner collapses in a heap, and I lie on Mason’s chest, completely spent but utterly happy.


Chapter Three

The dome at night gives off a pale light, ribs of aluminum arching over a farm facility make it look like a prison, which is exactly what it is to all those women inside. I wait in the shadows outside, crouched under the lee of a derelict intake shed, the wind gusting grit against my bare calves. It stings, but I don’t dare move or brush it off. Any shimmer of motion out here, and the perimeter lights will swing to life, and then I’m done for.

I listen to my pulse throb in my ears and the distant whine of security drones making their slow, predictable orbits. I timed their sweep the way Gage drilled me, counting out the seconds by clenching my fists until the knuckles cracked.

Four. Three. Two.

I pop the hatch on the access panel and wedge myself in, quick and low. The inside of the duct is sharp with ozone. My legs slide over tacked metal, and the scratch of each movement is too loud, echoing through the empty machinery behind the wall. The farther I crawl, the more I think about the outside and the men I said goodbye to. I remember the last hour in the rebel compound, Conner’s hand on my back as he helped tape down my breasts, Mason’s kiss, the warmth of Gage’s arms crushing me before I left. They’re out there somewhere, hunched behind the fence, watching, waiting for me to return to them.

The duct ends in a service closet, where the only thing between me and the medical wing is a sheet of steel mesh and a bored guard. I can see the glow of his tablet through the grate, the blue light making a silhouette of his face, and I imagine the conversations on the other end—dirty jokes about the “livestock”, gripes about the food, anything but the reality of what happens in this dome. He’s not even looking up. I breathe as shallowly as I can, waiting for an opening.

When he finally gets up to take a leak or make his rounds, I count to five and then pop the grate. I land in the closet without a sound, ease the door open, and slide into the corridor, pushing the maintenance trolley like I’ve done this a thousand times. Gage mapped the entire dome for me in the weeks leading up to this, feeding me schematic after schematic until I could trace the path to the director’s office in my sleep.

But first, I need the uniform.

The medical unit is my first stop. I follow the main walkway until I hear voices—two techs in scrubs, talking about the last batch of breeding. My stomach sours as they talk about the bred women like they’re nothing more than animals. I hug the wall and slide along the edge, and I’m reminded why I’m doing this. Why I’m taking this risk.

“…brought in three more in labor tonight. One of them was breach and screamed like a demon when they strapped her down and cut her open.”

“She won’t remember it by morning, and give it a few weeks to heal, then she’ll be mooing to be bred again.”

They both laugh. I grit my teeth and slide past, ducking into an empty locker room.

Luck is on my side tonight. The first locker I check has a white coat draped inside, still warm from its last owner. There’s even an ID badge clipped to the pocket, the face on it close enough to mine if you don’t look too hard. I strip out of my own plain clothes and slide into the uniform, cinching the coat shut and tucking my chin down. In the mirror, I look like every other medic in the facility, eyes lifeless and jaded from years of seeing women turned into cows.

I slip the badge onto my chest and walk with purpose down the main hallway. My heart is beating so hard I half expect it to trigger the motion sensors, but nobody so much as glances at me. A distant alarm sounds, making me jump, but Gage said it would be two short bursts to signal a shift change. Sure enough, after two beeps the alarm stops, and I let out a breath of relief.

I keep walking, head down, counting tiles. It’s only when I reach the central corridor that I look up and turn left like the blueprints said.

I wonder if people will notice I’m not a medic. My breasts are too big, too round, straining at the coat even with the bandages. The drugs they gave me during my time here made my chest expand.

An orderly nearly walks into me as I turn a corner. He stops, eyes wide for a split second, and then softens.

“Hey, you from the new research group?” His badge says “Nash, A.”

I remember Gage’s rule: if you can’t hide, act like you belong. I push a smile onto my face.

“Yeah, I’m shadowing Dr. Grubel tonight. The director wants some preliminary data before we start the new protocol.”

He nods, already bored. “They’re running behind again. You’ll find him in Med Three. If you get stuck, call the front desk; they’ll open the access.”

“Thanks.” I brush past him, not daring to turn around.

The next twenty meters are the longest of my life. The sensors in the floor track my steps, the cameras trace my profile, and at any second I expect the alarms to blare and the walls to close in. Instead, I reach the end of the corridor and duck into a break room, pulse hammering, knees shaking.

I take a breath. My hands are slick with sweat, my mouth dry. I check the pockets of my new coat and find the small data stick. Almost there.

I slip out again, follow the arrows toward Med Three, and when I’m sure I’m not being watched, I double back and take the freight elevator up one level to Admin. The hall is deserted—the Director is downstairs, doing whatever a sadistic dictator does to get his rocks off. The director’s office is where the blueprints said it would be, door locked, keypad glowing a hungry green.

I press the numbers I’ve memorized to get inside. It took a lot of digging to get these precious digits, but nothing is impossible.

A chirp, and the door slides open.

I step into the darkness, and my nerves settle. For the first time tonight, I feel like I can breathe. I close the door behind me, turn on the tiny penlight from the coat, and start searching for the access port. Every second in here is borrowed, and the virus only needs five minutes to upload than five days to spread before, boom! And the dome’s control falls.

But that’s the next phase. I need to focus on the here and now.

The director’s office is less an office and more a lair: plush rug underfoot, walls lined with degrees and certificates, shelves stacked with heavy books that haven’t been opened since the world went to shit. There’s a faint aroma of chemical sanitizer, cut with something like expensive cologne. I wonder if he comes in here just to marinate in his own power, or if the trophies—glass cow statuettes, medals — are supposed to impress the underlings.

I’m sweating again, hands damp inside the coat’s pockets. The computer terminal is a gray monolith on the desk. I sit in the director’s ridiculous leather chair and roll up to the console, biting my lip to keep from leaving sweat on the plastic.

I flick on the monitor. The boot screen is a hideous blue, the icon a stylized DNA helix with the Service’s motto stamped underneath: “From Our Milk, The Future.” I want to puke. Instead, I reach into my pocket, grabbing the data stick that will change the world.

It feels like a bomb in my hand. I find the hidden port under the keyboard and shove the drive in. The system pings, screen flickering. Then a new window slides open—plain black, no logo, just the ancient ASCII prompt Conner programmed for me. My hands stop shaking. This part I know. I key in the code, wait for the confirmation, and then the virus starts its journey.

The upload bar crawls along, slow as death. Five minutes feel like five hours. At 98%, my heart is hammering. A door creaks somewhere close. I hear footsteps in the admin corridor moving closer.

I will the virus to move faster. The progress bar blinks, then flips to green: “Upload complete. Broadcast scheduled T-5 days.” I yank the drive out and pocket it, clearing the history with a single keystroke. The computer returns to the login screen.

I get up, try to steady my breath, and almost laugh. That’s it. It’s done. In five days, every screen in the domes will light up with the truth: the torture, the lies, the women sacrificed by a random lottery. Every mother, every would-be parent, every child still clutching the illusion of safety—they’ll all see the truth.

A laugh bubbles up, sharp and hysterical, and I clamp it down hard. I grip the coat, smooth my hair down, and prepare to walk out the front door. My men are waiting for me. It’s time to get out of here.

As I reach for the handle, I hear the rasp of the lock cycling, and my heart drops into my shoes.


Chapter Four

The handle jumps under my fingers, and I freeze. I know the time between the lock disengaging and the door swinging open is about two seconds, maybe less. It’s enough time to dive for cover, but the only “cover” in the director’s office is a potted artificial fern and a glass coffee table.

There is nowhere to hide.

I instinctively move behind the desk when the door glides open. Director Hutchins steps in, framed by the sterile hall light, his bulk making the space seem smaller. The eyes are what I remember from my intake: cold, not just uncaring but the kind that could watch a bomb go off in a nursery and not shed a tear.

He stops dead when he sees me, then eyebrows climbing in surprise. “What precisely are you doing in my office?” His voice is pleasant, almost singsong.

For half a second, I can’t think. My mind sprints through a thousand lies and lands on the worst one.

“Director Hutchins,” I say, with as much calm as I can pull from the bottom of my gut, “I’m here on a work order. Water damage from the air ducts. Maintenance sent me up.”

I flash my fake badge so fast it’s basically a magic trick, then tuck it away. It’s not my best work. I wait for him to shout, or hit the panic button, or pull a gun from his coat, but he just stands there, studying me with an unsettling patience.

“Ah, yes.” He says it as if he’s already bored. “The maintenance call. It’s always the same old story—first a leak, then a backup, then we’re swimming in bio-fluid and mops.” He shuts the door behind him. “So why are you at my desk?”

“I was, uh, looking for the circuit panel. The schematics say it’s behind the monitor. I didn’t want to unplug anything without permission.”

He comes around the desk and looms. I try to seem smaller, arms folded over my chest, shoulders hunched, but there’s no hiding my build or the way the coat pulls at the buttons.

His gaze goes to my hands, then to my face, and then to my chest—lingering there. “You’re not in maintenance,” he says.

“I’m new.” I force my eyes to his, knowing damn well what a weak bluff it is. “You want to see my transfer papers?”

“Oh, I’m certain you’d produce them,” he says, and for a moment his lips twitch in what almost passes for amusement.

I can feel my heart stuttering, an arrhythmic thumping in my chest. My hands are shaking now, and I try to still them by pressing them harder under my arms. It doesn’t help; if anything, it makes the coat tighter across my breasts. I think of Conner, Gage, Mason—any of them would have punched this guy in the face already, but I’m alone, and every instinct in me says to shut up and keep my head down.

“You’re a thief, aren’t you?” he says, stepping closer. “One of those rebels, probably.” He says the words with a sneer. “What did you hope to find in here? Passwords?”

I’m scrambling for a reply when I feel it: a warmth, then a dampness, the telltale drip of milk soaking through the bandages and into the lab coat. The humiliation is instant and absolute. Hutchins notices the growing patch of wetness on my coat, and his mouth curls in a small, predatory smile.

“I recognize you now,” he says. “You’re the cow that got away. Your name was Mira Sanders before you became a hucow.”

He’s close enough now that I can see the pockmarks on his skin, and the stray flecks of dandruff on his collar. He’s a disgusting, cruel man, and I want to spit in his face, but my mouth is desert-dry.

“Congratulations on your escape from the barn,” he says. “I bet you were so happy to be free, but even free, you’re still just an animal. You haven’t stopped lactating. Do the rebels drink the milk from your udders?”

I don’t answer. I stare at the carpet, at the ragged edge where the rug meets the wall. The milk is spreading fast, a pale flower blooming down my front, sweet and sticky and utterly unhideable.

He comes around to the other side of the desk, rests his hip on it. “There’s no point in lying. I’d know a cow when I see one, and that’s all you’ll ever be.”

I clench my fists. “I’m a person, not a cow.”

He stares at me with curiosity, like he’s dissecting a bug. My tongue feels thick. “What are you going to do?”

He leans in, his body a wall, and lowers his voice: “I’m going to reunite you with your friends.” He taps the wall intercom with one finger, eyes never leaving mine.

For a moment I think he means the rebels, but that was just me being stupid.

“All stations: code orange, breach in admin. Security to my office immediately.” He grins. “Please try to resist.”

Oh god. I’m locked in with him, and the sticky wetness on my chest is a pulsing reminder of how totally I’ve lost this game.

He circles me slowly, the way a bull circles a pinned cow. “It’s a shame, really, to lose good genetic stock like you. Perhaps you’ll remember your place after a full reconditioning.”

He steps back and lets the silence fill the room. My knees tremble. I want to punch him, scratch his eyes out, but I can’t move.

Through the door, I hear footsteps of heavy boots, more than one pair. I try not to flinch, but Hutchins watches every twitch with a growing smile.

“Let’s see how wild you really are,” he says, and then the guards are at the door, faces set in stone and ready for violence.

The coat is soaked through now, and the humiliation burns worse than any pain, but I raise my chin, bite my tongue, and wait.

“Restrain her.”

The guards don’t hesitate. They rush me, one grabbing each arm. Their grip is so tight it feels like they’re trying to squeeze the bones out through the skin. I twist in panic, hoping to get free, but it’s impossible. My wrists are wrenched behind me, and a cold slap of plastic cuffs bites into the flesh so fast my fingertips go numb.

Hutchins stays where he is, letting the two men do the dirty work. “Gently men,” he says, “we wouldn’t want to damage the product.”

I want to spit at him, but my jaw is clamped by one of the guards. He’s got big hands, fingers thick as sausages and almost as expressionless. He shoves my head down, forces me onto my knees in front of the desk. The other guard peels the coat off my shoulders, and the air hits my wet chest, cold and humiliating. They leave the coat bunched at my elbows, pinning my arms behind me, which feels like some kind of sick joke.

Hutchins circles, inspecting, and I try to look anywhere but at him. I pick a stain on the rug and burn it into my memory, focusing on the pulse thumping in my ears. He steps close, looms over me, and for a second I think he’s going to touch my hair, but he crouches, eye level, and studies me.

“You should have stayed with those rebel rats. Why did you risk your freedom to come back?” He inquires, but I refuse to tell him.

“Ah… did you think you could rescue your fellow cows?”

I bare my teeth at him, and the smile that flickers across his mouth is pure, undiluted pleasure.

He signals the left guard, who takes a handful of my hair and pulls my head back. The other one grabs the front of my shirt and rips it open, popping the buttons so they skitter across the rug. The air is ice cold, and the milk smell is instantly overwhelming.

He takes out a knife—nothing fancy, just a short, brutal utility blade. He flicks it open and holds it under my chin. “Don’t worry,” he murmurs. “This is only for the bandages.”

With surgical neatness, he slices through the tight wrappings over my chest, pulling them away in strips. The pressure releases, and my tits spring free, red and engorged and already dribbling. The milk flows unchecked now, and spatters onto the expensive carpet, leaving a white arc across the dark blue fibers. I want to scream, but all that comes out is a raw, animal grunt.

Hutchins presses a finger to one nipple and flicks it, and a jet hits the leg of his pants. He tuts, wipes it off with the back of his hand, then smears the residue across my cheek. “You’re making such a mess,” he says, almost kindly.

He stands and addresses the guards. “Take her to the hucow intake room. Let the shift supervisor know she’s a special intake. If she resists, give her a sedative.”

He looks down at me one last time. “Welcome back, cow.”

The guards haul me up, one on each arm. My tits swing heavy and exposed, dripping down my stomach and thighs. Every step is agony, not just from the bruises and pinched nerves but from the absolute obliteration of dignity. The men drag me through the admin hall, past two secretaries who don’t even blink. I lock eyes with one, and she looks away fast.

They take me down a stairwell, then through a gray corridor. My head hangs forward, tears of defeat dripping down my face. My hair sticks to my face, but the most humiliating thing is my tits leaking milk with every jolt, reminding me what I am in their eyes. I’m nothing but livestock.

I think about the virus. In five days, everyone will know what goes on here. I can last five days. Might be sooner if my men find a way to rescue me. Again.

At the transfer gate, the guards stop. One of them grabs my chin and forces me to look at him.

“Don’t do anything stupid,” he says, voice neutral.

I want to bite him, but the fight is gone. My arms are deadweight. I let them drag me the rest of the way, my feet scuffing the floor, the milk leaving a faint white trail.

Behind me, I hear Hutchins on the intercom, his voice echoing through the vents: “New protocol beginning. Prepare for genetic asset reconditioning.” The words mean nothing, and everything.

The guards march me through a set of double doors. It smells like the inside of a slaughterhouse. Someone somewhere is crying—no, not someone, several someones, bleating in a wordless animal panic. I think of the barn. I think of Gage and Mason and Conner, waiting for me outside, and wonder if I’ll ever see them again.

They throw me into a holding cell and leave me on the cold floor. My wrists burn from the plastic cuffs, but I’m familiar with the farm’s hospitality. The door slams shut, locking me in darkness. The world narrows down to the ache in my shoulders, and the slow, sticky drip of milk pooling beneath my chest.

I count my breaths, and I wait for whatever comes next.


Chapter Five

The cell is so cold I lose feeling in my feet. After an hour, maybe two, the tips of my fingers go numb too. I curl against the wall, shivering, and hug my knees to my chest, careful not to let my raw, leaking tits touch anything. They ache with every heartbeat, but the pain keeps me sharp. If I close my eyes, the blackness threatens to swallow me; if I open them, I see only the faint glow under the door.

The door opens hours later, and two men in farm jumpsuits stomp in. Not guards, these—bigger, meaner, with arms that look like they could break my neck with a single twist. Farmhands.

“Up, cow,” one of them barks, voice so loud it rattles in my teeth.

I try to rise with some dignity, but it’s hard with my hands tied behind my back. One of them grabs my arm, the other clamps a fist in my hair, and together they drag me into the corridor, the cold linoleum biting my bare soles. I try to keep up, but every third step they “help” by yanking me along.

They pull me down the hallway, past a room with a one-way mirror. I catch my reflection in the glass: short hair plastered to my scalp, cheeks hollow with exhaustion, my shirt in tatters and stained pants. My breasts hang low, the nipples swollen and weeping.

At the end of the corridor is the intake room. I know it the second they swing open the door—the reek of ammonia, the hiss of pressure hoses, the metal tables with their web of buckles and restraints. The steel grate on the floor where I suffered through my first intake shines under the lights.

Two more farmhands wait inside, one of them a woman. She smiles when she sees me, her lips too thin to hide the teeth, making her look crazy. The fourth is a med tech holding a tablet, chewing on a stylus.

“Special handling today?” the female handler asks, eyes scanning my frame with something like hunger.

“Director’s orders,” the first man grunts. “Expedite the intake.”

The woman grins and steps forward, pulling away the remaining scraps of my shirt, then quickly yanks down my pants and underwear while keeping that same manic grin on her face. “You get off on this, don’t you?” I mutter, and she pinches my nipple so hard I yelp.

“Oh, honey,” she says, voice syrupy and fake, “it’s not about getting off. It’s about doing the job right.”

My clothes fall to the floor, and all four of them look at me, really look, not just the way you see a body, but like they’re picking apart a side of beef. The male handlers prod my tits, making little noises of appreciation.

“Full already, huh,” one of them says. “Hope the rebels got to taste some before we take it all back.”

“Bet they did,” says the other. “They always do. Even in the wild, a cow knows what she’s for.”

The female handler grabs my left breast, thumb digging into the areola. “Look at these veins,” she says, and pulls the nipple up to her mouth, biting down just enough to make me flinch.

“Come on,” I say, “just fucking do it.” I want this over already.

She laughs and slaps my tit hard enough to make it bounce. “That’s the spirit. Remember that later when we crush it.”

The weedy tech flips through his tablet. “Asset re-acquired. Intake protocol per Code Yellow. That’s… collar, tube, tag, suppress, then wait for the director.”

The men haul me onto the gurney. I try to fight, but two of them outweigh me by double. They force me onto my back, arms yanked overhead, wrists strapped so tight the circulation cuts off at once. My legs get similar treatment—ankles buckled to opposite corners, knees forced up and apart by a padded bar they lock in place. My cunt is on full display, wet from the milk dripping down, and I flush with a sudden, stupid shame.

One man pulls on gloves with a snap. He shoves his hand between my legs and spreads me open, thumb raking along the labia. He’s rough, clinical, but when he pushes two fingers in without warning, I gasp.

“Relax, cow. Not the first time, won’t be the last.” He waggles the fingers inside me, searching. I grind my teeth and stare at the ceiling.

“No obvious defects. Plenty of moisture, though,” he says to the tablet guy.

“Shocker,” the woman handler says, prepping something at the head of the gurney. I feel her tug my hair to one side, then a cold clamp close around my neck. The collar, thick and heavy, sits tight against the flesh.

The man between my legs slaps my thigh, and the other two busy themselves with my tits, kneading and weighing them. The tech mumbles, “Asset well-developed despite her broken routine. She should be further developed by now had she not been taken, but should have no issues catching up to the other cows.” Then he gets a set of tags out and a pair of heavy shackles.

The woman handler leans in and strokes my cheek. “You remember the tagging, don’t you, cow? Little hole in the ear, quick and dirty.”

I spit at her. “Fuck you.”

She wipes the spit with her thumb and rubs it onto my lips. “That’s not how you talk to a handler, cow. Looks like you forgot your place.”

She signals to the man standing at my feet. “Punishment protocol, please.”

He grins and gets a black case from under the table. Inside is a bundle of canes, a strip of leather, and a long pair of clamps.

The woman handler slaps my face hard, then pinches my nipple between thumb and knuckle, twisting until I see stars. “One warning, then pain.” She lets go, and I gasp for air.

The man selects a cane, thin and whippy. “Ready, wild cow?”

I glare at him. He brings the cane down on my left inner thigh, just above the knee. The sting is so immediate I scream. Then he does it again, and again, working up my thigh to the crease of my hip. The pain is so sharp it goes white and then vanishes, replaced by the next strike.

After ten, I’m sobbing and shaking. My milk is running freely now, pooling under my back. The woman clamps both nipples with the metal jaws, twisting them open so wide the blood stops. She flicks them, and the pain is so strange—far away, then comes back with a rush.

“Asset compliant now?” the tech asks, voice bored.

“Give her another round for attitude,” the woman handler says.

He does, this time on the other thigh, then lands two on my stomach, just below the navel.

My vision blurs. I bite my tongue to keep from screaming, but it’s no use. The caning continues, and each strike makes me arch and twist in the restraints, my muscles spasming. I try to hold on to anger, but it’s slipping away, replaced with a shaking, raw need for the pain to stop.

Finally, she unclips the nipple clamps, and blood rushes in, making the pain flare hot and deep. I howl.

The woman handler strokes my hair again. “Got anything to say now?”

All I can do is whimper.

“Good girl.” She says, patting my cheek. She gets a tag gun, a big ugly thing, and lines it up with the tip of my right ear.

“Hold still,” she says, then fires. There’s a pop and a sting and then a spreading warmth, blood running down my jaw.

She wipes it away with her thumb, then licks the thumb clean.

I know what comes next. Another male has the nasal tube ready, a fat, yellow catheter. He hands it to her, and she rams it up my nose, no warning, just a hard, steady shove. The pain is so sudden I gag, snot and blood leaking down my upper lip. She tapes it in place, then slaps my cheek again.

“Asset ready for feeding,” the tech notes.

“Next,” the tech says, and the handlers work as a team. One man unstraps my legs, yanks me up by the hair, and shoves a thick gag into my mouth. “Wouldn’t want you to start mooing too early,” he says.

The woman handler takes a big rubber bulb from a drawer, coats it with lube, and rams it up my ass. I thrash, but the men hold me still, one on each shoulder.

“There’s the fighting spirit. Keep it up, and we’ll double your intake.” She says. Then I feel it. She attaches a tube, filling my ass with warm, stinging liquid.

My belly distends, the pressure growing unbearable. When she finally stops, I’m panting through my nose, tears streaming down my face.

The tech records my numbers, then looks up. “Sedate her now,” he says. “The director wants her awake for the next phase, but we need the edge off.”

The woman handler preps a syringe, then jams it into the meat of my thigh. The effect is instant—the pain remains, but my muscles relax. I can’t move, not really, just tremble in place.

They left me on the table for a while. My body floats, but my mind is clear, every humiliation burning through the haze.

I hear the tech: “Reclaimed asset, intake complete. Transfer to the breeding shed after processing.”

The woman handler leans in and whispers in my ear, “You’re lucky, cow. If I had more time with you, you’d be black and blue.”

She kisses my forehead. I want to bite her, but my jaw is locked.

They roll me off the table, onto my hands and knees. The pain from the caning flares, but I can’t support myself. The handlers laugh.

“Look at her, all broken in. Get the mitts on so we can go,” says one.

“She’s got good hips,” says the one who kneels down and places those dreaded mitts on one. “Good for breeding.”

I never thought I’d be back on all fours, and when the handler straps my back legs into place, it’s like I never left. The outside feels like a distant dream.

They led me, crawling, out of the intake room. My head swims. I want to scream, but the gag in my mouth turns it into a muffled animal sound.

As they drag me outside, I catch my reflection in a window: the collar heavy on my neck, tag in my ear, tube taped under one eye, milk and blood and snot streaking my body. I look like nothing human.

I try to remind myself I’m more than this, but all I can think is that this is what I deserve for coming back.

The handlers tie a short lead to my collar, then pass me off to a new set of hands at the next door.

“This cow is ready for breeding, per the director’s request,” the woman handler says, voice bright.

The new handler looks me over, then grins. “She put up a fight, I see.”

They walk me on all fours across the dirt-packed ground. A path I took not that long ago with Mason holding my leash, but there is a stark difference between him and these handlers. Mason looked ready to puke, filled with hopelessness as he walked me to the breeding room, but these handlers are filled with sadistic glee, happily leading me to be bred forcibly.

I expect to go right to the exam room, but I’m led to a square metal box with thick bars as a door. “Get in.” The handler snaps, and I move forward into the small space. Every part of me hurts as I lie down. He slams the door closed, locking it and walking away. My world is sharp and ugly right now, but at least I know what comes next. There’s comfort in certainty, even if it’s hell.

I close my eyes and remind myself time is ticking down on this hell. Have I been here a whole day now? So, there are only four more days before Hutchins and the elders realize that a lowly hucow got the better of them. No matter what happens, I need to stay strong.

The pain in my thighs won’t let me sleep, but my mind slips in and out, rocking gently on the chemical aftertaste of the sedative. I drift for a while, images of my men flick through my head, until the click of the lock brings me back.

The door opens. Two handlers bend down to look at me. This pair are even rougher than the last. The first is squat and fat, with a face like a bruised plum. Grey hair dots his temples. He’s already got the lead ready. The second is younger, freckled, and grins the way a kid might before pulling wings off a fly.

“This is the cow that escaped,” the freckled one says, and kicks my foot until I rouse. “Don’t look like much.”

I don’t want to move, but the lead tightens around my collar and jerks me to my knees. I try to get my feet under me, but the plug in my ass, the tube in my nose, and the brutal ache in my thighs make every movement a struggle. My tits swing heavy under me, leaking with every sway. The handlers laugh and start walking before I’m ready, dragging me so that I stumble and sprawl on the floor. My body scrapes along the mat, then the hallway, but they don’t care.

The plum-faced handler lets out a long, theatrical sigh. “Why is she being so difficult? You’d think after the first round she’d be happy to get filled by a stud’s cock.”

The freckled one leans down, yanking my head up by the ear tag. “She was with the rebels, remember? They must have filled her head with ideas that she’s somebody special. That means we've gotta break her twice as hard so she remembers her place.”

They led me down a new corridor, the smells of bleach and piss warring for dominance. This part of the building is older—paint chipped and curling, the floors scored with grooves from thousands of shuffling feet, or knees. They do not hide the windows here; they want you to see what’s waiting.

We pass by pens—real, welded-metal cages with rubber matting and water dispensers mounted to the bars. Most of them are empty, but a few have hucows in them, hunched and docile, their bodies pillowy and soft, breasts engorged to the point of deformity, the nasal tubes fixed with green tape instead of white. Some are tethered in place by short chains, heads down, drooling onto the mat. I see one with a fresh tattoo on her flank—some kind of barcode. The sight makes my guts twist, but the handlers only speed up.

What is this place? It looks like some sort of laboratory. Horror washes over me at the possibility that they are experimenting on some hucows.

This section of the breeding facility is not familiar to me, and a sliver of fear washes over me. I’m led into a room at the end of the corridor.

“Welcome home, cow,” the freckled handler says, voice mocking.

The first room is a holding area, but they walk me straight through to the main event: the breeding parlor. This is nothing like the last breeding room where they bred the hucows one at a time. Here, everything is designed for efficiency. Rows of padded breeding stocks, each with heavy restraints. Overhead rails to hoist or reposition the livestock. There’s a station on one side for cleaning and prepping, and a glass observation deck above, where a shadow moves behind mirrored glass. I know who watches.

I try to pull back, to resist, but the handlers are ready. The plum-faced one lifts me by the waist, easy as a sack of grain, and plops me onto a padded bench in front of the breeding stocks. This must be a prep area. The bench is low, forcing my knees apart, my ass barely hanging over the edge. My feet don’t touch the floor.

The freckled handler gets to work immediately. He grabs my head, turns it to face him, and removes the plug from my mouth. “Don’t make a sound, or I’ll break your jaw,” he whispers, eyes flat.

He wipes the drool and blood from my chin, then shoves two fingers into my mouth, fishing around until he’s satisfied. “Good girl,” he says, then slaps my face for good measure.

The other handler tugs my arms behind my back, cuffs them at the wrists, then threads a strap between my elbows to force them closer. The position makes my chest jut forward obscenely. They’re not gentle—every buckle is cinched until my joints creak.

Freckle-face leans in close, speaking slowly like I’m stupid. “The director says you get priority. If we’re lucky, you’ll have triplets.”

Triplets? How is that possible? Unless-my mind flits back to the hucow I just saw with obscenely large udders and bloated bellies. They must be using something to guarantee multiple births.

He spreads my legs wider, exposing everything. “I bet you’ll settle for anything that’s got a cock.”

I glare at him, biting down on my tongue, and he laughs. “Still got fire? Good. I can’t wait to see it fade from your eyes.”

They left me there, trussed up and spread, for several minutes. I can hear other cows down the hall — the soft whimpers and occasional lowing, the wet slurp of the milking pumps. I see movement overhead—Director Hutchins watching, no doubt, recording every humiliation.

The next handler that enters is dressed differently—medical smock over the jumpsuit, and a tray in one hand. He ignores my face, goes straight for my chest, and cleans the nipples with a cold alcohol swab.

They have milking pumps running along the walls here, and he affixes a suction cup to each nipple. The pull is instant—harsher than the rebel pumps, less forgiving. My milk floods the tubing, white and hot. The pain of it is eclipsed only by the pressure release, which makes me shudder.

The handler notes the volume on a pad, then leans down to check the engorgement in my lower belly. He prods with expert fingers, making little “tsk” noises. “You’re full of shit,” he remarks, and signals to someone out of sight.

Another female handler comes in, a bottle in one hand, a tube in the other. “Can’t breed her like this. It needs to be cleaned out.”

She pushes the tube in me, still lubed from the earlier enema, and squeezes the bottle hard. The liquid burns on the way in, then flows out in a rush, splattering against the mat. My humiliation is total, but they aren’t even looking at my face. I’m just a project to them, a vessel to prepare for the next stage.

When they’re satisfied, they wipe me off and slap my ass. “Ready now.”

They unlock the bench and half-carry me to the breeding stock. It’s worse than it looked from the entrance. The padded U in front forces my torso down, arms still pinned, and my knees are fixed in place by cuffs locked to the floor. My ass sticks out behind, helpless. The collar is snapped to a metal post, holding my head level.

The handlers step back, and I hear a distinct grunting sound nearby.

For a moment, nothing happens. The world goes still; the only sound is the whirr of the milk pump and the drip of my own fluids onto the mat.

Then the stud enters, led by two handlers on a double lead. It’s a bull, but not like the others I’ve seen. He’s all muscle, but he’s got a blankness in his eyes, lacking any form of intelligence. He has the same nasal tube as I do and a thick steel collar. His cock is already hard, jutting from a sheath at his groin. He moves straight toward me with zero hesitation, but the handlers hold him back.

The thought of this creature touching me makes me feel sick. I want my men. Tears fill my eyes as they lead him closer.

“Stop.” Some shouts, and my heart skips a beat in relief.

A doctor in a white lab coat comes in with a scowl on his face. “She was supposed to be brought to medical for an exam first.”

The doctor is furious—so much so that his lips blanch out to a thin wet line and his hands actually tremble as he yanks gloves from a wall dispenser. “You morons ever read a protocol sheet?” His gaze is so withering that both handlers shrink. He doesn’t even look at me as he barks, “It needs to be checked internally before we can begin code yellow protocol or it could hamper the results if something is wrong with the reproductive tract.”

He’s not young, and not kind, but he has the brittle authority of a man who’s seen a hundred handlers fuck this up and is done pretending it matters. He fishes out a hard, cold instrument tray from the wall, and wheels it over, snapping on a headlamp. Not even a pretense of privacy—just out in the open. The bull pacing and grunting, held back by his handlers behind the gate now.

The doctor sighs, mumbling about idiots and messing up his experiments. I was right in my assumption that they are doing something with the hucows that’s not normal procedure. Is this a secret orchestrated by Hutchins, or do the Elders have a hand in it as well?

The doctor moves behind me and pushes two fingers deep in my cunt without warning, scraping his gloves along my walls, then adds a third, stretching me wide.

He isn’t gentle, nor concerned about hurting me. He works my cunt like he’s scraping out paste, then pulls his fingers free, and without warning jams a metal tool in after. I jerk against the restraints, but there’s no escaping the rough treatment.

He twists the dial until it bites at my walls and locks open. My thighs start to tremble, but the restraints hold me steady. The doctor barely spares me a look; his face is all concentration as he twists his hand, then withdraws to jab at my cervix with a black-tipped swab.

He mutters under his breath, pulling out a scanning wand and running it along my belly. It beeps, and he scowls at the results. “Of course,” he says, voice flat and disgusted. “You idiots tried to breed a pregnant cow.” He slams the wand onto the tray and turns to the handlers. “She’s already knocked up. Not a candidate for Protocol Yellow until after she gives birth to the calf.”

I’m pregnant? It’s a shock, but I shouldn’t be surprised. I knew I was very fertile, and we’ve been going at it like rabbits, so we knew this was inevitable. I just wish I wasn’t here when I found out, and it’s another reason that virus needs to work fast.

The doctor wipes his gloves off on my thigh, like I’m little more than a disposable rag. “There's no point in wasting any more time on her. Put her with the regular herd until she drops, then bring her back to me.”

The handlers groan in unison. “Can’t we just use her quickly before we take her to the regular barn? She’s already here, strapped down, and ready.” The freckled one says, sounding genuinely put out that they went through all this effort for nothing.

The doctor shakes his head, all stone face and acid in his voice. “No. She’s not that far along, so no cock for her until she’s in the second trimester. Use the stimulation rod only on low.” He gives my ass a hard, dismissive smack. “She’s useless to me until her womb’s empty. Take her away while I go tell the director.”

I’m not looking forward to returning to the stalls and being milked twenty-four seven, but something tells me had I not been pregnant I would have faced a worse fate.


Chapter Six

It’s only been four days, but it might as well be a lifetime.

They keep the stalls humid enough that everything smells of skin and milk and rubber. The air is thick with the sound of moaning. It’s a constant drone punctuated by the whir of pumps. The pumps attached to our udders come on when we’re full and then shut off when we’re empty. In between, we sleep, or try to. I feel like I’m in limbo with the lack of anything to mark time except when they shut down the barn at night.

There’s no warmth here, just row on row of livestock, each of us locked into our own hell.

I wake with a taste of metal in my mouth. I’ve been too vocal so they’ve silenced me with a bit that makes my jaw ache, like I’ve been grinding my teeth all night, but what’s worse is the suction cups that have left me raw: two heavy-duty industrial flanges, one for each nipple, clamped tight until a handler releases them. The tubing snakes away into the rafters, where it joins the main milk line. I can’t see it, but I know every drop is measured and tallied.

I try to move, but it’s useless. My wrists are raw from the shackles, and my neck is stiff from being forced to face the wall inches from my face. I’d love to be let out of the stall for some exercise. I don’t even care that I have to crawl, but something as humane as exercise is not a priority.

What I want doesn’t matter. Cows don’t get a choice. We are here for milking and breeding only.

The mitts are humbling: thick rubber gloves, locked at the wrist, keeping my hands curled into useless clubs. Sometimes I dream I have fingers again, that I can reach out and touch the face of the men I love, or even my own face, but it’s just that-a dream.

My ankles are locked, too, each one snapped to a steel ring embedded in the floor, legs spread. Easy access for the handlers to give us our daily enemas or stimulate us with the rods until we orgasm and our milk is flowing like white rivers.

My nose itches. I try to rub it against my shoulder, but the feeding tube taped under my right eye gets in the way. The tube runs down my throat and into my stomach, where it delivers a slurry of mush and drugs on a steady drip. If I try to puke, it burns, but nothing comes up. I don’t even have the dignity of hunger anymore.

Now and then, a handler comes by to check my lines. Most don’t even look at my face; they just pop the cups off my nipples for a few minutes, checking for infection or blocked ducts, and move on. They don’t see the girl inside. They only see the cow.

The injections come twice a day. Always the same: a slap to the thigh, the sting of the needle, then a hot flush that makes my heart race and my skin crawl. I heard one handler call it the “Compliance cocktail.” It’s the dreaded shots that will eventually turn even the smartest person into a mindless animal.

The worst is the stimulation rod.

They started using it on me the second day, when they realized I was struggling to produce. It’s a thick, rubber, vibrating phallus-shaped wand at the end of a long pole. Sometimes they push it inside me, fucking me with it and sometimes they just press it against my clit, but the effect is always the same: my brain goes white with lust, my moans fill the stall and I cum so hard, I feel like I’m not in my body at all.

The aftershocks linger, leaving me pleasantly dazed. It’s the only escape I get here, and I’ve grown eager to feel it inside me.

Today, I got the rod first thing in the morning. A handler—only a little older than myself — was drawn to my stall’s flashing light signalling my milk output was low. He yawned, looking bored as leans over my back, squeezing my udders to see how full I was, and noticing the trickle of milk coming out.

He never says a word, just shoves my thighs apart, not gently, and presses the wand right against the seam of my cunt. He flicks the switch, and the first pulse makes me spasm, hips bucking up and begging for more.

He laughs, and presses harder.

I feel my clit swell, my cunt twitching, and then the orgasm tears through me, so sudden it leaves me sobbing. My milk sprays in heavy bursts into the cups. The machine greedily sucks it down the tubes as fast as I can produce it.

He waits for me to finish, then turns the rod off and wipes it on my thigh.

“That’s better,” he says, and gives my ass a slap before moving on to the next stall.

The rest of the day passes in a blur of machines and injections. The only thing that keeps me anchored is the ache in my breasts—a constant, hot pressure that never really goes away, no matter how much they drain from me.

I think about the outside, about Gage and Mason and Conner. I picture them breaking through the doors, guns blazing, dragging me out of here on their shoulders. They’ll come any day now. The video must be going live soon.

The lights fade to red; the night cycle. Most of the hucows quiet down, but a few keep lowing, the sound leaking through the walls like a sick lullaby. I close my eyes and try to dream of anywhere but this place.

Soon. It’s a chant in my head daily.

They can milk me, drug me, lock me down—but they can’t touch the part of me that’s waiting. The part that remembers who I am.

I drift, and I wait for the virus to blow the lid off the domes. They might call me a cow, but they don’t know what I really am-a Trojan horse, sent to destroy them.

I come to in the morning, mouth dry, face sticky from the slow ooze of drool around the bit. The barn is alive already, handlers yelling at the more stubborn livestock, pumps running at full tilt. For a minute I lie still, dreaming that I’m somewhere else, maybe in a bed with clean sheets, maybe in the compound with Mason’s arms around me, or Gage growling his dirty jokes into my ear.

I’m thinking about the time I spent with the rebels, about the way Mason used to lift me into his lap and make me feel like a person.

The sound of heavy footsteps approaching my stall jolts me from my pleasant thoughts. A shift in the air sends a shiver up my spine. I can feel the fine hairs on my arms stand on end as the boots halt just outside my enclosure. Every nerve in my body is alert, a visceral warning coursing through me, urging me to brace for whoever looms just beyond my vision.

A voice—smug, dripping with sadistic energy—slices through the animal din. “Hello, cow. Did you miss me?”

Every muscle in my body seizes up. I know that voice. The memory is as sharp as a blade, cutting through the haze of drugs and exhaustion: the cocksure smirk, the way he would lean in too close on intake day, the power he got from seeing someone break. Wes. The handler who almost broke me during intake, and the one the rebels left bleeding on the barn floor when they yanked me to freedom.

His silhouette blocks out the light for a second as he leans over me, arms folded across his chest, eyes raking over my helpless body. He whistles—a long, slow note—and then clicks his tongue in mock disappointment.

I can’t move, but every cell in me is screaming. I want to spit at him, to bite and claw, but all I can do is stare and try to keep the fear from leaking out of my eyes. He’s the last person I wanted to see, and right now.

I feel bile rising in my throat, but the feeding tube keeps it down. My body is trembling, and I hate that he can see it. He steps closer, and strokes my hair back from my forehead, the way you might soothe a nervous animal.

“Thought you’d gotten away from me, did you?” He swore they wouldn’t get away with it, and now here I am, back in the barns and under his mercy.

He grabs the line that runs from the feeding tube to my nose, tugging at it just enough to make my eyes water. “Heard the rebels put a calf in your belly,” he says, voice low. “At least they did something right.”

He moves behind me, running his gloved hands down my spine, then gropes my ass, kneading it like dough. “Shame about the pregnancy, though. I heard you were supposed to be sent to the testing barn. Protocol Yellow. That would have been justice, but got to keep the calf safe. Don’t worry though, as soon as you deliver the doc will send for you.”

My fear is so thick I can’t breathe. Wes grins as my eyes widen in terror, getting off on my fear. He slides a finger along my lower lips. “This hole is off limits, but,” he slides a finger along the seam of my ass, right up to where the plug sits, “they never said anything about your other holes.”

“Nice and tight, too. I remember this ass. Remember it very well.”

He works the plug out with slow, twisting motions. When it pops free, there’s a wet noise, and I feel the sudden, awful emptiness. He holds the plug in front of my face for a second, then tosses it onto the floor.

“I missed this,” Wes says. He unzips his fly, then shoves his cock up against my crack, rubbing it back and forth. The smell of him—musky and sour—makes my stomach churn. I want to gag, but the bit blocks the way.

He doesn’t waste time. He spits on his hand, slaps it on my asshole, and lines himself up. The first push is blinding; even after days of plugs and probes, nothing prepares me for the way he forces his way in. My whole body tightens, legs straining against the chains, but the restraints mean I can’t move a centimeter away.

“Aw, don’t tell me you’re shy,” he mocks, ramming in harder, deeper. “You’re a fucking cow. This is what you’re for.”

He grabs my hips and pulls me onto him, burying himself to the hilt. I feel the hair at his groin scrape my skin, the rough rhythm as he starts to thrust. He doesn’t bother letting me adjust, doesn’t even pretend to care if it hurts. He just pounds away, grunting, each time slamming me forward so my udders shake.

The pain is sharp, but under it, the same old betrayal: my body, tuned and trained by days of injections and forced orgasms, starts to react. My clit swells, my cunt leaks, and soon I’m grinding back against him even though I want to do nothing but die.

“Fuck, you’re leaking everywhere,” he laughs. “Like a slut cow. Bet you love it, huh?”

He reaches around and jams two fingers into my cunt, pushing deep, pumping in time with his cock in my ass. The friction is unbearable, every nerve in my lower body set on fire. I make a sound—part scream, part moan.

“That’s it,” Wes coos. “That’s my good little cow.” He leans over and rips a milking cup free from my udder with a wet plop. Milk sprays across the mat, making a mess in my stall.

He fucks me harder, slapping my ass with one hand while twisting my raw teat with the other. I want to bite him, claw him, do anything, but my arms are pinned and my teeth are useless. All I can do is take it, feel it, drown in it.

He leans in, lips brushing my ear. “You know,” he whispers, “Did it feel good thinking you were free? Had yourself a boyfriend—maybe two out there? I bet you let them use you any way they wanted. Can take the cow out of the barn, but not the slut out of the cow.”

I snarl, but he just laughs.

He rams in deep, holds it, then shudders as he comes. I can feel it, the sudden spreading warmth inside, the way his whole body goes rigid with satisfaction. He sighs, pulls out, and slaps my ass again, harder than before.

“That’s the thing about cows,” he says, catching his breath. “No matter how far you run, you always come back to the barn.”

He wipes himself off on my back, then zips up and stands over me. For a second, he just looks at me, head cocked to one side, like he’s waiting for me to break.

I refuse to give him the satisfaction.

“I’ll be back every day to fuck that ass, bitch, until your mind turns to mush and you forget who I am.” He laughs. “It’ll be no fun when you forget why I’m torturing you.” He walks out without looking back, leaving me leaking and shaking, ass throbbing and cunt still spasming until a handler comes and reattaches the cup to my udder and pushes the plug back in my battered ass.

Shame and rage fill me. I think about the virus ticking away in the Director’s system. Soon. I picture the whole dome lighting up with the truth; the elders watching in horror as their secrets spill out for everyone to see and for the first time in days I smile.


Chapter Seven

It’s not until a few days later that I realize something has changed.

The barn is running as normal, but the handlers are off their rhythm. Normally they glide from pen to pen, with methodical efficiency, but today it’s chaos. Wes seemed more agitated the day before and didn’t stick around to taunt me. He seemed on edge and distracted.

A woman with a clipboard runs in and out of the milking aisles, making notes and speeding off. They seem short staffed and there are not enough handlers to handle all the hucows. Light flashes for a long time before someone comes to stimulate the hucows. A few handlers have odd looks on their faces, sweaty and pale like they’ve seen a ghost. They just stand in the aisles, not bothering to check on the cows.

No one comes by my stall until late, and when they do, it’s the worst possible person. Wes. He’s not smiling. His eyes are red-rimmed, and there’s a fresh cut on his cheek, bandaged with a strip of medical tape that’s already stained through. He ignores the trembling heifers in the other stalls and goes straight for me, pulling up my chin so hard my teeth grind against the bit.

“You fucking bitch,” he hisses. “You think you’re clever?”

I stare back. My lips are numb from the clamp, but I glare at him with every ounce of hate left in me.

Wes shoves my face away, grabs the milking cups, and rips them off with a violence he’s never used before. Milk splatters on the floor, spraying his boots and my legs. He doesn’t wipe it up. Just glares at me, then storms out. I hear him screaming at someone outside the barn.

There’s something wrong. Even the other cows sense it. The air has filled with a sense of urgency, half the girls crying or calling for help, the rest too far gone from drugs to notice, remaining catatonic in their stalls. I sense the collective unease of handlers and guards alike. The food line has stopped, giving my head a chance to clear.

Above it all is a new sound: an electronic whine, high-pitched and relentless, echoing through the air ducts. It started in the early morning and hasn’t stopped since.

Something is coming.

The first clue is the absence of the director. Hutchins always made his rounds during the afternoon, stopping at my stall, his heavy tread and fake smile letting me know exactly how little he cares about treating human beings as livestock, but I haven’t seen or heard him in days. Not even his grating voice on the intercom.

I don’t let myself hope. It’s probably nothing. Probably just another shift in their torturous little schedule. But the nagging itch in my spine keeps growing, and I can’t help but notice: the compliance shots are coming late, and sometimes not at all.

There’s a scream from somewhere close by, sharp and human, not the animal wail I’m used to hearing in the barn. The handlers are fighting, literally: two of them tackle each other to the ground, and when the woman in the lab coat tries to separate them, she gets elbowed in the face.

I feel the fear in the air, but it’s not coming from me. It’s from them.

I hear the sound of boots running, not walking. My tongue is so dry it sticks to my teeth. I try to move my jaw, but the bit has been there so long it feels fused in place.

A large group of farm guards enter. Not the usual ones—these are men I’ve never seen before, each of them in full riot gear, faceplates down, clubs and zip ties at their hips. They march through the barn, checking stalls, sometimes grabbing a cow by the collar and yanking her head up. One of them tries to read my tag, then shrugs and moves on. I hear them muttering, “What’s the point? They’ll be dead or freed by tonight.”

Dead or freed. The words echo in my skull. I want to scream, to ask what’s happening, but the bit reduces it to a pathetic moan. The guards ignore me talking into their radios with frantic urgency.

Then, as night falls, all hell breaks loose.

It starts with a rumble—a deep, seismic shake that knocks dust from the ceiling and rattles every stall. The alarms blare, not the normal shift change chime but a wild howl that hurts my ears. The lights flicker, then switch to deep blue, bathing the barn in a sick underwater glow.

There are loud sounds in the distance. Quick bursts and louder bangs. My heart races with excitement. Is it explosions? Gunfire? The riot guards run to the doors, weapons out, while the regular handlers cower behind the benches, some of them screaming for help.

Someone throws open the main doors and a wall of cold air slams in, thick with the smell of smoke and burning plastic. Shapes burst in through the haze—figures in black, not the dome’s uniforms, but heavier, armored, faces covered in visors.

The rebels are here!

The first wave is all speed and violence: flashbangs go off, blinding white, and the guards are swarmed, bullets flying, but the rebels keep coming, teasing and zip-tying the riot guards in seconds. One handler gets his head smashed into a stall wall, blood spraying the wood.

A man in a black mask ducks into the aisle, scanning the row. For a second, our eyes meet, and my heart lurches in my chest.

“Here!” he yells, and two more rebels rush to my stall. They cut the lines, snapped the shackles, and pried the bit from my mouth. The first inhale burns so badly I choke and nearly pass out.

“Holy shit, she’s alive,” one says, voice trembling. “Did the drugs do any damage? Do you think we got to her in time?”

“Doesn’t matter, she’s still my girl,” says the first. He yanks the mitts off my hands, massaging my fingers back to life. “Mira. You remember your name, right?”

I nod, dizzy, barely able to see through my tears. I know this man, dreamed of him at night, hoping he’d come.

He holds my shoulders, steadying me. “Mira, do you know who I am?”

Of course I fucking do! I say to myself. I look up at the man I love more than life itself, and tears fill my eyes. His mask is torn at the jaw, showing a stubble patch that feels like heaven between my legs. His gray-blue eyes stare into mine, full of love and hope.

“Gage?” I whisper.

He rips the mask off, and there he is — my Gage, battered but alive, his jaw set and eyes wild with relief and terror. “We’re here, babe. We’re getting you out.”

My knees buckle, but he catches me, cradling me like I’m made of glass. I can’t speak. Every muscle in my body feels like it’s on fire.

The other rebels are smashing locks, freeing the other cows, one by one. Most collapse instantly, muscles atrophied from weeks or months in the stalls. A few are lucid enough to scramble up and grab at their rescuers, begging for help. The air is thick with the smell of smoke and blood.

Gage holds me close and runs for the door. I cling to him, unable to believe he’s real. He ducks through the fire-scorched hallway, dodges a fallen body, and bursts into the night.

Outside, the world is in chaos.

The dome’s main building is in flames. I see shapes running, hear the crackle of gunfire, the pop of explosives. People are flooding the main area—hundreds, maybe thousands—most in civilian clothes, some in rebel black. There are banners waving overhead, painted with words I can barely read. “NO MORE COWS.” “FUCK THE FACTIONS.” “FREE THE HERD.”

There’s a moment where everything slows, and I realize: the video worked. The truth is out.

Gage sprints past a burning service cart and heads towards a truck, where Mason is waiting, clutching a battered shotgun.

“Holy shit, is that—” Mason stares at me, then grins so wide it nearly splits his face. “You beautiful, stubborn girl.”

Gage sets me down gently. I collapse onto the dirt, barely able to feel my legs. Mason drops beside me and hugs me so tight my ribs creak.

“We thought you were dead,” he mutters, voice raw.

“Mason.” I say, and then I start to cry, fat, ugly sobs that shake my whole body.

Gage rubs my back, his hand trembling. “We’re not done. There’s more inside. You can rest now—we’ll finish it.”

“No,” I croak. “I need… I need to see them.”

He hesitates, then nods. “Okay. Stay close. Stay low.”

Mason grabs some clothes out of the truck and helps me dress. He and Gage each take an arm and help me to my feet. My head swims, but the chilly night air wakes me up.

We head back toward the barn. The doors are blown open, smoke pouring out. Inside, the rebels are still clearing the aisles, dragging handlers out by their heels and zip-tying them to the pipes overhead.

Conner is there too. I see him first as a silhouette against the flames, his hair wild, eyes rimmed with red. He’s holding a woman in his arms—a hucow, unconscious and limp. He sees me and freezes, mouth open.

I break from Gage and Mason and run to him, legs wobbly but gaining speed. I crash into his chest, and he hugs me so tight I can’t breathe.

“You’re here,” he chokes out.

“I am,” I sob. For a second, we just stand there, clinging to each other, letting the world burn around us.

Behind us, the other rebels are freeing the last of the cows. Most are too far gone to understand what is happening, but they’re alive, and for now, that’s enough.

Sirens wail in the distance. The crowd in the ruined dome is growing, a sea of bodies pressing toward the barn, voices rising in a single, thunderous roar. I catch glimpses of banners, makeshift shields, weapons.

The factions are done. I can feel it in my bones.

Gage grabs my hand. “Let’s go home, baby. We’re done here.”

Home. That sounds like heaven.

The air is thick with smoke and tears and the sound of a revolution.

I catch sight of Wes, crumpled in the corner of the barn, face bloodied and hands zip-tied behind his back. He looks up at me, hate burning in his eyes.

I spit at him. “Who’s the one restrained now, motherfucker?”

Gage laughs low, and wild, and we keep moving.

By the time we reach the main exit, the area is a war zone. The dome’s security forces are in full retreat, the crowd pushing them back with rocks, bats, anything they can find, and I can’t stop smiling.

Mason grins, teeth flashing in the firelight. “You did it, Mira. You broke the world.”

I guess I fucking did. “I couldn’t have done it without you three, and I love you all so much.”

“We love you too, and you’re never leaving our sight again.” Conner says.

Behind me, the barn burns.

Ahead, a new world awaits.

And for the first time, I want to see what comes next.

THREE MONTHS LATER

The sun shines down on the outdoor arena. I’m standing next to the three men who mean the world to me. Gage positioned behind me with one hand cradling my stomach. My belly is just starting to swell, and the men can’t stop caressing it. When I told them they were going to be dad’s Mason hollered in excitement, Conner had tears in his eyes, and Gage has become my fiercest protector, barely leaving me alone for longer than an hour. He’s convinced it’ll be a boy, but Conner says it’s a girl. Mason doesn’t care. He just kisses it every morning like it’s a little bomb, ticking away, getting ready to remake the world.

Today, we’re here for the trial.

It’s less a trial and more of a lynching. The city elders—what’s left of them—are lined up in chains, faces pale and splotchy under the sun. Director Hutchins stands in the middle-hunched over and looking pathetic.

The verdict is quick. They’ll be executed, along with the guards and handlers that backed them to the end. Hutchins doesn’t flinch, doesn’t even blink as they drag him away.

All I feel is immense relief that this is all over. I kiss each of them, saving Conner for last. He holds me, his hands warm on my belly.

For the first time in forever, the future doesn’t terrify me.

THE END!
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