

Farming Felicia

A Smooth-Meat Farms Story

Riley Rose


Farming Felicia: A Smooth-Meat Farms Story

Copyright © 2022 by Riley Rose. All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the express written permission of the publisher, except where permitted by law.

See all Riley Rose books on author page https://www.amazon.com/~/e/B09BZ3QVXK.

Contact Riley Rose by email at rileyrosewriter@gmail.com

Warning: The people depicted in this story are fictional characters. Don’t try any of what you are about to read at home. This story is of a mature nature and not intended for sensitive or underaged readers.


The faint gleam of a far-off nightlight gently illuminated Samantha’s soft face as she lay curled up peacefully on top of her heating pad under a massive, fluffy, pile of blankets. Her golden hair trembled lightly as she breathed softly, just on the edge of sleep. Suddenly, the old four-post bed creaked angrily, and a hairy, muscular arm burst forth from the darkness behind her swinging over the pile of blankets about her waist and drawing her in close as a bearded face leered over her shoulder.

“Not tonight, dear. I have a headache.” Samantha grumbled.

As soon as it appeared, the arm recoiled away from her waist as her husband, Tyler sighed. “Third time this week.” He grunted with a hard-scrabble country drawl. He rolled over and sat up on the edge of the bed seeming to weigh his options for a moment as he rubbed his knees slightly and stretched his back. “I’m going to go check the livestock.” He muttered absentmindedly as he grabbed up the crumpled heap of jeans from the side of the bed and slid them up his legs.

Samantha clenched her jaw and held her tongue.

They both knew he was lying.

It was night.

The livestock was indoors and fine.

Samantha’s mind reeled back to when she was a little girl asking her mother what marriage was like. Her mother’s saccharine answer of “falling in love with the same man over-and-over again” rang bitter and hollow in the hallowed corridors of Samantha’s core memories.

A part of Samantha wanted to say “I’m sorry” but… sorry for what? They had both been working all day. What the hell was Tyler expecting bothering her for sex so late in the night? Besides, it was his problem and unfair of him to expect her to fix it. Another part of her wanted to scream at Tyler and give him a piece of her mind. She wouldn’t mention the “divorce” word, since he wasn’t cheating on her with another woman or anything drastic like that. But she felt justifiable rage at him casually casting her aside like this. Another part of her felt like getting a cattle-prod and going downstairs to beat and shock those animals until they learned their place. But what good would that do? Miserable, anxious creatures produce little milk and any injuries she left on the beef-stock would be marked against their income when selling time came. She frowned as she considered just how ridiculous and stupid it would be to damage one’s own property over such a trivial thing. Besides, it’s not like Tyler loved any of those animals. He was just as casual and cavalier about dropping them off at the butcher shop as he was at breeding new ones and caring for their young. All these conflicting emotions of rage, shame, and despair drove Samantha to hold her mouth tightly shut as she listened to her husband’s steps slowly leave their bedroom.

“I sleep in his bed. You sleep in his stables. We are not the same.” Samantha whispered as a grating and yet slightly gratifying mantra to soothe her mind from the pains of her troubled marriage.

The soft scent of fresh earth and sun-kissed skin permeated the long, dark, concrete-floored hallway which ran down the middle of the ranch. A prominent, metal sign displaying “Smooth-Meat Farms” hung from chains overhead. The sounds of soft snores, pumping machinery, and wind creaking through the outer walls emanated throughout the place. Tyler reached out and grabbed up a clipboard from its hook on the wall. He flicked on the middle-hall lights bringing forth a series of fluorescent bulbs blinking through the darkness. Tyler glossed through the various bits of information regarding health, milk-production, upcoming veterinary visits, and delivery schedules. For safety reasons, the simple, concrete-block hall had few features other than floor-drains and a prominent width. On both sides, large, iron-barred openings led into the stables for the animals. Tyler knew that on the other side of these stables, a simple, wooden door opened outward to walled gardens he had installed with fresh, arable soil along with seeds and a supply of water for each. The stables also held kitchens, toilets, bunkbeds, overhead showers, and all other amenities to enable comfortable, albeit boring, lives as subsistence farmers. The fluorescent lights of the hallway did not extend into the stables save for the few feet illuminated by their natural glow leaving the rest of the stables, and therefore the majority of Tyler’s herd, to sleep peacefully in the dark.

“Tyler, you’re up late.” A female voice called to him lightly from one of the stables. He looked up to see a voluptuously built woman in her mid-thirties with soft, straight brown hair sitting on a short stool and holding a mechanical breast pump up across her left nipple. She wore not a stitch of clothing on her save for the metal reinforced black neck collar from which a yellow tag dangled. The tag bore the number “169” stamped in bold stencil and the name “Maisie” written under it hastily in permanent marker.

He smiled at her and said, “a farmer’s work is never done, Maisie. How’s the supply holding up?” She lifted her impressively large breast and checked as the milk drained down into the long, plastic suction hose. “not so good today, I’m afraid.”

Tyler asked, “would you like some music? I know Mozart helps you relax and produce better sometimes.” Maisie looked at him as a wry smile crossed her face and she replied, “You and I both know there’s something that works even better than Mozart. Would you give it to me? It’s been a while since I’ve felt you inside.”

Before Tyler could answer, a grumbling voice came from across the hall. “That you, Tyler?” a deep, masculine voice called out from the opposite side. A burly man wearing nothing but the same collar and a tag with the number “042” followed by the name “Hank” rose from his bed and sauntered up to the bars. He casually looped his arms through the bars of his stable and leaned against them letting his impressively long cock hang loosely between the bars just in front of his muscular legs. Light strands of pepper grey pierced his shock of black hair on top of his head and a knowing smile crossed his face. “Did Samantha kick you out of bed again?” Hank asked in a cheeky tone.

“No.” Tyler replied tersely.

“She doesn’t kick him out of bed. She just refuses to have sex with him.” Maisie spoke in a correcting tone before looking back up at Tyler saying, “I can’t understand why. If I was your wife-”

“You’re not.” Tyler said firmly.

Maisie continued “I said ‘if,’ anyhow, if I was your wife, I would have sex with you every night. I mean, who in their right mind has access to sex with a man and just straight up refuses it. What the hell could be wrong with such a person?”

“Honestly, Tyler, I feel sorry for you, man. That girl Sam’s as warm and cuddly as a meat-locker.” He said with a hint of honest empathy in his voice.

Tyler lowered the clipboard and blew out a sigh. It was one thing to have marital problems. It was another thing all together for you to receive condolences and advice from living produce.

“You do realize that I’m raising you all for milk and meat, right? You both are nothing but food.” Tyler growled out in irritation.

“Really? I never knew.” Hank said in feigned, sarcastic shock.

“Tyler, of course I know I’m food. It’s you I worry about. We have it so much better than you.”

“Huh?” Tyler asked. He gestured along the stables saying, “you do know eventually you’ll be butchered for meat.”

“Of course, but it could always be worse.” Maisie replied

“How?” Tyler asked.

“We could spend our entire lives working our asses off for people who don’t give a damn about us as we struggle on a never-ending cycle of crippling debt and overdue bills before watching our bodies decay of old age as we slowly descend towards our inevitable doom.” Hank replied from his stable. Hank swallowed hard and said, “so given the alternative, yeah, putzing around in a garden and banging hotties until I get old enough to be taken out in one quick pulse is a lot better way to live.”

Tyler looked back at him and blinked. He frowned as he looked down and began to wonder who was the one trapped here, the meat or himself. He shook his head to chase away the thought. Maisie disconnected the breast pump and returned it to the rack on the wall. She rose to her feet saying “come now, Tyler, you didn’t come down here to argue with us. I can see it in your face. Samantha rejected you and you need release. I could use some sexual attention to get my milk supply back up. Come on in here and let me hug that nice, hot cock of yours with my pussy.”

“Ugg… why even have me if you’re just going to fuck all the milking cows yourself anyhow?” Hank protested from across the hall. Tyler looked over at him and flipped through the chart. “Did your mucus plug come out recently, Maisie?” Maisie twisted her lips and replied slowly “yes.”

“You’re fertile again, old girl.”

She snorted lightly in annoyance.

“I’ll take you over to Hank’s stable.”

“That’s not what I was hoping for.” She muttered sullenly.

“What? What’s not to like about hank? I spent a lot of money to get a good breeding stud.” Tyler replied as he gestured over at Hank whose member began stiffening at the mention of having a heifer in his stable. Hank gave a mischievous grin the likes of which only a man about to get what he wants can give.

“But Tyler…” Maisie whispered. Tyler stepped in close to her bars but remained just outside of reach. Maisie bit her lower lip and said quietly “why can’t I have sex with you?” Tyler shook his head and said, “We must keep the breeding lines clean, Maisie. I’m not bred for domestication. Free human genes could lead to offspring that’s violent and dangerous.”

Maisie pouted and looked down sadly “oh.” She said.

“After we make sure you’re pregnant with Hank’s child, then I’ll let you feel my cock inside again. Okay?” Tyler said. Maisie shrugged.

He casually gestured towards the pass-through saying “either way, there’s no way I’m going in there. Come on out big girl.” Maisie made her way over to it stepping inside the tubular steel cage and pressing against the bars bar so that it rotated to give her access to the outer gate and, by design, lock access to anyone behind her. She waited quietly for Tyler to unlock the door playfully letting her milk-engorged breasts rub lightly against the cold steel bars and occasionally giggling at the tickle from the touch.

Tyler hung the clipboard back up on the wall and took down a collar-rod. It was a simple, black-pole with a trigger-activated catch hook on the long side and, if needed, a pair of electrical taser points just above the hook. Tyler prided himself in the fact that he almost never had to use the taser points on any of his animals as this was the sign of a well-run farm. He also pulled out a pair of padded, steel-reinforced wrist restraints.

“Seriously? Hank’s just across the hall. I can just walk over. Besides, it’s the middle of night. It isn’t like I’m going to cause a mad dash of the young ones.” Maisie whined.

“I still have to follow transfer protocol, Maisie. Come on, be a good girl. Give me your neck and wrists.”

Maisie sighed but obediently put her hands through the wide slot in the gate designed for cuffing. She then did the same with her neck pressing her head up against the railing. Tyler expertly clamped black cuffs around her wrists and secured the pole to the collar about her neck. Maisie stood submissively still as he did this offering up no resistance at all. After she was secured, he hit the trigger to open the outer door letting Maisie step out into the hallway on her dirty, bare feet. It felt odd, guiding a gorgeous naked woman carefully along via pole connected to her neck as if she were a dangerous animal and as he stared into her warm brown eyes the irony was not lost on either of them.

Maisie stared up at Tyler softly and said firmly with gravity in her voice, “Tyler, you and I both know that if I got out of these restraints, the only thing I would do is fuck you to paradise.” Tyler gritted his teeth as she continued, “at least let me do something for you. You do so much to take care of us. You deserve better than that frigid Samantha of yours.”

“She’s got a point man. Last week, I saw Sam working over some of the steers. Creepy stuff, Tyler. It’s like she enjoys taking their balls off. Hell, the only time I ever see her smile is when one of them is crying in pain as she destroys his manhood.” Hank said then gave a shiver before continuing “Just imagining sleeping next to that gives me the heebie jeebies, Tyler, man, you’re way safer down here with us.”

Tyler pouted lightly not sure how to reply to Hank. Before he could come up with something to say, Maisie licked her lips and her eyes fell across Tyler’s body. She pressed in close to him, letting him feel her bulbous breasts partially envelope his lower chest in their glorious soft warmth. She continued, “surely there’s some part of my warm, soft body which can bring you some pleasure.”

Something deep inside of Tyler’s core turned over in appreciation at those words. He glanced up at Hank. Hank shrugged and gave a thumbs up, as if Tyler needed his bull’s approval to fuck one of the cows. Maisie looked up at Tyler and whispered with big, longing eyes “…please.” Tyler said, “don’t make me regret doing this.”

Maisie replied, “I promise. You’ll only regret it if you say ‘no.’ I hate the thought of you being out in the loneliness and cold while Hank and I get to have each other.” Tyler gently tugged downward on the rod attached to Maisie’s neck letting her know he wanted her to kneel. A smile crossed her face as he did this and she obediently dropped to her knees with an “oh, thank you.”

Tyler watched from above as Maisie raised her cuffed hands together as one finding his zipper with her small fingers. She pulled it down looking up at him with the kind of smile a child opening a Christmas present gives to their parent. Tyler leaned back against the wall, careful to be out of reach for the other stables as Maisie reached in parting the folds of cloth of his underwear until his warm, firm cock sprung forth. She giggled lightly and wasted no time in bringing his purple tip into her warm, wet mouth suckling deeply from it. She let her tongue play about with the sensitive folds of his flesh and licking away the salty little drops of his pre-cum. She pressed her hands in above his zipper once more and wrapped her small fingers around his bulbous, swollen testicles. Tyler tensed and began to pull back a bit, but she released with her mouth and said to him “I’m not going to hurt you.” She began a smooth, delicate massage of his manhood with her fingers as she smiled saying, “you’ve been spending too much time around the young ones that can’t be trusted. Let me show you what it’s like to have a proper, well-trained cow who knows what she is doing take care of your pleasure.” Tyler relaxed a bit at her massage and her words. He blew out a sigh of pleasure and closed his eyes saying, “you are a good cow.”

Maisie shimmied lightly saying “thank you. I remember last time you liked playing with my big, heavy breasts. If you like, you could play with them while I suckle you.” Tyler appreciated the invite and reached down curling his fingers around a deliciously soft and warm bit of her ample flesh. He massaged and squeezed feeling the weight and sensual beauty of it. “For all the times you got to drink my milk, now I get a chance to drink some of your milk, Tyler.” Maisie said before the warm, wet feeling returned to Tyler’s cock. He looked down to see Maisie excitedly bobbing her head back and forth lapping delicious sensations of pleasure across his head as she went. Tyler’s desire began to take hold and an urge to experience not just a simple orgasm but all the pleasures a cow can give took hold of him. He released his grasp on the guide stick letting it swing off idly to the side and instead reached his hand around behind Maisie’s head. She looked up at him with warm, wet, gentle eyes and he gave her a small smile.

“Take a deep breath.” Tyler advised. He felt a small chill across his skin as Maisie drew in a deep breath filling her lungs fully. Tyler held her head still as he pressed his cock deep inside her mouth. Her eyes rolled upwards submissively as his cock slid down the back of her throat filling and gagging her. She made no move to resist him as he did this. She quietly accepted her fate as he began thrusting sensually deep inside her throat. The tightness and beautiful sensations worked wonders on driving Tyler to reach new heights of pleasure. This coupled with Maisie’s submission of her body in a single-minded dedication to his pleasure brought forth an even stronger sensation of dominant accomplishment. Tyler knew this was one of the perks of fucking a cow. A freewoman would have stopped, spat his cock out, screamed at him, complained, or found some way to have avoided having to suck his cock in the first place. Maisie, however, did none of this. She was Tyler’s property, and she knew it. If anything, she felt little more than honor at having been put to good use as Tyler thrusted his way to beautiful orgasm deep within her aching throat. Tyler groaned and shivered while releasing his grasp letting Maisie retract to a more manageable depth. Dedicated and determined, she did not completely let go of his cock and go about gasping madly for air like a freewoman would. Rather, she held onto his cock forcing calm breaths through her nose while her undulating tongue sweetly guided Tyler’s salty cum out from his cock and into her mouth. Tyler leaned more fully against the wall shivering in pleasure and feeling weak in the knees as Maisie continued her suckling, lapping away every last bit of cum that he had to offer.

When she finally came off from his cock a wide, satisfied grin lay plastered across her face. She looked up at Tyler and pulled her hands out from his pants. “I hope that helped.” She said as Tyler helped her back up to her feet.

“That was hot as fuck.” Hank said and Tyler looked up realizing he had been ignoring the fact that Hank could see them. It didn’t really matter, though. It’s not like Hank’s opinion mattered any. Tyler zipped up his pants and nonchalantly grabbed Maisie’s restraining rod. He gave her a happy smile as he did this.

“You did good, old girl.” He simply said as he guided her over to Hank’s enclosure. Hank was hanging on the bars with beads of sweat and perspiration falling from his forehead as his engorged cock twitched in anticipation.

As soon as Maisie’s restraints were off and she was going through the pass through, Tyler called out “All right Hank, she’s all-”

He stopped his sentence. Hank, in insatiable desire, grabbed her and pulled her out from the passthrough.  She didn’t even have a chance as he spung her around and guided her wide, ample ass straight up to his own hips. The rapidness of his sexual takeover would have been terrifying except for the fact that Maisie knew what to expect and was prepared for it both mentally and physically. If anything, having some time to suck on Tyler’s cock had helped her get nice and wet with anticipation such that Hanks massive cock slid deep inside her body with no resistance at all. She moaned loudly as she submissively bent over grabbing onto the bars of the passthrough to steady her body as Hank thrusted hard, railing her from behind. Tyler watched as her mouth slacked open weakly and her eyes began to cross as her mental faculties started to deteriorate rapidly under the assault of incredible sexual pleasure.

“-yours.” Tyler finished. He said practically to himself as Maisie and Hank were clearly too busy with one another to care anything about what he had to say now.

Tyler watched for a few minutes with a faint hint of concern in his mind. Hank, with his impressive strength and near rabid sexual drive could easily hurt or even kill Maisie if he wanted to. He wasn’t going to, though, because Maisie was in no way inclined to deny him any pleasure he wanted from her body. She was a sturdy heifer, and all Hank was going to do to her was stretch out the walls of her pussy during the rest of their all-night breeding session. Tyler turned away and made a mental note to give Maisie a pregnancy check in a few weeks

Tyler continued down the hallway a little further passing in front of the beef cattle pen. A pair of wide, languid eyes peered out at him from the darkness behind the bars. He turned to look inside and squinted trying to see better through the darkness.

The eyes shrunk back lightly with a shy, feminine gasp.

“It’s okay little one. Come up here.”

A slender, young woman stepped forth. She quietly held her hands folded in front of her naked body and her wispy reddish-brown hair hung loosely along either side of her neck. She was more slender than Maisie and less voluptuous with breasts that would likely fill out a B-cup, that is if she had ever been given a bra to wear. Just like all other domestics, she wore nothing but a collar bearing a tag printed with “773” and the word “Felicia” written under it in marker. She stared at Tyler with a nervous gaze and her soft, lithe body trembled slightly.

“Is it time?” she asked in a whisper.

Tyler shook his head and said, “not yet.”

“Okay. You’ll tell me when it’s time, right?” Felicia asked staring at him through her soft, brown eyes.

Tyler nodded and said “of course.”

She smiled lightly and said “thank you, Farmer Tyler, I-”

Maisie’s screams of orgasm from down the hall cut her off. Both Felicia and Tyler cocked their heads to look in that direction briefly and then back to one another.

The girl swallowed and continued, “sounds like you’ll have a replacement for me pretty soon.”

“Maisie and Hank are working on it now. You don’t have to worry about that, though.”

Tyler nodded towards her asking, “can’t sleep?”

Felicia nodded.

“Scared?”

“Will it… uh… hurt…much?” Felicia asked quietly.

“I don’t really know for sure. Most professional organizations handle harvesting in a pretty efficient manner. Shouldn’t be any worse than a typical veterinary visit.”

“Oh…” Felicia said quietly.

“Of course, this is a new restaurant that I haven’t sold to before. That has me nervous. New customers can be… uh… difficult sometimes.”

Felicia’s eyes went wide as she asked “They’ll be difficult? Oh, no, Farmer Tayler, please tell me what I need to do. Do I need to do something to prepare for them.”

Tayler waved his hand dismissively and said, “no, no they won’t be difficult on you, they’ll be difficult on me. Processing reviews, receiving payment, delivery schedule demands… just…” He shrugged saying “ahh… don’t worry about it. Those are problems for me. Not you. Just be a good girl and they’ll handle the rest.”

“I’ll try.” Felicia said meekly.

From down the hall Hank moaned loudly in exultant orgasm.

Instinctively, Felicia’s fingers began to curl inwards towards her crotch from where she held her hands in front of it. She bit her lower lip lightly as she side-eyed towards the two older members of the herd consummating one another in a sexual feast.

Tyler glanced over at Maisie and Hank briefly before turning his attention back to Felicia.

“I’m still a bit scared, though.” Felicia said quietly.

“Would you like something to do to pass the time?” 
 

“Yes, but… what?”

Tyler nodded towards Maisie and Hank saying, “Sex.”

“You’ll let me have some time with Hank?” Felicia asked in surprise.

“No. me.”

She gasped in shock as her mouth fell wide open. Her hands raised up to cover her mouth revealing her smooth-shaved pussy, always trimmed neat and ready for expedient cooking preparation.

“You… seriously… you’ll let me, have you? But you didn’t even let Maisie have you and she’s your favorite.” Felicia sputtered in disbelief.

“Who says that she’s my favorite?” Tyler asked.

Felicia gestured saying “the whole herd. Whenever us girls get a chance to talk to Maisie, we always ask what sex with you is like. She always says it’s amazing. Hank just breeds her from behind like a common animal, but you make love to her so sweetly she says that she can close her eyes and pretend that she is a freewoman.”

Tyler smirked lightly as a thin chuckled escaped his lips.

“You’ll actually let me experience that?” Felicia asked

“Only if you can be on your absolute best behavior. No running, no fighting, no trying to escape, nothing like that.” Tyler warned firmly.

“Of course. Why would I try to escape when you’re offering me the best thing to ever happen in my life. But, I have to ask, why me?”

“By this time tomorrow your body will have been served to hungry customers.” He gestured across the bars to her saying “We might as well put your body to some good use while you’re alive. Besides, it’s not like anything I do to you at this stage matters in terms of pregnancy.”

“Oh.” Felicia said quietly.

“You do get a choice however and I want you to be honest with me on it. You’ll be out of your pen and vulnerable so I need to know before we do this if you think you can resist the innate desire to either harm me or try to escape.”

Felicia pouted slightly and replied, “Resist the desire? I don’t even feel any such desire to harm you or escape.”

As Tyler grabbed a pair of cuffs from the wall, he muttered to himself, “this girl’s got docile breeding, that’s for sure.”

A few minutes later, Felicia’s eyes lay plastered wide in surprise as Tyler guided her into the front of the ranch where a small apartment setup sat ready for them. He pushed her in gently by the neck-rod while she held her hands locked in clasps in front of her. The dark-stained heavy-wood paneled walls surrounded a simple bedroom setup with a small bathroom in the back corner, a mini-kitchenette off to the right, and a swivel chair in front of a massive bank of surveillance screens on the left. “built this place in the early days. Back then I had to sleep nearby to keep an eye on the herd twenty-four-seven.”

“Were people trying to steal us?” Felicia asked.

Tyler shook his head as he glanced over at the gun-safe seeing that it was still locked by a combination only he knew. “Escape attempts. That was before we got the breeding right. But… nah… you don’t need to worry about.”

Felicia mused, “why would anyone want to escape?” She looked at Tyler and said, “they must have been very stupid.”

“I suppose so. Anyhow, I’ll need to clean up your body before I fuck it.”

“Oh! I should have showered at the stables.”

“No need. I have a shower here and it’s better. It has hot water.”

“They make showers with hot water?”

Tyler smiled as he unhooked her restraining rod, “Yes. They do.”

“Oh my god! I have never experienced pleasure so incredible before!” Felicia said as she stepped into the spray of hot water. She held up both cuffed hands together catching the spray of hot water in them as the droplets dripped and sprinkled playfully across her smooth flesh. Tyler watched the cascades flow from her shoulders down along her breasts forming little dribbling waterfalls from each nipple as other streams slid down across her silky belly and converged between her hips drizzling along her crotch. He stripped off his own clothes and stepped into the shower behind her as she stuck her face into the water spray. She splashed more of the hot water onto her face from what she had collected up with her hands. She turned as he entered and seemed a bit terrified and cowed by his presence. She slunk back against the wall, but Tyler smiled at her reassuringly saying “it’s okay. The water is for you.”

Her eyes trailed along his muscular, hairy body descending across his chest, his stomach, and down to his crotch where his cock protruded out partially erect. She snapped her eyes back up to his face and trembled fearful that she would be punished for something that she wasn’t supposed to see.

“You’re naked.” Felicia said quietly.

“Better than getting my clothes wet.” Tyler replied with a sly smile.

“But… you’re a free human. Free humans wear clothing, domesticated humans don’t.”

Tyler nodded. He knew this stage and should have expected such rigid interpretations of reality from a farm animal who had never been outside the stables.

“You’re coming to the end of your life. You’ll get to experience several new things before you die. It’s best if you just accept them as they come. Understand?”

Felicia nodded slowly.

“I’m going to clean you up and then we’re going to have sex.”

Felicia nodded again saying, “okay. I’m not sure how to clean up in hot water, though. Or have sex, really… I mean…”

She frowned for a moment.

“What?” Tyler asked.

She shook her head and said, “I shouldn’t talk about it.”

“Go ahead, talk about it.”

“I’m sorry, Farmer Tyler, but I did have some sex with some of the castrated steers in our stable. Please forgive me for that.”

“They were able to have sex?” Tyler asked in earnest surprise.
 

Felicia gritted her teeth and replied, “Sort of. It wasn’t easy and kind of disappointing. Their shriveled-up cocks are so small not like Hanks or…” She glanced again briefly before saying “yours.”

Tyler pulled a bar of soap off the wall and wetted it down in his hands saying, “well, tonight should be better. Feel free to look at my cock as much as you like. You’re going to have it inside you soon enough. Before I do that, I’m going to clean you, so step over here.”

Felicia did as she was instructed on both parts. She stepped back into the spray keeping her eyes downcast staring intently at Tyler’s cock and feeling a slight thrill of excitement in knowing that she was looking at her future. Tyler didn’t bother wasting any accommodations for femininity with a farm-animal and spicy, masculine scents filled the air as he massaged suds from his own soap bar across her smooth, beautiful flesh. He then rubbed the soap on her hair rinsing it off in the spray as well. No shampoo or conditioner were wasted as Felicia remained nothing more than a creature that Tyler could shove his cock inside to alleviate the tension built up from his frigid marriage. Tomorrow he would be selling her for a decent profit. The hardest part, of course, were Felicia’s legs and feet which were naturally the filthiest and truly the reason he wanted to shower her before letting her in bed with him. 
 

Felicia moaned slightly in response to his soaping of her especially as he massaged suds across her sensitive breasts and down along her thighs. He grabbed her shoulders and turned her around to face towards the spray as he ran suds down along her back and buttocks bringing forth more appreciative groans from her mouth. Feeling the smooth, soft flesh of the submissive girl renewed a desire deep within Tyler’s loins and soon he felt as if the shower was taking too long. Of course, they had all night so he decided to make the most of it and play a little as he finished rinsing the suds away from her buttocks rubbing his hands along the firm, supple flesh a twinge of sadness that, outside of himself, the only other use humans will have for such elegant flesh will be eating it.

“Lean forward, put your hands against the wall.” He whispered into her ear instructionally. Felicia obeyed. He reached between her legs. She gasped and tensed up reflexively at his touch in her vulnerable regions. “Spread your legs.” He said to her firmly. She did so. She felt his fingers reach in from behind her and begin gently massaging the delicious little clit. Terror and pleasure filled her heart as every instinct told her that what was happening was wrong. She knew that she was an animal and didn’t deserve to be receiving pleasure from a free human. Still, Tyler was her farmer and she had to obey him as he was the reason for her existence. The cognitive dissonance clashed within her mind and a human with less selective breeding would have come to the conclusion that everything in their existence was a lie and that they should escape. Felicia, however, came to the conclusion that as long as she was doing as her farmer instructed, everything would be fine. Hot water continued to spray down on them both as Tyler reached around and cupped one of her breasts squeezing it gently and playing with her nipple squeezing it lightly between his thumb and forefinger while his other hand continued to massage her clit. Felicia began to shudder and whimper at the incredible sensations.

“Feel good?” Tyler whispered warmly into her ear.

“Y…ye… yes.” Felicia stuttered back.

“I think you’re nice and ready then.” Tyler said. He suddenly let go of her body. Her skin screamed maddingly at her with the suddenness of his absence. He quickly turned the shower off and stepped out grabbing a towel off the rack. Felicia’s mouth hung open limply as she slowly began to follow him like a desolate puppy desperate to experience that beautiful touch once again.

Tyler quickly dried himself off before drying Felicia off as well smiling the whole time.

“will you touch me again?” Felicia whispered.

“Lay on the bed, put your hands up over your head.” Tyler commanded as he finished drying her off. Felicia crawled up onto the meager twin-sized bed noticing a set of chains attached to the headboard. She ignored this as common as she rolled over and lifted her cuffed hands over her head feeling her body invigoratingly stretch out while the cool sheets of the bed caressed her back. Tyler stepped up alongside her on the bed. She turned her head to stare at his sweet, smoothly purple tipped cock knowing she could do nothing more than wait patiently for the pleasure he had promised her. She continued to stare hungrily as he fiddled with the headboard chains over her head leaning deliciously close to her. She felt the warmth of his body near, and his cock seemed so close she could almost kiss it. He paused briefly and looked down at her as a wry smile spread across his face, “would you like something to suckle on while I get you locked in?”

“Yes.” Felicia replied looking up at him with big, languid eyes. He got up on the bed near her chest with his knees for a moment before shifting his body over to warmly straddle her chest with his legs. She felt the incredibly, powerful, warmth of him on top of her juxtaposed against the tickling sensation of his leg hairs against either side of her chest. Her breasts lay compressed lightly beneath his thighs and he looked down at her waving a warning finger saying “suckle, not bite. Understand?” Felicia nodded and he maneuvered his hips better into position and pressed his cock down to reach towards her mouth. She opened wide and took the warm, soft flesh into her mouth desirously. He moaned lightly in pleasure and whispered “good girl” before returning to fastening on the latch about her wrists leaving her to play with his cock by rubbing her tongue across it’s smooth top and rippled frenulum. She could not bring him in deep by any stretch of the imagination in that angle but, still, sucking his cock as he chained her into place set the mood for Felicia and her pussy began buzzing with tingling sensations of desire.

Tyler smiled down at her as he finished chaining her arms down. “You are a good girl, aren’t you?” He mused as he began shifting his hips gently thrusting his cock into her mouth slightly as he went. “Mmm” Felicia mumbled while sucking away trying to come up with a response.

Tyler retracted from her as he began to shift away. She bent her head down and opened her mouth chasing after his cock which brought a subtle chuckle to his lips. “Don’t worry, little one. You’ll get to play with your friend again.” He said as he shifted his legs to slide in between her own. Felicia smoothly swung her legs out spreading her body open invitingly for her farmer.

“It would be unprofessional of me to sell you without taste-testing you myself first.” Tyler said with a chuckle. “You’re going to kill and eat me now?” Felicia asked with her eyes wide in shock. Tyler snorted “I keep forgetting, you have no sense of sarcasm.” He collected up her breast into his hand and pulled her small nipple into his mouth suckling at it lightly bringing forth sweet tickles of submissive pleasure from her frame. After a few moments of this he quit her breast and began kissing his way slowly down across her smooth belly. Felicia’s body tingled and quivered at the combined sensation of his small beard tickling her skin and his tender lips caressing it. With each kiss, he drew ever closer to her womanhood and Felicia dared not hope against promise that he might do something to it when he got there. She gasped lightly as he kissed her little belly button and began to groan as he started kissing his way down past her abdomen and across her smooth crotch. She shivered and held her eyes close not wanting to well hope within her mind as he paused briefly just over her womanhood. She felt strong arms descend along her inner thighs and his powerful thumbs press against her smooth labial lips while his firm fingers curled around her upper thigh. He gently pulled and the folds of her flesh obeyed parting open for her farmer to have his way with her sexual parts. She nearly screamed in excitement as she felt his beard tickle her lips and his warm, wet tongue touch her quivering clit. A smooth lap of his tongue produced a jolt of pleasure the likes of which she could not contain. A whimpering yelp exited her mouth as her legs instinctively flexed. Mercifully, he pinned them down preventing her from committing the cardinal sin of harming her farmer, even by accident. His delicious tongue continued stroking powerful waves of elegant pleasure through her very core making her pussy grow hungrier with every taste.

“you’ll taste just fine.” He said smugly before giving a parting kiss to her womanhood and rising back up to spread across her body more fully.

Her face turned loving and languid as his face swung into view. She felt the powerful warmth of his body lying on top of her own along with the delicious titillations of his chest hair tickling her nipples. Down, beneath her legs, she felt his cock prod longingly along her inner thigh and she knew it was only a matter of him centering up his hips so that he could plunge it deep within her pussy. Felicia never imagined she would get to be this lucky and a part of her knew that one cause for such a beautiful treat was that she would be dead come this time tomorrow. The thought had less fear for her than it would for a free human facing their demise, as Felicia had been raised for this purpose alone. She felt no grief over the loss of what she could have accomplished over the rest of her life, since domestics don’t ‘accomplish’ anything other than milk and meat. This dark thought ran through her mind and Felicia suddenly felt eerily out of place. She didn’t belong there, underneath the farmer. That was Samantha’s rightful place. She was a freewoman married to him and it was only right for the farmer to take the wife. Here, he was just fucking an animal for the fun of it.

Felicia began to shiver for a moment, but Tyler grabbed either side of her head and turned her to look in his face. “Are you okay?” he asked gently.

“I shouldn’t be here.” Felicia replied sullenly. She whimpered “I don’t deserve this. I don’t even have a last name.” Tyler smiled at her and said, “lots of people get something they don’t deserve. Maybe it would help if you pretended.”

“Pretended?”

“Yes, imagine something with me. A fantasy to help you feel better while I have sex with you.”

Felicia swallowed hard and nodded saying, “what fantasy should I imagine?”

“How about you pretend that you are Felicia…” He twisted his lips for a second before continuing “…Smith. You’re a free woman having sex with a man because she wants to. Would you like to do that…”

“…Miss Smith?” he finished with a winning grin.

Felicia’s chest heaved lightly as she panted at his words as well as his powerful cock so close to her pussy. “We’ll pretend… for tonight?” She asked.

“Just for tonight. Okay?”

“Yeah, I’m, Miss Smith. I’m a woman. I’m having sex with a man.”

“Would you like a kiss?”

“Yes.” Felicia said her eyes glistening at the beautiful thought of being kissed by a free man before she forced the fantasy to the forefront of her mind. She thought, “of course I’m being kissed by a freeman. I’m a free-woman after all and free-people kiss each other all the time.”

She turned her head slightly to the side as far as it could. She felt her temple press lightly into her right bicep as her arms were chained over her head. For his part, Tyler swung in gently and planted a long, sensual kiss upon her lips. Felicia lay still for a second before he released the kiss saying, “You may kiss me back, Miss Smith.” Felicia smiled at the words and Tyler lay his kiss into her smile. She felt his coarse lips massage her own and his tongue enter her mouth where she caressed it gently with her own just as she had done with his cock a little before. She then got her chance to press her tongue into his mouth and feel the ministrations from him.

She was having so much fun kissing him that she initially ignored the sensation of his weight shifting on top of her until she felt the smooth head of his cock begin parting the fleshy curtains of her labia. Her eyes shot open at this, but he held the kiss. He opened his eyes to look at her and gave her an intimate wink to let her know it would be alright as he thrust deep inside her pressing her womanhood open forcing it to accommodate his veiny cock. Felicia gasped and nearly broke the kiss, but Tyler gently placed his hands on either side of her face to keep her still as her soft body naturally succumbed to his will and opened up to let him take from its very core the pleasures he desired. Fear filled Felicia’s mind for a moment but with her hands chained and Tyler so close she knew that she would be okay. This gave her the permission she needed to let her body do what it wanted. She allowed her eyes to roll up into the back of her head blindly and dumbly as she lost conscious thought and coherent vision under the onslaught of such powerful sexual pleasure.

She felt safe letting this happen because her farmer had her and was handling her the way he wanted to. All she had to do to be good livestock was to obey his commands, same as she had learned back during the training sessions of her childhood. She vaguely remembered that he told her to pretend that she was a freewoman having sex of her own accord but now that fantasy grew scary in her mind.

Free women make decisions and face consequences. Domesticated animals such as herself had no consequences save for those caused by making their farmers mad. Still, she had received a command from her farmer and could not justify ignoring it, so she forced her mind to pretend that she was Felicia Smith, a freewoman having sex with him because she wanted to. A combination of intense pleasure and a subtle after-taste of slight, muscle-stretched pain flooded her pussy, and she could well imagine why a woman would enjoy this. Felicia closed her eyes and forced her mind to imagine the fantasy as he began thrusting rhythmically deep inside her striking sweetly against her clit from time to time as he went. It wasn’t enough to make her climax but definitely welled up desire within her body, a desire which was beginning to overcome her mind.

They broke kiss and Felicia moaned out, “Suck my nipples.”

Panic.

The words had left her mouth without engaging her brain.

She knew the depth of her sin as animals do not command farmers, it is the other way around. Already she could picture him pulling out from her in disgust, dragging her back to the pens, chaining her up to a post, and using the electric prod on her to send shockwaves of pain throughout her body. She would fill the night air with her screams, but never protest as she knew that all her pain had been caused by her own, three, stupid words.

This, however, didn’t happen…

To her surprise, he bent his head down and took up her left nipple in his mouth and began suckling away sweetly at it spreading fresh warmth and tantalizing tingles which served as the perfect accompaniment to the powerful, base-notes of pleasure from his continued thrusting.

“Oh, Tyler, I’m so sorry. I…” Felicia panted out still unable to process the whiplash of fear and pleasure she was experiencing. Tyler let go of her nipple and looked up at her saying, “just pretend to be a free woman. You can ask for what you like, sexually that is.”

“Oh, thank you.” Felicia moaned as he returned to suckling at her breast. His thrusting increased in tempo and his desire reached a fevered pitch as she felt his cock grow even larger than she thought possible deep within her womanhood. He let go of her breast and righted himself again. Instead of kissing her lips, however, he brought his mouth around her neck in a sensual kiss across her delicate flesh. Felicia gasped knowing that the apex predator had her by the throat, his teeth mere millimeters from the life-giving blood flowing through her arteries. She felt even more like livestock than before. She felt like his prey-animal raised only for the purpose of sacrificing her life to be his meat and a part of her fantasized about him skipping the whole selling her to some snooty restaurant that she had never head of before and just clamping his teeth down across her neck.  She imagined looking into his eyes one last time and giving him one final, intimate smile as darkness overtook her so that he would know she was happy to be his food. In her fantasy, he truly behaved like a large predator. All precautions and protocols were thrown to the wind, as he would gobble her entire body up, slurping her delicate meat off her bones and swallowing her organs whole, right there on the bed leaving nothing behind but a bloody skeleton wearing a metal collar and a pair of cuffs.

This, however, didn’t happen…

What did happen is he groaned deliciously against her throat letting the vibrations of his lips and teeth communicate the intense pleasure he was feeling as his body stiffened and shuddered. A fresh wave of wetness passed between her thighs and Felicia groaned at the fresh sensation of his cockhead stretching her even more than before as it began rhythmically pulsing as it squirted his seed deep within her womanhood. Had she more than twenty-four hours left to live, it would have been an incredible honor to bear a child for him, but such would not be her fate.

After cumming deep inside her, Tyler held still on top of her for a while. He released his hold on her neck and instead rested his head on her arm breathing hot air across her chest as he panted from pleasure and exertion. After a few moments, he rolled off to the side letting his cock flop out from her as he collapsed onto the bed. Felicia lay there with her arms still pinned over her head whimpering softly in a delicious, breathy, high pitch. She wished for free motion of her arms, not so she could escape but so that she could masturbate and pick up with pleasuring herself with where he had left off. Seemingly sensing her predicament, Tyler casually lay a warm arm across her belly resting his hand over her crotch.

“Would you like to sing like Maisie?” He asked.

“Yes.” Felicia replied. She felt his warm, powerful fingers curl down into her finding her throbbing clitoris. In her already aroused and sensitive state, the sensation of his touch filled her nearly instantaneously. While the pleasure during sex felt like warm food filling her hungry womanhood, the direct touch felt like lightening filling her body instantly with unbridled pleasure the likes of which she could not bear. A slight fear filled her mind as it felt like Tyler’s sliding fingers hijacked directly into her nerve system and began playing with a power that she wasn’t sure he could ever understand. Her body contorted violently out of her control as her hips angled downward desperately yearning to experience more of that beautiful, addictive pleasure which he fed her. Felicia snapped her head back and shuddered as screams fled from her mouth. His beautiful fingers didn’t stop, however, as he continued pumping raw, sexual pleasure into her body by the slight little twitches of his hand. Felicia growled like an animal and her hips began bucking wildly. Her pussy suddenly felt immensely hollow and famished as it yearned for something firm and powerful to fill it. “Put something in me, now!” she screamed, forgetting her place in that moment desperate for him to fill her. If he just but let her feel something inside her body while he fed this pleasure through her, he could then spend the rest of the night electrocuting her mercilessly and she would still die a happy woman tomorrow.

Tyler sat up and slid around behind her. He sat between her wide-spread legs with her knees draped over his thighs. She felt his cock press into her from below parting the quivering little lips of her pussy and filling the hungry void with warmth and comfort while the storm of pleasure continued caused by the expert twiddling of his thumb. His cock wasn’t particularly deep, given the odd angle he sat in, but he filled her enough to quell the hunger in her womanhood. Pretty soon, Felicia sang the same song Maisie had sung earlier. She filled the air with her throaty, full-bodied screams as her body passed from her possession and her mind blanked into a beautiful oblivion. It felt like crashing through waves on the ocean with nothing but Tyler’s cock inside to anchor her. The onslaught continued as she screamed through several orgasms in a row before collapsing back in exhaustion as he finally released her from under his thumb.

Waking from the near catatonia of an orgasm even more intense than what her wildest imaginations could conjure, she felt her body tremble as her legs tightened around the beautiful, warm, powerful frame of her farmer pulling his cock deeper inside her. Words would not come to her mind, and she could not conjure a way to thank him, save for keeping his delicious cock deep inside her body where a greedy part of her mind thought it ought to belong. Strange whirling began whistling through her mind. Questions such as what if Tyler decided not to sell her and rather just keep her here, chained up on his bed and fucked her all day and all night for eternity. She knew this wouldn’t happen, but the thought still rattled about in her sex-drunk brain as her pussy tightened and relaxed reflexively around the cock which filled it.

“Better?” Tyler asked with a knowing smirk in his voice.

“Yes…” Felicia panted.

“I feel better to.” He replied as he slowly pulled out from her pussy and crawled around over beside her.

“Ready to have those cuffs off?”

“Off? No. What should I do with my hands?” she asked in trepidation.

“Don’t worry. I’ll give you specific instructions. You’re not feeling any survival instinct kicking in though, right?”

“No. I don’t feel any such wretched thing. All I feel now is beauty and light and…” Felicia sighed and let out a sound halfway between a hum and a purr as she finished, “…all good things.”

Tyler reached up over her head. With significantly less fanfare than before, he unbound her hands guiding them down while staring intimately into her eyes.

He gave her a reassuring smile. She shivered lightly in fear, but he whispered to her “you’ll be fine. I’ll show you want to do.”

He shifted himself to lay down beside her and said, “turn on your side and lift up your head.” she did so, and he slid his shoulder in underneath letting her rest upon his warm upper chest in a repose of intimate warmth. She felt tenderly cared for in that moment lying there next to him curled up alongside his muscular ribs resting her head upon his bicep. He continued speaking, “good girl, now take your hands here.” He gathered up her hands. Her right was a bit at an awkward angle, as it snaked up from between the two of them but, mercifully, he didn’t pull it far. Rather he simply pulled it over to wrap her small lithe fingers around his cock. Unlike before, this time his cock felt wet and slippery. Felicia felt a strange hint of disgust for the faintest glimpse of a moment before remembering that it was wet and slipper because of her. It was her womanly juices making his cock so messy. His cock also felt a bit softer, relaxing slightly now after having been used to penetrate her soft and submissive body and squirt his cum deep inside. He gently pulled her left hand over and cupped it beneath his own balls.

This was a bit of a new sensation for Felicia, as all the steers she was housed with had lost their own pair of balls before they were moved into common housing. “You can massage them if you like but don’t squeeze them. Squeezing them hurts and you will be punished for it.” Felicia nodded feeling her hair shift beneath the side of her face that was pressed up against his arm. He continued, “you can use your thumb to stroke my cock head if you like. Feel free to play and have fun. I’m tired now, but I’ll likely wake up later tonight. When that happens, I’ll fuck you again. There’s nothing you can do about that since your body is still my property. All you can do is lie here and rest up yourself while holding onto the cock that’s going to be pressed deep inside you at least a few more times later tonight depending on how often I wake up. Your job is to take care of that cock. Keep it warm with your hands and happy with your fingers. If you feel it grow too hard and desirous, go ahead and be a good girl and slide down and suckle on it until I wake up to fuck you again. This will help you pass the time until you die. Understand?”

“Yes, Farmer Tyler.” Felicia whispered breathily as she began stroking the delicious frenulum of the veiny, hot cock in her hand with her thumb while smoothly massaging his warm, bulbous balls with her left hand. He reached over and flipped a switch turning off the lights then using his feet to kick the blankets up from the foot of the bed to pull them up over both himself and Felicia. She lay their dutifully massaging his manhood as he drifted off into a beautiful sleep filled with sensual dreams.

Darkness filled her eyes as Felicia slowly roused. Terror filled her in that nothing filled her hands. She too must have fallen asleep and been neglectful of her duties in the darkness, she now lay on her side away from Farmer Tyler. A comforting motion came from below, something akin to riding a bucking bronco as her hips and belly thrusted forward and back in a gentle rhythm. That loving, powerful sensation of fulness pressed deep inside her womanhood as well and Felicia’s panic turned to relief as she realized that, although Tyler had indeed woken in the night and her hands were not busy with pleasuring his manhood, her pussy was taking care of him for her. She sighed in relief and moaned lightly in pleasure as his swinging balls flicked up lightly glossing across the top of her clit. He grabbed onto her hip, holding firmly onto her pelvic bone to stabilize her body as he thrust over-and-over again deep inside her until he groaned loudly and squirted once more, deep inside her womanhood. Her eyes could perceive nothing in the dark, but she felt him grow limp once more as he curled up against her smooth back panting in exhaustion and pleasure. Felicia smiled knowing that, although she was a failure at even the simplest of tasks, her pussy was handling him quite well. She truly hoped he liked her pussy, that it felt good for him in ways that she could never fully understand. Slowly she drifted off to sleep with her farmer’s cock still buried deep inside her body. Peace filled Felicia’s mind as she felt solace in that smart Farmer Tyler had found a good use for her body outside of just meat. Doing anything other than waiting for the slaughter was a pretty big accomplishment for an animal such as herself and a small sense of pride welled within her that made her mouth spread into a sweet smile as she lay next to her farmer on the last night of her life.
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