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I went out to the middle of nowhere for some much needed self-care retreat, but I didn’t expect to be greeted by a seven-foot-tall minotaur. After catching my cheating boyfriend and losing my job, I'm ready for a fresh start… but not THIS fresh!

Andros and his brothers run a very special kind of wellness retreat. The moment I meet them, my body starts responding in impossible ways. I've never been pregnant, but suddenly I'm producing rich, creamy milk that drives the three giant minotaurs wild with need.

They want to keep me. Worship me. Breed me.

And I'm discovering I want nothing more than to be their perfect little milk cow.

Warning: This taboo RH Monster Romance includes instalove, lactation kink, breeding kink, MFMM, possessive alphas, extreme size difference, plus size heroine, and three minotaurs who never let their cow leave unsatisfied.


CHAPTER ONE

My GPS died twenty minutes ago, but I'm too desperate to turn back now. The winding mountain road leads to Thornfield Farm - the wellness retreat that promised "personalized care" and "transformative experiences." After discovering my boyfriend with his yoga instructor, losing my library job, and enduring daily calls from my mother about giving her grandchildren, I need transformation more than I need good cell service.

The valley spreads out before me like a fairy tale. Rolling green pastures stretch between gentle hills, dotted with pristine white buildings. Everything looks impossibly perfect, like someone took the platonic ideal of a dairy farm and made it real.

I follow the main road to a larger complex at the valley's heart. The sign reads "Thornfield Farm - Crescent Valley Co-op Founding Member" in elegant script. The farmhouse is beautiful - a sprawling Victorian painted cream and sage green, with wraparound porches and flower boxes overflowing with colorful blooms.

I park in the gravel circle drive and take a deep breath. The mountain air carries the scent of wildflowers and something else - something warm and almost spicy that makes my pulse quicken and heat pool low in my belly.

"You must be Sarah."

I turn toward the deep voice and nearly stumble. Standing on the porch steps is the most stunning creature I've ever seen. He's massive - easily seven feet tall with shoulders so broad they block out the sun. His torso is powerfully built, covered in fine dark brown fur that catches the light like velvet.

His head is unmistakably bull-like - an elongated face with a broad, flat nose that flares with each breath. Two curved horns, polished to gleaming ivory, emerge from his skull. But it's his eyes that make me stare and forget to breathe. They're large and liquid amber, with horizontal pupils that dilate as he looks at me. There's intelligence there that's completely human, but the intensity is purely predatory.

His muzzle is covered in the same dark fur as the rest of him. When he speaks, I can see large, flat teeth and sharp, prominent canines. His neck is thick and powerful, leading to shoulders that strain against his custom-made flannel shirt. His arms are massive, corded with muscle and covered in dark fur, ending in hands that are distinctly non-human - larger than any man's, with thick fingers ending in blunt but sturdy nails.

There's a scent to him that's overwhelming - warm and earthy and musky in a way that makes my head spin. It's animal but not unpleasant, rich and masculine and completely intoxicating. My body responds before my brain can catch up, warmth spreading through me, my nipples hardening against my bra.

"I'm Andros," he says, walking down the steps with easy grace. His voice is a deep bass rumble that I feel in my bones. "We've been expecting you."

"Andros?" I squeak, then clear my throat. "Sorry, I thought you said Andrew, that’s my ex’s name.”

His smile is sympathetic, but I catch a flash of satisfaction in those golden eyes. "Bad memories?"

"The worst," I admit, wondering why I'm oversharing. But his presence makes me want to bare everything. "I'm hoping this place will help me make better ones."

"I think we can guarantee that," he says, his tone making heat curl low in my belly.

Before I can protest, he's lifting my suitcase like it weighs nothing. The casual display of strength makes my mouth go dry.

"You're stronger than you look," I say, then immediately blush.

"Mountain living builds character. And muscle." His smile is warm but his golden eyes hold pure predatory hunger.

"The other guests are...?"

"You're our only guest this week," Andros says, setting my suitcase down to open the front door. "We prefer to focus on one person at a time. More personalized attention that way."

The way he says "personalized attention" makes my cheeks warm and my thighs clench. It's been three months since Marc and I broke up, and my libido has decided now is the perfect time to wake up.

"Come inside," he says, his hand settling on the small of my back to guide me. Even through my sweater, his touch burns. "Let me show you around."

The farmhouse interior is even more beautiful than the exterior, but I can barely focus on the decor. Andros' presence is overwhelming - his size, his scent, the way he keeps looking at me like he wants to devour me whole.

"This is gorgeous," I breathe, turning in a slow circle.

"Thank you. My brothers and I put a lot of work into restoring it." His hand is still on my back, thumb stroking small circles that make me shiver.

"Brothers?"

"Evander and Dorion. You'll meet them soon." His other hand comes up to brush a strand of hair from my face, fingertips grazing my cheek. "We all live here together and run the farm as a family operation."

The casual touch sends electricity through my system. When was the last time anyone touched me like this - like I was desirable?

"What kind of farm is it exactly?" I ask, proud that my voice stays steady despite the way he's looking at me.

"We specialize in wellness services," Andros says, his thumb tracing along my jawline now. "Stress relief, therapeutic treatments. A very... hands-on approach."

"Therapeutic treatments?"

"You'll see," he promises, and now both his hands are framing my face, those massive palms making me feel delicate and treasured. "But first, let me show you to your room."

I don't step back. I can't make myself move. His touch feels too good, and it's been so long since anyone looked at me like this.

"Sarah," he says softly, and the way he says my name makes me shiver. "Are you feeling alright? You seem... flushed."

I am flushed. I can feel heat radiating from my skin, and there's a strange tingling in my breasts that I don't understand. "I'm fine," I whisper, but even as I say it, I realize I'm not fine at all.

My body is changing. The tingling in my breasts is getting stronger, and they feel heavier, more sensitive than usual. When Andros' thumb traces over my bottom lip, I can't help but part my lips, my breath coming faster.

"Such a responsive little thing," he murmurs, and there's definite approval in his voice. "That's a very good sign."

"Sign of what?" I ask, but I'm distracted by the way his other hand has dropped to my waist, fingers splaying possessively across my hip.

"Some women have special gifts," he says, his voice low and hypnotic. "Rare abilities that make them valuable. Treasured."

"I don't understand," I breathe, but even as I say it, I feel that strange tingling intensify. My bra suddenly feels too tight, and there's an odd dampness forming against the fabric.

Andros' nostrils flare. "Oh," he says with deep satisfaction. "You definitely have the gift."

"What gift?" But even as I ask, I look down and gasp. My sweater is damp across my chest, growing wetter by the second. The liquid is white, creamy, and there's no mistaking what it is.

"How is this possible?" I stammer, but my body seems to know exactly what it's doing. The relief as my milk begins to flow is immediate and overwhelming.

"Your body recognizes what I am," Andros explains, his hands tightening on me possessively. "What I need. It's responding to my presence, preparing to nourish me."

"But I'm not pregnant," I protest weakly. “Wait, did you say you?”

"You don't need to be," he says, his voice rough with hunger. "Some women can produce milk when properly stimulated. It's rare, precious. And right now, your body is offering me exactly what I crave most."

My bra is completely soaked now, and I can feel milk beading on my nipples, soaking through my sweater. The sensation is unlike anything I've ever experienced - intense pressure followed by sweet relief, pleasure that borders on overwhelming.

"This is impossible," I breathe, but it feels exactly right. Like this is what I've been missing my entire life.

"Is it?" Andros asks, one hand sliding up to cup my breast through the soaked fabric. "Or does it feel like exactly what you need?"

When his large palm covers my breast, I cry out from the intensity. The pressure of his touch makes more milk flow, and the combination of relief and arousal is making me dizzy.

"Please," I gasp, not even sure what I'm asking for.

"Let me help you," he says softly, his thumb rubbing over my hardened nipple through the wet fabric. "Let me ease the pressure. But only if you want me to."

I know I should say no. This is insane. But my body is aching, desperate for relief, and the way he's looking at me - with hunger and reverence and pure need - makes me feel more desired than I ever have.

"Yes," I whisper. "Please help me."

His smile is triumphant and tender. "Such a good girl," he murmurs, already working at the buttons of my cardigan. "Let me take care of you."

When he pushes the cardigan off my shoulders, the cool air hits my soaked sweater and makes me shiver. But Andros' hands are burning hot as they frame my ribcage, thumbs stroking along the underside of my breasts.

"So beautiful," he breathes. "So perfect."

He lifts the hem of my sweater, and I raise my arms to let him pull it over my head. My bra is completely transparent now, soaked through with milk, and I don't feel embarrassed. Instead, I feel powerful. The way Andros is looking at my chest - with pure hunger and awe - makes me arch my back, presenting my dripping breasts to him like an offering.

"Fuck," he growls, his voice rougher now. "Look at those perfect tits, already leaking for me."

The crude word makes me wetter. I want to be this way for him. I want to be everything he needs.

"Please," I whimper, the pressure in my breasts becoming almost painful. "I need..."

"I know what you need," he says, reaching behind me to unclasp my bra. "Let me give it to you."

When the soaked fabric falls away, my breasts are exposed to his ravenous gaze. They're swollen and heavy, practically gushing milk, and Andros makes a sound that's purely animalistic.

"Perfect udders," he says roughly, and the degrading word sends arousal flooding through me. "Already dripping and ready for me."

His massive hands engulf my breasts completely, fingers squeezing gently, and I cry out as milk sprays from my nipples. The relief is incredible, but it only seems to make me produce more.

"That's it," he encourages, his thumbs rubbing over my aching nipples. "Give me everything."

When he lifts one heavy breast toward his mouth, I can barely breathe from anticipation. "Please," I beg shamelessly. "I need your mouth on me."

"Such a good girl, asking so prettily," he purrs. "I'm going to drain these beautiful tits."

When his lips close around my nipple, the sensation is so intense I scream. His mouth is furnace-hot, his tongue rough as he laps at the steady stream of milk. He sucks with incredible force, his cheeks hollowing as he drinks deeply, and the combination of relief and pleasure makes my knees buckle.

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

He doesn't. He feeds from me with single-minded intensity, one massive hand supporting my back while the other kneads my free breast, keeping the milk flowing. I can feel myself getting wetter with each pull of his mouth, my body responding to his dominance in ways I never knew possible.

This is my life now, I realize through the haze of pleasure. This is what I've been searching for without knowing it. Not just escape from my old life, but this - being needed, desired, treasured for something uniquely mine.

"More," I gasp, pressing closer to him. "Please, I need more."


CHAPTER TWO

Andros finally releases my nipple with a wet pop, and I whimper at the loss. My breast feels lighter but still heavy, and I can see creamy drops still beading at the tip.

"Delicious," he rumbles, his tongue darting out to catch a stray drop from his lips. "But you're still so full, aren't you, sweet cow?"

Before I can answer, I hear footsteps on the porch. Heavy, deliberate steps that make the floorboards creak under significant weight.

"Expecting company?" I ask breathlessly, suddenly aware that I'm topless in this man's arms with milk still dripping from my breasts.

Andros' smile is devious. "My brothers. They caught your scent the moment you arrived."

"My scent?"

"Sweet milk and arousal," he says bluntly, making me flush. "Impossible for our kind to ignore."

The front door opens, and two more minotaurs enter. My mouth goes dry as I take them in. They're all clearly related - the same liquid amber eyes, the same dark fur covering their powerful frames, the same impossibly massive builds - but each is distinct.

The first one is even larger than Andros, standing nearly eight feet tall with shoulders that seem to take up the entire doorway. His fur is darker, almost black, and his horns curve more dramatically. The shirt he's wearing looks ready to split from the sheer bulk of his chest and arms. When his eyes lock onto my exposed breasts, his nostrils flare and I can see his massive canines.

The second is leaner but still enormous, probably seven and a half feet of solid muscle. His fur has distinct reddish highlights, and his horns are more elegantly curved. He's wearing a button-down with the sleeves rolled up, revealing forearms covered in auburn-tinted fur that makes my mouth water.

"Well, well," the darker one says, his voice even deeper than Andros'. "What do we have here?"

"Dorion, Evander," Andros says without loosening his grip on me. "Meet Sarah. She has the gift."

Dorion - the larger, darker brother - takes a step closer, his amber eyes fixed on my dripping breasts with obvious hunger. "I can smell that from here. Sweet cream and desperation."

"Please," I whisper, not sure what I'm asking for. The pressure in my remaining breast is building again, and having three sets of predatory eyes on me is making me wetter by the second.

"Look how she's leaking," Evander observes, moving to my other side. His voice is gentler but his eyes burn with the same intensity. "Poor little cow, so full and aching."

"We should help her," Dorion says, reaching out to brush a finger along my jaw. His touch burns. "It would be cruel to leave her suffering."

Andros' grip on me tightens possessively. "She's already responding beautifully. Aren't you, sweet thing?"

I can only nod, lost in the overwhelming sensation of being surrounded by them. Their combined scent is intoxicating, and I can feel my body preparing to produce even more milk in response to their presence.

"Do you want help?" Evander asks softly, his hand hovering just above my neglected breast. "Help to ease the pressure?"

"Yes," I breathe without hesitation. "Please."

The moment Evander's palm settles over my breast, I cry out. His touch is different from Andros' - more gentle but just as burning hot. He squeezes carefully, and milk immediately sprays between his fingers.

"Fuck," Dorion growls. "Look at that. She's gushing for us."

"Such a responsive little heifer," Andros murmurs approvingly. "Born for this."

Dorion moves behind me, his massive frame pressing against my back. I can feel the hard ridge of his cock through his jeans, and it's enormous. "Been waiting so long for a woman like you," he rumbles against my ear. "One who can feed us properly."

"Feed you?" I gasp as Evander's thumb finds my nipple and rubs in slow circles.

"Our kind needs milk to thrive," Evander explains, his touch making me arch against Dorion's chest. "But it has to be fresh, willing. From a woman who wants to nourish us."

"And you want that, don't you?" Dorion asks, his hands settling on my hips, fingers digging in possessively. "Want to be our perfect little milk cow?"

The degrading term makes my pussy clench. "Yes," I admit shamelessly. "I want it so much."

"Good girl," Andros praises, his free hand sliding down to cup between my legs through my jeans. "Already soaked through your pants. Such a needy little thing."

I am soaked. The combination of their touches, their words, the overwhelming masculinity surrounding me - it's more arousing than anything I've ever experienced.

"Let's get these clothes off," Dorion suggests, his fingers already working at the button of my jeans. "Want to see all of our little cow."

They strip me with efficient coordination, hands everywhere as they remove my remaining clothes. Within moments I'm completely naked, surrounded by three fully-dressed minotaurs who are looking at me like I'm the most precious thing they've ever seen.

"Perfect," Evander breathes, his eyes roaming over my curves. "Absolutely perfect."

"Made for breeding," Dorion agrees, his massive hands spanning my waist. "Look at those wide hips, those heavy tits. Built to carry our calves and feed them."

Their crude assessment makes me burn with need. "Please," I whimper. "I need..."

"We know what you need," Andros says, guiding me toward the couch. "Lie back, sweet cow. Let us take care of you properly."

They position me on the soft cushions, my legs spread wide, completely exposed to their hungry gazes.

"Such a pretty little cunt," Dorion observes, his finger tracing along my inner thigh. "Already dripping wet for us."

"And these gorgeous udders," Evander adds, cupping both my breasts in his large hands. "So full and heavy. When did you last produce milk?"

"Never," I admit breathlessly. "Not until today. Not until Andros touched me."

All three brothers exchange looks of pure satisfaction.

"A virgin cow," Andros says with reverence. "No wonder you're so responsive. Your body's been waiting for us."

Evander leans down and takes my nipple into his mouth, and I scream from the intensity. His technique is different from Andros' - gentler but more thorough, his tongue working in patterns that make me see stars.

"My turn," Dorion demands, claiming my other breast. When both brothers are nursing from me simultaneously, the pleasure is so overwhelming I can barely think.

Andros settles between my spread legs, his eyes fixed on my exposed pussy. "Going to taste you while my brothers drain these perfect tits," he announces. "Want to see how wet you get from being milked."

When his tongue makes first contact with my clit, I nearly come immediately. The combination of having both breasts suckled while Andros devours my pussy is more stimulation than I ever imagined possible.

"Oh god," I gasp. "Don't stop, please don't stop."

They don't. They work me with single-minded intensity, Dorion and Evander drawing steady streams of milk from my aching breasts while Andros' talented tongue brings me closer and closer to the edge.

"Taste so fucking good," Andros growls against my pussy. "Sweet little cunt getting wetter every time they suck your tits."

"Going to come for us?" Dorion asks, pulling back just long enough to speak before diving back to my breast. "Going to come while we milk you like the good little cow you are?"

"Yes," I scream, my back arching off the couch. "Oh fuck, yes, I'm going to come."

The orgasm that crashes through me is devastating. My pussy pulses against Andros' mouth while milk practically shoots from my nipples, feeding Dorion and Evander as I convulse with pleasure.

"That's it," Evander encourages, his voice muffled against my breast. "Come for us, beautiful. Show us how much you love being our milk cow."

I'm still shaking when they finally pull back, my body limp and satisfied. But the look in their eyes tells me we're far from finished.

"How do you feel, little cow?" Andros asks, his lips glistening with my arousal.

"Empty," I whisper honestly. "Like I need to be filled."

"We can help with that," Dorion says with a wicked grin, his hands already moving to his belt. "Time to show you what minotaur cocks can do."

My pussy clenches at the promise, already desperate despite having just come harder than ever before.

"Please," I beg shamelessly. "I need all of you."

"You'll get us," Andros promises, standing to strip off his shirt. "Every fucking inch."


CHAPTER THREE

The sight of three massive minotaurs stripping naked makes my mouth go dry. Their bodies are incredible - all powerful muscle and fur, built on a scale that makes me feel delicate and feminine. But it's their cocks that make me gasp.

Each brother is hung like the bull he resembles. Dorion is the largest, his shaft thick as my arm and veined with prominent ridges. The head is flared and already weeping precum. Evander is just as impressive, his cock slightly curved and flushed dark with arousal. Andros stands between them, stroking himself slowly, his length intimidating and perfect.

"Like what you see, little cow?" Dorion asks, noting my wide-eyed stare.

"They're huge," I breathe, my pussy clenching at the thought of taking even one of them.

"And they're all going inside you," Andros promises, moving closer. "Every inch, in every hole, until you're completely claimed."

"I don't know if I can..." I start, but Evander cuts me off with a gentle kiss.

"You can," he murmurs against my lips. "Your body was made for this. Made for us."

Dorion kneels on the couch beside me, his massive, twitching cock bobbing near my face. "Why don't you start by tasting me, sweet cow? Get that pretty mouth used to bull cock."

The command makes heat flood through me. I turn toward him, my tongue darting out to lick the swollen head. He tastes musky and male, with a hint of wildness that makes me desperate for more.

"That's it," he groans, his hand tangling in my hair. "Suck it like a good little milk slut."

I open my mouth wider, taking as much of him as I can manage. He's so thick I can barely wrap my lips around him, but the stretch feels incredible. The weight of him on my tongue, the way he pulses with arousal - it's intoxicating.

"Fuck, look at those lips stretched around my cock," Dorion growls, his hips rocking slightly. "Born to suck bull meat."

While I work Dorion with my mouth, I feel Evander positioning himself between my legs. His hands spread my thighs wider, exposing my dripping pussy completely.

"So wet and ready," he murmurs appreciatively. "Going to stretch this tight little cunt until you can't think of anything else."

The broad head of his cock presses against my entrance, and I moan around Dorion's shaft. Evander pushes forward slowly, letting me adjust to his size, but even his careful approach has me gasping.

"Holy fuck," I pull off Dorion's cock to cry out as Evander fills me. "So big, so fucking big."

"And you love it," Andros says, moving to my side. His hands find my breasts, which are already heavy with milk again. "Love being stuffed full of bull cock while your udders leak for us."

He's right. The stretch as Evander works deeper inside me is overwhelming, but it feels perfect. Like this is exactly what my body was designed for.

"Take more of Dorion," Andros commands, guiding my head back toward the massive cock waiting for my mouth. "Show him what a good little cocksucker you are."

I obey eagerly, taking Dorion deeper while Evander begins to move inside me with long, steady strokes. The feeling is incredible - my mouth stretched around one brother while another fills my pussy completely.

"Such a perfect little breeding cow," Evander pants, his pace increasing. "Going to pump you so full of cum you'll be dripping for days."

His words make me clench around him, and he groans at the sensation. "That's it, milk my cock with that greedy cunt."

Andros' fingers work my nipples as I suck Dorion, and soon I'm leaking steadily into his palms. The milk flows freely, pooling in his cupped hands before he brings them to his mouth to drink.

"Delicious," he rumbles. "Gets sweeter every time you come. Can't wait to taste you after we've all claimed you."

The thought of being used by all three of them, of being completely owned and filled, makes my orgasm build rapidly. I can feel it coiling in my belly, spurred by Evander's relentless thrusts and the degrading words they're pouring over me.

"Going to come on my cock?" Evander asks, his voice strained with the effort of holding back. "Going to show us what a good little cum slut you are?"

I try to answer around Dorion's cock, but all that comes out are muffled moans. The vibrations make Dorion grunt with pleasure.

"She's close," he observes, his grip on my hair tightening. "Can feel her throat working around me. Going to come with my cock down her throat."

That's exactly what happens. My orgasm crashes through me like a tidal wave, my pussy clamping down on Evander's shaft while I scream around Dorion's cock. The intense pleasure makes my milk flow even more freely, coating my chest and Andros' hands.

"Fuck yes," Evander roars, his rhythm becoming erratic. "Take it all, you perfect little breeding cow."

He comes with a bellow that shakes the windows, his cock pulsing as he floods my womb with hot cum. The sensation of being filled so completely triggers another smaller orgasm, making me shake against the couch cushions.

Dorion pulls his cock from my mouth, leaving me gasping and empty. "My turn to feel that tight cunt," he says, positioning himself as Evander slowly withdraws.

"Wait," I pant, looking down at the mess between my legs. Evander's cum is already leaking out of me, running down my thighs in thick streams. "I'm still..."

"Still full of my brother's seed?" Dorion finishes with a wicked grin. "Perfect. Going to add mine to it, make sure you're properly bred."

Before I can protest - not that I want to - he's lifting me easily, positioning me on his lap with my back to his chest. His cock, even bigger than Evander's, presses against my cum-slick entrance.

"Going to ride me like the good little heifer you are," he growls in my ear. "Show me how much you love bull cock."

He doesn't wait for a response, his massive hands gripping my hips as he pulls me down onto his shaft. The stretch is incredible, almost painful, but my body accepts him eagerly. The mix of my arousal and Evander's cum makes the penetration easier, but Dorion still has to work to get all of himself inside me.

"Fuck, so tight," he grunts, his teeth grazing my neck. "Perfect little breeding cunt, made just for us."

Once he's fully inside me, I feel completely claimed. His cock reaches parts of me I didn't know existed, stretching me impossibly wide. When he starts to move, lifting me up and down on his shaft like I weigh nothing, I can only hold on and moan.

"Look at you," Andros says from where he's stroking himself, watching us. "Taking Dorion's massive cock like you were born for it. Such a good little cow."

"Please," I gasp, my hands reaching for my neglected breasts. The milk is flowing freely now, running down my chest and onto Dorion's thighs. "Need you to drink from me."

Andros doesn't need to be asked twice. He moves closer, his mouth finding my nipple while Dorion continues to use me like his personal toy. The combination of being fucked so roughly while having my milk drawn makes my vision nearly black out.

"Going to keep you constantly pregnant," Dorion pants, his thrusts becoming brutal. "Breed you over and over until all you can think about is carrying our calves."

"Yes," I beg, completely lost to the pleasure. "I want your babies. I want to be bred."

"Such a perfect little breeding slut," he growls, his pace becoming frantic. "Going to fill this womb with so much cum it takes."

When he comes, it's with a roar. His cock pulses inside me, pumping what feels like gallons of cum into my already-filled pussy. The sensation is overwhelming, and I come again just from feeling so completely claimed.

"Two down," Andros says with satisfaction, his mouth still working at my breast. "One to go."

Dorion lifts me off his softening cock, and I whimper. Cum immediately starts pouring out of me, a mix of both brothers' seed that makes obscene sounds as it drips onto the couch.

"Look at that destroyed little cunt," Andros observes with obvious approval. "Gaping open and dripping with bull cum. Beautiful." He positions me on my hands and knees, my ass in the air, completely exposed and vulnerable. His cock, the last one I haven't taken, presses against my cum-slick entrance.

"Going to claim you from behind like the breeding animal you are," he promises, his hands gripping my hips possessively. "Mark you as ours permanently."

When he drives into me in one brutal thrust, I scream. After taking his brothers, I'm sensitive and stretched, but Andros is relentless. He sets a punishing pace immediately, using my hips as handles to pull me back onto his cock.

"This is how you'll be fucked every day," he growls, one hand tangling in my hair to pull my head back. "On your knees like the breeding cow you are, cunt always full of our cum."

"Yes," I sob, my arms giving out so I'm face-down, ass-up, completely at his mercy. "Oh my god, I want it. I need it."

"Going to keep you pregnant constantly," he promises, his pace becoming frantic. "Tits always heavy with milk, belly always round with our calves."

The thought of being permanently bred, constantly nursing, forever at their mercy, sends me over the edge one final time. I come harder than I ever have, my pussy convulsing around his massive cock as I scream into the couch cushions.

"That's it," he roars, as he forces himself in to the hilt and his cum bursts into me. "Take it all, you perfect little breeding cow."

The third load of cum flooding my womb pushes me over into bliss so intense it borders on pain. Pleasure crashes through me, and I feel invisible bonds wrapping around my soul, connecting me to all three of them in ways I don't understand but desperately want.

When I finally stop shaking, I'm surrounded by their massive forms, completely covered in sweat and cum and milk. My pussy is tender and thoroughly used, leaking their combined seed. My breasts ache pleasantly, drained but already beginning to refill.

"How do you feel, little cow?" Dorion asks gently.

"Ruined," I whisper honestly. "Completely and perfectly ruined for anyone else."

"Good," Andros chuckles with deep satisfaction. "That was the point."

"What happens now?" I ask, though part of me already knows.

"Now we take you home," Dorion says, gathering me into his arms. "To your real home."

"And where's that?"

Andros' smile is full of dark promise. "The barn, sweet cow. Where you belong."


CHAPTER FOUR

Dorion carries me effortlessly through the twilight air, my naked body pressed against his massive chest. I should be cold, but his fur is incredibly warm, and the afterglow of being claimed by all three brothers has left me feeling languid and satisfied.

"Where are we going, again?" I murmur against his neck, breathing in his intoxicating scent.

"Home," he says simply, his arms tightening around me protectively. "Your new home."

We approach a structure I hadn't noticed before - a large barn painted the same pristine white as the other farm buildings. But as we get closer, I can see this isn't any ordinary barn. The windows are too large, too perfectly placed, and there's an elegance to its proportions.

Andros opens the massive sliding door, and I gasp at what's revealed inside.

This is the most luxurious barn I've ever seen. The interior is all pristine white wood and soft lighting, with thick straw scattered across the floors and mixed with flower petals. Everything smells like fresh hay and wildflowers. But it's clearly still a barn - there are stalls along one wall, though they're nothing like any livestock accommodation I've ever imagined.

"Welcome home, little cow," Evander says warmly, gesturing to the space with obvious pride.

Each stall is enormous, easily the size of a luxury hotel suite. They're lined with the softest-looking bedding I've ever seen, piled high with silk pillows and cashmere blankets. One has a small sitting area with elegant furniture. Another has bookshelves lining the walls. They're not pens - they're sanctuaries.

"This is incredible," I breathe, taking it all in. "But why a barn?"

"Because this is where our precious girls belong," Andros explains, his hand stroking down my spine possessively. "Safe, protected, cared for completely."

Dorion carries me to the first stall and sets me gently on the impossibly soft bedding. The silk feels amazing against my naked skin, and I can't help but stretch luxuriously. The movement makes milk bead at my nipples, and all three brothers' eyes immediately lock onto my chest.

"Already leaking again," Evander observes with satisfaction. "Such a responsive little heifer."

"I can't control it," I admit, my cheeks warming. "Every time you look at me like that, I start flowing."

"That's exactly how it should be," Dorion says, settling beside me on the bedding. "Your body knows what we need."

Andros and Evander join us, and suddenly I'm surrounded by warm fur and massive muscle. It feels perfect. Like this is exactly where I belong.

"Are you hungry?" Andros asks, producing a tray I hadn't noticed before. "You need to keep your strength up for milk production."

The food is incredible - fresh fruits, warm bread, and what looks like homemade cheese. But I'm barely paying attention to the meal because Evander's hands are already roaming my body, his touch reigniting the arousal I thought was satisfied.

"Such beautiful udders," he murmurs, cupping my breasts reverently. "Already filling up again."

He's right. Despite having been thoroughly drained earlier, my breasts feel heavy and full. The sensitivity is incredible - every brush of his fingers makes me gasp.

"Please," I whisper, arching into his touch. "They ache."

"Poor little cow," Dorion says with mock sympathy. "So full and uncomfortable. We should help with that."

Before I can respond, his mouth is on my nipple, sucking firmly. The relief is immediate and overwhelming, making me cry out and press closer to him. Evander takes my other breast, and soon I'm feeding both of them while Andros watches with hungry eyes.

"Look at you," Andros rumbles approvingly. "Already back to what you do best. Our perfect little milk factory."

The degrading words make my pussy clench with renewed arousal. "More," I gasp, my hands tangling in their hair. "Please, more."

They oblige eagerly, their mouths working me with increasing intensity. But this time feels different - not just about relief, but about pleasure. They're not just drinking from me; they're worshipping me, making me feel like the most precious thing in the world.

"Going to keep you constantly full," Dorion promises between pulls at my breast. "Milk you so often you'll always be aching and desperate."

"Yes," I moan, completely lost to the sensation. "Want to always need you."

Andros' hand slides between my legs, finding me soaked and ready despite having been thoroughly used earlier. "Still so wet," he observes with approval. "Insatiable little breeding cow."

His fingers work inside me, and I realize I'm already climbing toward another orgasm. The combination of being milked and fingered is overwhelming, but I can't get enough.

"Going to come again?" Evander asks, his voice muffled against my breast. "Going to show us how much you love being our milk slut?"

"Yes," I cry out, my hips rocking against Andros' hand. "Oh god, yes, I'm going to come."

The orgasm starts in my core and radiates outward, making my milk flow even more freely as pleasure crashes through me. I feel the bond with them strengthen, becoming more solid and permanent.

"That's our good girl," Dorion praises, finally releasing my well-drained nipple. "Always so perfect for us."

As I lie panting between them, I realize my true purpose. Being their source of nourishment, their treasured possession, their perfect little milk cow.

"Will I ever leave here?" I ask softly.

"Do you want to?" Andros counters, his fingers still moving slowly inside me.

I think about my apartment back in town, my failed job search, my mother's disappointed calls. None of it feels real anymore, like it belonged to someone else entirely.

"No," I whisper. "I want to stay here forever."

"Then you will," Evander promises, pressing a gentle kiss to my temple. "Our precious girl, safe in her barn."

"What about my old life?" I ask. "People will wonder where I am."

"Already handled," Dorion assures me. "As far as the world knows, you decided to start fresh somewhere far away. Very reasonable after everything you'd been through."

The relief is overwhelming. No more pretending to be someone I'm not, no more struggling to fit into a world that never felt right. Just this warm, safe space and the three incredible beings who want nothing more than to care for me.

"What happens now?" I ask.

"Now you rest," Andros says, slowly withdrawing his fingers with a long, glistening string of cum following them. "Let your body adjust to your new life."

"But first," Dorion adds with a wicked grin, "we should make sure you're properly settled."

Before I can ask what he means, he's positioning himself between my legs. His cock is already hard again, impressive in its recovery, and I can see the same arousal building in his brothers.

"Again?" I gasp, though my pussy is already clenching in anticipation.

"This is your life now, little cow," Evander explains, moving to straddle my chest. "Constant pleasure, constant use, constant fulfillment."

"We're going to fuck you and milk you and breed you until you can't remember ever wanting anything else," Andros adds, his own erection impressive and ready.

The promise makes me burn with need. "Please," I beg shamelessly. "I need all of you again."

They don't make me wait. Within moments I'm filled and claimed again, their hands and mouths everywhere as they use me with passionate intensity.

"Going to keep you so satisfied you'll never want to leave," Dorion pants as he moves inside me.

"Going to make sure you're always full of our cum," Evander adds, his cock sliding between my lips.

"Going to love you and worship you and treasure you forever," Andros promises, his mouth working at my breast.

As they use me thoroughly once again, I realize I've found exactly what I was searching for without knowing it. Not just escape, but belonging. Not just acceptance, but worship.

This is my life now - being treasured and protected and thoroughly satisfied by three devoted minotaur bulls who see me as perfect exactly as I am.

And I've never been happier.


CHAPTER FIVE

I wake to the sound of birds singing and gentle hands stroking my hair. The morning light filtering through the barn windows is golden and warm, and I feel more rested than I have in years.

"Good morning, beautiful cow," Andros murmurs, his deep voice making me smile before I even open my eyes.

When I do open them, all three brothers are surrounding me, already dressed in their work clothes. The sight of them makes my breasts immediately start to tingle and swell with milk.

"How did you sleep?" Evander asks, his hand cupping my cheek tenderly.

"Perfectly," I sigh, stretching luxuriously on the silk bedding. The movement makes my heavy breasts shift, and I can see all their eyes immediately lock onto them.

"Already leaking," Dorion observes with satisfaction. "Such a good girl, always ready to provide."

I look down and see he's right - my nipples are already beading with creamy drops. "I can't seem to control it," I admit. "Every time I see you, I start flowing."

"Because your body knows its purpose," Andros says, settling beside me. "You were made to nourish us, to be our perfect milk cow."

The name makes heat pool between my thighs. "Is that what I am now? Your cow?"

"The most precious cow in the valley," Evander confirms, his thumb catching a drop of milk from my nipple and bringing it to his mouth. "And today, we're going to show you off properly."

"Show me off?"

Dorion produces a collar made of the softest leather, with a large brass bell hanging from it. The metal gleams in the morning light, and when he shakes it gently, it produces a melodic chime.

"Every cow needs her bell," he says with a wicked grin. "So everyone knows where our prize heifer is."

My pussy clenches at the implication. "You want me to wear that?"

"We want everyone in the valley to know you belong to us," Andros explains, taking the collar from Dorion. "Want them to hear you coming and know that we have the most beautiful, most productive cow of all."

The pride in his voice makes me burn with arousal. "Put it on me," I whisper.

Andros fastens the collar around my neck with reverent care. The leather is incredibly soft, but the weight of it is undeniable. When I move, the bell chimes sweetly, announcing my presence to the world.

"Perfect," Evander breathes. "Our beautiful cow, properly marked."

"Now come," Dorion says, helping me to my feet. "Time for your morning milking in the meadow."

"The meadow?" I ask, suddenly aware that I'm completely naked.

"Where all good cows graze," Andros says matter-of-factly. "Don't worry, sweet thing. The whole valley knows what you are now."

They lead me out of the barn naked. The morning air is crisp against my naked skin, making my nipples harden further and causing more milk to leak. With every step, the bell around my neck chimes, announcing to the world that I'm nothing more than livestock.

The meadow stretches out before us, rolling green grass dotted with wildflowers. It's beautiful and peaceful, and completely exposed. Anyone could see me here - naked, collared, dripping milk like the cow I've become.

"On your hands and knees," Dorion commands gently. "Let's see how you look in your natural position."

I drop to all fours without hesitation, the soft grass cool against my palms and knees. In this position, my heavy breasts hang down, milk dripping steadily onto the earth below. The bell chimes with every breath, every movement.

"Absolutely perfect," Andros says with deep satisfaction. "Look at those udders hanging so beautifully, already fertilizing the ground."

"Such a good cow," Evander agrees, kneeling beside me to cup my dangling breasts. "Made for this exact purpose."

His touch makes me moan, my back arching to present my breasts more fully. The position makes me feel completely animalistic, and I love every second of it.

"Please," I whimper as Evander's hands work my aching nipples. "I need to be milked."

"Of course you do," Dorion says, positioning himself beneath me. "That's what cows are for."

When his mouth finds my nipple, I cry out with relief. In this position, hanging over him, I feel completely used, nothing more than a vessel for providing milk. The degradation is intoxicating.

"Such sweet cream," he murmurs against my breast. "The best in the entire valley."

Andros positions himself behind me, his hands gripping my hips possessively. "Going to breed our cow properly while she's being milked," he announces. "Show her what she's really good for."

When his massive cock presses against my entrance, I push back eagerly. "Yes," I moan. "Breed your cow. Use me."

He enters me in one smooth thrust, and I scream from the overwhelming sensation. Being fucked from behind while Dorion drinks from my hanging breasts makes me feel completely owned, utterly debased in the most wonderful way.

"That's it," Andros grunts, his pace already brutal. "Take bull cock like the breeding animal you are."

Evander moves to my head, his own impressive erection already freed from his jeans. "Open that pretty mouth, cow. Time to service all your bulls."

I eagerly take him between my lips, moaning around his shaft as Andros pounds into me from behind. The triple stimulation - being milked, fucked, and used for oral pleasure - is more intense than anything I've ever experienced.

"Look at our perfect little heifer," Dorion says with approval, his mouth never leaving my breast. "Taking cock in both ends while providing fresh milk. Exactly what she was born for."

The bell around my neck chimes constantly with Andros' rough thrusts, the sound mixing with my muffled moans and their grunts of pleasure. I've never felt more degraded or more satisfied.

"Going to fill this breeding cunt with cum," Andros pants, his grip on my hips becoming bruising. "Keep you pregnant constantly like a good dairy cow."

"And we'll milk these perfect udders every day," Evander adds, his cock sliding deeper into my throat. "Keep them heavy and aching and always ready."

The promise of being kept in a constant state of breeding and milking makes my orgasm build rapidly. I can feel it coiling in my core, spurred by their rough use and degrading words.

"Come for us, cow," Dorion commands, his teeth grazing my nipple. "Show us how much you love being our livestock."

The orgasm that crashes through me is devastating. My pussy clamps down on Andros' cock while I scream around Evander's shaft, milk practically shooting from my nipples as pleasure destroys me completely.

"That's it," Andros roars, his own release triggered by my climax. "Take every drop, you perfect breeding cow."

His cum floods my womb while Evander spills down my throat, and I swallow desperately, not wanting to waste a drop. Dorion continues to drink from me throughout it all, draining my breasts as thoroughly as his brothers have claimed my other holes.

When they finally finish using me, I collapse onto the soft grass, completely spent. My body is covered in sweat and milk and cum, the bell around my neck still chiming softly with my heavy breathing.

"How do you feel, precious cow?" Evander asks gently, stroking my hair.

"Perfect," I whisper honestly. "Like I've found exactly what I was meant to be."

"And what's that?" Andros asks with a smile.

"Your cow," I say without hesitation. "Your milk slut, your breeding animal, your perfect little heifer."

"That's right," Dorion confirms with deep satisfaction. "Our most treasured possession."

As I lie in the meadow grass, naked and collared and thoroughly used, I realize I've never been happier. The old Sarah - the librarian who worried about respectability and fitting in - feels like a stranger now. This is who I really am: their cow, their source of nourishment, their beloved livestock.

"Will you keep me like this forever?" I ask hopefully.

"Forever and always," they promise in unison. "Our perfect cow, exactly where she belongs."

The bell around my neck chimes softly as I nod, and I know I'm finally, completely home.

In the distance, I can see other farms dotting the valley, and I wonder if they have cows like me - women who found their true calling in serving creatures greater than themselves. The thought doesn't frighten me; it fills me with pride.

I'm the prize heifer of Thornfield Farm, treasured and protected and thoroughly satisfied. My milk flows freely, my body responds eagerly to their every touch, and my heart has never been fuller.

This is my life now - grazing in meadows, being milked and bred and worshipped by my devoted bulls. And I wouldn't trade it for anything in the world.

"Come on, beautiful cow," Andros says eventually, helping me to my feet. "Time to get you cleaned up and fed properly. You have a lot more milk to produce today."

The bell chimes sweetly as I follow them back toward the barn, my naked body glistening in the morning sun. Behind us, the meadow grass is dotted with drops of my milk, nourishing the earth just as I nourish my bulls.

Perfect.

THE END
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