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Caelan

The pen trembles between her fingers.

I see that as a sign. She’s hasn’t made up her mind yet.

My new subject sits stiff-backed on the edge of the chair. Her knees pressed together, the regulation cotton dress too crisp to have been worn before. The hem is mid-thigh and modest but there are curves under the fabric that draw my eye.

A twitch in my lap perplexes me. I do not become sexually aroused by subjects. This one has a particular freshness in her cheeks.

Hair the color of the infinite darkness of space frames a youthful face with too many years of hardship behind her rich brown eyes. Her body is full in the important places signaling hormonal womanhood but she is also petite and fragile in her frame.

That tug in my groin distracts me again, blood is filling my cock as I struggle to focus on the administrative tasks at hand.

The consent form on the table in front of her flutters in the soft draft from the overhead vent, but it can’t hide her agitated breathing.

Subject R-7: Rhea Lin. Nineteen. No sexual history. No kink awareness. No behavioral anomalies. Compliant. Physically optimized. Cognitively suggestible.

Unaware of what she’s signed up for.

On paper and in the flesh, she is the ideal candidate.

The exam suite is soaked with sterile light that bounces off chrome and polished glass. I can see us both reflected in the observation panel. I’m tall, composed, a slight critical slant on my firm mouth. A creased frown bringing my dark brows closer.

She doesn’t look around. Her eyes are locked on the form like it might be toxic.

I’ve studied her for months since she first signed up for the pre-testing phase. She took the supplements sent to her. Drank the quota of water as instructed. Logged her sleep.

Watched the slow rise of her hormones, the consistent nutrient absorption, the subtle glandular shifts. She’s ripe, even if she doesn’t know it yet.

Stepping forward, my boots make no sound on the synthetic floor. She shifts, tucks her body inward slightly. Subject scores bonus points for being sensitive to the presence of an Alpha.

“You missed a signature, sweetheart.” The nurturing nickname slips out. “As well, you may call me Dr. Voss. Or, as some of the subjects prefer, as I become the one they look to for all things, Daddy. It seems to comfort them, to me, it is unimportant which you choose.”

That’s a lie. It’s true I never cared before. But with this one?

Something clenches in my chest, imagining her use of the honorific as she looks to me for her care and comfort.

Or, for something else.

Her gazelle eyes jerk up to mine. They are large, brown, and shining with nervousness. Too shy to lock onto me before turning away. A blush rises beneath the plump fullness of her cheeks.

She signs.

The pen scratches across the biometric line.

A surge of possessive triumph makes a rare smile turn up the corners of my mouth.

Excellent compliance.

I take the form. She’s mine now in every way. Legally, biologically, spiritually.

“You understand what comes next?”

A small but determined nod. Her movements have been timid up to this point. She’s willing and able.

“You belong to me now, R-Seven.”

Another neat nod, her doe-eyes downcast.

Heading for the door, I don’t bother to check if she is following. I am confident she will. “Come.”

She obeys without hesitation, like she’s on a guided tour and not walking into the last decision she’ll ever get to make alone.

The long corridor is sleek, sterile silver, floor buffed to a mirror sheen, ceiling panels humming. The doors glide open as we approach. Everything in this structure is automatically precise and soundless.

Halfway down the hall, she glances up at me, then away again.

“I’ve never been off-world before. My mother used to braid my hair every morning. Said it made me look space-ready.”

Certain off-world women are permitted to grow their hair long. But the only place they are allowed to let it out of the tight braids is in their private pods or during breeding.

We round a corner into another long stretch of the corridor. There are no autowalkers up here. We need walking for exercise. Maximum bone density and blood flow are not only necessary, but beneficial. Station Xavier 4 is not the largest, but it’s only been in orbit two years and has most of the upgrades anyone living off world might want.

We even have a large ‘outdoor’ area with real grass, simulated sky, clouds and sunlight. I’ve used it myself on occasion for subjects when I want to be particularly sadistic, making them walk on all fours, even nibble the grass when I want to humor myself. After all, cows love being out in the pasture.

Her foot skids slightly on the slick floor. My hand shoots out, steadying her elbow. She stiffens under my grip, but doesn’t pull away.

I read that stiffness for what it really is. She was too shy to grab onto me for support. She would have rather risked falling than take a step out of line.

“Careful,” I direct. “I’m not letting you bruise before I’ve even started. The induction suite is just up here.”

The subjects rarely as for details of what’s coming. Not until their bodies begin to change. Large breasts swelling with unspent fullness, thighs trembling from unsated ache, nights broken by the sharp edge of mounting need.

Not until the first leak do they wonder why all this is necessary.

I overrode the ranking system to claim her. And I don’t waste overrides. Last time I used one, the subject cracked under the regimen and bolted. I’m not repeating that mistake. The subject is not here to meet quotas; she’s here to meet me. She wasn’t top-tier in yield potential. Not the bustiest. Nor was she the most submissive.

And that hesitation before she signed? It told me there’s steel under all that obedience. A stubborn streak she probably thinks she’s hiding.

But she has the look I have been searching for a long time.

A deep, restless glint beneath her demure composure. The unspoken ache of someone who’s never been touched properly, never fully explored the questions her body keeps asking.

I’m happy to hold the key to the answers she wants so badly.

The conversion wing is warmer, humid, tuned to accelerate physiological compliance. There is a hormonal mist pumped into the air designed to stimulate the supplement values that should have built up in her body by now.

The scent of milk hangs faintly in the air, mingled with the faint spice of helpless surrender.

She halts. I am pleased to notice she kept lock step with me until we reached our destination.

Those pretty dark brown eyes take it all in.

“This is the induction suite?”

“Yes. Your pre-lactation assessment begins now.”

I take pleasure in the way she places her hand over her chest.

“I thought there’d be injections first. Nutrition trials, charts...” her voice trails off.

That’s what she signed up for. Stability. Credits.

Three meals a day and no more sleeping in the back of a warehouse listening to other people’s arguments.

Her head swivels up to look around and avoid meeting my harsh gaze. “So, are we jumping straight in?”

She is so feminine. So soft. My control stretches thin.

“It must start with calibration.” My voice lowers to a growl as the dominant doctor inside me lays down the rules. “Encourage the flow. Touch you until you forget what it felt like to be untouched.”

A tiny gulp as she braces herself. “I’ve never… no one’s ever touched me there.”

I know.

That’s why I chose you, Rhea.

“That’s why it’ll be me. Only me.” I lean in, my breath teasing her cheek. “No one else gets to see what I do to you. No one else gets to make you drip.”

I brush her hair behind her ear. She flinches, but doesn’t move away. Her guilty gulp as she swallows down her anxiety is exactly what I want to see.

“Trust me,” I whisper, stroking her neat braids while her heartbeat quickens. “Daddy is here.”

I watch her face for a reaction to the word. A nearly imperceptible tightening of her iris tells me she heard me. It is essential that Rhea understands there will be rough with the smooth. My soothing tone changes.

“Strip.”

She was not expecting such a swift transition. I lean against the plastic wall arms crossed trying to stay indifferent.

The fabric slides off her body with a quiet rustle. A pause as she wiggles her generous ass and hips when the shift gets stuck. It makes no sound as it falls to the floor.

I keep my eyes down. Because if I see her naked and uncertain before she’s on that table, I won’t be able to stop myself. And she’s not ready. Not for that.

A soft gasp breaks the silence. Her first leak.

They never believe it’s real at first. Breathing in the air in here has triggered her letdown as it does with the best of the producers. That warm tug low between their breasts. The flooding sensation in the core. But it is.

She’s lactating.

Her body is listening.

She shields herself from my intense observation as I turn around. One arm crossed over her breasts, the other covering her bare mound. She has made the connection already. The two areas are linked.

“Lie down for me, baby.” My voice coaxes gently. “Arms at your sides.”

She eases herself onto the table, exposed and vulnerable.

At the press of a button the table heats beneath her. Her blush tells me she doesn’t need it.

Her breasts are already responding. Rounded, flushed, nipples dark and tight the tips decorated with those first tiny droplets. My mouth waters. I lock my hands behind my back to resist the pull to taste her.

“Is this… normal?” she whispers.

I lean in so she has nowhere to hide.

“Oh, baby. This is exactly what you were made for.”

Turning, I reach out for the cabinet at the base of the table. The door clicks and she cranes her neck to try to see what I am holding.

I pull out the small chrome testing machine, the cords for the probes dangling in loops on either side.

“What is that?”

“The first of many adventures.”

She bites the side of her bottom lip to stop it from trembling.

“Turn onto your side.”

Pushing the strays hairs off her face, I press the machine against the base of her neck, where she can’t hide it. There is a trick to doing this. No one knows how to do better than me.

The synchronicity must be perfect. I press my fingers between her legs at the same time as I mark her.

Marked.

Milked.

Bred.

I’ll make sure she never forgets it.


CHAPTER 2
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Rhea

Ican hardly breathe. Shallow pants are all I can seem to manage.

The tall man with the steely blue eyes and night black hair massages a pulsing spot between my legs and zaps my neck using the machine at the same time. The two sensations are significantly different. One so erotically charged it makes my thighs open for more. The other one causing intense pain.

The feelings fuse. Pleasure and pain.

I feel like I’m floating. Only, I’m not. I’m here, trapped on this padded table while something inside me shifts and morphs. I am blooming.

My breasts…

They ache. A deep heaviness tingles under my skin. The pressure builds second by second.

I have to squeeze my eyes shut and grit my teeth just to stay still, trying to keep myself from writhing against the slick vinyl.

I came here for stability. For credits, a bed, a clean slate. Not for this towering six-foot-five medical-grade storm cloud standing over me. He looks to be about forty years old. Body honed to perfection. Cocky confidence, but with a mysterious edge.

Dr. Voss looks like someone carved him out of a glacier and gave him just enough body heat to melt underwear at ten paces. Stern expression, neat as a blade. Shoulders too broad for the lab coat. A jaw you could set a glass on. Even his stillness is intimidating: hands clasped behind his back like he’s deciding whether to examine me… or annex me.

And here I am, thinking about annexation. Fantastic.

The promise of what his hands could do to me, the sheer size of them, the weight of his presence pressing against my skin like a brand.

“You’re leaking,” he says, voice low, clinical.

Heat floods my cheeks, a shame-soaked panic clawing up my spine. I want to cover myself, to disappear into the table, but I can’t move—not with the weight of his gaze holding me in place, not with the insistent throb between my thighs threatening to give me away.

“It’s a good sign,” he nods as he steps closer, eyes never leaving mine. “Your body is responding quickly. I knew you’d produce well.”

“P-produce?” I whisper, the word foreign and heavy on my tongue. “I’m not pregnant—”

“No,” he replies smoothly, and there’s something dangerous in the way his mouth almost curves. “But you will be.”

My blood runs cold, then flares hot all over again. I understand him, and yet I don’t. My mind rejects it, but my body… my body clenches and flutters down deep in my center.

“I can’t—” I try to rise, panic pushing past paralysis.

His cool hand presses lightly to my shoulder.

“Lie still.”

It’s not rough, but it pins me like an iron nail. My chest heaves.

If I’d known the ‘pre-lactation induction process’ involved a man like him, I might have negotiated for hazard pay. Or a blindfold. Or both.

None of the words I read in the contract could describe the reality of what’s happening now. Pre-lactation induction process? More like having your clitoris stimulated so you don’t notice a brand seering on your skin.

Reaching to touch the inflamed area on the back of my neck, I really wish I knew what the branding says.

He studies my face for a moment. “And what do you think of your induction so far, Rhea?”

I have to know. “Why did you… stimulate me?”

“Pleasure and pain come from the same part of the brain. One cancels out the other if they happen together.”

Moving to place the machine back in the cabinet, he explains.

“During their first mating, masters would bite a virgin’s ear. Marking the ear like that made the pain of penetration less noticeable.”

Moving closer he helps me sit up. Tapping one finger against my thigh, he continues. “Now, answer my question.”

I have to think hard. The firmness of his tap on my thigh is very distracting.

“It’s my first time off-world. And the first time being… looked at like this.”

His focus sharpens. “You will get used to all the new feelings.”

He turns away briefly, opening a drawer, retrieving something I can’t quite see. When he returns, he holds a sleek chrome device with tubes and clear plastic cups.

“What is that?” My voice is barely audible. Please don’t let it be another branding machine.

“A precision stimulator,” he says. “Designed to extract milk from developing HuCows.”

“H-huCows?” The word chokes out of me. I’ve seen it in the contract, buried in the fine print, all those strict-sounding Terms and Conditions. Hearing him say it aloud, as if I already belong to a herd, it’s a real wake-up to my new reality.

If it was anyone else but him approaching me flexing that instrument, I would run.

Something makes me stick it out.

Dr. C. Voss. That is what they badge on his lab coat tells me.

“What does the ‘C’ stand for?”

His brief smile reassures me. “Caelan. But you will call me Doctor Voss as I already told you. Or, Daddy.”

I gasp when he presses the warm device to my left nipple.

The device vibrates and a soft suction starts. I sigh with relief when there is no burn. The feeling is harsh, but not clinical. There is a low, rhythmic hum that pulses through me with secret stealth. My back arches involuntarily, nipples tightening beneath the stimulation.

My breasts are large enough for me to be able to suck my own nipples. Not just a tongue lick. A proper latch on but it never occurred to me to do it until right now.

His gaze never wavers as he watches me. I know he’s the one in control, but I catch him following my tongue as it traces my bottom lip.

By the time he moves to the other side, I’m already trembling, my legs tensing, the table damp beneath me. I’m wet. It hits me with a bolt of shame so sharp I nearly whimper.

There is a definite clenching of his jaw as he adjusts the device.

The suction deepens.

“Oh, God,” I breathe.

“Say ‘Doctor Voss’,” he corrects me.

“D-Doctor Voss,” I whisper, the syllables catching.

“Good girl.”

The suction increases again. This time the sound that rips from my throat is something between a sob and a moan. My back bows, my breasts burn with pressure, and the pleasure is unbearable—too much, too fast.

“I can’t—”

“You can.” He pushes me back down on the platform with one hand as he sets the little humming machine down on a table next to my head leaving both his hands free to do as they please.

His knuckles graze down the sides of my ribs, across my stomach, and lower.

I jolt as the pleasure floods my body again.

“Shh,” he hushes me. “You’re in training. It’s normal to be overstimulated at first. Your glands are learning. So is your cunt.”

The word sends another jolt through me. I gasp again, my breathing jagged.

“You—you can’t—”

“I can.”

He presses his palm flat against my lower belly. As dangerously close to the desperate aching area as he is, I find his touch possessive and grounding.

“You signed the contract. Every inch of you belongs to this program. To me. I bent rules to get you here, Rhea. Remember that.”

He said my name. Intimacy sparks something inside me.

His voice drops.

“Your beautiful belly.” he mumbles, thumb stroking just above my navel. “It’s going to swell with my seed. You’ll carry for me, little one. Full in every way a good HuCow should be.”

My torso quivers.

Part of me wants to tell him I signed that contract without really understanding. But another, part is wondering what his hand would feel like if it moved just one inch lower.

“You’re dripping. From multiple places.”

A cry escapes me, helpless and raw. I can feel it, the slickness coating my thighs, my sex clenching desperately around emptiness.

His voice is firm, “Let me show you what happens to good girls who trust their handler.”

“I… I do trust you. But this is all so new.”

“You will learn to look forward to every new lesson.”

His fingers move lower.

The tension unspools and my wetness flows. Fingertips spread through the sensitive flesh. Rubbing that desperate little spot. My toes point and relax as the pleasure floods through me in thick, liquid pulses.

My body bucks under his hand, greedy, desperate, aching for more.

The rules insist that I am not allowed to reach for him.

I moan.

It’s too much and not enough, all at the same time. I feel his fingers press, part, stroke, and inspect.

Something presses outward on the center of his lab coat.

My thighs quiver, my rear end grinding into the table. I should stop this. I should scream. But I can’t.

Tears prick the corners of my eyes, not from pain, but from relief. I can’t stop staring at him. His stern concentration. His secrets secure behind that firm mouth.

It feels so right. Like something inside me has been waiting and aching for this exact moment. To be seen. To be used. To be wanted.

And when the pulses surge and the overwhelming waves push me over. My climaxing, it isn’t quiet.

It crashes through me like lightning, full-body and blinding. I sob his name as my breasts throb, my cunt clenches, and the first real swell of milk spurts from my nipples.

This just made me his.

And I’ll never be anyone else’s again.


CHAPTER 3
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Caelan

She’s soaking.

My glove is slick with her arousal, the latex gleaming under the soft overhead lights. Her thighs twitch, her mouth open in a soundless gasp, every breath shaking as need takes hold.

And her beautiful, untouched cunt is spasming, desperate for relief. The heat rising off her skin is palpable. Her desire for fulfillment is a fever I’ve coaxed to the surface.

From his history forms, I know more about her than I should.

She’s never even been kissed.

And now she’s spread out beneath my hand, leaking milk, writhing for friction, her innocence unraveling beneath the weight of sensation. Her body is betraying her in the most exquisite way.

Mine.

I press the stim pump harder against her left nipple.

She arches. Cries out. Her thighs are trembling, hands clutching the table like she might come apart entirely. A tiny squirt of milk sprays from her nipple, wetting me, pooling on the platform.

“Mmh.” Licking her lips because there are no kisses, she gives herself over to the raging pleasure.

“You feel that?” I lower my voice until the gruffness becomes a growl. “You’re already leaking for me. Your tits know what they’re for, even if your brain hasn’t caught up yet.”

Her eyes shut her chest rising and falling.

“It’s normal.” Dragging the vibrating cup in a slow circle, I watch her face scrunch up as she fights the pleasure. “Your body’s learning to crave this.”

I move my hand from her breast to the inside of her thigh, letting my fingers graze the sensitive skin there again.

Time for me to coax another orgasm out of her. I know she’ll lap this next one up as greedily as she did the first one.

"Please…" she gasps.

"Please what? Use your words. Let Daddy hear you beg."

She hesitates. Doesn’t answer. Shakes her head as if she’s too afraid to say it.

I cup her sex, palm pressed fully against her slick heat, the heel of my hand nudging her clit.

She moans, her need spilling out of her in broken, helpless sounds.

"You want to come, don’t you, little cow? Want Daddy to make you milk and soak and scream?"

She shudders beneath me. Eyes closed, she nods.

"Say it.” Leaning down, I whisper what she wants. "Say what you need. Say who owns this pussy."

She bites her lip. Her thighs twitch as she tries to rub them together to relieve herself.

Spreading her thighs wider with my knee, I keep her exposed. Her hands reach for me, desperate with longing.

I step away. Her tension must remain acute if I am to train her properly.

“Naughty girl. You’ll get what’s coming to you as soon as you’re ready.”

Ready. Open to me.

Even as she trembles, there’s a flicker in her eyes that makes my own lust surge through me like fire.

"I—I don’t know what’s happening," she whispers. “I’m not naughty. I’m really good. But you make me want to break the rules.”

“The rules that say you shouldn’t touch me?” She nods. “I make the rules. I can change the rules. You could be allowed.”

“Soon?” Her need taints the air around us.

“Soon.” I promise, stroking her braids. I can’t wait to untie them.

Her body recognizes me as its master. Her milk can’t wait to flow for me.

And my cock knows she wants it to me be in every way.

I lower my mouth just above her nipple, letting the heat of my breath skim her skin.

Bucking her hips, another warm bead of milk blooms at the tip. I ache to taste it, to drink straight from her source.

“You’re in heat, sweet Rhea. Your body needs to be milked. That’s why you can’t stop. You were made to be owned. And I’m the one who gets to keep you.”

Her protest melts into a moan as I drag two fingers through her slick warmth. The push lower. The pink core hidden inside the folds creates a tight suction around my thick finger as I probe her. Her scent mixes with the warm cream dotting her breasts.

She’s soaked. So ready. But this time it’s not for fingers or machines.

I tease her entrance, letting just the tip of one finger dip inside as I gauge her tightness. “I won’t take your virginity. Not yet. I have a process.”

She tenses but then sighs with relief as I circle her clit, moving the hard little nub back and forth.

“But you’ll still come for me. You’ll drench Daddy’s glove like the good little cow you are. You’ll milk for me, baby, just like you were made to.”

I press harder. My mouth waters. The image of her milk dripping down her spread open pussy as I lap at the dual sweetness turns my balls to iron weights.

She jerks beneath my hand.

“No. No, I can’t. It’s too much—”

“You can,” I growl, my control slipping. The professional mask is cracking. My cock is rock hard under my loose scrubs, straining against my briefs, pushing out on the lab coat. “You’re going to soak yourself for me. That’s what this cunt was made for. Pleasure and breeding. It was designed to draw out the seed from my balls. It only exists to be a receptacle for seed.”

She’s sobbing now, desperate and wet, grinding against my palm. Her breasts bounce up and down with the motion of her rocking body. A white streak dribbles down the curve of her ribcage.

But, she doesn’t let go.

She has to understand that this isn’t just a training program.

It’s the beginning of her purpose.

I’ll breed her full of my seed, keep her swollen and dripping, dependent on me to relieve the ache in her tits and the hunger in her womb. She’ll cry for my cock, plead to be filled, her mind urgent with neediness until she fails to remember what her life was like without me.

She finally slumps back, chest heaving.

“I can’t—” She pants. “Do it again.”

“That’s because you know now that this part of you is designed for one thing. Your pleasure stimulates the walls of your channel, do you know why that happens.”

She shakes her head with hazy confusion.

“Because, that massages the shaft of my cock, it’s like your body begging for the sticky release that will fill your belly. Down into your DNA you were made to be a breeding cow. Your very pleasure is only a biological way of your body saying I’m ready. I’m fertile. I am here to be your vessel. Nothing more.”

I pull a sterilized cloth from the tray and wipe the milk from her skin with slow, efficient strokes. No lingering. No indulgence. Only what is necessary to clean her.

Her breath comes out as a long sigh. Her lashes droop to hide her eyes, but I can see her inspecting me from underneath them. Does she have any idea how stunning she is?

My clinical touch is more safety than she’s known in years. She came here for credits and stability but in this room, she’s found something else entirely.

Are my capable hands her salvation or captivity?

She has no idea.

Should I give her a clue? It’s branded at the base of her neck.


CHAPTER 4
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Rhea

My skin tingling, my breasts heavy and leaking. And when he touched me with those latex gloves, his deep voice thick with authority, I thought I would fly apart into a million micro pieces.

But I didn’t reach the peak that clutched at my insides.

Something stopped me.

Deep in my chest it whispered: You can’t. Not without him inside you.

I’m back in my induction suite, lying in the sleep pod, milk pads strapped over my nipples as my heart thuds behind my ribs. My breasts are swelling so fast they already feel stretched and overfull. The pads are already damp.

There’s pressure building behind my areolas, a taut, almost searing heat that makes my spine tingle when I shift. The cotton chafes my nipples. The milk wants out. The ache is constant now.

The only nice thing about the strange new sensation is that it takes my mind off the pain in my neck. The brand throbs, reminding me about my master.

Dr. Voss left me after wiping me down without another word.

I’ve never felt so empty and full at the same time. It’s very confusing.

The milk isn’t just a side effect. It’s a demand, like a craving. My body begging to be touched again.

I need milking for that special relief that only Dr. Voss can give me. I’m itching to move, to squeeze and press down on my aching breasts, but I dare not.

He is the sort of man a girl like me would never say no to. He must have been born to take control. I’m sure he controlled himself all the way up to the Top Tier. The elite cream of the crop.

I shift on the thin mattress of the sleeping platform again. The motion sends a sloshing sensation through my chest as the swollen weight of my breasts responds. I feel another leak. Slow, warm, soaking through the pad.

I’m starting to recognize the scent of lactase. The sugary sweet, creamy flow.

I cover my face with both hands, squeezing my eyes shut.

This isn’t what I thought I signed up for.

The discomfort, the continual grinding ache. The unknown blank future. He tells me nothing, leaves me hanging.

But the worst part is that I want more. Not the leaking and never-ending thrumming between my thighs. I want more of him.

I imagine pulling his lab coat open. I would loosen the cord of his scrubs, dying to see that thickness underneath.

But that’s as far as it goes. I’m too innocent to fill in the gaps. All I know is that I am desperate for Dr. Voss to do something to me and not just with his hands.

I’ve never been touched before. Not like that. Not by anyone.

And now I’m… this.

A patient? A subject? A thing?

No. Not a thing.

A HuCow.

There’s a red sensor light above the door frame, blinking slowly. I don’t know what it means. Restricted access, maybe. Or observation mode.

Can he see me?

Is he watching me now?

Maybe he is recording my breath, and all those yearning fantasies I mumble in my sleep.

The thought of his eternal observation makes my stomach knot. My nipples harden against the damp pads. I’m wet again, the ache between my legs never fully faded.

I roll over and press my face into the pillow, heart thudding like I’ve been caught doing something wrong. It feels good to have the pressure of the mattress compress my breasts.

I remember the way his voice changed when he touched me. The way he growled that I would come. He acted as if he owned my pleasure and the ability to orgasm did not belong to me anymore.

You’re in heat, Rhea. Your body needs to be milked. Your belly wants to be filled. Your need to breed is mounting.

His conviction is infectious.

My body needs more and it isn’t food. Or sleep.

It’s him.

His hands. His mouth. His cock. His approval.

I want to fight it, but even leaking, aching, and humbled as I am, I keep replaying every second of what happened on that table.

With him.

The delectable suction. His thick, experienced latex-covered fingers.

The words he used.

Good girl.

I squeeze my thighs together, twisting them until the pressure begins to massage the ache. My fingers grip against the sheets.

I shouldn’t.

But what if I just… touched a little? Just enough to take the edge off. Just enough to stop the pressure building in my chest, my belly, between my legs.

Is he watching me now, waiting to see if I’ll give in without him? Would he even care?

Pulling up the sheet, my hidden hands slide down my belly.

I think of his face.

I need to self-soothe. Time for me to control my breathing and focus on what Dr. Voss seems to value the most about me: my willingness to obey his rules.

If he doesn’t come back soon, I think I might scream.

Or whimper.

Or worse…

I might touch myself, even though I can sense that he is definitely watching.
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CAELAN

The absorbent patches are already soaked through. Damp spots bloom outward in slow, sticky circles. Her chest rises and falls in shallow, uneven breaths.

All the readings on her sensors are telling me what I already know.

The fever has started.

Milk fever. That violent biological surge that comes with the special supplements and direct stimulation. Breasts ache, body lubricating as her desperation intensifies.

I check the monitor. Hormone levels show that she is deep into Phase Two.

Imprinting. If were to take a look inside her mind now, it would be stuck on a permanent loop craving me, craving relief, milking, breeding.

She’s imagining what it would be like if I were to haul out the impressive equipment straining against my briefs, pump it a couple of times, before sticking it in her mouth to show her it’s new purpose.

Or shoving it into that tight slit of hers. She would be more than satisfied with either outcome.

The begging will start soon and for the first time, it will be more than a clinical breeding release for me. I want to fuck this girl. I want to feel that flutter in her walls and watch how her face changes as the pleasure kicks around inside her.

I have a cold, calculating nature and cruel mindset. She senses that. Her need is so acute that it overrides her caution.

Because underneath the pathological pleasure I take in training her, she knows I hold the final answer to the question she never knew she asked.

I appreciate her. She’s my subject, not an object. She belongs to me. In this world and whatever comes next. Perhaps, she is the missing link to healing me. Turning me back into being more human than the strict machine I am right now.

She’ll cry for milking. Because she knows at the back of her mind that it will lead to the justification of her entire existence.

There will come a time when her sopping wet slit gets to milk my cock as it was designed to do.

I’ve done it a hundred times with more subjects than I can name, but no one ever penetrated the place in my chest that warms now.

With my sweet little R-Seven?

It will be different.

I want to feel every tremor, every filthy, broken plea that falls from her perfect little mouth. I want her to know exactly what I plan on doing to her.

No confusion or mercy. Only total, irreversible surrender.

I lose my battle to go to her pod. It’s been only an hour since I branded her.

I’ve gotten no other work done. Obsession pounds inside me like a dangerous drum.

There is nothing official on her schedule right now besides rest but this girl is making me think a lot of unofficial thoughts.

Down the short hall, I stop in front of her door heaving in a long breath before pressing my palm on the scanner, the door hisses open, sliding into the wall.

Inside, she jolts upright in the dimly lit pod—eyes wide, lips bite-red, hair mussed from restless, fevered sleep. Her stiff white nightgown is rumpled high on her hips.

"D-Doctor Voss?" she gasps.

"Lie down, little cow."

She hesitates. “Have I done something wrong?”

I arch a brow. "You didn’t lie down like I just told you to. Do it now."

She obeys.

The portable milking console waits on the shelf by the bed.

I slide it off, the console is sleek, I flip the power on. It comes to life, humming softly, chrome reflecting the lights.

Conflict wars in my chest. No.

I won’t be using the suction cups. Or the gel tubing. Not even wearing gloves. Not this time.

“What are you doing with that?”

“Nothing.” I replace it back on the shelf, saliva gathering under my tongue. “For my little cow, it’s skin-to-skin. Palm to breast. The old-fashioned way.” The dominant way. The forbidden way.

She opens her mouth again. I cut her off. “No more questions.”

She releases a soft panicked pant when I press a button on the side of her bed and the storage compartments click open.

Then, she sees the restraints.

White leather, gold hardware, lined in velvet. I put her in the upgraded sleeping pod. The one I’ve never used for another subject.

I lift a small silver bell from the open compartment near her shoulder.

The bell chimes once. Ting. It’s a bright, enticing sound.

Swallowing hard, she cannot stop another question from coming out. “Why a bell?”

“Ringing this bell will mark every milking session. Every time you hear the ring, it will remind you what I created you to be. Now say it after me. Milk. Obedience. Service."

“Milk. Obedience. Servant.”

Close enough.

I return the bell to the pocket of my lab coat, the continue with wrapping a cuff around her wrist.

"Your body knows who it belongs to. You respond to me and only me from now on."

Her lips part as another question whispers out. "Why the straps? I promise not to run away. Or fight you."

I fasten the other cuff. Then her ankles. Every motion has meaning. Be good. Obedient. And you will be amply rewarded.

“Because they please me. There needs to be no other reason. That is something you need to learn.”

My beast of a cock thickens as it thinks about its own reward.

"You have accepted the full purpose of being with me, Rhea. This is Phase Two."

A lilting smile flickers over those tender lips. "What's Phase Three?"

I love her smile. I love that she’s finding joy in her ownership.

I’ve never had a subject who brought that out in me before. Knowing this makes my cock lengthen until is strains against the band of my briefs.

I must claim her gorgeous pout. Bending, I brush my firm mouth over her lips.

"Breeding."

The air huffs out of her as she stiffens. Looking down, I understand why.

My lab coat is unbuttoned. The knot around the scrub pants has loosened. She can see the pre-cum staining the front. And what lies beneath.

I adjust myself but don’t bother to hide my arousal.

They didn’t appoint me to the Top Tier Doctor here because I was weak. Seriously, this is the first time my resolve has been so sorely tested.

Being surrounded for years by youthful ripe, fertile flesh has never been a problem before. I’ve never felt this driving need to suckle. Kiss. Nurture.

Fuck. Fuck so fucking hard my balls threaten to blow without being touched.

I press my hand to her belly while soothing the insanity pounding between my temples. I slip my other hand behind her neck, over the brand, the dermal sensors there connect to the receptors embedded in my palm.

At the exact moment, our minds meld. I can see her thoughts and she can see mine. It’s a rare connection I’ve not had with any other subject. Not like this.

She wants my cock inside her. Yes, there will be pain. I see her biting the inside of her cheeks to stop herself from screaming.

My thoughts turn feral knowing she can feel them.

I imagine fingering the wetness from her opening. Spreading her thighs wide as I kneel between them. Lapping at the flow of sweetness she releases onto my tongue.

Then, the heavy head of my cock against her unbreeched opening. Introducing this special breeding cow to my monstrous erection one long inch at a time.

An orgasm nearly takes my breath away. I clear my mind, the images she’s sharing with me enough to have me roaring at the ceiling.

I breathe. Not yet. Not unless I’m inside her.

We are both regenerated by the connection. Sharing our thoughts without speaking.

"This womb is mine," my tone is rough, the lust pounding in my chest. "You’ll beg for it first. You'll ache for my seed, little cow. You'll scream for me to fuck you."

Her reaction is instinctual. Her nod is enthusiastic. Lips parted, eyes dilated.

No more denial after what she glimpsed in my mind.

Unfastening the pads covering her breasts, I press my gloveless finger at the base of her puckered nipple. After collecting one drop of her precious milk, I suck my fingertip with my eyes closed.

She’s all natural. No trace of artificial hormones. Rhea is lactating for me.

Milk beads instantly at both nipples, translucent and warm. Her breasts are so full, so tight. She winces when the recycled air hits her skin as I pull on gloves.

I don’t wait.

I cup one breast, grip her nipple, and squeeze.

She gasps, not from pain, but from relief.

Milk spurts across my hands. Her head thrashes, legs tugging at the cuffs.

"Oh—oh my God—"

"Good girl. That’s it," I growl, squeezing again, slow and steady. "Let Daddy see what his little cow can do."

Her hips twist as her eyes latch onto the tent at my crotch.

"Doctor Voss, I—I—"

"Call me Daddy when I'm milking you."

She’s humiliated, but aroused. “Yes, Daddy.”

"You’re doing beautifully," I switch over to the other breast. Milking her in rhythm. "Keep those thighs nice and wide for me so I can see that wet cunt."

She moans louder now, hips writhing in the restraints. She wants to be fucked. But she’ll take this.

She’ll take anything I give her.

“Soon, little girl, you will beg to take all of my cum. Tear through that little hole. Make you cum milking every hot sticky drop from Daddy’s balls.”

Panting, she nods. “Yes, Daddy.”

"You're not allowed to come until I say so," My voice is gruff. "Not until you understand true obedience."

She whimpers, teetering.

I pinch her rosy red nipples hard. I need to leave. I have other subjects. Obligations. Reports and meetings.

She jerks, arcs of milk spraying into the air, some landing on her flushed cheeks. Decorating the black silk of her hair. The stimulation increases her milk flow. Those gorgeous large breasts jiggle as her chest jumps.

"Your milk fever will grow." I’m standing over her wrecked, panting body. "I will milk you according to our schedule. Promise to be a good girl until then."

"How long until you come back?" She’s in countdown mode, eager for the next milking. Because it means we are getting closer to Phase Three. She is nearly choking from her need for me to breed her.

“It’s your job to be patient. You’ll stay naked from now on unless I tell you otherwise.” More orders as I unclasp her cuffs. “If you want to self-soothe, I will allow it while I’m gone, but you do not come. Do you understand?”

I have never allowed such touching before, but Rhea is special.

Her small voice comes out of the darkness as I dim the night lights. “Thank you. But… how many hours until next time… Please?”

I glance over my shoulder. “Eight. Now, sleep. Recover. And remember to obey.”

Her voice is raw with emotion. “Thank you, Daddy.”

That name on her sweet, plump lips is a temptation rears I find hard to resist.

"If you beg beautifully… maybe next time Daddy will introduce you to phase three. You crave that don’t you? Your body wants to go down onto all fours, be mounted from behind, stuffed full of hard cock, tits hanging low, spurting as you draw all that hot cream from my balls."

Her hands move down as she begins to self-soothe her lower belly.

I can’t help myself.

Kneeling, I press a warm palm to her cheek. Skin to skin. Gloves off.

"You did well for me, little cow," I say. "So brave and obedient."

She blinks up at me, her exhaustion and pleasure entwined.

Leaning in, I press a kiss on those enticing lips.

"Daddy’s proud of you."

A soft sob catches in her chest as I stroke her hair.

"You earned your rest. I’ll be back. You won’t have to suffer alone. Not ever again."

She nods faintly.

I leave her leaking and throbbing counting the minutes until I return.
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RHEA

Every time I close my eyes, it starts up again.

The pull, the ache, a gnawing tension blooming behind my nipples and coiling low in my belly. It feels like something expanding inside me, tugging from the inside out. It makes me strain toward a touch that won’t come.

Milk drips in rivulets of sugar cream drip down my tight flesh. It clings to my skin, sticky and sweet.

I’m not sure how long I slept. This room makes time feel unsteady. I know there are other people here on the station floor, but I feel incredibly alone. I tried the story telling machine on the wall, but my mind kept drifting back to Dr. Voss.

Or the pulsing in my feminine parts made my fingers want to soothe myself. The pain in my filling breasts keeping me from concentrating on anything else.

This new life is not at all what I expected. A growing obsession with the man that is my new keeper was not in the cards.

I shift on the thin mattress, wincing as the wetness between my thighs grows hotter, thicker. I’ve changed the pads. Adjusted the shift. But nothing stops it. My body grows impatient for his return.

The urge to continue the countdown until Doctor Voss returns is irresistible. One more hour. Or is it two? I have no idea really.

My telepathic link calls for him.

Doctor Voss. Come. Please.

He’s not my lover but my master. But when he touches me, I want to give him everything.

He sees too much. Knows too much. The bond forming between us is almost uncontrollable.

Pressing my face into the pillow, I try to smother the heat constricting my throat. The cotton sheet beneath me clings to my thighs, hips, and breasts.

The skin tautness increases as my mind dips and spins. This isolation is making me unravel.

The promise of him filling me with what I saw sticking out under his clothes gives me the strength to hold on.

I might be R-7 on the form, but to Caelan I could be something more.

My hand slips lower, sliding across the curve of my stomach. I hesitate for a fraction of a second before touching myself.

My clit is pulsing. The driving urge to soothe the demanding ache inside me is more than I can resist. I’m drenched. My pussy lips are swollen and warm. Slickness spreads over my inner thighs. Moving my hips in slow circles, I whisper his name.

“Doctor Voss…”

My other hand moves to my breast. I barely graze the nipple before milk beads up and spills, squirting into the air in little arcs.

“Yes…Daddy.” I mouth into the air, eyes closed. “I’m just a cow. A hole for you.”

I circle the raised nub with my fingertip. I’m already comfortable being naked. It’s what he wants and what pleases him, already is enough reason to do what he says.

I can feel the tension spinning. It feels like I’ve been suspended on the edge since he left me. And now I am finally falling, falling, oh God.

I’m no longer suspended in this small space. I’m flying, gliding above it all in white sparks with fire sparking over my skin.

Everything goes silent except the blood rushing in my ears, the animal sounds that break from my throat.

I couldn’t help myself. I couldn’t--

Beep.

The door unlocks.

I freeze, hand between my legs, praying the night lights don’t show the sweat covering my skin.

The lights stay off, but the air shifts. Heavy. Electric. He’s here.

Did he hear my mind calling for him? I want to think so, I want to think he’s connected to me even when we are apart.

The space tilts around his presence. My breath catches in my throat as I slide my hand from between my legs, but the delicious scent of my arousal swirling in the air.

He is here.

Nothing but a dark silhouette at first, framed by the faint hallway light.

Broad shoulders. Muscles in all the right places. Irresistibly handsome, like that strict high school teacher every girl masturbates about. His lab coat is unbuttoned.

In a flash, I think of him watching me touch myself while his strokes his thick cock.

“Perhaps I was not quite clear about your parameters?”

His voice is quiet. Lethal.

I shake my head. “N-no…”

“I ordered you to wait. Self-soothing only. No orgasms.”

“I—I couldn’t stop myself” My voice shatters on the heat building behind my ribs, because I can’t help blaming him for my temptation. “It’s like something growing inside me. I want to fly apart. I feel like I’m losing my mind in here alone. I can’t stop thinking about you. Breeding me. Phase three.”

The admission tumbles from my lips in pants and sobs.

He stands beside the bed. I can’t see his eyes, but I feel his close inspection. Down. Through. Past everything I pretend to be.

But he likes to hear me beg.

“Please, Doctor Voss, just—just touch me.”

I hear it. His large hands pulling on the latex.

He’s putting on the gloves.

“Do you want to be punished?”

His voice nearly pushes me right back over the edge.

“Yes. If that means you’ll touch me, yes, whatever you want to do, I just don’t want to be alone in here anymore.”

“Do you want to be bred?”

The question releases a flow of wetness between my legs, my nipples turn into fountains.

“Yes,” again. “Don’t leave me in here alone. I want you to do whatever you want with me. Just don’t leave me.”

He leans down. I feel the heat of his breath on my cheek. The shadows show me a glimpse of his fierce smile. Can he read my mind still?

“That’s almost begging.”

Eyes downcast, I agree. “If I could only get on my knees and beg I would.”

“You’ll be milked like the desperate little HuCow you are.” His hunger gives his expression a severe edge. “And if you come without permission again, I’ll lock you in the milking tank. Keep you on edge for days. Alone. No touch, no pump, no cock. Just the people watching you squirm unwilling to help you. They’ll just watch.”

His hands are on me. It’s the first time he is so rough and commanding. Flipping me onto my stomach with grunts and hard hands on my limbs, pushing and pulling me.

“Get on your fucking knees cow. You will earn your pleasure, not take it whenever it suits you. That dripping cunt and those swollen tits belong to me, not you.”

Everything starts to spin. But it is not the sort of dizziness I have been praying for.
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CAELAN

She touched herself without permission. She said my name while her fingers were buried in that needy cunt.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t know my body would do that. I was just trying to soothe myself like you said I could.” Her voice hints at the lie.

I lock her elbows with hard hands, drag her knees back so her body is a box on the mattress. Ass high, udders swinging.

Fuck, I can’t wait to hear her scream when she takes me for the first time. I can’t wait to see that blood from her innocence striped around my girth.

Her nipples flow freely into the sheets as her hair dangles around her face. She has no shame left.

“I’m just,” her voice waivers, “Something inside me is so desperate. I don’t want anything more than to make this need go away. It’s like I’m so hungry, starved but not for food.”

My little HuCow is in heat.

I am a hard taskmaster, a human bull. But I cherish that which belongs to me more so with her than ever before.

She stirs my emotions like no other female. Rhea-Seven, you just might be my number one.

The moment her eyes begin to flutter, I snap back into command. "No talking. Keep your eyes down."

She obeys instantly as I loop the cuff on her wrist, leather sliding against her pale skin. Flexing my authority over her, I make sure to cinch tight.

I move around her, securing her other wrist, then, new straps on her thighs, then finally two on her ankles holding her body in the perfect position.

I check her monitor on the wall. Her breathing spikes along with her blood pressure. Good.

Pulling the bell out of my pocket, I finger it with a smirk.

I let it dangle above her before ringing it once. The sharp tinkle is ceremonial. The sound echoes in the small sterile white room.

Then, I reach down and click the latch that releases the center section of her sleeping platform. It drops on a hinge, opening a section where her swollen udders hang down.

The thin mattress and sheet fall with it, hanging down from where they are still pinned in place by her knees.

Her body tightens. Her milk starts to squirt in ten little threads downward. Her doe eyes lock on me, ripe with expectation.

“Did I say you could look at me?”

She drops her gaze shaking her head.

I ring the bell again, this time right next to her ear.

“Every time you hear that bell, sweet cow,” I make sure to keep my voice low as I brush the tangle of long hair off her blushing cheek, “your body will remember who it belongs to. What it’s for.”

Lips tight, she nods.

I run my bare hand into the curve of her spine, the thumping down low in my groin stronger than ever.

She’s fertile. Ovulation is imminent. I’m so in tune with her I can fucking smell it.

"Repeat after me: ‘No orgasms without authorization. No stimulation without supervision’. Say it." I hit another button on the side of her sleeping platform and the low sound of gears turning hums, two hinged doors open on the floor then the full-size milking machine rises upward the motor already pulsing.

"I—I was lonely. It’s like something inside me is going crazy, I can’t control things. You make me feel so good, it’s hard to wait for your return."

My voice thunders. “Stop making excuses. You signed a contract, if you didn’t read it, that’s your fault little cow.”

She cringes. “Sorry, Doctor Voss. But I have all these weird feelings and urges.” She swallows hard as milk streams from her nipples. “You didn’t put in the rules how much I would miss you.”

I slide a hand beneath her to cup one heavy breast. Milk dribbles into my palm. Fuck, she’s so ready. So swollen. Since yesterday she’s doubled in size.

Withdrawing my hand, still soaked with her milk, I pick a spot and bring it down hard on her upturned ass.

She yelps the wet slap making lust thread through my veins. I do it again. Her wince and sob make me feel more alive than I have in years.

“Say, ‘I do not touch or come without supervision and permission’.” I land a hard wet slap on top of the last. “Say. It.

On a choked sound, she complies. “I don’t touch or come without you and you watching.”

Not perfect but compliant. Acceptable.

I know the usual breeding procedures will not be enough with her.

My pink handprint rises on her flesh.

Slow and methodical, I clamp the first milking cup onto her hanging breast. She gasps as the suction hits, body jerking. I attach the second cup.

I reach into my pocket, pull out the bell and ring it.

Milk spurts into the cups.

“You will soon just be a cow. Nothing left of the human girl that walked in here and signed her life away. Just udders and a breeding hole. That’s all you’ll be and it will be beautiful.”

She takes the milking without protest, the bigger machine drawing her nipples down two inches into the flanges, cream coating the tubes.

A shudders courses through her lush form.

She is impressive.

Her milk flows as she rocks and sighs, giving herself over to the sensation. No more fighting her fate.

I land my hand on her ass again as I increase the pressure.

“That’s a good cow.” I step toward her head, opening a small cabinet and pulling out the VR goggles. “You need to fully immerse yourself in your fate.”

“What—” She starts but I’m already strapping the contraption to her head, covering her eyes. I tap the buttons on the top of the goggles; I know what program she needs.

Full dairy farm coding #2.

She moans as I ring the bell again.

“You are a cow. Nothing more. A bovine without a brain without desires beyond what I tell you to have. You see all those cows on the farm? Standing there with the suction on their udders?”

I’ve watched the VR enough times to know what’s she’s seeing.

“Yes, I see.” Her voice hints at humiliation which only makes me want to breed her harder.

She’s getting addicted. Not just to the sensation, but to me. I reach lower, bare fingers parting her folds, breaking protocol touching her without gloves on her skin is bad enough but this? Fingering her in such an intimate way without latex could get me released from my top tier position.

Her body gushes on my hand, wet warmth sticky between my fingers.

"This pussy is almost ready," I push two fingers into that sucking soaked warmth to the knuckle, wiggle them around to feel her moist grip. She shudders, hips bucking. I pulse them in and out knowing what’s playing in the VR set right now. “Feel how that bull mounts you from behind, the pointed tip just moving into position. You feel the brush of that animal cock?”

She shakes her head. "I’ve never been penetrated before, Doctor Voss."

“I didn’t ask you that. I said do you feel that bull cock at your entrance?” I drag my fingers out, rubbing them around the circle of unbreeched flesh at her opening. “Right here. He’s pushing inside you right now. Stand still cow, you’re getting filled by that long hot bull dick.”

“Oh God.” She whimpers, her body clamping down on my fingers as I reach down with my other hand and give my own cock a few calming strokes.

I can hear her inner voice inside my head. “I’m your cow. I feel that fur on my skin, brushing, God, it’s so big. I want it. God, I’m sorry, I want it. Moooooo.”

Fuck, it takes every professional restraint I have not to release myself and plunge inside her. But, she must be ovulating. I want to watch her egg take my seed. The binding together will be the sweetest ever.

I land my free hand on her pussy lips while my other fingers push in and out. I slap the flesh, not hard just enough so it’s mimicking the scene planning out in front of her eyes.

“Those balls you see swinging and slapping on that cow? Their big and full.” Another slap, another and her body responds with more slick nectar, it’s dripping out of her now, down onto the white sheet as the pump draws at her cream. “Their slapping your cunt. You’re getting fucked hard by that animal. Fucked and milked. Such a good filthy cow.”

“I’m…” Her insides spasm. “I’m going to come.”

“No, you are fucking not.” I land the smack harder, shove my fingers deeper. “You don’t come without permission.”

My lust rips through me like fire in my veins. My need getting more and more impatient and greedy as she turns into the perfect specimen.

I drag my fingers out slow and wipe them across the small of her back, marking her. Sliding my hand under her face, I give her scent back to her. Smearing it on her mouth, so I can smell it when I kiss her.

"No more talking."

I end the VR feed and pull the goggles off her face.

Her eyes flutter, then roll back.

"I should leave you like this." My threat is just a tease as I start circling her clit with one finger. "Let the machine drain you. Or take you to the tank and let you see what being a cow under my control really means.”

I can already picture her there. Cuffed. Bound. Flooded with hormones. The gallery watching me mount her. Moaning through the gag while the machine teases her to the edge again and again until her mind cracks open.

She doesn’t know it yet.

But she might get to the point where she begs for the tank. Begs to be on display.

I pull the suction away suddenly and slide my bare hand over her leaking breast, her nipple extended and swollen against my fingertips as I roll it then pinch.

“Oww”, she winces and bows her back.

I squeeze and pinch again. Milk jets out, splashing onto my wrist. She moans, her mind spinning, I can’t make out her thoughts clearly, they are like a tornado of lust and conflict.

Giving her nipple a sharp flick, I lean down to her ear. "You ready to moo for me yet?"

She shakes her head, her braid barely hanging on. “No. I’m not an animal.”

"You want to be bred, don’t you? I’ll ejaculate deep. Right against your cervix. A long, thick bull dick deep inside you. Does that thought make you…"

Turning her head, she moans into the pillow. A loud beep goes off on her monitor. A red light pulses on and off.

She’s ovulating. The sensors are never wrong.

“Show me your face.”

Our gaze locks.

I grip her chin, make sure she can’t take her eyes off me.

"Say it."

"I want to be bred… with you." She chokes. "Please—please, I want it—"

"That’s not how you ask."

She whimpers, body writhing, sweat breaking over her ivory skin.

“Doctor Voss, I will be anything. I’ve never needed anything like this. You. Inside me.”

As she confesses, I strip. Lab coat, scrubs, shoes. All gone. Cast onto the floor, another rule broken.

I never take my clothes off to breed specimens. I only release myself from my pants, staying clothed never felt like a loss.

Until now.

“Unbraid your hair.” The gleaming strands cascade down her shoulders I step to the side of her head, fisting myself by the root and squeeze.

I don’t want a drop wasted. Every drop of my load is going into her untouched pussy.

Holding my fist around the thick shaft causes the veins to bulge. I let her look at it as long as she works her hair free, then resumes the position on all fours. “You still want me to fuck you with this? Split that tight slit of yours so wide just like that bull you watched?”

“Yes. Please, Daddy.”

My pre-cum beads and trickles. I climb onto the pod, kneel behind her as my fat cock jerks with eagerness.

I press the thick crown against her dripping entrance. I am slow, teasing, letting her feel the stretch. Her opening tightens, sucking me in inch by inch like her body knows it belongs to me. She's hot and slick, her walls clamping like they’re desperate to trap every drop of seed I give her.

“You’re letting the bull breed you.” I thrust hard, gritting my teeth, my muscles knotting. “Feel that? That’s a long, thick animal cock you filthy cow.”

Her tightness tears away as I surge forward, in and out, in and out, her lubrication allowing me entry but her body is a tight band around my shaft, making me force myself deeper. Deeper.

The only sign she makes of discomfort is to nibble her lower lip. So brave. She takes all of me like a challenge, one that she has promised herself to win.

"Please breed me, Doctor. Voss," she finally whispers, voice cracking. "I’ll be good. I’ll obey. I’ll do anything. Please breed me."

It is just like what I imagined. Her form is custom made to milk me dry. I have to withdraw, rubbing my glistening cock crown over her clit while I pant and calm myself.

For the first time ever, I want more time. I could pump my load into her right now, but I want more time inside her, especially now. Our first binding. So fucking tight and sweet.

“Fuck me.” My sweet subject is all grown up as she dares to demand more.

I can’t stop myself from driving my cock back in to my base, tearing away what’s left of her innocence.

My groan is guttural, ripped from somewhere deep and primal. Her body welcomes me with the greed of instinct, clutching around me like she’s already preparing to take all I can give.

"That’s my good cow," I growl, driving deeper, splitting her open until her groan becomes a gasp. "So wet for Daddy’s big cock. So ready to be fucked raw. Mounted like an animal. Want me to fuck a calf into you?"

"Yes," she cries out, her fingers clutching at the thin mattress. "I want it, I need it, I need to feel you breed me—"

Her back arches, shoving herself back onto me. I bury myself to the hilt.

Her breasts bounce with each hard thrust, the suction cups trembling with every movement.

Perfect view. Perfect specimen. She is perfect everywhere.

"Gonna pump you so full of my sticky cum you sweet pussy will drip for days." My voice rasps as I thrust forward again and again. Sweat covering me, our bodies slapping together.

I reach my hand around as I pound into her, grinding her engorged clit with my knuckles until she gushes and spasms.

I claim her body and her belly as well as all that creamy milk.

When my orgasm comes, I’m blind. I’ve never felt this sense of soul exchange when I’ve bred the other subjects. Rhea is taking part of me inside her as I roar and unload all that hot seed.

Spurt after spurt. It feels like it’s come up from my fucking feet the climax goes on for what feels like forever.

The whole building just felt me take what’s mine. The power grid flickers as the milking machine goes into overdrive from the force of me breeding her. My seed has already found an egg, I know it. I feel it.

But, that won’t stop me from doing it again.

And again.

And, again.
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RHEA

Idon’t stand a chance.

He moves through his climax, pulls out, then curses and takes me again.

The moment his cock pushes inside me, I begin to unleash the most violent, helplessly, shameful, but intensely gleeful orgasm.

It’s not an orgasm. It’s a detonation. Mounting and mounting until it crashes over me with violent jerks and pulsing delight.

My vision goes white. Every one of my nerves set on fire. My cunt clenches like I’m trying to keep him forever, and my breasts burst forth with milk like fountains. It sprays out from both nipples, the suction cups lose grip as I thrash around. The cups latch back on with a wet slurping seal. Magnetic.

The machines, metal restraints, and all the monitors in the room click and whirr.

But he doesn’t stop.

Dr. Voss fucks me through it. He drives into me as if he’s trying to brand me from the inside. His hands lock around my hips, dragging me back onto his cock over and over. His rhythm is punishing.

Slap, slap, slap.

Our flesh meets and seems to applaud.

“You think this needy little cunt gets to come without Daddy’s permission?” The snarl in his is voice thick with hunger. “You think you get to milk around me like that and not get filled to the fucking brim?”

Another thrust. Another slap of skin. The milking rig rocks beneath us as the pod shakes.

“I couldn’t stop myself.” I refuse to let him tease me out of my post-orgasmic happiness.

“Damn right you couldn’t.”

He shifts one hand to my hair, fisting it, yanking my head back. My neck arches, my mouth opens, but no sound comes out.

This hair-pulling thing feels so good. Spanking, yanking. Do I like it so much because it’s him doing it?

The milker tugs at my nipples in faster and faster pulses. Sucking then releasing, over and over. The warm letdown of the milk adding to the pleasure and the way my head feels filled with everything about him.

“That fat little pussy’s gripping me like it knows I’m the one who owns it. So greedy. So fuckin’ obedient. You were made to be split open on Daddy’s cock and filled ‘til you forget anything but my name. You’ll learn the moment you see me, your milk starts spraying. You’ll Drip when I breathe on your neck. This isn’t just breeding, sweetheart. This is branding.” He growls in my ear. “I’m gonna breed you so deep you can taste me every time you swallow.”

“Yes,” I sputter then wince as he lands an open hand on my ass. It’s no use, there’s no holding back this tidal wave.

I give in, sobbing, twisting and bucking.

The urge to give him that cow sound nearly overwhelms me.

In my head, I feel him, hear him urging the transformation.

Don’t fight it cow. You want to moo for me don’t you? Soon enough, you’ll stop fighting your true nature.

He lets me ride out the spasms. My walls drawing him in deeper.

“I’m going to spurt my bull load all the way inside again, sweet girl. Fuck a baby or a calf into you. Stuff this greedy little hole full of sticky cream then watch you waddle around full of Daddy’s load. You’re not leaving this rig until I’m sure you’re carrying.”

My body convulses. Another orgasm. I can’t stop it. I can’t breathe through it. His magnificent crown drives so deep it hits my G-spot. I always thought it was a myth until I’m convulsing and squirting like I’m possessed.

He grunts, and slams into me one last time—so deep I swear I can feel pressure in my throat.

And then he lets go. His hot, endless flow of cum turns me from frightened girl into victorious woman. His sticky warmth coats my inner thighs. My body incapable of holding it all inside.

He spurts and spurts into me in hot pulses.

“Your branded now. Your skin and your womb.”

My pussy clenches around his girth, trying to trap it, desperate to hold what he gives me.

I sob. I shake. I moan his name like it’s the only word I know.

Daddy.

Daddy.

And then I hear it.

The bell.

One sharp chime, ringing out above the chaos of my ruined body.

My muscles seize. My nipples pulse. My cunt tightens greedily around his cock, trying to milk more from him, needing to obey.

He rings it again.

“That’s right,” he groans. “Every time you hear that sound, your body will remember this moment. Milked. Bred. Owned.”

And he stays inside me. In fact, he is still rock hard. Grinding into me, his balls flexing as they empty every last bit of his essence into me.

“That’s it, my fresh little heifer,” his voice darkens. “Let Daddy feel that little cunt pulse around him.”

I nod against the padding. His cum slips from my tattered opening. My body is trembling, overwhelmed, used.

But I’ve never felt safer or more feminine and needed.

He leans over me. “You’re going to thank me for this later. When you feel it take root. When your belly starts to swell. When you leak at the sound of my voice.”

This time, I need him to know. “I want it. I want all of it.” All of you.

My body’s already halfway there.

I never want to leave this room. It’s our paradise.

He pulls out slowly, watching the flood of his cum spill from my swollen pussy. He lifts my thigh so that I can see how messy, obscene, and rapturous it looks like.

“Look at that mess. Such a beautiful sloppy cow cunt.”

I feel the cool pressure of his fingers again. Not to clean me, but to press something in. A firm thick plug slides into place, locking everything inside me.

“Hold that inside you. Squeeze and release, squeeze and release. It has receptors in it. I’ll be measuring the strength of your inner cock milking muscles. Soon, I’ll put my dick inside you and it will be your job to stroke me off with just your walls. Squeeze and pulse and pull all the hot cream from my balls while I just stand there and let your cow cunt do all the work.”

A pussy pacifier. Really?

But my body clenches around it instinctively.

“That’s Daddy’s,” he exhales, jiggling the plug, then giving my clit a light stroking. “You keep it safe.”

He wipes me down methodically after that. He swabs my belly. My breasts. Gently detaching the cups and massaging the ache from the swollen tissue.

“Here is your prize for being a good hucow.”

He leans down, his mouth latching on and my world explodes. He suckles hard and fast and deep and something about my body feeding him, feels almost as good as the orgasms.

I’m nourishing this man. Daddy. His body benefits from what I produce and from the sounds he’s making, it feels as good to him as it does to me.

He nurses, hands cupping and squeezing as I moan and connect to his thoughts. His mouth on me seems to be a direct line into his feelings, not just his thoughts and what I experience from him as breast feeds from me is deeper than any connection I’ve felt before.

When he finally finishes, both my breasts are lighter, my body warm and sated.

I feel limp. Broken, and finding it hard from stopping my thighs from twitching and shaking.

When I close my eyes, I still hear the bell.

Of course, my horny Doctor Bull notices. He’s reading my thoughts as well. And he smiles.

“This is only the beginning, little one.”

I belong to him. No regrets.
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RHEA

The suction cups are gone. The plug is still in place.

I feel full and fulfilled, both at the same time. Sealed up and claimed in every sense of the word.

Doctor Voss left me for a couple hours I think. I was allowed only to lay on my sleeping platform, the plug secured and my legs up in stirrups to hold his seed inside.

On the ceiling, the storytelling machine projected images and stories of cows living in pastures. Farms where they were milked then, human females strapped into milking harnesses, bound and gagged and breasts being pumped with men behind them…breeding them.

When the images finally went dark, my core spasmed, my head pounded from holding back the orgasms.

My nipples ache, but I’m getting used to the constant presence of it. Every muscle in my body is tired, but I don't want to move.

I don’t want to lose this moment.

An attendant came in and propped up my head. Fed me bland tasting cubes of nutrients, made me drink the entire portion of water. Then left without a word.

Then, finally when I thought I would go crazy, he’s back.

His voice is my addiction. “You’re quiet. No more questions?”

I swallow. “I don’t know how to talk about what just happened. And, the storytelling videos. I just—I don’t know what to say.”

“You don’t have to say anything.”

But I want to. Blame it on the hormones, but I have a burning desire to plug into his thoughts. Does he approve of me? Do I satisfy him?

I shift slightly in his arms, the motion making the plug inside me press deeper. His grip tightens in response, protective and firm.

“Still sore?” he asks.

“It’s that pleasure and pain you were telling me about. The pain reminds me of the pleasure. It kept peaking and peaking. One climax rolling into the next, so strong I thought I might faint from the excitement.”

He moves slowly, reaching for a cloth. He wipes the sweat from my neck, between my cleavage, and over my belly.

“You... changed me.” I turn around so I can see him. Can’t get enough of his rugged attractiveness.

His gaze is amused, but there is something more underneath the teasing glower. Affection? Maybe satisfaction. “Did I change you for the better?”

I nod. “Yes. A seismic shift.”

He presses a kiss to my shoulder, warm and grounding. “Good girl.”

My breath catches. His praise sinks deeper than anything else ever has.

“I still hear it,” I say. “The bell.”

He nods “Your body’s already syncing to it. That’s a good sign.”

“I don’t want it to stop.”

Pinching my chin firmly, he tilts it until I’m facing him. His eyes are darker now. Focused. Like I’ve just passed a test he wasn’t sure I’d survive.

“It won’t stop. Not unless you disobey. And even then…”

I shiver. Not from fear. From the way his voice coils around me like a tether.

“Tomorrow,” he says the words slowly. “You’ll be introduced to the observation deck. Other researchers. I want them to see what obedience looks like.”

My stomach flips.

“You want to show me off?”

“I want to show them you’re mine.”

His hand moves between my thighs, tweaking the plug lightly. “They’ll see what happens to a HuCow who obeys. Who earns her place.”

I should be nervous. I think I might be shy about doing it, but I would never be embarrassed to be recognized as belonging to Caelan.

All I feel is pride. Because I do belong. Only to him and no one else.

Not to the program. Not to the system. To him.

And tomorrow, everyone will know it.
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Caelan

Rhea is different this morning.

Calmer. Slower.

I’ve brought her from her pod into the one of the clinic areas. I made sure the attendants walked her last evening. She needed movement and exercise. I allowed her to wear a loose canvas dress outside her pod.

They fed and watered her according to my instructions. Updated her storytelling videos.

I caught up on work through the evening, but she tormented me. The obsession for her is growing by the minute and it’s got to be chemical. Biological. I can no longer imagine my life here without her.

Her breasts are full again. The ache is back. I can see it in the way she holds herself, with her shoulders hunched forward and thighs pressed tight together. Her nipples poke through the soft fabric of the new uniform I had tailored just for her.

The fabric is thinner. Tighter across the chest. No bra.

It’s the end of her first full pumping cycle. But she still doesn’t understand what that means. I will be pleased to enlighten her.

“Rhea.” I say her name gently, but she straightens like it’s a command. Good. “Come sit for me, baby girl.”

She crosses the room barefoot, each step cautious. She eases down beside me on the cushioned bench. Her outer thigh brushes against mine. Her breath catches from our contact. Her body must feel well-used. I can see it in the way she moves. But she doesn’t complain.

Excellent.

I turn toward her. “You’ve progressed faster than I anticipated.”

Her eyes widen, unsure whether it’s a compliment or a warning.

I reach to touch her. “That’s a good thing, baby. You’ve proven yourself ready for the next phase.”

“Another monitoring?” she asks. “Another… milking?” Then it dawns on her what I said. “You told me there were only three phases.”

I smile. “Those are private phases, done behind closed doors. The other handlers need to see your results. What proper imprinting can produce. You’ll be my demonstration model.”

She goes very still.

“You want me to…” Her voice tightens. “You want me to be milked in front of people?”

“Yes. In the tank but with an audience. Milked and fucked. By me.”

Her breath hitches as she stiffens.

“No,” she says immediately, shaking her head. “No, I can’t do that. I can’t—let people watch.”

“Rhea.” I force her to look up at me. When she does, her eyes are huge. “I would never ask you to do this if you weren’t ready. You will do this, you are my cow. You do as you are told.”

“The rules said being in the tank was like… sensory deprivation. That you can’t tell if anyone’s watching you or not.”

“Exactly,” I nod, inspecting the conflict on her sweet face. “That’s the point. You don’t know who’s behind the glass. Maybe it’s another tease. Maybe there’s no one watching. But you will do it without protest because I tell you to.”

There’s tightness in her forehead.

I continue. “I’ll be right there. I’ll touch you. Command you. Milk you. I want to show off my prize cow. You’ll do it because it pleases me.”

“I can’t,” she breathes. “It’s too much. People watching--” Her chin quivers.

“Look at me.” She does as I command but her fear is making my dick harden. “You belong to me now. Your body. These breasts. That sweet, soaking little cunt. You gave them to me the moment you signed your contract. And more, the moment you begged to be bred, by me.”

Her face flushes hot. “Yes, Daddy.”

“I own you,” I insist. “And when you offer your body in the tank, you’re not doing it for them. You’re doing it for me. For Daddy. For my control. My pleasure.”

“But I’m not someone who… lets people see me like that.”

“Not yet.” I stroke her throat. Her pulse jumps under my fingertips. “But that part of you is in there. I’ve seen it. Felt it. And I’m going to pull it to the surface, inch by precious inch.”

She shudders, but her resistance is slipping.

“I’m going to teach you how to want what scares you. How to crave the shame. How to glow in it and let it shine through you.”

“Daddy—”

I press two fingers over her lips. “No more. You will do as you are told.”

She’s slowly submitting to my will.

“You’ll kneel at my feet inside the tank while they watch. I’ll strip you. Strap you into the suction harness. Your arms restrained, breasts heavy and leaking, pulled tight into the warm suction domes. I’ll blindfold you. Or, maybe I won’t. You won’t know what I want until we get there.”

Her breath comes faster. I’m getting through to her.

“Maybe I’ll let them hear how you cry when I stroke your clit, Stuff you full of my dick. Maybe I won’t. Maybe they’ll hear how wet you are when I slide my fingers inside and tell you to say thank you.”

She gasps. Her thighs twitch at the sweet memory.

“You’ll hate it,” I whisper. “And then you’ll love it. Because you were made for this. You were made for me.”

I cup her breast through the fabric. She leans toward me instinctively. Milk seeps through instantly, staining the cloth. Her nipple hardens under my palm.

“You’re leaking for it. That’s your body telling the truth. It wants to be seen. It wants to be used. On display. You’ll moo for me in front of all those people, won’t you little cow?”

She bites her lip.

I lower my voice to a deeply hypnotic growl. "You will thank me for taking you into the tank. Tell me you’ll thank every eye on the other side of that glass for the privilege of watching you be milked and fucked and made into mine."

Her breath stutters.

"You need to feel what it means to be owned so deeply you shine in your shame. You need to look at them and say thank you for witnessing your humiliation and surrender to me.”

I stroke her jaw with my thumb.

Her liquid brown eyes glitter with secret swelling pride.

“Spread your legs.” I tell her as she looks at the ceiling, her shoulder brushing mine. “I’ll reward you for being brave.”

Her knees open, thighs in a wide V shape.

Sliding my hand between her thighs, I press the heel of my palm against her soaking center through the cotton. She jolts but doesn't pull away.

I press harder, a slow, grinding rub against her clothed clit until her hips lift, her lips part in soft moan. Her hand reaches for the obvious erection under my scrubs. I let her touch me.

"You come for me now, baby," I breathe through tight teeth. "Right here. In your pretty uniform. Let them smell it on you when I carry you into the tank."

She squirms and shakes. Her body jerks, her thighs clamp around my wrist, and a choked, humiliated moan escapes her lips.

But it’s what she does to my cock that really impresses me.

She reaches for me, her eyes on mine, her mind asking permission which I grant with a silent nod.

Her hand works the tie on my scrubs, reaching down, pushing and seeking until she’s wrapped her fingers around the thick shaft the way she saw me do it last cycle, she pumps me up and down, jacking me off.

“You touch my cock for your comfort, don’t you?”

Her lips fall open, eyes hazed slits. Her mind answers, I feel it.

“Pump it up and down. Get me nice and ready to breed you in public.”

She spins over the edge, her orgasm taking root.

When her spasms stop, I move her hand away. Let her catch her breath.

She’s panting. Eyes glassy. Cheeks soaked. Desperate for more.

I put myself away.

“Good cow. It’s time.”

She’s mine.

She doesn’t see the cage I am erecting around her mind.
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Rhea

The cold hits me first.

It’s not freezing but it’s empty. Clinical.

The air hums, a low and mechanical vibration. The sound is faint through the metal platform beneath my knees. Lights are dimmed to a shadowy blue, with thin silver beams slicing down from overhead vents, illuminating my suspended form like an experiment under glass.

The walls are dark, seamless. I can't tell where they start or end.

A one-way observation pane stretches across one side, but the glass is tinted—nothing visible behind it but my own reflection. It makes me feel ghosted and vulnerable. The complete opposite of how visible I feel when Dr. Voss’s gaze is on me.

A red recording light blinks above the door. There is no escape. No direction. Just the sound of my breath and the slow drip of milk onto the steel floor.

It feels eternal. Like being dropped into space and strapped in place.

The frame holds me suspended. My wrists and knees secured with padded loops, my back straight, my body angled just enough forward to keep me exposed.

The table is sectioned. One holds my upper chest, pressing padded against my sternum. My breasts hand heavy downward in the opening, then another section pressed across my middle from my ribs to my hips.

Finally, my thighs rest against two padded strips spread in a wide V shape, straps hug my ankles, holding them up at a right angle. I’m utterly on display. Secured and at the mercy of the eyes and hands that may come.

I shouldn’t be able to stand, not after what he did to me on the bench, turning my legs to jelly with his skilled fingers. But I’m not standing. I’m displayed in a the most submissive pose.

My breasts are leaking in slow, rhythmic drips down my front. I don’t know how long I’ve been strapped here. Time feels off here in the darkness. I just know I want this to be over – so I can go back to being with my Daddy alone.

Somewhere behind the glass there are people watching me.

I haven’t looked directly at them. I can’t. I keep my gaze on the floor or on the wall ahead, as if ignoring the audience will keep me from falling apart. It doesn’t help.

They’re murmuring softly. Taking notes.

Judging me. Maybe approving of the obedient way I keep my eyes downcast. I’m their exhibition. Their science experiment gone right. And Caelan has fucked all my emotions out, so I don’t know how I should feel about this happening to me.

I can feel it all over my skin. The shame rise in me like a tension. A warm tide that won’t go out.

My nipples are hard, overstimulated. My sex aches so badly it borders on pain. It’s unbearable—and yet I’m still here.

Because he told me to be his good girl and do what he asks.

Dr. Voss stands behind me. I can feel him before I hear him. His presence is like a storm front building pressure in me.

But he’s calm. Collected. Utterly in control. His silhouette cuts through the haze of light as he steps in front of me, broad shoulders in a fitted dark shirt, flawlessly fitted designer pants, black shoes. He’s a handsome brutish shadow, waiting to pounce.

His latex gloves gleam faintly under the overheads. A pang of disappointment hollows out my heart. He’s been touching me skin to skin when we are alone. I took it as a sign, that I was special. Different.

Now, with the gloves on again, I’m just a specimen to him. A thing to be bred and pumped and analyzed, exposed in front of other researchers like an animal.

“You’re doing perfectly,” he says, his voice only loud enough for the others to hear, but clearly meant for me. “Your body’s speaking for you now. Let it.”

He trails one gloved finger down my spine. The touch is feather-light, but it shatters me. I try to hold still, but I tremble anyway. My breasts respond instantly, a fresh spill of milk catching the cold air as his finger touches the brand at the back of my neck.

“I can’t,” I whisper. “I changed my mind. I’m not ready for this.”

“This isn’t about what you want anymore. You gave yourself to me. This is who you are now.”

His tone isn’t angry.

It’s worse. Just flat and indifferent. I’m a thing. A cow like he always calls me. And somehow, I find that tempting.

I don’t want to let him down.

“You’re discovering who you are, cow.” He steps closer. “This is your moment to shine. You’re not performing. You’re transforming.”

I want to argue, but my body betrays me. The shame seeps away as my belly melts into something that feels far too much like arousal.

His presence wraps around me like gravity, and when he slides his hand between my thighs, I feel like a lassoed beast brought down by velvet rope.

“So wet,” he announces to the mirrored glass then aims his eyes at me. “Already soaking. So much for your protests. So much for not wanting this.”

He pushes two fingers into me without warning. It is more than penetration – it is a relief. I haven’t felt anything inside me since he removed the plug. I writhe and bite back the moan but lose.

“She’s responding beautifully,” a voice through a speaker announces.

“Note the volume of lactation increase during penetration,” says another voice.

They’re still talking and watching. Their observation is total as they document everything that’s being done to me.

My tight channel clenches around his fingers as he plunges them in and out.

When I’m on the verge of breaking, he pulls them out slowly and wipes them down my inner thigh as if he’s marking me. Then I hear the sound of his zipper.

Oh God.

I turn my head as much as the restraints will allow. “Caelan—please, I don’t think I’m ready to – to climax in front of an audience. To be bred like this.”

He presses the head of his cock against my entrance. Instantly, I am eager to continue. In fact, if he were to pull away, I would cry.

He holds it there and my body turns feral. I’d give this man everything if he would just, please, push, his, cock, inside, me.

“You’re ready. You’re dripping. And they need to see what a fully bonded subject looks like.”

His voice encourages. He sounds almost proud.

“You begged for this,” he reminds me. “You begged me to fill you. Now they’ll watch while I do it.”

My hips are already tilting toward him. I hate that my body craves him this way but I know whatever he’s done to me, cannot be undone. I adore how good he is at fucking me.

He pushes in with one long, surgical stroke, like a blade carving a name into skin. Not fast. Not rough. Just deep. Deliberate. As if he’s memorizing my shape with the crown of his cock, pressing past the tight resistance, sinking through every flutter and tremble until I’m split open around him.

The head breaches me first. It is an obscene pressure that makes my knees and feet fight the restraints.

Then the rest of his girth and length follows. He is slow, merciless, making me feel as if he’s pouring hard iron into a pussy mold shaped just for him. My body pulls him in, tight and hungry, the slick stretch unbearable. Exquisite.

He’s a big man with a cock to match. But the best is the way he knows how to use it. The deliberate strokes rubbing and rocking my clit, vibrating me until I crave more and more.

He groans low. "That’s it, little calf. That’s your cunt knowing what she was bred for."

And God help me. I feel all of him. Deep in my belly. Like the greedy little girl he calls me, I lose track of perspective as a bloom of heat and shame so fierce it makes my vision blur.

I mouth the words, so that only he can hear me. “Harder. I can take it. Whatever you give, I’m your vessel.”

"There she is," he grunts, voice molten. "That tight, greedy little cunt that belongs to Daddy. Feel how she opens for me? Look at what they’re seeing. Look at what you’re giving them."

I try to close my eyes, but he grabs my hips and thrusts in deep enough to trigger my gag reflex. I cough, retch, but nothing can stop my obsession for more. I want him to hollow me out and pump himself inside.

I cry out, my voice is sharp, raw, unguarded. The frame jerks under the force of it, chains rattling softly in rhythm with my surrender.

“She’s fully bonded,” someone says clinically.

“Perfect cervical response.”

I feel like I’m underwater.

Dr. Voss doesn’t speak now. He just grips my hips and begins to move, slow and deliberate, fucking me like I’m the only thing in the world that matters.

Every thrust presses me harder into the restraints. My breasts sway. Milk gushes in short, helpless spurts.

Each stroke piledrives me, shaking loose another spill. The slick sound wet skin echoes in the tank. Milk streaks down my belly, splattering my thighs and painting the steel below like a signature.

I’m not being passive. This is my visceral response to his Alpha aura. Violent, but real.

Proof of how my body belongs to him, soaking the room in the truth of what I am. My cunt clenches around him as my second orgasm of the day starts to build again. His plunging cock feels too strong, almost too much. But I grin and bear it, because I am pretty damn sure I can’t live without it.

“Ah-ah.” I’m panting. “Daddy—I’m going to—”

“Oh no. You have to earn your pleasure. Are you my cow?” He drives into me in blinding thrusts.

“Yes.” I hiss, desperate for the impending explosion in my core.

“Then show them. Make Daddy proud. Moo like a cow so they know who you are.”

My head flies back and forth. Hait sticking in my mouth.

“Do it.” His voice hardens, my body breaks into sweat. “Or I’ll put you in your pod and not come back.”

“No!” I crack, sobs breaking in my chest.

“Then show them what a good cow you are. Taking a long, fat bull dick like a good cow. Moo. Right, fucking now.”

My mouth forms the shape, tears burn down my cheeks.

“Mooooooooo.” I moan.

A hand lands on my ass.

“Moooooooo!” Louder. “Moooooooo!”

I’m not thinking anymore. I just am.

His cock beats inside of me now. Hard and complete.

“Come,” the approval sounds like it’s dragging through gravel. “Do it now. Show them how you squeeze the bull cock you worship with your tight slit. My moo’ing hei--”

My orgasm rips through me before he finishes the words. I scream. My body convulses.

Milk erupts from my nipples in twin arcs, drenching the front of the tank in hot, messy streaks. It spatters across the window, slides down the glass, leaving trails of shame and surrender.

I can feel the droplets hit my skin, bounce off my thighs, soak into the harness loops. I’m not leaking—I’m gushing. Milking for him. For them. And I break apart like something designed to be ruined—torn open at the seams, rewritten and redesigned molecule by molecule.

My mind goes blank. My body releases. My soul forgets my name and whispers his instead.

I’m nothing but sensation.

Nothing but his.

He slams into me once, twice more—and then groans as he comes inside me. I feel it flood me, hot and thick, pumping deep where no one else will ever reach. His hand slides down over my stomach like he’s sealing it inside.

“Now you belong to me,” he says softly, only for me. “Inside and out.”

He stays inside me, still rock hard and ready for more but only if I beg him hard enough.

So deep. Still pulsing with power against my G-spot. The crown of his cock and his cum promising more as it seals the deal we made when I signed that form.

His large hand spreads over my belly. He leans in close enough to tempt me.

"They saw you break for me. Saw you milk for me. Saw you bred. Heard your sweet cow sounds." He kisses my temple. “Definitely Daddy’s favorite. You are complete."

And I know he’s right.

Whatever I was before this, she didn’t survive the tank.

She burned up in the heat of his possession.

All that’s left is knowing that I am his.


CHAPTER 12
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Caelan

The lighting here is warm. Low and amber tinted. No surveillance hum, no steel restraints. Only the hush of carpeted floors, the scent of leather and antiseptic.

My private quarters are cleaner than a hospital wing, quieter than a tomb, and designed for complete control.

Walls are matte black. Bed wide and firm. Shelves lined with tools and instruments, every one of them sterilized and labeled. This is where I reward her. Where I unmake her gently.

She’s kneeling in front of me with her long hair falling down, eyes lowered, wrists resting delicately on her thighs. I am tempted to ring the bell, watch her thighs widen and all her fluids flow.

She’s beautifully naked. Lush with breasts so big, it takes two hands for me to bring a nipple to my mouth.

I had her strip as soon as we entered my private chamber. No restraints. No frame. No audience. Just the two of us, as it was always meant to be.

This isn’t training anymore.

It’s transition.

From subject to mate. From trainee to treasured possession.

And she knows it.

Rhea’s skin is flushed with triumph. Her nipples leak slowly, rhythmically as her glands are fully responsive now. Her body has adapted beautifully. She no longer needs scheduled milking. Her arousal regulates the flow.

Whenever she thinks about me, hears my voice, or watches me, she gets aroused. As easy and natural as breathing.

Which means it’s time to mark her.

“Look at me.” It’s an order, but she likes it now. Without me commanding her, Rhea would be lost, straying in a circle until I told her to come back.

She lifts her chin. Her lips are parted, her expression softly compliant.

I reach into the drawer beside the bed and withdraw the collar.

White leather with a silver buckle. A small silver bell fixed to a reinforced ring at the center.

Like Rhea, the collar is delicate, feminine, unmistakable. The sound will cue her body now. Just a chime, and she’ll leak for me like she was trained to do.

Her breath catches when she sees it.

“You’ve earned this,” I tell her. “Not because you submitted. But because you belong to me.” Because I want you.

She swallows. “Yes, Doctor.”

I shake my head. “Try again.”

She blinks.

Barely audible, she self-corrects. “Yes, Daddy.”

My cock twitches. Her docile little voice is sweet as cream.

I lean back against the edge of the bed and spread my legs. “Show me. Mouth first.”

She crawls to me on her hands and knees, keeping her eyes up, and settles between my thighs. I unfasten my pants and free my cock. She doesn’t hesitate.

Wrapping her pouting lips around the head, she takes me deep—deeper than I’ve ever been sucked before. New to this, she gags slightly, then adjusts her stroke and rhythm.

I groan, resting a hand on the back of her head as my fingers weave around the roots.

“Good girl,” I growl. “Just like that. Keep your tongue soft. Let me be the one to fuck your mouth.”

She moans, not losing a beat. The sound vibrates through my cock, and I grip her hair tighter, guiding her rhythm. She’s not just sucking now, she’s worshipping. Honoring my ownership.

Reaching behind her head, I gather her hair and sweep it over one shoulder, then wrap the collar around her throat, and fasten it while I’m deep in her throat. The leather slides snug beneath my fingers, the buckle tight. Once it’s secured, I lean back and pat the top of her head.

“Good cow. Keep sucking.”

She hums her approval around me as her cheeks hollow with her effort.

"Every hole on you belongs to me now. Your ass will be fucked by me next. Once your testing shows you are solidly growing my calf in your belly," I whisper, holding her steady while she chokes a little and then I push deeper.

She’s got plump lips and a tight, sweet suck.

“Fuck,” I breathe. “That’s it. That’s my good little cow.”

Her eyes flutter. She pulls back, gasping, saliva slicking her chin. My cock throbs, glistening.

“Crawl up,” I order. “Brace yourself over me. Hang your udders over my mouth.”

I lie back on the bed, arms folded behind my head. She straddles my waist slowly and carefully, her round thighs trembling with effort. Her breasts hang full and aching above my chest, nipples pink and heavy.

I cup one and press it toward her mouth. “Feed Daddy, baby. Let me taste what I’ve bred into you.”

She hesitates, but it’s not to say no. She has to think about the order because this is her first time. Then she leans in.

Milk beads on the pink nipple instantly. I open my mouth and draw her in.

She whimpers with excitement.

It’s warm. Sweet. Laced with her scent. I suck greedily, one hand gripping her hip, the other palming her ass. Her body rocks in my lap, leaking freely now, her moans soft and breathless as I drink.

When I’ve taken enough, I switch breasts.

She feeds me like I’m her infant. Like I’m her god.

And when I’m done, she’s panting—dripping—cock pressed between her slick thighs, ready to be filled again.

“Look at how she drips,” I groan, pride filling my chest. “Look at my good little cow, leaking and ready to be fucked full again.”

I look up at her, her belly already soft and warm against mine.

I run my palm over the gentle swell, press low with a proprietary action. “Feels like you’re already growing full for me, little cow. My seed’s settling deep. Making something permanent.”

Her lips part, breath stuttering.

“Soon I’ll see you waddle,” I say. “Heavy with milk. Heavy with me. You belong to me now. Say it.”

“I belong to you.” I kiss her hard, a reflection of my possession. Her lips yield under the pressure as she receives my probing tongue.

“Forever.”

“Forever.”

“Good girl,” I say. “Now ride me.”

She shifts forward, thighs quivering, slick inner folds brushing the length of my cock as she positions herself. One hand braces on my chest, the other wrapping around the base of me, guiding me to her soaked entrance.

She pauses. Breathing hard. Her eyes lock on mine—wide, liquid, admiring.

Then she sinks down.

Inches stretch, fill, and disappear into her greedy heat. Her mouth falls open. Milk drips from her nipples, splashing onto my chest. The bell at her collar gives a delicate chime, as if heralding her surrender.

“Slow,” I rasp, gripping her hips. “Feel all of me. Let your cunt remember her owner.”

She shudders and lowers until I’m buried to the hilt. My cock throbs inside her. Her belly brushes mine. Her breath hitches like she might cry.

I give her a sharp, upward thrust.

“Now,” I growl, voice low and raw. “Take every inch, baby. Grind your needy little clit on me—milk yourself on what bred you. Let me feel that greedy cunt flood while you thank me with your mess.”

Her surrender is absolute, but I know her secret. Rhea’s inner voice was always connected to me. I felt every struggle, all her attempts to kick over the traces and run away. But she fell hard the first time I told her to call me Daddy.

Because she craved nothing more than to be dominated by a man like me.


CHAPTER 13
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Rhea

It’s been a week since the collaring.

A week of sleeping in his bed. Of feeding from my own body and squirting it into his mouth, letting him taste it. Learning that service can bring peace not just surrender.

I didn’t know there was an outdoor simulation space on the station until he brought me here.

Beyond the concrete hallways, past the wings I’m no longer confined to, through a security coded double door, there’s a private pasture.

The real grass feels soft beneath my bare feet, the simulated outdoor breeze warm against my skin. There are no cameras. No handlers. No sterile lights humming overhead.

Only sky and only him. Daddy.

The bell at my throat chimes with each step, its sound soft and familiar. It doesn’t embarrass me now. It centers and grounds me. Tells my body I’m where I belong. My breasts respond instantly, glands stimulated by the delicate sound, nipples pearling as milk beads at the tips.

“You needed something that felt real,” Caelan says behind me, his voice low and steady as his palm slides along the curve of my spine. “Something alive. Not just for your body. For your peace of mind.”

“You are the only peace my mind will ever need, Daddy.”

There’s a padded rail anchored into the floor under the grass. It’s not a restraint bar exactly. Just a structure meant to brace against. Meant for someone who no longer needs to be strapped down to surrender.

I walk toward it without asking what he expects of me because I already know.

He built this place so I could choose him again – but this time with no pressure or levels to reach and tests to pass.

I can’t wait. He is my obsession, the way a man with a big cock and who knows how to use it can be to a woman.

I lower myself to my knees, arch over the rail, and offer my body the way I’ve been conditioned. Thighs wide, hands clenched around my ass, splitting myself open for him to see all of me. He removed the plug so he can see how the pink core open for him.

There’s no tension in my limbs. No shame thick in my throat. Only serenity as I accept the warm, weighty ache of being full again, of knowing what I need and who will give it to me.

I’m already leaking.

Not from pressure.

From anticipation.

Milk trails down my belly in lazy rivulets, drawn by the bell’s familiar chime. My breasts feel swollen, ripe, already aching for his hands.

Caelan kneels behind me, his skilled hands idyllic as he slides them up my sides, then down again to cradle and play with the fullness of my breasts. The bell chimes softly again as I shift beneath him, the sound stirring something deeper than just obedience.

His grip is confident but tender, as if touching me now is something sacred. I release into his palms easily, rhythmically, my body trusting him even more than I do.

“Look at you, baby. Just look at how you drip for Daddy. My beautiful, swollen little heifer—so full, so desperate, leaking like her body knows who owns it.”

I whimper as the milk drips faster. “Only for you.”

“Just like that,” he praises. “Let them hang heavy for me. Let me taste what I’ve bred into you.”

He brushes his cheek along my back, inhaling like he needs my scent to breathe.

“You were made for this. For me. A perfect little pasture pet, soft and full, leaking like you’ve never known anything else.”

“I could keep you like this forever,” he says, darker now. “Bent, leaking, fucked full. My good little cow.”

He kneels closer. “Feed me.”

His mouth opens and I angle my body so my breast dangles at his mouth just as he likes it.

I moan as he latches on, suckling deep and warm.

He sucks and slaps the sides of my breast. The tingling relief as my milk comes down and fills his mouth is my own private heaven. Feeding him, nursing him, being his breeding cow is my only purpose.

“Moooooo.” I moan long and low, feeling his groan and draw harder. “Mooooooo.”

He works to the other side. Continuing we give and take, until my pussy is gushing down my thighs, my tits are less engorged.

“Now, what’s next.” He smiles, his lips wet with my cream as he steps behind me. “Push that ass out, spread your feet.”

He pushes his cock into me in one hard thrust.

I gasp, not because it hurts, but because it doesn’t. I pant with pleasure.

The stretch feels like home.

He settles his weight over my back, one hand holding my hip, the other cupping my leaking breast again, and starts to move with a rhythm that’s not meant to punish or possess.

It’s meant to soothe.

To seal a deal we made before we ever knew such a thing was possible.

My fingers dig into the frame as he fucks me slowly, the sound of our bodies joining the quiet hum of the world outside the walls. I moan the name he lets me call him in private. Knowing how much I please him keeps me pliant and open, rocking back to meet every stroke with the same certainty I used to meet him with trepidation.

“Feel that?” he growls in my ear. “That’s how I dream of you. Spread open. Overflowing. Fucked and dripping with my cum.”

I don’t close my eyes.

I don’t want to miss this.

His breath grows rough near my ear, and I feel him start to shake, but he holds on. He strokes my clit once, then again, and my orgasm is unleashed from the base of my spine. It’s not sudden or sharp. It rises like heat. Flowing around me like everything else he’s given me.

He withdraws, making me gasp.

“My seed has already rooted, time for your tight cow ass to take the bull’s cock now.”

Thick fingers dig into my ass, pulling me apart. I listen as Calean spits, feeling the wet warmth draw down my crevice then his fingers scoop up my nectar from my soaking opening, spreading the dual lubrication on my tight back entrance.

“Just moooo. Moo while I fuck your ass.”

I don’t question him anymore. I am his to do as he pleases.

“Moooo.” I arch my neck as the pressure builds against my tight entrance.

“Moo again!”

I do and the first thrust breaks through, the engorged head popping inside my body as a stab of pain blooms inside me.

He stalls, giving me a moment before there’s more spit, more cock, more stretch.

I’m moo’ing and crying and coming as he milking my udders, spreading me apart from behind.

I come for him with my breasts still in his hands and his body buried inside mine.

He follows with a groan that sounds more like relief than release. He stays pressed to me even after it’s over, wrapping me in his arms and kissing the back of my neck with something that feels like love.

After, we lie in the grass, skin against skin, quiet and leaking and full of everything we never meant to become.

“Caelan. What does my brand mean?”

He holds me like I’m a fragile treasure that might break. “It means you will never be alone again, sweetheart. That’s my promise to you. It always was.”

I know where I belong. Here.


CHAPTER 14
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Rhea

One Month Later

I enter the tank today with my head up.

Eyes forward.

Heart rate elevated—but it’s excitement.

Okay, a little fear, but in that way that makes my belly flutter and my clit throb. It’s only been two weeks since the pasture.

My belly measured out five inches this morning at my weigh-in. The numbers are a thrill. A promise. I’m growing his baby inside me, and I feel fulfilled in every possible way.

The weight of it centers me, changes my point of gravity. I’m low, firm, already shifting how I walk. I run my palm over the small curve beneath my navel, and heat floods me. I’m swollen with him. Marked by him. And it makes me ache with pride.

My bare feet are silent against the metal floor. The tank is colder now than I remember—brighter, too. The lights above make the chrome shine like glass, and I see myself reflected in a dozen fragmented angles as I walk.

My collar rests snug against my throat, the bell’s delicate chime marking each step. I’m already leaking through the thin silk gown Caelan chose for me—a pale cream silk slip that shows every wet patch, every erect curve. It’s deliberate. So is the slow sway of my hips as I walk into the center of the room.

They’re all watching.

Techs. Handlers. Senior staff. Their clipboards are ready. Their eyes are cautious. They think they are acting medical, but I know they think of me like their very own miracle.

I love it.

“Subject Rhea-Seven, voluntarily entering demonstration,” one of them announces aloud.

I glance over my shoulder.

Caelan leans in the doorway, arms folded, smiling like I’m the most valuable patient in the world.

“Come,” he says, and I obey without pause.

The new equipment gleams under the overhead lights—chrome curves, padded stirrups, gentle suction heads. It's elegant. Sleek. Custom built just for me.

“You ready to show them what we made together?” he asks, voice low.

I nod, but I want to say more.

I want to perform.

I strip without being told, folding the gown and placing it aside.

My breasts are swollen and flushed, skin taut and veins raised, the nipples stiff and dark with need. Milk wells at the tips in glossy beads—eager, impatient, weeping like tears of devotion for the privilege of being seen, of being harvested.

I can feel the pressure like a heartbeat in my chest, not painful, but urgent. As if my body knows it was made for this, and can't wait to prove it. My belly juts outward, tight and round—a perfect little globe swollen with his seed. I cradle it for just a moment before mounting the rig.

I straddle the rig, slot my legs into the open stirrups, and spread them wide.

There’s no shame now. I’m proud to be a premium specimen, elite class.

Caelan approaches, checks the feed tubes, strokes a hand down my thigh. “The suction will be programmable this time,” he tells the observers. “Responsive to hormonal fluctuation, guided by vocal feedback.”

“She’ll talk while she’s being milked?” one of the techs asks.

“She’ll beg,” Caelan says.

He presses the warm suction cups to my nipples and flips the system on.

They latch instantly—tight, rhythmic pulls that feel like a deep, greedy mouth. I gasp, already shuddering.

My milk surges into the tubes in thick, hot spurts, drawn greedily from my tits like nectar from overripe fruit, each pull coaxing more, demanding more, as if the machine itself worships the offering.

“She likes it,” someone murmurs.

“I love it,” I say aloud, smiling now. It’s not the time for me to admit that it feels so much better when Caelan allows me to stroke or suck his cock. That’s our secret. We have quite a few. As our bond increase, our ability to link when he places his hand on my belly has grown. He reads my mind, and I don’t mind. Because I get a glimpse inside his at the same time.

I love the heat, the fullness, the hungry pull of the machine, the way my clit pulses with every cycle. I crave the attention of how they’re all watching. I enjoy how Caelan is the only one who gets to fuck me when I start to lose control.

Which I’m doing now.

I rock against the air, humming through clenched teeth as the suction goes up a notch, enough to make me cry out.

Caelan steps between my legs.

He grips my hips with stern assertion, his voice dropping to a low growl. “Let them watch, baby. Let them see our bond.”

He moves forward, straddling his legs as his cock presses at my entrance, thick and sure. “They can take notes. They can adjust settings. But only Daddy gets to breed you. Only I get to fill you until your belly’s round and heavy with me.”

I moan, high and breathless, milk spilling harder into the tubes.

“Tell them,” he commands. “Tell them who you’re full for.”

“You, Daddy,” I pant. “Only you. I’m full because of you.”

His groan is pure heat. “Good girl. That’s my good little cow.”

The suction doesn’t stop as my pussy laps up every last inch of his cock.

The milking continues as he fucks me, every thrust driving another jet of milk through the tubing, every moan from my lips making the machine pulse harder, deeper, needier.

My belly presses firm against the metal frame, jostled with each deep stroke—evidence of how thoroughly he’s claimed me, how far his possession goes. I clutch the sides of the rig and tilt my hips, loving the feel of him stroking deeper into where our baby is already growing.

“She’s syncing with the device,” someone says, breathless.

“She’s beyond synced,” Caelan growls. “She was built for this.”

And I was.

I come, hard and shaking, leaking milk and slick and surrender. I grip the machine frame and cry out his name while everyone watches, and I don’t break.

I bloom.

He fills me again, loud and possessive, and I want to laugh because it’s mine now—all of it. The machine. The display. The control.

The adoration in his eyes when he pulls back and cups my cheek is real.

So is the pride when one of the staff murmurs, “She’s the most advanced imprint we’ve ever recorded.”

I rest against the machine, still panting, and smile for them all.

This isn’t humiliation.

I’m proud to show my devotion.

I’m not just his subject—I’m his sanctuary. Every moan, every drop of milk, every stretch of my belly is an offering. And he worships me in turn—with every stroke, every look, every claim he stakes inside me.

Yin to his yang. Cream to his darkness. My feminine softness emphasizing his dominant masculinity.

Caelan steps closer, brushes his lips to my ear, and says it like a seal pressed into molten steel.

“Mine. Always mine. Bred, bound, and adored.”

And when the bell at my throat chimes, we both know—it isn’t just a sound.

It means I’m his. Bred. Bound. Worshipped. And never walking out of this tank the same.


EPILOGUE
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Rhea

Eight Months Later

The bra doesn’t fit anymore.

It used to—barely—but now it strains across my chest, the pale blue fabric damp before I even lie down. My breasts are heavier than they’ve ever been, swollen and engorged, always leaking. Always ready. The clasps won’t even close without a fresh spill of milk, and I don’t try to fix it.

Caelan doesn’t want it fixed.

He says he likes when I drip for him. Likes when the mess marks his skin, his sheets, his mouth.

I lie on my side, one hand cradling the weight of my belly, the other tucked beneath my cheek.

I’m eight months along. So full I can barely breathe when I lie flat. So heavy I feel it in my bones. The curve is obscene now—high and round, tight and glossy like ripened fruit, stretched from the inside by the life he put inside me. My skin itches from the strain. My navel has popped. I’ve started to waddle.

Caelan says I look ruined.

He says it like a blessing.

He watches me from the edge of the bed, eyes burning, cock already hard where it rests against his thigh. There’s something in his hand.

A document.

He walks to my side and kneels, placing the file on the mattress.

“It’s early,” he murmurs. “But I updated your contract.”

My breath catches.

“I thought I signed it for a year.”

“You did,” he says, sliding the top page toward me. “But I added a few clauses. For your protection. And mine.”

He flips the first page, revealing the addendum.

Clause 17a: Subject Rhea agrees to submit to all future breedings, at the discretion and pleasure of Dr. Voss.

Clause 17b: Subject Rhea acknowledges and consents to the permanent use of her body for lactation, milking, and erotic nourishment.

Clause 17c: Subject Rhea will present herself for contract renewal every year, collared and leaking, prepared to re-confirm her devotion in writing, orally, and physically.

My nipples tighten instantly. A bead of milk drips onto the paper.

He smiles. “Sign it, baby. Use my pen.”

I do.

The moment I scrawl my name, he climbs in behind me slowly. His palm slides over the swell of my belly like he’s reading his name there—proof that I’m full of what he gave me. He presses closer, mouth grazing the curve of my neck as he eases my panties aside.

The moment he touches me, I’m slick.

“Still so wet,” he chuckles. “You’re never empty, are you?”

“I don’t want to be.”

He groans low, the sound vibrating against my back, and pushes inside me with a possessive glide that feels like coming home. There’s no resistance. No hesitation. Just the perfect stretch of a body made to be opened by his.

He slides deeper, one hand cradling my belly, the other slipping under my bra to cup my breast. Milk spills warm against his skin.

I whimper, rolling my hips to take more.

“You were made to be full, baby. Your tits, your cunt, your womb. I bred you once, and I’ll do it again. Over and over until this belly never goes down.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I whisper.

He fucks me slow and deep, one palm firm against my stomach like he’s holding our future steady. My milk flows freely now, soaking his hand, the sheets, my thighs. I can feel him pulsing inside me with every thrust, can feel the slick heat of him building again.

“Look at you,” he murmurs, thumb circling my nipple. “Leaking for me. Full of my seed. Dripping milk like your body knows it belongs to me.”

“Please,” I sob. “I want to feel it. I want to keep it.”

He grits out a curse and comes with a hard, claiming thrust, his cock twitching deep in my pussy as he floods me again, holding me through it like he’s afraid I’ll slip away.

But I won’t.

I can’t.

When it’s done, he stays inside me, one hand pressed between my legs to keep his cum in place, the other splayed wide over my belly.

I’ll keep signing for the rest of my life.

“I love you my sweet cow.” He licks the shell of my ear.

“I love you too, Daddy.”

It’s not what I signed up for.

It’s better.
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