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Chapter 1

The transport van bumped over an uneven road. Faith pressed her tongue against the rubber ball between her teeth and tasted the bitter latex. Her wrists ached under the metal shackles.

Four other women crouched with her on the cold loading area. Each one restrained. Gagged. Silent.

On the left sat a blonde woman with wavy hair that reached almost to her tailbone. Her dark skin gleamed in the weak light that fell through the barred windows. Full lips curved around the gag, her brown eyes staring straight ahead. Motionless.

Next to her crouched her twin sister – recognizable by the identical face, but with black, straight hair down to her chest. She had the same cheekbones. The same narrow waist beneath the thin fabric.

Diagonally across sat a woman with dark brown hair that fell over her shoulders. Greenish-gray eyes fixed on the floor. Calm. Controlled. Her hips filled the tight space between the metal benches, while her narrow shoulders fell inward.

The fourth woman leaned against the wall – black hair, perfectly straight cut. Asian facial features, almond-shaped eyes. She kept her back straight, as if not wanting to touch the dirty wall.

The van braked sharply. Faith slid sideways, her elbow crashing against metal. She bit down on the gag.

The blonde with wavy hair breathed heavily through her nose. Her sister closed her eyes. The brunette pulled her knees to her chest. The Asian woman stared at the ceiling.

Faith didn’t know their names. Didn’t need to. They all shared the same fate – auctioned off this morning, and debts so large that they had driven them to this desperate step.

Faith pressed her palms against the cold metal of the bench and felt her fingernails digging into her skin. The van swayed again, and her stomach cramped.

She had heard the stories. Rich men buying indentured servants – that was the most harmless scenario. Maids who were never allowed to leave the estate again.

But then there were the other rumors.

Faith swallowed hard, the rubber ball pressing her tongue down. Brothels, private clubs for men with... special needs.

And then there was the worst. The thing Faith didn’t even dare to think about, but the thought crept into her head anyway. The food industry.

No. Faith shook her head as violently as she could. Anything but that.

The van slowed down. Outside she heard voices, the crunch of gravel under tires. A gate opening.

The blonde with wavy hair raised her head. Her brown eyes widened, as if she had the same thoughts as Faith. Panic flickered in them.

Faith pressed her lips around the gag and prayed to every god she knew. Let it be servitude. Let it be a brothel. Anything, just not...

The engine fell silent.

* * *

The doors of the van flew open. Rough hands grabbed Faith under her arms and dragged her into the harsh daylight. Her feet scraped across the metal floor, searching in vain for purchase.

The sunlight stabbed like needles into her light blue eyes. Faith squinted, blinking rapidly against the glare. Tears ran down her cheeks as her pupils slowly adjusted to the brightness.

Beside her, the blonde woman with wavy hair was also being pulled from the van. Her legs gave way beneath her, but the men in white coats held her upright. The black-haired twin sister followed, then the brunette with the greenish-gray eyes. Finally came the Asian woman, who held herself stiffly, as if posture could preserve her dignity.

Faith blinked again and gradually recognized her surroundings. A paved courtyard spread out before them. High walls rose all around, crowned by watchtowers with dark windows. The facility reminded her of a prison – the same threatening feeling of confinement, of hopelessness.

But then her gaze fell on a low building to the right. A logo adorned the wall in large, blue letters: Blair’s Dairy Farm.

The words hit her like a punch to the stomach.

No.

Faith felt her legs turn to water. The blood drained from her face, an ice-cold shiver ran down her back. Her knees buckled, threatening to pitch her forward.

The men in white coats gripped tighter, their fingers digging into her upper arms. They held her upright, even though her legs had failed her.

Dairy Farm. The words echoed in her head like an echo in an empty room.

Faith pressed her tongue against the rubber gag and retched. The bitter taste of latex mixed with the rising bile in her throat. She swallowed convulsively.

The other women stood beside her, held by more men in white coats. Their faces reflected the same horror that coursed through Faith. The blonde twin sister with straight hair trembled all over. The Asian woman stared at the logo, her almond-shaped eyes widened with shock.

Faith breathed in gasps through her nose. Her copper-red hair clung to her temples, wet with sweat.

Dairy Farm.

The word bored into her mind like a rusty nail. She knew the stories. Everyone knew them.

A man in an immaculate white coat positioned himself in front of the five women. Faith saw the clipboard in his hand, the neat papers, the numbers and letters.

“Welcome to Blair’s Dairy Farm,” he said in a voice like polished ice. Cold, smooth, without any human warmth. “As you’ve probably already guessed, you are our newest additions.”

Faith felt her stomach cramping. The rubber gag pressed against her tongue; she could only breathe through her nose. Short, frantic gasps. The oxygen didn’t seem to be enough.

The man flipped through his documents before his eyes wandered over her body as if examining livestock. Assessing. Evaluating.

Faith squeezed her eyes shut. This isn’t happening. This isn’t really happening.

But when she opened them again, the man had moved on.

One by one, he examined all the women before closing his folder.

“Take them for their intake examination,” he instructed the guards.


Chapter 2

The men in white coats pushed Faith and the others through a steel door into a sterile room. White tiles covered the floor, walls, and ceiling—cold and clinical like an operating room. The harsh fluorescent light reflected off the smooth surfaces, leaving no shadows.

Faith stumbled forward, her high heels clicking hollowly on the tiled floor. The room smelled of disinfectant and something else—something metallic that turned her stomach.

Heavy chains with metal hooks hung down from the ceiling. Faith stared at them and felt her heart hammering against her ribs.

“Arms up!” The command cracked through the room.

Before Faith could react, rough hands grabbed her wrists. The plastic restraints were cut, but the relief lasted only seconds. Colder, harder metal cuffs clicked around her joints.

Click.

The chain tightened. Faith felt her arms being pulled upward until they dangled above her head. The metal cuffs cut into her skin.

Her feet lost firm contact with the floor. Only her toes still touched the cold tiles, barely enough to support her weight. The muscles in her calves immediately tensed, fighting against gravity.

Next to her, the other women were experiencing the same fate. The young Black woman with wavy hair whimpered against her gag. Her legs were already trembling from the strain.

Faith tried to push herself higher on her tiptoes, but the high heels made it impossible to find stability. The soles of her feet burned in the tight shoes.

“Hold still,” muttered one of the men and reached for Faith’s right foot.

His fingers undid the strap of her high heel. The leather slid from her skin, the shoe falling to the floor with a clatter. Then the left shoe.

Without the heels, she was even more helpless. Her toes cramped together, desperately seeking grip on the smooth floor.

One of the men pulled a long, shiny pair of scissors from his coat pocket. The metal flashed in the fluorescent light.

Faith squeezed her eyes shut. No, no, no...

The cold blade of the scissors touched her skin directly beneath the hem of her dress. The metal was ice-cold against her thigh.

Snip.

The fabric gave way. Faith felt the scissors gliding through the material, mercilessly moving upward. The draft on her bare skin made her shudder.

The dress fell to the floor in tatters, revealing her body piece by piece. The cold air crept over her skin like icy fingers.

The scissors positioned at the waistband of her thong. Snip. The thin material immediately gave way, the sides sliding down from her hips. The tiny fabric landed between her feet on the tiles.

Faith pressed her legs together, desperately trying to hide her nakedness. But her position allowed her no control. The chains held her arms captive, her entire body exposed to the sterile air.

The scissors moved higher, sliding under the front clasp of her bra. With a soft click, the fastener opened. The straps slid from her shoulders, the bra falling to the floor with a clatter.

Faith trembled all over. Not just from cold—from shame, from fear, from the helplessness that paralyzed her muscles.

The man in white grinned crookedly and grabbed her left breast. His fingers were cold and rough, feeling like sandpaper against her warm skin. He kneaded it briefly, appraisingly, as if assessing the quality of meat.

“Nice and firm,” he muttered to his colleague. “Good size.”

Then he roughly pulled on her nipple.

Faith screamed against the gag, a muffled, desperate sound. The pain shot through her breast, making her eyes water. She tried to twist away, but the chains held her fast.

Next to her, the blonde Black woman whimpered. She too hung naked in the chains, her body trembling with shame and cold. The other women were experiencing the same humiliation.

Faith felt cold fingers digging into her copper-red hair, roughly gathering the long strands together. The pulling at her scalp made her groan.

No! Please don’t...

The scissors clicked close to her neck. Faith squeezed her eyes shut, but the metallic sound of cutting blades still reached her.

Snip.

A heavy, silky strand fell to the floor. Then another. And another.

Tears ran down Faith’s cheeks like liquid fire. Her beautiful hair—the hair she had nurtured for years—was being ruthlessly cut off.

Snip. Snip. Snip.

The scissors moved around her head, brutally shortening everything longer than a few centimeters. The copper-red curls fell like dead butterflies onto the white tiles.

Faith sobbed against the gag. Saliva ran from the corners of her mouth, mixing with the tears on her cheeks. The loss felt like a mutilation, as if they had amputated a body part.

“Don’t make such a fuss,” muttered the man and ran his fingers through what remained of her hair. “When they’re finished with you, you won’t have any use for this anyway.”

Faith’s head felt light and strange. Every movement reminded her of what she had lost.

She opened her eyes a crack and saw the copper-red strands scattered at her feet. So much hair.

Next to her, the other women were experiencing the same treatment. The Asian woman with the perfectly cut black hair wept silently while the scissors cut through her mane. The twins with different hair colors—blonde and black—both lost their long locks.

"That should be enough for now," announced one of the men, wiping the scissors on his white coat. "Time for the medical examination."

Faith felt her stomach clench. Whatever came next—it would be worse.


Chapter 3

The Asian woman was first. Two men released her chains, grabbed her by the upper arms and dragged her out of the sterile room. Her bare feet scraped across the cold tiles as she struggled. The door slammed shut behind her.

Faith continued hanging in her chains, listening to the muffled sounds from the adjacent room. Metal clanking. Murmuring. A stifled scream.

After half an hour, the door opened again. The Asian woman didn’t return.

The blonde twin was next. Then the black-haired one. One after another they disappeared through the door, never to return.

The green-eyed woman whimpered quietly to herself as the men came for her too. Faith was left alone.

The silence pressed against her ears like cotton. Her shoulders burned from hanging in the chains for so long. Her wrists were raw and chafed, the metal cutting into her skin.

What are they doing to us?

Finally, the door opened again. The familiar rough hands grabbed her, detaching the chains from the ceiling anchor. Faith’s arms fell limply down, pins and needles shooting through her numb muscles.

They dragged her through the hallway to another room. A padded gurney stood in the center, with leather straps along the sides.

The men threw Faith onto the table. The leather was cold against her naked skin. Quickly they fastened new straps around her wrists and ankles, spreading her legs apart. Another strap across her waist pressed her against the padding.

Faith pulled at the restraints, but they were made of thick leather and didn’t give an inch.

One of the men reached for her head and removed the gag. The wet piece of cloth fell to the floor with a splat. Faith worked her tongue, massaging her aching jaw.

“Please...” she croaked in a hoarse voice. The first words in hours. “Let me go.”

“Shut your mouth, bitch!” The larger man struck her across the cheek with the back of his hand. The blow burned like fire, bringing tears to her eyes.

Faith clenched her teeth. Her cheek throbbed, growing warm and swollen.

“You only speak when you’re asked to,” the man growled, leaning over her. His breath smelled of cigarettes and coffee. “Do you understand?”

Faith stared at the white ceiling, trying to control her breathing. Every muscle in her body was tense like a piano wire.

The door opened again. A woman entered the room—tall, slender, with platinum blonde hair and piercing blue eyes. She wore an immaculate white coat over elegant clothing.

“Good day, my little calf,” she said in a calm, controlled voice. “I’m Dr. Gray.”

Faith stared at the woman. Something about her presence changed the entire atmosphere in the room. The two men stepped back, respectfully lowering their heads.

Dr. Gray moved closer to the gurney, her high heels clicking rhythmically on the tiles. She examined Faith with scientific curiosity, like a researcher studying an interesting specimen.

“Faith...” she read from a clipboard. She rolled the name over her lips as if tasting it. “A pretty name. But you’ll soon have a new one.”

Faith tried to speak, but her throat felt constricted. The doctor’s blue eyes fixed on her, boring into her. There was something hypnotic about that gaze, something both fascinating and frightening.

Dr. Gray put on latex gloves, her movements precise and practiced. “You’re probably wondering why you’re here. What will happen to you.” She smiled coldly. “Don’t worry, little calf. I’ll explain everything.”

The doctor reached for an instrument from the side table—a kind of metal speculum. “But first we need to examine you thoroughly. Assessment of the initial situation, so to speak.”

Faith pulled desperately at the leather straps. Her wrists burned, but the leather wouldn’t give. The smell of disinfectant stung her nose, mingling with the doctor’s subtle perfume.

“Relax,” murmured Dr. Gray, placing a gloved hand on Faith’s thigh. The touch was simultaneously professional and possessive. “The more you resist, the more uncomfortable it will be.” She set the metal speculum back down.

The gloved fingers moved higher up Faith’s thigh, feeling the taut skin. Dr. Gray moved methodically, almost mechanically, as if measuring an object.

“According to your health records, you haven’t been to a gynecologist for quite some time,” the doctor said in a neutral voice. “We’ll catch up on those examinations now.”

Faith pressed her lips together, trying to control her breathing. The cold fingers traveled over her skin, leaving goosebumps in their path.

“You’re trembling,” observed Dr. Gray, raising an eyebrow. “That’s completely normal. Most of our new arrivals are nervous at first.” She reached for an instrument from the side table. “But you’ll get used to it quickly.”

The metal was ice-cold against Faith’s warm skin. She bit her lip, tasting blood.

“Very interesting,” murmured Dr. Gray, noting something on her clipboard. “You have an excellent body structure. Wide hips, narrow waist... perfect for our purposes.”

Faith stared at the white ceiling, counting the small holes in the acoustic panels. One, two, three... anything to avoid thinking about what was happening.

“The breasts are already well developed,” Dr. Gray continued, placing a hand on Faith’s chest. “But we can significantly improve that.” Her fingers pressed against the tissue appraisingly. “Hormone treatments will work wonders.”

A stifled whimper escaped Faith’s throat. The touch was clinical, medical, but she still felt completely exposed and vulnerable.

“Stop making such a fuss!” Dr. Gray’s voice cut through Faith’s thoughts like a blade. The doctor gripped harder, her fingers pressing against the sensitive tissue. “You’re behaving like a hysterical child.”

Faith bit her lower lip, trying to suppress the burning sense of shame. The gloved hands moved across her body, examining every curve as if she were a piece of meat at the market.

The two men stood silently against the wall, observing the procedure. Their faces were expressionless, as if this were completely normal for them. The taller one scratched his chin in boredom, while the other examined his fingernails. To them, she was nothing more than an object to be examined.

Faith closed her eyes and tried to think about something else. About her old life, her apartment, her friends. The little café around the corner where she had her coffee every morning. The smell of fresh croissants. The laughter of her colleagues at the office. Everything that now seemed impossibly distant, like a dream from another life.

“The muscle tone is excellent,” Dr. Gray murmured, noting something on her clipboard. “You were obviously physically active before you came here.”

The scratching of the pen on paper mingled with the soft hum of the ventilation system. Faith focused on these sounds, trying to distract her mind from what her skin was feeling.

“Now we’ll see about your internal health.” Dr. Gray’s voice sounded businesslike, but underneath there was something else—a kind of scientific excitement, as if she were conducting a fascinating experiment.

Faith opened her eyes and stared into the doctor’s cold blue eyes. Dr. Gray smiled, but it wasn’t a warm smile. It was the smile of a predator assessing its prey.

Dr. Gray reached again for the metal speculum from the side table. The instrument gleamed coldly in the harsh light of the examination lamp. With her other hand, she pressed a button at the foot of the table.

A mechanical humming filled the room. Faith felt the padded surface beneath her legs moving. The leg sections of the table moved apart, spreading her thighs wider than the leather straps had already done. She pulled desperately at the restraints, but the leather only cut deeper into her wrists.

The new position was both humiliating and painful. Faith’s muscles protested against the unnatural spreading. She squeezed her eyes shut, trying to mentally distance herself from the situation.

Dr. Gray examined the speculum in her hand, turning it thoughtfully in the light. The metal reflected the sterile lighting and cast small points of light on the ceiling.

“Have you ever had sexual intercourse?” The question came abruptly, asked in the same businesslike tone as if she were asking about Faith’s blood type.

Faith opened her eyes and stared at the doctor in shock. The directness of the question hit her like a blow. Her cheeks burned with shame as she searched for words.

“I... that’s none of your business,” she blurted out, her voice brittle with indignation.

Dr. Gray raised a perfectly shaped eyebrow. “Everything about your body is my business, little calf.” She tapped the speculum against her clipboard. “So, I’ll repeat the question: Have you had sexual intercourse?”

Faith turned her head to the side, staring at the bare white wall. The shame burned in her chest like molten metal. The white tiles blurred before her eyes as she desperately gasped for air.

“A few times…” she whispered so quietly that the words were barely audible.

Dr. Gray leaned closer. “Excuse me? I couldn’t hear you.”

Faith swallowed hard, her mouth as dry as sandpaper. “A few times,” she repeated with a brittle voice, still facing the wall.

“Look at me when you speak to me.”

The doctor’s voice cut through the air like a scalpel. Faith hesitated before slowly turning her head back. Dr. Gray’s blue eyes fixed on her with cold professionalism.

“Better,” murmured the doctor, noting something on her clipboard. “How many times exactly?”

Faith bit her lower lip. The metal speculum in Dr. Gray’s hand gleamed threateningly. “I… maybe three or four times. With my… with my ex-boyfriend.”

“Hmm.” Dr. Gray made more notes, her pen scratching rhythmically across the paper. “When was the last time?”

The question bored into Faith’s consciousness. Why was this important? Why did she have to reveal this? Her hands clenched into fists, fingernails digging into her palms.

“About… about a year ago,” she stammered.

“A year.” Dr. Gray raised an eyebrow in surprise. “A young, attractive woman like you? That’s unusual.” She briefly set aside the speculum and reached for another instrument. “Did you have problems with intimacy? Pain? Bleeding?”

Faith shook her head, unable to speak. Her throat felt constricted. The cold air in the room made her naked skin tingle as she felt completely exposed and vulnerable.

“Answer verbally,” Dr. Gray demanded sternly.

“No,” Faith croaked. “No problems.”

The doctor nodded with satisfaction and reached for the speculum again. The metal shimmered under the harsh light of the examination lamp.

“Good, then let’s see what it looks like down there.”

Dr. Gray disinfected the metal speculum with a soaked cloth, the sharp fumes of the disinfectant rising to Faith’s nose. Then the doctor reached for a small tube and squeezed a clear, shiny substance onto the instrument.

“This will make the examination easier,” she explained in the same matter-of-fact voice, as if describing a scientific experiment.

Faith pulled at the leather straps again, her wrists burning from rubbing against the rough material. The spread position made every muscle in her legs painfully aware. She tried to press her knees together, but the mechanical restraints of the gurney didn't give a millimeter.

Dr. Gray positioned herself between Faith’s spread legs, her white rubber gloves gleaming in the light. “Relax,” she commanded coolly. “Tensing up only makes it worse.”

Faith stared desperately at the ceiling, counting the tiny holes in the acoustic panels again. The cold metal of the speculum touched her skin, making her flinch. A stifled whimper escaped her throat.

“Hold still,” Dr. Gray ordered, her voice sharp as a scalpel.

The two men at the wall continued to observe in silence. Their presence made everything even more humiliating. Faith closed her eyes tightly and tried to imagine she was somewhere else. In her old bed at home, warm under the covers, safe and untouched.

The cold metal slowly penetrated. Faith bit her lip so hard she tasted blood. Her fingernails dug into her palms as she fought against the tears burning behind her closed eyelids.

Dr. Gray’s movements were precise and emotionless, like those of a machine. The speculum clicked softly as she adjusted it.

* * *

“This phase is crucial for your transformation process,” murmured Dr. Gray as she prepared the first syringe. The amber liquid shimmered in the light. “Hormonal foundation. Nothing works without it.”

Faith pulled at the straps, her wrists already burning from the raw abrasions. “Please... I don’t want this...”

The sting came without warning. The needle bored into Faith’s left upper arm, and immediately a strangely warm feeling spread under her skin. Dr. Gray pushed the plunger slowly, as if savoring every drop.

“Estrogen complex,” she explained matter-of-factly and already reached for the next syringe. “Will stimulate your natural production.”

Faith clenched her teeth as the second needle pierced her other arm. This time the liquid was milky-white and left a metallic taste in her mouth.

“Prolactin booster. To get milk production properly started.”

Faith’s head began to swim. A strange tingling spread from the injection sites, as if her body was being rebuilt from within. The third and fourth injections landed in her breasts.

“Growth hormones for the breast tissue. You’ll be surprised how quickly it works.”

Dr. Gray straightened up and examined her work. Faith breathed heavily, her body feeling alien, as if it no longer belonged to her. The doctor reached for two more syringes.

“And to finish, the vaccinations. Hepatitis, tetanus... we can’t afford for you to get sick.”

The last two needles pierced Faith’s shoulder again. A sharp, burning pain shot through her nerves, more intense this time than with the previous injections.

“The guards will now take you to the next room for permanent hair removal,” announced Dr. Gray, wiping the needles with a sterile cloth. “Afterward, you’ll be reunited with the other calves. Enjoy the last few hours before you’re dressed and begin your service.”

Faith tried to speak, but her tongue felt heavy and fuzzy. A metallic taste spread in her mouth while her entire body seemed to vibrate. The chemicals rushed through her bloodstream like an ice-cold river.

“Why...” she croaked, her voice barely more than a whisper.

Dr. Gray leaned over her, her blue eyes sparkling with a kind of perverse satisfaction. “Why you? Or why all this?” She smiled coldly. “You’ll understand when the hormones take proper effect. Your body will give you the answers.”

The two guards stepped forward again. Their rough hands opened the straps, and Faith felt her muscles trembling as she tried to sit up. Her legs felt like jelly.

Faith was lifted from the gurney, her bare feet touching the cold tiles. Each step sent shock waves through her overstimulated body. The tingling in her breasts grew more intense.

The guards grabbed Faith by the upper arms and dragged her to the door. Her legs almost failed her as the foreign substances ate through her system like acid through metal.


Chapter 4

The guards dragged Faith through a heavy metal door into a room that looked like an industrial washing facility. Cold tiles beneath her bare feet, harsh fluorescent tubes on the ceiling bathing everything in hard, white light. The smell of chemicals burned in her nose.

“Over here.” The larger guard yanked her toward an elevated metal grate in the center of the room. Faith’s legs gave way when she saw the apparatus - nozzles protruded from the walls like mechanical tentacles, all aimed at the grate.

Her wrists were bound again, this time to chains hanging from the grate. The metal cuffs cut into her flesh as she tried to free herself. Her feet could barely find purchase on the slippery metal bars.

“Please, I-”

A deafening hiss interrupted her words. A neon yellow liquid shot from the nozzles with enormous pressure. The first jet hit her right shoulder like an icy whiplash.

Faith cried out. The cold burned on her skin, crept like liquid ice across her chest, down between her breasts. The substance was viscous, oilier than water, sticking to every inch of her body. A disgusting, chemical stench filled her nostrils.

The guard systematically operated a control panel. The yellow jets followed his commands, hitting her arms, her stomach, creeping over her hips. Faith desperately pulled at the chains, but that only made it worse - the liquid spread even more evenly.

“Hold still,” the man grunted. “This stuff needs to go everywhere.”

The nozzles attacked her legs, her thighs. Faith clenched her teeth as the icy film slid between her legs, covering every fold of her skin. Her skin tingled and burned simultaneously.

The guard inspected his work with professional indifference. Not a square centimeter of her skin had been spared. The yellow substance glistened under the fluorescent lights, transforming her into something inhuman.

“Done.” He detached the chains from the hooks. “Next!”

Faith’s legs trembled as she stood again on the metal grate. The yellow mass clung to her body like a second skin, creeping into every pore. Her skin felt numb, as if it were no longer her own.

The guard adjusted the nozzles. A new hissing filled the room.

The blue liquid hit her with the same brutal coldness. Thicker than the first, it stuck like syrup to the yellow layer. Faith gasped as the icy film flowed over her already numbed breasts, crept down her ribs. Her skin no longer responded properly - she felt only coldness and a dull pressure.

“Raise your arms,” the guard ordered.

Faith obeyed mechanically. The blue substance reached her armpits, spread between her spread legs. Her body shook with cold, but the chemicals dampened every sensation to a distant echo.

Again the nozzles were adjusted.

The red liquid burned like liquid fire on her skin. Faith screamed, yanking at the chains. The stuff ate through the other layers, setting her nerves ablaze. Each drop felt like a glowing needle prick.

Her body curled inward, but the restraints kept her upright. The red substance spread mercilessly over every inch - her arms, her stomach, between her legs. Faith wept from the pain, her entire body one burning nerve.

Suddenly she felt something falling from her skin. Small, dark strands of her shortened hair detached, falling onto the metal grate at her feet. Then more. The last remnants of her copper-red hair on her legs, under her arms, between her legs - everything fell off like withered leaves.

The guard nodded with satisfaction. Faith stood completely hairless, her skin red and burning beneath the multicolored chemical film.

* * *

The guards dragged Faith through a long corridor. Her feet slid across the smooth concrete floor while the chemicals on her skin slowly dried, leaving behind a thin, sticky layer. The hallway was illuminated by harsh fluorescent tubes that hummed on the ceiling like mechanical insects.

On both sides stretched endless rows of glass boxes. Each about six feet wide, ten feet high. Faith drew in a sharp breath as she recognized the contents.

In each box stood a woman - or what had once been a woman.

They wore glossy black latex suits that clung like a second skin to every inch of their bodies. The material reflected the fluorescent light and emphasized every feminine curve - swollen breasts, narrow waists, wide hips. But where their heads should have been, stylized cow masks protruded. Glossy, black surfaces with curved horns that completely concealed their human features.

“My God,” Faith whispered.

Instead of eyes, there were only dark, reflective surfaces. No facial expressions, no personality - just anonymous objects. From the snout of each mask led two thick tubes that disappeared into the ceiling. Heavy breathing emanated from the masks.

The suits left only breasts and genital areas exposed. Many of the women were connected to milking machines, rhythmic suction sounds filling the corridor. Faith noticed additional tubes protruding from their body openings.

The women stood bent forward at metal frames, their backs connected to tubes. Their latex bodies gleamed under the light as they remained motionless in their positions. The cow hooves on their feet clicked softly when they moved minimally.

Faith stared into the face of one of the masks. Behind it was a woman hidden, just like her.

“Keep moving,” the guard growled and pushed her forward.

Row after row passed by her. Hundreds of gleaming latex bodies, all identically masked, all stripped of their humanity. The heavy breathing and suction sounds of the machines merged into a hypnotic soundtrack of horror.

* * *

The heavy metal door opened with a hissing sound, and immediately Faith was enveloped by warm, humid air. The temperature difference made her naked skin tingle as the guards pushed her into the next room.

Here too, endless rows of glass boxes stretched out, but the sight that greeted Faith was even more disturbing than before. The women wore the same black latex suits with stylized cow masks, but their bodies were in a completely different position.

They lay on their backs, legs bent and spread wide, fixed in special devices. Their arms rested at their sides, also immobilized in the shiny latex casings. But what made Faith’s breath catch were their bellies.

Various stages of pregnancy bulged beneath the stretchy latex. Some women showed only a slight roundness, others already carried clearly visible spheres in front of them, while still others were so far advanced that their bellies appeared huge and tautly stretched.

Faith gasped.

The rhythmic sounds of heavy breathing mingled with the soft hum of monitoring equipment. Small monitors next to each box displayed pulsating lines and numbers.

“The breeding chamber,” one of the guards muttered casually, as if it were the most normal thing in the world.

Faith stared in disbelief at the rows of pregnant latex bodies. Her legs grew weak, and she would have collapsed if the men hadn’t held her firmly. The warm, humid climate of the room felt like the inside of an incubator.

The masks concealed every emotion, every expression of pain, fear, or despair that these women might be feeling. They had been reduced to anonymous breeding machines, their pregnancies monitored and controlled like livestock.

The realization hit Faith like a physical blow. Her stomach cramped, and for a moment she swayed so violently that the guards had to grip her more firmly.

This was her future. Not just the endless hours connected to milking machines, not just being reduced to a dairy cow—but this too. Her body would produce life, again and again, an endless cycle of reproduction.

The warm, humid air clung to her bare skin like a sticky film. With each breath, she inhaled the peculiar smell of the room—a mixture of latex, disinfectants, and something else she couldn’t name. Something organic, animalistic.

Faith stared at the curved bellies, some small and delicate, others enormous and tightly stretched. How many cycles had these women already gone through? How many times had they been impregnated?

Suddenly, an ice-cold thought struck her, almost cutting off her breath: Who had impregnated all these women?

Was it the guards? The doctors? Or were there special... breeding bulls? People kept solely for this purpose?

Faith swallowed hard, her thoughts swinging between horror and morbid curiosity. The idea that somewhere in this complex men were waiting, whose only task was to fertilize the captive women, made her blood freeze.

Or was it even more systematic? Artificial insemination? Sperm donors? An industrial process, as cold and emotionless as milk production?

The warm air seemed to grow even thicker, and Faith felt her body already beginning to respond—whether from the hormones or the atmosphere of this incubator, she couldn’t tell.


Chapter 5

The guards shoved Faith through another metal door into a small, windowless cell. Her bare feet touched a soft, elastic surface that gave slightly under her weight. Walls and floor were covered with the same rubber-like material—gray and dull, but warm beneath her soles.

The four other women from the transport huddled in the corners of the cell, also naked and shaved bald like herself. Their skin still glistened with moisture from the chemical treatment, and red patches showed where the depilatory liquid had been particularly aggressive.

Faith stared at the group as the door slammed shut behind her. Without their hair, the women looked strangely exposed, their identities reduced to naked bodies.

Particularly disturbing was the sight of the two Black women. Now that they were hairless, Faith realized that apart from their tattoos, they were essentially indistinguishable from each other. Their identical facial features, the same body measurements, the perfectly proportioned figure—they were twins.

One had a tattoo on her left arm, the other on her forearm. That was the only visible difference between them. Faith studied them, both fascinated and horrified. Without hair, they looked like two perfect copies of the same person.

The Asian woman sat curled up in the back corner, her arms wrapped around her knees. Without her hairstyle, she looked younger, more vulnerable.

The woman with greenish-gray eyes crouched against the right wall, staring into space. Her formerly shoulder-length hair was gone, and the pale scalp underneath showed the same red discoloration as everyone else's.

Faith automatically touched her own head and felt the stubbly surface of her scalp. The chemical shave had completely destroyed her copper-red curls.

The warm rubber beneath her feet felt soft and yielding, but somehow unnatural. The cell had no windows, no furniture—just the five naked, shaved bodies crowded into the gray space.

“Where... where are we?” Faith finally asked.

“Stupid question…” The twin with the tattoo on her forearm raised her head. Her voice sounded rough and bitter. “We’re in hell.”

“Bandy, stop it.” The other twin, the one with the arm tattoo, gave her sister a reproachful look. “That doesn’t help anyone.”

“Oh, Brittany, as if optimism would get us out of here.” Bandy laughed dryly. “Didn’t you see what’s going on out there? They’re going to turn us into breeding stock.”

Faith carefully sat down on the rubberized floor. The material gave way under her weight and conformed to her body shape. It felt warm and almost alive, sending a shiver down her spine.

“I saw it.” Brittany’s voice trembled almost imperceptibly. “The women in the boxes... with the masks.”

“And the pregnant ones.” The Asian woman spoke for the first time, her words quiet but clear. “I’m Ye-seo. Before we... before we become like them, we should at least know who we are. At least…”

Faith nodded hesitantly. “Faith.” She gestured toward the others. “And you?”

“Brittany.” The twin with the arm tattoo ran her hand over her bald scalp. “This is my sister Bandy.”

“Mira.” The woman with the greenish-gray eyes spoke so softly that Faith could barely hear her.

Bandy laughed bitterly. “Great. Now we all know each other’s names. As if that would change anything about what they plan to do with us.”

“It changes something for me.” Ye-seo’s voice sounded determined despite the desperate situation. “We’re not numbers. Not yet.”

Mira lifted her head and looked directly at the others for the first time. “The masks... they hide everything. Face, expression, personality. You can’t tell who’s underneath anymore.”

Faith felt her stomach tighten. The memory of the rows of black latex and the stylized cow heads burned into her memory. The way the bodies were so mechanically connected to the milking machines, as if they were nothing more than production units.

“How long do you think it takes?” Brittany asked quietly. “Until they... turn us into what we saw out there?”

Bandy shrugged. “The injections have already started working. I can feel it.” She pressed her hands against her breasts. “It’s tingling in there. And I’m so damn hungry.”

Faith noticed the same strange feeling in her own body. A pulling and tightening, as if something inside her was growing and changing. The hormones that Dr. Gray had injected were already beginning to take effect.

“We can’t just sit here and wait.” Ye-seo stood up and felt along the walls. The gray rubber yielded under her fingers, but behind it she could feel hard steel. “There must be a way.”

“Do you really think so?” Mira looked up at her. “Look around. This isn’t designed for people to get out.”

“I can’t stay here, my daughter is waiting for me at home…” Ye-seo’s voice broke as she continued desperately feeling the rubberized walls.

Bandy stared at her in disbelief. “Your daughter? Didn’t you volunteer for the auction? You should have known there’s no going back after that!”

“That… that wasn’t me… my husband…” Tears formed in Ye-seo’s eyes and ran down her cheeks. Her hands trembled as she slowly turned around and looked at the others.

Faith felt something cold spreading in her stomach. “What do you mean by that?”

“He sold his debts to… to these people.” Ye-seo’s voice was barely a whisper. “I thought,… he has… he sold me like merchandise.”

Brittany pressed her hand over her mouth. “My God...”

“How old is she?” Mira asked quietly.

“Twelve.” Ye-seo slid down the wall to the floor. “She’s only twelve years old. She won’t understand why Mommy isn’t coming home.”

“Bastard.” Bandy clenched her fists. “Your own husband...”

“He said it would only be temporary. To pay off the debts.” Ye-seo’s voice grew weaker. “He promised he would get me out. But now...”

Faith crawled over to her and carefully placed a hand on Ye-seo’s shoulder. The warm rubber beneath her knees felt soft, but the contact brought her no comfort.

“Now what?”

“You’ve seen where we are. This is... permanent!”

The cell suddenly became very quiet. Only the soft hum of the ventilation system could be heard, a mechanical sound penetrating through the walls.

“Jesus...” Brittany shook her head. “How can a person do something like that?”

“Debt turns people into monsters.” Bandy’s voice sounded bitter, but less aggressive than before. “We’re all here because someone needed money or we owed someone something.”

Ye-seo wiped away her tears, but new ones immediately followed. “She’ll think I abandoned her. She’s too young to understand...”

Faith felt her throat tighten. The image of a twelve-year-old girl waiting for her mother burned into her thoughts.

Mira slid closer to them. “My sister will wonder why I’m not coming to the family dinner. We usually meet every Sunday.” Her greenish-gray eyes filled with tears. “She’ll think I forgot about her. But I sold myself...”

Brittany reached for Bandy’s hand. “At least we’re together.”

“Together in hell.” Bandy squeezed her sister’s fingers, but her voice sounded less harsh than before. “Our mother will never know what happened to us.”

Faith observed the other women. Each of them had had a life, people who cared about them. People who would never know what had become of them.

“I lost my job.” Faith’s own voice surprised her. “Nine months without work, the rent was overdue. When the landlord threatened eviction...” She swallowed. “The auction seemed like the only way out. I thought maybe as a housemaid or something. I was so naive.”

The rubber beneath them gave slightly, as if absorbing their body heat. Faith felt the material slowly warming and softening, almost as if it were responding to their presence. The walls seemed to move closer, though nothing actually moved. The gray material reflected the dim light from the ceiling lamp, casting strange shadows into the corners of the cell.

The reality of their situation slowly crept into every corner of the cell. Five naked, shaved women, cut off from their previous lives. No hope of rescue, no possibility of escape. Only the certainty that their bodies would soon no longer be their own.

“My head...” Ye-seo rubbed her temples. “I feel so dizzy.”

Mira nodded weakly. “Me too. Is it from the injections?”

Faith noticed the same dazed feeling slowly spreading through her body. Her thoughts became more sluggish, heavier. She blinked several times, but the dizziness didn’t disappear.

“Maybe... maybe it’s just the shock.” Brittany’s words sounded muffled, as if she were speaking through cotton. “After everything that’s happened...”

Bandy leaned against the wall and let her eyelids flutter. “I’m so tired. Suddenly completely exhausted.”

The warm air in the cell seemed to grow thicker. Faith took a deep breath and noticed a faint, sweet smell that she hadn’t perceived before. Something between flowers and medicine, barely detectable.

“Do you smell that too?” she asked, sniffing cautiously.

“What?” Ye-seo lifted her head with visible effort. Her movements already seemed more sluggish than just a few minutes ago.

The humming of the ventilation system intensified. A soft hissing mixed with the mechanical noise, so faint it was barely audible. Faith tried to concentrate on the sound, but her thoughts kept drifting away.

Mira slowly slid down the wall until she was lying on the floor. “So heavy... everything so heavy...”

The other women were also moving more sluggishly. Brittany propped herself up on her elbow, while Bandy let her head sink against the padded wall. Ye-seo’s eyelids grew heavier, and she visibly fought against it.

Faith felt her own reflexes slowing. The warmth of the rubber beneath her body seemed to spread and relax her muscles.


Chapter 6

Faith awoke with a start and needed a moment to orient herself. She was no longer in the cell with the other women. Instead, she found herself in one of those glass boxes. She had been fixed to a frame. Just like the unfortunate women she had passed by. The young woman needed a moment to realize that she too was now wearing a latex suit. They had merely refrained from putting a cow mask on her and connecting her to the tubes.

Across from her, on the other side of the corridor, was Ye-seo. She was in the same predicament.

The black latex enclosed Faith’s body like a second skin, emphasizing and simultaneously suffocating every curve and contour. The unnatural pressure on her breasts made her gasp briefly. The coldness of the material contrasted with the warmth of her body, creating a permanent, eerie feeling of discomfort.

Faith tried to move, but the restraints on her wrists and ankles held her firmly in position. The metallic frame to which she was fixed didn’t allow even a millimeter of movement.

Through the glass pane, Faith looked directly into Ye-seo’s frightened eyes. Ye-seo’s usually calm, controlled demeanor had completely disappeared, replaced by naked, primitive fear.

Faith recognized her own desperation mirrored in those dark eyes. Ye-seo’s lips moved silently behind the glass barrier – perhaps trying to form words that Faith couldn’t hear, or praying in a language only she understood. Tears ran down her cheeks and collected at the edge of the latex suit.

Between the boxes stretched a narrow, antiseptically white corridor. The harsh neon light reflected off the flawless tiles and created hard shadows between the glass prisons. The floor was coated with a non-slip material that made a soft squeaking sound with every step.

Occasionally a guard hurried past, casting routine glances into the cells without perceiving the women as human beings. They checked the displays on the boxes, noted numbers on clipboards, and occasionally adjusted settings on the electronic displays. As if the women were biological machines that needed to be monitored.

One of the men briefly stopped in front of Faith’s box. His cold, gray eyes scanned her body like a meat inspector. He typed something into a tablet, mumbled a number to himself, and moved on. Faith felt her stomach tighten. The dehumanization was complete – she had been degraded to merchandise.

The muffled hum of the ventilation system mingled with the distant clicking of footsteps in the corridor. Occasionally a metallic hissing came from the pipes on the ceiling, accompanied by the constant, hypnotic pulsing of unknown machines somewhere in the depths of the complex.

Ye-seo had closed her eyes, her chest rising and falling in irregular, panicked breaths.

* * *

Faith watched as Dr. Gray walked between the glass boxes with quick, determined steps. The platinum blonde doctor wore her immaculate white coat like armor, every movement characterized by clinical precision. Her blue eyes briefly swept over Faith as if reading a measurement on an instrument.

Then Dr. Gray stopped in front of Ye-seo’s box. Faith tried to understand what was happening over there. The doctor studied the electronic display on Ye-seo’s prison, her fingers gliding over the touch-sensitive interface.

A satisfied smile flitted across Dr. Gray’s lips – cold, calculated, like that of a predator that had spotted its prey. She nodded several times, as if having a silent conversation with herself.

“Guard!” Dr. Gray’s voice reached Faith through the glass, muffled but clear. The authority in her tone made Faith shudder. A man in a white coat hurried over, his clipboard firmly in hand.

“Bring J-1990X037 here, and prepare Y-1994Y107. Her values are in the optimal range! We’re lucky with her, that she’s ready so early, and I don’t want to miss the timing.”

Faith stared in horror across at Ye-seo. The Korean woman had her eyes wide open, her lips moving silently in what looked like a desperate prayer. Her fingers clutched the metal bars of her restraints.

The guard noted something on his clipboard and spoke briefly into a radio. Faith couldn’t understand the static responses, but the man nodded and hurried away.

Dr. Gray remained standing for a moment, her fingers drumming impatiently against the glass of Ye-seo’s box. In her eyes was a mixture of scientific curiosity and something else – something hungry, possessive.

With growing horror, Faith realized that Ye-seo had apparently been selected as the first among them for the next step. Whatever that might mean.

* * *

Faith stared through the glass at Ye-seo, whose black latex suit rose and fell with each hasty breath. Her dark eyes were wide open, her gaze wild and searching.

Barely five minutes had passed before another man returned with one of the cow masks and handed it to Dr. Gray. The black material gleamed under the neon light. The stylized muzzle looked obscene, while the integrated tube connections gaped like open wounds.

He then typed something into the display of the glass box. An electric hum filled the air as the front pane sank about two-thirds of the way into the floor with a mechanical hiss.

“No! Please don’t! I want to go home to my daughter!” Ye-seo’s voice cut through the sterile atmosphere like a knife. Her restrained hands pulled desperately at the straps, while her legs fought against the restraints. “Please, I beg you!”

The naked terror in Ye-seo’s voice brought tears to Faith’s own eyes. But Dr. Gray appeared completely unmoved. With practiced hands, she reached for the mask. Not a trace of compassion flickered across her flawless face.

“No! NO!” Ye-seo’s scream became shrill, panicked.

Dr. Gray pulled the mask over her head. The black material completely swallowed Ye-seo’s face, with only muffled, panicked screams coming through.

Then the guard pulled two thick tubes from the floor. His hands moved routinely as if he had done it hundreds of times before, as he screwed them to the corresponding connections on the mask. Metal scraped against metal.

Slowly the screams subsided. Ye-seo’s body relaxed against her will, her desperate breathing becoming slower, more labored, under the gleaming latex.

Faith watched in horror as her fellow prisoner was transformed into one of the Hucows she had seen earlier, all within the span of a minute.

“Excellent,” said Dr. Gray, observing Ye-seo's now motionless figure with cold satisfaction. “After J-1990X037 is finished with her, I want her connected to the rest of the machine. Call me if I'm needed again.”

The guard nodded curtly. “Understood, Dr. Gray. Should I prepare M-2002Y133 as well?”

Dr. Gray's gaze shifted to Faith, whose heart nearly stopped with terror. The doctor examined her through the glass like a piece of meat at the market.

“Not yet. Her hormone levels need another twelve hours to reach optimal levels.” Dr. Gray typed something into her tablet. “But start preparing everything. I don't want any delays.”

Faith pulled desperately at her restraints as Dr. Gray turned and disappeared down the hallway with quick steps. Her white heels clicked rhythmically on the concrete until the sound faded into the distance.

The guard remained in front of Ye-seo's box for a moment, checking the connections of the tubes. Ye-seo's body lay completely still, only the soft hissing of the mask revealing that she was still breathing.

“J-1990X037,” the guard murmured into his radio. “Unit Y-1994Y107 is ready for Phase Two. Please report to Sector C.”

A distorted voice crackled from the device. “Understood. On my way.”

Faith felt her stomach tighten. Whatever J-1990X037 was—it was coming for Ye-seo.


Chapter 7

Faith stared through her glass and tried to understand what was happening in front of Ye-seo’s box. About fifteen minutes had passed since Dr. Gray disappeared when suddenly another guard hurriedly walked down the corridor.

He stopped in front of Ye-seo’s box and typed several commands into the display. The electronic humming grew louder, more mechanical. With a hiss, all four glass walls simultaneously lowered into the floor until Ye-seo lay completely exposed – only the restraints still held her motionless body to the frame.

Faith heard heavy footsteps approaching. Metallic clanking echoed through the corridor. Six guards appeared, their white coats fluttering with each hasty step. They formed a circle around something large and black.

The thing between the guards moved slowly but powerfully. Black, glossy material covered a massive body. The figure was enormous – at least six feet ten inches tall and incredibly broad.

“Careful,” one of the guards called out. “Not too close to the other boxes.”

The black monstrosity turned its head. Faith froze in horror. It wasn’t a human head – but the stylized head of a bull. Massive, curved horns protruded from the shiny latex. Large black ears stood out. Where eyes should have been, a dark, emotionless surface gleamed.

The black beast came closer, and with each step, the threat became more tangible.

The guards pulled on the thick metal chains that were wrapped around the creature’s neck. Their faces were tense, beads of sweat forming on their foreheads. One of the men stumbled when the being suddenly stopped.

“Keep moving!” hissed the guard at the front. “Bring him to Y-1994Y107.”

The latex stretched over the enormous muscles with each movement. Faith’s gaze involuntarily slid over the massive chest, the thick arms, and the bulky thighs. Every contour was visible under the glossy material – like a second skin that concealed nothing.

Between the creature’s spread legs hung something that took Faith’s breath away. Light and flesh-colored, it protruded from the otherwise completely covered body. Massive, half-swollen, with clearly visible veins that stood out under the stretched skin.

“Shit,” gasped one of the guards as the creature took a step to the side. “He’s getting harder to control.”

The chains clanked metallically as three of the men pulled on them simultaneously. The being turned its stylized bull head, the gaze hidden by the mask seemed to be directed straight at Faith. For a moment, there was complete silence – only the heavy breathing of the exhausted guards could be heard.

Then the monster moved again. Slowly but inexorably toward Ye-seo’s open box. The massive penis swayed with each step, and Faith felt her stomach cramping.

“Hold him tight,” ordered the leader of the guards as two more men rushed over. “If he breaks loose, we’ve got a problem.”

The black latex gleamed under the harsh neon lights, and Faith recognized the full extent of what awaited Ye-seo. The creature was even more massive than she had initially thought. Under the glossy material, muscles stood out that seemed inhumanly large and powerful.

“To the left,” commanded one of the guards while keeping the heavy chains taut. “Bring him behind the box.”

Four men pulled on the metal chains simultaneously. The being followed reluctantly. The black latex creaked with each movement, stretching over the enormous limbs.

Ye-seo hung motionless on the frame, only her chest rising and falling steadily under the thin latex suit. The mask with the tubes completely covered her face.

“Stay still, you beast,” gasped one of the guards as the black monster suddenly stepped to the side. The chains clanked loudly as three of the men pulled against it simultaneously.

The massive penis between the creature’s legs had now visibly swollen. Faith stared in horror at the unnatural size – light and fleshy, it protruded from the otherwise black body. Thick veins stood out under the stretched skin, pulsing and alive. It was as if it could sense Ye-seo’s proximity.

The guards directed the being step by step around Ye-seo’s box.

“Almost there,” called the leader of the group. “Two more steps.”

Faith watched as the six men maneuvered the creature behind Ye-seo’s open box. The frame to which Ye-seo’s body was fixed was now directly in front of the black monster. Its massive form cast a dark shadow over Ye-seo’s motionless body.

The creature’s heavy breathing was now clearly audible – a deep, rhythmic sound that penetrated through the mask. One of the guards gave the bull a slap on the rear. “Go mount!”

The creature’s heavy breathing was now clearly audible – a deep, rhythmic sound that penetrated through the mask. The massive chest rose and fell under the glossy latex, while the stylized bull head slowly bent down toward Ye-seo’s motionless body.

Faith had to watch in horror as the black figure bent over Ye-seo.

“Hold him steady,” growled one of the guards and pulled on the heavy chains. “Not too hasty.”

The monster moved slowly between Ye-seo’s spread legs. The massive penis was now fully erect, light and fleshy protruding from the black latex body. Faith could see the thick veins that stood out under the stretched skin, pulsing and alive.

Ye-seo’s body lay completely motionless, only the steady breathing under the mask revealed that she was still alive. Her arms and legs were firmly bound to the frame, her hips slightly raised and her thighs spread wide.

The creature’s breathing became heavier, more urgent. The massive hands moved to Ye-seo’s narrow hips, the black latex fingers grasping her waist. Faith could see how the enormous fingers closed around Ye-seo’s body, almost tenderly, but with a strength that could effortlessly have broken bones.

The creature positioned itself between Ye-seo's thighs. Faith could see the massive penis slowly approaching the helpless woman. Ye-seo didn't move, completely numbed by the substances flowing through the mask.

Faith bit her lip until she tasted blood. The sight was horrifying and fascinating at the same time – she couldn't look away, even though every fiber of her body resisted.

One of the guards gave the bull a rough slap on his muscular behind. “Go on, mount her!”

The black latex slapped under the blow, a dull sound that echoed through the sterile room. The massive figure responded immediately – as if the command had awakened something primitive, instinctive in the creature.

That was the signal.

The enormous hands gripped Ye-seo's narrow hips more firmly. Faith saw the black latex fingers dig deeper into the soft flesh as the creature thrust forward.

Faith heard Ye-seo's first muffled sound coming through the mask – not from pain, but from a deep, unconscious reaction of her body. A soft, stifled gasp that was barely more than a breath, yet still carried through the glass and over the mechanical hum of the facility.

“That's a good girl,” one of the guards murmured with satisfaction as he held the chains more loosely. “The hormones are working perfectly.”

The black figure pushed further forward. Ye-seo's body seemed to sense the massive presence despite being sedated by the mask. Her hips rose imperceptibly, an involuntary movement that only made her complete helplessness even more apparent.

Faith stared in horror at the scene before her. The heavy breathing of the creature mingled with the muffled humming of the machines. Ye-seo's slender body looked incredibly fragile beneath the massive black figure looming over her.

The creature moved with a strange mixture of raw power and unnatural control. As if the being had been programmed to perform this act – mechanical, yet still guided by an animal drive.

Faith felt her stomach cramping. Her own restraints dug deeper into her wrists as she involuntarily pulled against the frame.

The black monster was now moving with brutal regularity. The massive hips thrust rhythmically forward while the enormous hands kept Ye-seo's narrow waist firmly gripped. Each thrust was powerful, merciless – like the mechanical operation of a machine.

Through the thin latex material, Faith could see how Ye-seo's abdomen bulged upward with each hard thrust. The massive size of the intruder visibly deformed her slender body, stretching it to its limits. Ye-seo's head lay limply tilted to one side, the mask concealing any expression of pain or consciousness.

The creature's heavy breathing grew louder, more urgent. With each forward thrust, the enormous muscles tensed beneath the material of its suit, veins protruding like thick cords under the second skin.

J-1990X037 was fucking Ye-seo more and more mercilessly, as if something deeply animalistic had been set in motion. The rhythmic movements became more brutal, more hasty. The massive hands pressed Ye-seo's hips so firmly against the frame that the metal creaked.

Faith had to realize with horror that this was purely about reproduction. No trace of humanity or feeling – just the mating of two bodies, reduced to their biological function. Ye-seo was nothing more than a container, a living breeding vessel for what was being pumped into her.

The black latex slapped against Ye-seo's skin with each hard thrust. The massive penis disappeared almost completely into her body, only to slide out again the next moment and brutally thrust back in.

Faith's breath came in gasps. Before her eyes, a woman was being used for breeding – systematically, coldly, without any regard for her humanity. It should have disgusted her, and yet something deep from her subconscious was stirring.

A warm tingling spread through her lower abdomen. Faith bit her lip harder and tried to ignore the feeling. Her thighs pressed together involuntarily while her eyes remained fixated on the rhythmic movements of the black figure.

“No,” she whispered, barely audible. “This is wrong. This is so wrong.”

But her body seemed to speak a different language. The injections – the hormones that Dr. Gray had administered to her – they weren't just changing her exterior. They were altering her responses, her drives, her deepest instincts.

Faith felt her nipples hardening.

The heavy panting of the creature reached her ears. With each thrust that J-1990X037 drove into Ye-seo's helpless body, something twitched in Faith's own abdomen. As if her body was automatically responding to the primitive scene before her.

She desperately tried to look away, but her eyes remained magnetically fixed on the black figure. The way the massive hands gripped Ye-seo's narrow hips. How the enormous penis repeatedly penetrated her, filled her, stretched her.

What's happening to me? Faith wondered in horror. Her own reaction frightened her more than anything else. Here a woman was being abused for breeding, and her body was responding with arousal.

The warm pulsing between her legs grew stronger. Faith pressed her thighs even more tightly together, even though the restraints didn't give a millimeter, and fought against her body's involuntary reactions. But with each breath, the strange heat seemed to grow.

The hormones. It had to be those cursed hormones. Or was she really that masochistically inclined?

A rhythmic squeaking reached her – the metal of Ye-seo's frame under the brutal force of the black creature. Faith couldn't help but look closely. The massive figure was now moving like a steam engine, relentless, mechanical, driven by a primitive instinct.

Ye-seo's slender body rocked forward with each hard thrust, her breasts bouncing wildly. Even unconscious, her body seemed to respond to the massive presence – her hips rose imperceptibly, as if something primordial within her was answering to the mating.

Faith felt her own breathing becoming shallower. The warm tingling spread from her lower abdomen, crawling up her spine. Her nipples ached, painfully hard.

“No, no, no,” she whispered against the restraints on her wrists. But her eyes remained fixed on the black figure, on the way the enormous muscles worked with each movement, how the latex stretched over the massive anatomy.

The creature’s heavy breathing became increasingly urgent. Faith could see how the huge hands dug deeper into Ye-seo’s hips, how the black latex fingers pressed into the soft flesh. The guards stood around looking bored, holding the chains loosely, as if this were the most normal thing in the world.

Faith bit her lip so hard that she tasted blood. The salty flavor mixed with the sterile air and the sweet scent of chemicals flowing through the ventilation. Her body seemed to grow hotter with each second, as if she were burning from the inside out.

A bone-shattering roar emerged through the mask of the black creature—deep, animalistic, inhuman. The sound echoed off the walls of the sterile room and made Faith shudder to her core. J-1990X037 thrust one last time brutally into Ye-seo’s helpless body, deeper than before, as if trying to press every inch of himself into her.

The massive hands clenched around Ye-seo’s narrow hips, the black latex fingers digging so deeply into her flesh that the material of her skin beneath turned white. The creature’s enormous body froze for a moment in complete tension—every muscle under the shiny latex strained to the breaking point.

Then Faith saw it. The creature’s testicles pulsed rhythmically, pumping, while the massive penis remained buried deep inside Ye-seo. Once, twice, three times, four times, five times…—Faith could clearly see the pulsating movements. His testicles tensed with each contraction, as if the creature’s body was emptying itself into the unconscious woman burst after burst.

Ye-seo’s slender body jerked with each powerful pulse, even though she was completely unconscious. Her hips were pressed so firmly against the frame by the massive hands that the metal groaned.

Then Faith saw the first white strands.

Thick, viscous, they slowly dripped from between Ye-seo’s spread thighs. The warm white formed small puddles on the sterile floor of the room, while the creature continued to pump rhythmically. J-1990X037 must produce enormous quantities—Faith stared in horror at the continuously flowing streams.

Ye-seo’s lower abdomen must have been filled to the brim. Her normally flat stomach now bulged slightly outward, as if the sheer volume of semen was stretching her small body. Yet it continued to seep out of her incessantly, forming warm, sticky streams that splashed onto the cold floor.

The black creature’s heavy breathing began to calm, but the massive hands didn’t release Ye-seo’s narrow hips. The latex fingers remained deeply embedded in her flesh, holding her firmly pressed against the metal frame.

Faith watched in horror as the enormous body seemed to relax over Ye-seo. The rhythmic pulsing had stopped, with only occasional drops of white semen dripping from between Ye-seo’s spread thighs.

Then Faith sensed something changing in the atmosphere.

The creature began to move again. First just a slight twitch of the hips, then a slow, testing thrust. The massive penis slid almost completely out of Ye-seo’s body, only to glide deeply back into her.

“Shit,” cursed one of the guards. “He’s starting again.”

J-1990X037 was now moving with renewed energy. The slow, testing thrusts became more powerful, more urgent. As if the first mating had only whetted his appetite rather than satisfying it. The black latex hands gripped Ye-seo’s hips even more firmly, pulling her against his renewed movements.

“Get him off!” shouted the leader of the guards. “Now!”

All six men pulled simultaneously on the heavy chains. The metal clanked loudly as they fought with all their strength against the writhing creature. J-1990X037 resisted, his massive muscles tensing under the shiny latex, while he continued to thrust into the unconscious woman.

“He won’t let go!” gasped one of the men, as sweat ran down his face.

The creature roared in frustration through the mask as the chains slowly pulled him away from Ye-seo. His fingers scraped across the metal of the frame, searching for purchase, while the guards pushed him back inch by inch.

The black figure was finally completely separated from her, as the guards continued to pull on the chains and forced him to the other side of the room.

* * *

Faith trembled against her restraints, her hips involuntarily pressing against the cold metal of the frame. The pulsing between her thighs had become so intense that she could no longer fight against it.

While J-1990X037 had repeatedly thrust himself into Ye-seo, while the massive body dominated over the helpless woman, something had exploded inside Faith. Hot waves rolled through her lower abdomen, causing her muscles to contract and relax in a rhythm she couldn’t control.

My God, what’s happening to me?

Her legs trembled in their restraints as the contractions ran through her entire body. She had never—ever—had an orgasm without touching herself. But here, trapped in this sterile nightmare, forced to watch as a black creature brutally took another woman, her body had simply overflowed.

The chemicals. It had to be the damn hormones that Dr. Gray had injected into her. They were changing everything in her body, turning her into something else, something foreign.

Faith bit her lower lip to keep from moaning. The salty blood mixed with the sweet taste of the filtered air.

The waves slowly subsided, leaving her gasping and ashamed. Her skin glowed from within, as if someone had injected liquid fire into her veins. The body that had once belonged to her no longer obeyed her.

What will become of me?

She stared through the glass at Ye-seo, whose body still lay motionless on the frame. White semen continuously seeped from between her spread thighs.

Faith felt her own wetness growing warm between her thighs. Her body had responded to what she had seen – had reacted as if it were the most natural thing in the world. As if she had already become what they wanted to make of her here. The realization hit her like a slap in the face. She wanted to be fucked by this bull... wanted to be mounted...


Chapter 8

The next five days blurred into an endless twilight state. Faith dozed, trapped between wakefulness and dreamless sleep that was never truly restful. Her body hung motionless in the restraints while outside the glass box, the guards made their endless rounds.

There wasn’t much else to do. She couldn’t move and had no one to talk to. The hormones pulsed through her veins, enveloping her mind in a strange numbness that made everything seem unreal.

The only break in this sterile nightmare had been when the men in white coats came. They had inserted those strange tubes into both her and Ye-seo – who was now called Y-1994Y107, as Faith could read on the display in front of the opposite box.

Faith had been terrified of the pain when she saw the surgical instruments. The memory of Dr. Gray’s cold hands and the burning sensation of the injections was still too fresh. But when the needles pierced through the latex into her back, she felt... nothing.

Absolutely nothing.

It was as if they had injected local anesthetics before they even started. Just a slight tugging sensation, then the feeling of something foreign under her skin. The tubes disappeared somewhere into her body.

The strangest thing, however, was that she felt neither hunger nor thirst. Not a drop of water had touched her lips, not a crumb of bread had reached her mouth. Yet her body seemed to lack nothing. The tubes continuously pumped fluids in and out of her, nourishing her in a way she couldn’t comprehend.

Sometimes she thought she could taste something sweet on her tongue, or feel a warm tingling in her veins. Her stomach never growled. Her mouth was never dry.

She had become a biological machine, kept alive by other machines.

* * *

Faith startled when something hard poked her forehead. Her eyes fluttered open and she saw Dr. Gray’s perfectly manicured index finger slowly withdrawing from her face. Had she fallen asleep? The numbness from the hormones made it impossible to tell where wakefulness ended and twilight sleep began.

Dr. Gray’s blue eyes sparkled with cold satisfaction as she observed the reaction. The platinum blonde hair fell in perfect waves over her shoulders.

“You’ll be pleased to hear, F-2000Y170, that you’ve officially ovulated.”

The words penetrated Faith’s foggy mind like ice. F-2000Y170. Not Faith anymore. The number burned into her consciousness as Dr. Gray’s smile widened.

“So you’re ready for your next step. According to your readings, you can hardly wait to be bred.”

Faith’s stomach clenched. The clinical language, treating her like an animal, made her skin crawl. Her wrists involuntarily pulled at the restraints, but they didn’t give a millimeter.

Dr. Gray stepped closer to her.

“Did you enjoy watching J-1990X037 breeding Y-1994Y107?”

The question hit Faith like a blow. Her cheeks burned with shame as she remembered her body’s involuntary reactions. The uncontrollable orgasm that had overwhelmed her while she was forced to watch the creature take Ye-seo. The wetness between her thighs that she couldn’t prevent.

“You don’t need to worry,” Dr. Gray continued, examining Faith’s flushed face through the glass. “The hormones are working exactly as they should. Your body is preparing itself. It already knows what it needs. Though you do seem to have a breeding kink. Normally our hucows don’t have orgasms just from watching.”

Faith pressed her lips together. The words hit her like whiplashes. Breeding kink. The clinical term for something she had never recognized in herself. Something the hormones had dragged out of her, against her will.

Her body felt alien, as if it no longer belonged to her. The constant warmth between her thighs, the sensitivity of her skin, the way her heartbeat accelerated at Dr. Gray’s words – all signs that she was becoming what they wanted her to be.

Dr. Gray typed something into her tablet. The bluish light of the screen reflected in her cold eyes.

“Unfortunately, I must inform you that J-1990X037 is not a desired compatible partner for your impregnation. So you’ll have to make do with another bull.”

Faith’s stomach dropped. Another bull? How many did this farm keep? And who did Dr. Gray consider “compatible”?

The doctor looked up from her tablet and smiled – an expression that contained no warmth, only pure scientific satisfaction.

“Your hormone levels are perfect, F-2000Y170. Your uterine lining is optimally developed. Your body is more than ready to be inseminated.”

Faith felt her stomach contract. The clinical words echoed in her head while Dr. Gray’s blue eyes examined her through the glass like a piece of livestock at market.

A guard silently stepped beside Dr. Gray and handed her a cow mask.

The black latex gleamed under the neon lights, the tubes dangling like dead snakes from the openings. Faith stared at the thing that had transformed Ye-seo into a will-less shell. Her wrists desperately pulled at the metal cuffs, but the restraints didn’t give.

“No,” she whispered, though she knew Dr. Gray couldn’t hear her through the thick glass.

Dr. Gray turned the mask in her hands, examining each opening with the care of an expert. Her perfectly manicured fingers glided over the shiny material as if admiring a precious instrument.

“You see, F-2000Y170,” said Dr. Gray, raising her gaze to the glass box, “your hucow sister Y-1994Y107 has settled in wonderfully. No complications, optimal receptivity. You’ll be joining her soon. So I would ask you not to make this harder than it needs to be.”

Faith turned her head to the side and looked at Ye-seo's box. The Asian woman hung motionless in her restraints, the black cow mask swallowing every sound, every sign of human emotion. Only the rhythmic movements of her chest revealed that life still remained in the latex-wrapped body.

The tubes on Ye-seo's mask pulsated gently, pumping unknown gaseous substances into and out of her body. Faith couldn't tell whether her former fellow captive was still conscious or trapped in a chemically induced twilight sleep.

The rhythmic hissing of the tubes blended with the humming of the ventilation system into a hypnotic soundtrack of captivity. Faith stared at Ye-seo's motionless figure and wondered if the Asian woman still dreamed. If she remembered her old life or if the chemicals had also erased these last remnants of her humanity.

“The adjustment will only take a few seconds, then you'll feel much more relaxed.”

Relaxed. The word made Faith's stomach contract. She had seen what “relaxed” meant – Ye-seo's complete submission.

Dr. Gray stepped closer.

Before Faith fully realized it, Dr. Gray pulled the mask over her bald head. Everything suddenly went dark. All sounds were reduced to a minimum. She could still perceive a woman's voice, but couldn't understand a word.

The latex pressed tightly around her face. Faith's breathing quickened as panic rose within her. The world had become a dull, suffocating cocoon. She could hear Dr. Gray's voice, but the words merged into unintelligible murmuring.

Something cold touched the openings of the mask. Metallic connections locked into place with a final click. Faith felt tubes being attached to the mask, heard the soft clicking of the locks that inevitably connected her to the system.

Her fingers clawed at the restraints as she fought against the sudden tightness of the mask. The latex clung to her skin, sealing every millimeter of her face in black imprisonment.

The first breath through the tubes tasted sweet and chemical.

Faith coughed involuntarily, her lungs rebelling against the alien air. But the mask gave her no choice – she had to breathe whatever was being pumped through the tubes. The taste spread across her tongue, sticky and penetrating, like artificial honey mixed with disinfectant.

By the second breath, the taste was less intrusive. Her body seemed to be getting used to it already, accepting the chemicals. That wasn't a good sign.

By the third breath, she felt something shifting in her head.

The panic that had raged like a wild animal in her chest began to slow. Her thoughts, which had been racing before, began to decelerate, as if someone were turning down the tempo of her inner voice.

What's happening to me?

The question formed sluggishly in her mind, but lost its urgency even as she thought it. The chemical sweetness in her lungs spread throughout her entire body, dissolving the tension in her muscles.

Her wrists no longer pulled at the restraints. They simply hung there, as if they no longer belonged to her.

Faith tried to concentrate, to cling to something – her name, her old life, anything that still made her human. But the thoughts slipped away like water through her fingers.

The humming of the machines around her became a soothing background noise. The constant, rhythmic sounds merged into a kind of mechanical lullaby that penetrated the latex of her mask and calmed her nerves. Faith's eyelids grew heavy behind the black barrier, though she couldn't see anything. The darkness was complete, but somehow no longer threatening.

The sweet taste was no longer unpleasant, but familiar, almost comforting. Her lungs had adapted to the chemical mixture, greedily taking it in like a necessary life substance. Each breath filled her with a sluggish warmth that spread throughout her entire body.

Somewhere in the distance, she heard Dr. Gray's voice, muffled by the mask and the dense latex. The words reached her as if through cotton, distorted and incomprehensible. She could recognize the cadence of the language, the professional, cold way Dr. Gray spoke, but the actual words no longer made sense. It was as if someone were speaking in a foreign language whose melody was familiar, but whose meaning was lost.

Yet Faith remained conscious. Different than expected. She had expected to drift away like Ye-seo, to fall into a chemically induced twilight sleep that erased her thoughts. Instead, she was still there. Her mind continued to work, even if it had to wade through syrup.

Whatever this gas was doing to her, it completely controlled her body. Her arms hung limply in the restraints, her legs were relaxed and compliant. She couldn't even move her fingers, though she tried. Her memory also seemed impaired – she had to concentrate to remember simple things, like what her original name had been or what daylight had looked like.

But she was still there.

Her consciousness persisted, trapped in a body that no longer obeyed her. F-2002Y170 couldn't see anything, couldn't properly hear, her body had become a willlessly relaxed vessel, but her mind – the small, resistant core of what had once been Faith – continued to exist.

That was perhaps the cruelest thing of all.

She had become a prisoner in her own flesh. Her thoughts circled sluggishly around this realization as the sweet gas continued to flow through the tubes into her lungs. Each breath intensified the paralysis, but did not extinguish her consciousness. She was condemned to experience everything that would happen to her, without being able to defend herself.

Was it… the same for Ye-seo?

The question bored through the chemical fog in her head. Was her former fellow captive also conscious, trapped behind the black latex mask, while her body hung lifelessly in the restraints? Had Ye-seo been aware of everything when the breeding bull had taken her? Every thrust, every touch, every moment of humiliation, without being able to move or scream? How she was bred over several days?

The latex of the mask clung moistly to her skin. She could feel her own breath moisture collecting on the inner walls and dripping back onto her face. The smell of her own breath mixed with the chemical sweet taste of the gas into a suffocating cocktail of captivity.

Through the dull roar of the mask, she heard footsteps. Dr. Gray's high heels clicked rhythmically across the floor, moving away, then returning. The sound became a metronome of her helplessness, marking the seconds that passed while she hung motionless in her restraints.

The tubes on her mask pulsated gently, a mechanical heartbeat that seemed to overtake her own. In... out... in... out... the gas flowed continuously into her lungs, keeping her trapped in this state between consciousness and unconsciousness.

She tried to move her fingers. Nothing. Her toes. Nothing. Even her eyelids no longer obeyed her, remaining rigid behind the black barrier. Only her mind continued to work, a small, defiant spark in a body that was completely subjected to the control of others.


Chapter 9

Time had become a meaningless concept. F-2002Y170 had lost all sense of whether minutes, hours, or even days had passed since the mask had been placed over her face. The sweet gas flowed continuously through the tubes, keeping her trapped in this state between complete paralysis and a consciousness that refused to disappear.

The darkness behind the latex mask was absolute. No shadows, no changes in light, nothing that could give her any indication whether it was day or night. Her only reference to time was the mechanical rhythm of the machines around her and the pulsating sound of her own breath through the tubes.

Her body felt alien, as if it belonged to someone else. The restraints held her in the same position, but she felt no stiffness, no pain. The gas not only numbed her muscles but also her pain receptors. She had become a willless object kept alive by machines.

Then something broke through the monotonous silence.

Voices. Male voices, muffled by the glass wall of her box and the latex of the mask, but still audible. An excited murmur that came closer. F-2002Y170’s consciousness sharpened slightly, like a radio whose frequency was being tuned more clearly.

The fragments of words penetrated through the chemical fog in her head. Her heart began to beat faster, the only part of her body that still responded to her emotions. The excitement in the voices was unmistakable.

The excited murmuring grew louder, closer. Footsteps echoed on the floor, more than just one person. F-2002Y170 could hear the clinking of metal, perhaps instruments or chains. Her muscles wanted to tense, but the gas kept her trapped in her limp helplessness.

The footsteps came closer, accompanied by another sound. A deep, rhythmic breathing that sounded heavy and animalistic. F-2002Y170’s heartbeat accelerated even more, though her body remained motionless. The gas kept her captive, but her senses became sharper, alarmed by the unknown that was approaching.

She knew what this meant. It could only mean one thing. The moment had come.

The heavy breathing became more distinct, penetrating even through her mask. Deep, guttural. Her memories of J-1990X037 flickered – the black latex figure with the bull’s head.

Although she couldn’t see anything, she sensed him. The proximity of a breeding bull.

The presence was overwhelming, filling the room with an almost physical heaviness, the animal energy emanating from the creature. The gas in her mask could paralyze her muscles, but it couldn’t prevent every instinct in her body from screaming in alarm.

The deep breathing came closer. She could feel it through the latex, like warmth radiating against her own skin. Her breasts, enlarged and made more sensitive by the hormones, responded with a slight tingling. Her body was preparing itself, independent of her conscious will.

The metallic clanking grew louder, more rhythmic. Chains struck against metal, against flesh. F-2002Y170 recognized the sound immediately – she had heard it with J-1990X037, when the guards had pulled him away from Y-1994Y107 with all their might. Heavy iron chains, necessary to control a creature whose drives exceeded all human reason.

The gas in her mask kept her motionless, but her nerves were firing wildly. Every instinct screamed, though her body couldn’t respond. The chains sounded closer, accompanied by that deep, animalistic breathing that filled the room with raw masculinity.

The clanking of the chains became more irregular, more combative – the beast was pulling against its restraints.

She heard a voice murmuring. A guard apparently trying to maintain control.

Then she felt it. Something brushed against her left leg, just above the knee. Warm. Hard. The touch was so unexpected that her consciousness suddenly sharpened, although the gas continued to flow through her lungs. Whatever was touching her moved slowly upward, feeling, searching.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. The touch moved higher, along the inside of her thigh. Her body, altered and hypersensitized by the hormones, responded involuntarily. A tingling spread, despite her fear, despite her helplessness.

The creature moved between her spread legs. She could feel the warmth radiating from the massive body. Then she felt something hard and thick rubbing against her smooth pubic mound. Slowly, searching, like an animal feeling for its target.

The warm, hard mass pressed more firmly against her. F-2002Y170 could feel the creature positioning itself, adjusting its hips. The gas kept her muscles in complete paralysis, but every nerve in her body fired with increased intensity. The chemicals that had been injected into her made her skin hypersensitive – every touch was relayed like an electric shock to her captive consciousness.

The hard, warm flesh rubbed against her smooth sex, searching, feeling. She could sense the size – massive, overwhelming. Her memory of J-1990X037 flickered, of his impressive anatomy that she had observed through the glass of her box. This creature seemed no different.

Her body began to respond involuntarily. The hormone treatment had amplified and distorted her natural responses. Despite her fear, despite her mental refusal, she felt moisture forming between her legs. The gas could paralyze her muscles, but it couldn’t prevent her body from preparing itself, opening itself for what was to come.

The friction became more intense, more direct. The creature moved slowly but determinedly. F-2002Y170 could hear the heavy breathing through her mask, tense and animalistic. Each breath from the beast was a hot exhalation against her skin, warming the latex.

The hormones flooded her system, intensifying every sensation, making her more receptive to what the scientists wanted from her. She had become a vessel, a biological instrument optimized for a single purpose.

The warm, hard tip found her entrance. A slight pressure, not yet penetrating, but unmistakably positioned. F-2002Y170’s heartbeat became a wild hammering in her chest.

The gas continued to flow through her mask, keeping her body in complete paralysis, while her mind was in turmoil. She could do nothing – not scream, not fight, not even close her legs. The restraints and chemicals had made her a willless recipient of what was to come.

The heat of the creature radiated against her hypersensitive skin. Her body, altered by the hormone treatment, responded despite her mental resistance. The moisture between her legs increased, preparing her for the inevitable.

The creature pushed slightly forward. The pressure intensified, and F-2002Y170 felt her body yielding, opening. The reality of what was happening to her crashed over her like a wave.

She was no longer Faith. She was F-2002Y170, a number, breeding livestock.

The warm, hard flesh pressed more firmly against her. She could sense the creature’s size — massive, overwhelming. Her muscles wanted to tense, but the gas kept her in limp helplessness. Only her heartbeat and breathing betrayed the panic in her imprisoned consciousness.

The beast moved forward more slowly, testing her resistance. F-2002Y170 felt her body adapting, stretching. The hormone treatment had prepared her for this, had softened her natural barriers.

Through the latex of her mask, she heard the heavy, grunting breath of the creature. Animalistic, driven by instinct, without a spark of human reason. She was merely an object for this being — a warm, soft body for breeding, as the creature’s tip pressed more firmly against her entrance.

The pressure intensified, became relentless. F-2002Y170 felt her body slowly giving way, opening for the massive intrusion.

Then her entrance yielded.

A burning pain shot through her lower abdomen as the creature pushed into her. The size was overwhelming — thicker and longer than anything she had ever experienced. Her body was stretched, widened, to accommodate the massive intruder. The hormone treatment had prepared her, but nothing could have prepared her for this reality.

Inch by inch, the fleshy mass pushed deeper into her. F-2002Y170’s eyes widened behind the latex mask, while her mouth gaped silently. The gas suppressed every sound, every scream that wanted to form in her throat. She could only silently endure what was happening to her.

The creature thrust further forward, relentless, driven by instinct. F-2002Y170 felt her body stretching around the massive length, how her inner walls pressed against the invading flesh. The stretching was intense, borderline — her body was desperately working to adapt to the unusual size.

More pushed into her. The length seemed endless, filling her completely, pressing against places inside her that she hadn’t known existed. Her lower body convulsed reflexively around the intruder, but the gas kept her muscles too weak to offer real resistance.

The breeding bull’s warmth radiated throughout her entire pelvic region. She could feel how the massive member pulsated deep inside her, alive and demanding. The reality of her situation was overwhelming — she was completely impaled, penetrated by the raw masculinity of the beast.

Then she felt the breeding bull entering her completely, to the hilt. The complete length of the massive flesh was now buried inside her. F-2002Y170’s body trembled uncontrollably, even though the gas paralyzed her outer muscles. The fullness was absolute, crushing.

F-2002Y170 was now completely impaled on the massive flesh lance that was buried inside her to the hilt. Her body had stretched and widened to accommodate the enormous intruder — exactly as the hormone treatment had intended. She had become what Dr. Gray and the other scientists wanted to make of her: a functional breeding animal, reduced to her primary biological function.

The gas continued to flow through her mask, keeping her body in complete paralysis, while her mind remained wide awake, trapped in this chemical prison. She could feel every inch of the massive member as it filled her lower body, pressing against her inner walls. The stretching was absolute — her body was completely formed around the intruder.

The breeding bull began to move. Slowly, testing, it withdrew a few inches, only to thrust itself deep into F-2002Y170 again. The friction was intense, amplified by the hypersensitivity that the hormones had programmed into her nerves. Every movement sent waves through her paralyzed body, bombarding her consciousness with unfiltered sensations.

The beast’s heavy breathing became more rhythmic, more animalistic. F-2002Y170 could feel how the breeding bull found a rhythm, how its hips began to move in an ancient, instinct-driven cadence. Forward and back, deep and withdrawing.

Her body responded involuntarily to the stimulation. The chemicals in her system intensified every sensation, making her more receptive to what was happening to her. Despite the paralysis of her muscles, she felt warmth building in her lower abdomen, how her body produced even more moisture to facilitate the massive intrusion.

The thrusts became more powerful, more determined. The creature had found its rhythm and was using F-2002Y170’s body with animalistic eagerness. The massive member now slid in and out of her with merciless regularity, stretching her anew with each forward thrust, only to let her breathe briefly when withdrawing, before the next, even deeper thrust followed.

The metallic clanking of chains mingled with the rhythmic impact of flesh on flesh. The heavy iron fetters struck against the metal bars of the frame as the beast worked its captured prey. F-2002Y170 felt every single impact as the breeding bull’s hips struck against her spread thighs, powerful and relentless.

The force of the thrusts steadily increased. What had initially been probing and cautious had transformed into something raw, primitive. The creature was using her exactly as intended — as breeding stock, as a biological tool for its animalistic drives.

And then something happened that F-2002Y170 had never expected.

Between the waves of burning pain and overwhelming stretching, something else began to emerge. A warm tingling that spread from the point where the massive flesh rubbed against her deepest places. The hormones hadn’t just changed her body — they had also rewired her nerve endings, making them hypersensitive to precisely this type of stimulation.

With each deep thrust, the thick length rubbed against points inside her that sent electric shivers through her paralyzed body, bombarding her nervous system.

The moisture between her legs increased, not just as a response to the hormones, but as a genuine, perverse answer to what was happening to her. The rhythmic thrusts, which had initially caused only pain, began to send waves of something else through her. Something dark, forbidden.

The breeding bull used her mercilessly, and Faith? She was actually beginning to enjoy it in a perverse way.

Her consciousness fought against this realization, but her body had already surrendered.


Chapter 10

F-2002Y170’s body had become a pure receptor for the brutal penetration. The massive flesh now slid in and out of her with obscene, squelching sounds, her own body had produced so much moisture that each thrust was accompanied by wet, slurping noises.

This was different from anything she had ever experienced. Not like the tentative attempts of her few previous lovers, not like the mechanical movements of bored men. This was raw, primitive, absolute. The beast was using her with an intensity that made her previous experiences seem like child’s play.

The massive member stretched her far beyond her natural limits with each thrust, only to let her breathe briefly when withdrawing, before mercilessly boring into her again. The size was overwhelming – thicker than her wrist, longer than anything that had ever penetrated her. Her body had no choice but to adapt to the breeding bull’s dimensions.

The thrusts came in a relentless rhythm. Deep inside, slowly withdrawing, only to penetrate again with even greater force. The squelching sound of her own wetness filled the room, mixed with the heavy breathing of the beast and the metallic clanking of chains.

F-2002Y170 felt how her body embraced every contour of the massive flesh, how her inner walls formed around the intruder. The hormones had changed her so that she could not only endure the penetration, but her body responded to it as if it had been created for this purpose.

The breeding bull found a particular angle where the massive member rubbed against an especially sensitive spot inside her. With each thrust in this direction, a wave of electric sensation shot through F-2002Y170’s paralyzed body, bombarding her nervous system with unfiltered signals.

The gas continued to flow through the mask, keeping F-2002Y170 in a perverse captivity between complete paralysis and overwhelming sensation. Her mind was crystal clear, every nerve fiber registering the brutal treatment, yet her body no longer obeyed her will.

The beast above her panted more heavily, the rhythmic thrusts becoming more irregular, more urgent. F-2002Y170 felt how the massive flesh inside her began to pulsate, how it swelled and twitched. The warm, hard flesh stretched her even further, until she thought she must tear.

“No... no...” The thought shot through her head, although she knew it was already too late. She was nothing more than a vessel, reduced to her biological function as breeding stock. The realization of her complete powerlessness sent perverse shivers through her motionless body.

The breeding bull thrust deeper into her than ever before, and F-2002Y170 felt how the massive member had reached her deepest point. The rhythmic pulsating became more intense, more relentless. She could literally feel how the bull was preparing to fill her.

The thought of what was about to happen – the moment when warm fluid would be pumped into her to impregnate her like a piece of livestock – drove F-2002Y170 over a cliff she hadn’t seen coming.

Her paralyzed body exploded in an orgasm that raced through every fiber of her being. Although she couldn’t move, couldn’t scream, couldn’t even tremble, she experienced the most intense contractions of her life. Her inner muscles cramped rhythmically around the massive flesh, as if her body was instinctively trying to receive what was about to come.

The waves of pleasure flooded through her again and again, while the breeding bull made his last, deepest thrusts.

F-2002Y170’s consciousness shattered into a thousand splinters of pure sensation. The gas in the mask couldn’t prevent every nerve in her body from catching fire. The contractions went far beyond anything she had ever experienced – not the superficial twitches of previous climaxes, but deep, earth-shattering cramps that radiated from her center and captured every corner of her body.

The massive flesh inside her pulsated more and more violently, and F-2002Y170 felt every heartbeat of the breeding bull through the taut skin of the enormous member. The rhythmic contractions of her own muscles massaged the intruder, as if her body had learned to harmonize perfectly with the breeding bull.

The bull let out a deep, rumbling sound – not a human sound, but something primitive, animalistic. F-2002Y170 felt how the massive member inside her swelled, becoming even thicker, even harder. Her inner walls stretched to their absolute limits.

Then it happened.

The first warm surge exploded into her with a force that robbed F-2002Y170 of consciousness. Hot, thick ejaculate pumped into her, filling every inch of her stretched interior. The breeding bull grunted rhythmically with each thrust as he poured himself into her.

F-2002Y170’s body responded to the warm fluid with another wave of contractions. Her nervous system was overloaded by the combination of sustained penetration, the feeling of being filled, and the hormones that amplified every impulse.

The ejaculate continued to flow into her – more than she would have ever thought possible. She felt how it reached her deepest regions, how her body absorbed every drop. The breeding bull had not had enough yet. The massive member continued to twitch and pulsate, pumping new surges into her.

F-2002Y170 realized with crystal clarity: this was the moment of her conception. In this sterile room, bound and paralyzed, she was being bred like livestock. Her body would now do what it had been conditioned for – produce new life for the farm…

End?
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