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Content Warning


This is a story of dark Hucow erotic fiction, full of bondage, dub-con, non-con, medical play, and dark and disturbing themes that may be upsetting to some readers. This book is intended only for those eighteen and up. Please proceed with caution.
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Ialways knew it would end like this. Not because I wanted it to, but because justice in this part of the world has a very specific flavor—bitter, brutal, and final. Smuggling isn’t just illegal—it’s treason. And smuggling women, well… that’s unforgivable. In the eyes of the law, I’m not a rebel or a freedom fighter. I’m a thief. A trafficker. A criminal.

But in my own eyes—and in the tear-filled eyes of the women I help across the border—I’m something else. A lifeline. A risk worth taking. Hundreds of them are free now. Hundreds who will never be bought or bred or branded again.

I stand tall in the courtroom, spine straight, despite the shackles biting into my wrists. The judge, draped in black, looks down at me like I’m something to scrape off the bottom of his boot. His voice is cold and unfeeling, the kind of voice that hands out sentences like he’s dealing cards.

“Amy Dawson. You have been found guilty of a serious crime. But the state is merciful—when it chooses to be. You will be offered a choice.” His lips curl into something between a sneer and a smirk. “The electric chair… or the Hucow Ranch?”

There’s a stir in the courtroom.

The Hucow Ranch.

The fact that they’re offering it is unusual. My crimes are so severe, death is expected.

For a second, my blood runs cold. I didn’t expect a choice. It might the last one I ever make. I’ve stared down armed patrols, corrupt enforcers, and trackers with dogs. But this… this is something else. The Ranch isn’t a prison. It’s a sentence with no bars, no exits, and no end. But I can’t plan an escape if they kill me.

Being transformed into livestock and getting bred is better than the chair.

Still, I meet the judge’s gaze, unflinching. I can’t help anyone if I’m dead.

“The Hucow Ranch,” I say, my voice steady. “I’ll take the Ranch.”

“You consent to life as a Hucow? You choose being bred and milked?”

“Yes,” I say with zero hesitation.

The judge nods once, like its nothing. Like he hasn’t just sent me to a place people call a farm but whisper about like a myth. His gavel comes down with a sharp crack, the sound final and unforgiving. Like a door slamming shut.

And just like that, my fate is sealed.
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Being labeled a high-risk prisoner means I don’t travel like the others. No cramped bus, no whispered chatter between cells. I’m in solitary, even in transit. The guards shove me into the back of a transport truck, the kind that smells like oil and old sweat. They yank my arms up and secure them to a metal bar above my head. My wrists are bound so tightly the circulation starts to fade within minutes.

Then comes the gag—thick, suffocating rubber shoved behind my teeth and strapped so tight around the back of my head that my jaw aches instantly. They don’t say a word to me. Just slam the door and lock me in.

The drive is long. Hours pass in heat and silence. I try to keep track of time by the shifting light through the tiny cracks in the wall, but it’s impossible. I sway with every bump in the road, arms straining, shoulders screaming. Sweat rolls down my spine. The air grows thick and stagnant, and my legs start to go numb from standing too long. At some point, I piss my pants, unable to hold it any longer.

We stop eventually, but no one opens the door. I’m left in the back of the sweltering truck, my body trembling from dehydration and exhaustion. My tongue is dry, my head fuzzy. I shift my weight from one foot to the other, biting back the panic clawing up my throat. If they meant to kill me in here, they could’ve done it already. This is worse. They’re letting me stew—reminding me that I’m not in control anymore.

When the door finally creaks open, the sunlight hits me like a slap. Harsh. Blinding. Beautiful. I squint against it, barely able to make out the shape of the man standing there.

He steps into view slowly, deliberately, like he’s savoring the moment. He’s young—late twenties, maybe, only a few years older than me—fit, with tanned skin and piercing blue eyes that catch the light. His dark hair is mostly hidden under a weathered cowboy hat. He looks like someone who’d be charming in a bar. Someone you’d trust if you didn’t know better.

“You Amy Dawson?” he asks, voice smooth and slow, like he’s asking if I’m the girl he’s been waiting to meet. “The woman who smuggled girls across the border?”

I glare at him, which is all I can do with a gag stuffed in my mouth. He knows that, the bastard. His smirk widens.

“I thought so,” he says, chuckling to himself. “You’ve got that look. All fire and no fear.”

He climbs up into the truck like he owns it—and maybe he does. He doesn’t rush. He takes his time walking toward me, eyes roaming over every inch of my restrained body. Not clinically. Not professionally. He’s enjoying it.

“I’m Winn,” he says, pausing a few inches from me. “Foreman’s son. And my daddy says I get to take you for a special project.”

I breathe through my nose, force myself to stay still, to not flinch. He’s trying to get a reaction, and I won’t give it to him. I won’t.

He leans in closer, voice dropping.

“We figure someone of your… reputation… deserves special attention.”

His gaze slides down my body like he’s already imagining what comes next. It’s not curiosity—it’s possession. Like he already owns me.

I don’t cower. I don’t tremble. I meet his stare with steel in my eyes.

Maybe I shouldn’t.

Before I can brace or move or even think, he pulls something from his pocket. He pulls a pocketknife out, and without a word, begins to cut away my bright orange jumpsuit. He strips me down to my bra and panties, and with a smirk, he cuts them away too. When I’m naked before him, he takes a long look over me, appraising, leering, and he likes what he sees.

Then there’s a flash of silver. A needle.

And then—pain. Sharp and fast. He jams it into the side of my neck, and I gasp behind the gag, heart pounding as cold liquid floods my veins.

The last thing I see before the blackness swallows me whole is his smile.
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Iwake up in a shed. Wooden walls, sawdust floor, and a lot of fancy medical tech that looks out of place. I can’t identify any of it. Much more concerning is that I’m still stark naked, and I’m strapped to a chair.

Winn is standing across from me, drinking a beer.

“Normally, new cows go through processing over in the medical center, but I have something special planned for you. Got Doc to loan me all the equipment I needed. He gave you the first round of injections while you were out.”

He motions to my arm and I glance down to see an IV trailing from my flesh. I shudder as I hate to think what’s in it.

“But I wanted you awake for this.”

To my surprise, he pulls out a razor and begins to shear my long blonde hair from my head, letting it fall in clumps. He’s rough as he holds my head, manhandling me into place and enjoying it as I squirm.

Only once I’m bald as a baby does he stop, stepping back and grinning down as he studies me. He sets the razor down and retrieves a strange-looking pair of goggles. Winn holds them up for me to see.

“We’ve come a long way since we used these for the first time on Hucow #499, and I think it’s the perfect tool for us to get along. I think you’ll be feeling much more… cooperative after this.”

He lets me get a good look before setting them down again. Before I know what’s happening, he’s taped my eyelids open. I can’t close them. I can’t blink. Then he slides the goggles over my head, sealing me in. Headphones are placed over my ears, blocking out all sound.

A swirl of color roars to life as deafening music pours through. I cower under the force of the sound, trying desperately to free my hands so I can yank the headphones off, but I can’t move. My restraints are too tight.

I can’t follow any thread of the music, can’t identify a single instrument, but it’s overwhelming. Deafening. I cower under it.

The colors swirl and pulse in time with the music, forming patterns that seem to reach out and grab at my mind. I try to look away, but I can’t close my eyes or turn my head. The images burn themselves into my retinas, searing abstract shapes and impossible geometries directly into my brain. The music pounds, seeming to reverberate through my entire body.

I try to focus on something, anything else, but it’s impossible. The sensory overload is too much. I can’t even feel the chair beneath me anymore. There’s only the waves of color and the thundering music.

Time loses all meaning. I have no idea how long I’ve been strapped here, bombarded by this sensory assault. Minutes? Hours? Days? It never stops.

Gradually, I become aware of words and phrases repeating in the cacophony. Barely a whisper.

“Surrender…”

“Obey…”

“Pleasure…”

They echo and reverberate, burrowing into my subconscious. I try to resist, to hold onto my sense of self, but it’s slipping away like sand through my fingers.

“Submit…”

“Obey…”

“Surrender…”

My thoughts become muddled, confused. My mind feels like it’s unraveling, unable to process the onslaught of stimuli. Fragments of thoughts and memories flash through my consciousness, but I can’t hold onto any of them.

The words get louder.

“Surrender…”

“Submit…”

“Obey…”

The colors grow impossibly brighter. My eyes water and burn, tears spilling over. More words whisper in the background like static. I can catch only the barest phrases.

“You are a cow.”

“Your purpose is to serve.”

“You want to get milked.”

“You want to be bred.”

I try to shake my head, to deny these insidious whispers, but I can’t move. The restraints hold me fast as the barrage continues. My mind feels like it’s being stretched and twisted, reshaped by the kaleidoscope of colors and the pulsing, insistent words.

“You are a cow.”

“Your purpose is to serve.”

“You want to get milked.”

“You want to be bred.”

The phrases repeat, over and over, burrowing deeper into my psyche with each iteration. I struggle to hold onto my identity, my sense of self, but it’s slipping away. Who am I? Why am I here? The questions fade as quickly as they form, drowned out by the color. There’s only the swirling colors, the thundering music, and the words.

“Surrender...”

“Submit...”

“Obey...”

It keeps going. This has been my whole life. My entire existence. There was nothing before this. There’s nothing after this. I’ve been trapped in this sea of color and sound forever. I’ll never escape.

The colors turn white and that’s the last thing I see. Like a switch was thrown, I black out instantly.
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When I wake, my body feels out of whack. I’m sore. My front is heavy, and sitting up is impossible. Strangely, I feel empty, aching. My hips roll before I know what I’m doing, and I realize I’m seeking friction. I’m so needy it hurts. I try to reach between my legs, but I’m stopped cold. My hands are wrapped in strange leather mitts so that I don’t have fingers anymore. Much more pressing is the metal and leather belt running between my legs, barring access to my aching pussy.

I moan around my gag, trying desperately to rub through the metal.

I thrash against the restraints, desperate for relief, but it’s no use. The belt is unyielding, denying me any satisfaction. My mind feels foggy, and I’m struggling to piece together how I got here or why I’m in this state. All I know is the burning need coursing through my body.

Footsteps approach, and I look up to see Winn entering the room. He smiles, a predatory gleam in his eyes. I don’t know how his name, or why I’m afraid of that sick smile.

“Well, well. Look who’s finally awake. How are you feeling, cow?”

I whimper around the gag, unable to form words. Part of me wants to scream at him, to demand answers, but another part - a growing, insistent part - just wants to beg for his touch.

He runs a hand over my newly bald head, then down to cup one of my swollen breasts. I arch into his hand, moaning. My mind feels like mud, and it’s a struggle to form coherent thoughts.

Winn chuckles. “Don’t worry, you’ll get used to the new hardware soon enough. Those udders look nice and full - I bet you’re aching for a milking, aren’t you?”

At his words, I become acutely aware of the heaviness in my chest. I glance down to see two massive, swaying breasts, far larger than what I remember having before. They’re swollen and tender, and I realize with a jolt that they’re leaking milk.

“Stay right there,” he orders, and I find myself frozen in place. I can’t move an inch. Winn returns a moment later, rolling some sort of contraption into the room.

“On all fours, put that ass in the air,” he says, and I obey instantly. It’s a reflex. I don’t even have time to process the command before it’s done. I sit still as he attaches two tubes to my breasts, suctioning them painfully tight. A whimper slips out, and he laughs before he throws the switch. The machine whirrs to life and the tension is unbearable at first. I want to squirm, I want to scream. The pressure builds in my chest so tight, and then suddenly, sweet relief as it begins to drain my milk.

Desire spirals through me, starting at my breasts and going through my core. I whimper, shifting my hips in my distress.

Winn laughs.

“Wait until you’re empty. Then we’ll see about what you deserve.”

I hate how much I like the sound of that. I rub my thighs together, desperate. The longer it goes on, the emptier I feel. It’s maddening.

The milking machine continues its relentless suction, drawing every last drop from my swollen breasts. I moan and whimper, overwhelmed by the intense sensations. My mind struggles to make sense of what’s happening, but all I can focus on is the building pressure between my legs.

Winn circles me slowly, drinking in the sight of my predicament. “That’s it, let it all out,” he croons. “Good little Hucow.”

After what feels like an eternity, the machine finally slows to a stop. My breasts feel lighter, but the ache in my empty core has only intensified. I look up at Winn with pleading eyes, silently begging for relief.

The bastard smirks at me, barking out a laugh. He detaches the milk cups and pushes the machine to the corner, out of the way. Then, to my surprise, he takes my gag off.

“What do you remember?” he asks.

I open my mouth to respond, but stop short. I don’t remember anything. I know his name his Winn. I know I’m a Hucow. But I don’t know anything else.

“I’m a Hucow,” I say, the words clumsy on my tongue.

“Yes, you are. You did a bad thing, a very thing bad. And you need to be punished. Do you remember that?”

I shake my head.

“You stole. You were a bad girl, so now you have to pay the price. So you’re going to spend the rest of your days here with me, as my personal Hucow. Only good Hucows get to come, so you have to show me you can be a good Hucow.”

Tears well in my eyes as I realize he isn’t going to do anything about my aching, needy pussy, and he laughs again.

“Do you want to know how to be a good Hucow?” he asks.

“Yes,” I say eagerly, nodding.

“Yes, Master,” Winn corrects.

I hate him so much and I don’t even know why.

“Yes, Master.”

“To be a good Hucow, it’s not enough to do as you’re told. You have to be eager and want to please your Master. Twice a day, I’ll come in here to feed you. You have to show me how sorry you are, how you want to be good. Every day you’re going to beg me to me to milk you. You’re going to beg me to fuck you. You’re going to suck my cock like a good girl. And you’re going to do anything else I tell you. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Good,” Winn says, taking his dick out. The sight of it sends a throb through me, and I want nothing more for him to bury it inside of me.

“Now open up.”

I hesitate for just a moment, a flicker of resistance passing through me. But the ache between my legs and the fog in my mind quickly overpowers any lingering doubts. I open my mouth obediently, my tongue lolling out in anticipation.

Winn grins wickedly and steps forward, pressing the tip of his cock against my lips. “That’s it,” he murmurs. “Show me how sorry you are. Show me what a good little Hucow you can be.”

I lean forward eagerly, taking him into my mouth. The taste and feel of him on my tongue sends a jolt of pleasure through my body. I moan around his length, desperate for more.

“Look at me while you suck,” Winn commands. I raise my eyes to meet his, seeing the cruel satisfaction in his gaze. “Good girl. Now use that tongue.”

My tongue swirls around his shaft as I bob my head, taking him deeper with each pass. I moan around his length; the vibrations making him groan with pleasure. Drool runs down my chin as I work to please him. My core aches with need, but I try my best to ignore it.

Winn grabs the back of my bald head roughly, beginning to fuck my mouth. He hits the back of my throat and I gag, but he doesn’t give me a moment to recover. He just picks up the pace as I choke. I struggle to breathe, but he doesn’t let up, not for one second. He’s fast and rough, and my jaw aches by the time he climaxes, forcing me to swallow every drop. Only then does he let me go, and I cough and sputter as I try to catch my breath. Winn chuckles, pacing around and reaching to grab a handful of my ass, kneading the globes roughly. Then he grinds his hand over the belt, teasing me so I moan, my hips arching into him like a cat.

“If you want me to unlock you, you’ll have to earn it,” he says firmly and I whimper. “I’m going to go get your feed. I want you to put your nose on the ground and your ass in the air. Stay like that until I get back.”

I comply instantly, dropping my head and pressing my ass upwards. He’s gone a long time, so long my legs quiver and my muscles tremble. I want to rub my thighs together. I want to rock. Try anything to find the friction I so badly need. But I don’t. I stay still, shaking with the effort.

It feels like a lifetime later when the door finally opens. Winn deposits a tray of food on the ground in front of me.

“Eat,” he orders.

I stare at the tray for a moment before lowering my head, beginning to lick up the slop. And it is slop, it looks like oatmeal. Chunky, thick, and bland. Winn watches until I finish every drop.

Almost instantly, my arousal goes to the next level. My hips begin to rock. I can’t stop them. I’m whimpering with need, my arousal leaking out around the metal between my legs, soaking my thighs. I’m dripping. Desperate.

Winn laughs at me again.

“Well, well,” Winn says, circling me slowly. “Looks like someone’s feeling frisky. That feed really gets you going, doesn’t it?”

I whimper and nod, unable to form words through the haze of lust. My hips continue to rock involuntarily, seeking any kind of friction or relief. My pussy aches. It’s so empty it hurts.

“Beg me,” Winn commands, his voice low and dangerous. “Beg me to touch you, to fuck you. Show me how desperate you are.”

“Please,” I gasp out, my voice hoarse and needy. “Please, Master. I need you. I need to be touched, to be fucked. Please, I’ll do anything. I’m sorry for being bad. I’ll be good, I promise. Just please, please touch me.”

Winn grins, clearly enjoying my desperation. He reaches down and runs his hand along my flank, the touch light and teasing. I lean into him and get slapped on the ass for my trouble.

“Please,” I whimper. “Please, Master. I need... I need...”

“What do you need, cow?” he asks, his voice thick with amusement.

“I need to come,” I sob. “Please, Master. I’ll do anything. I’ll be so good. Just please, please let me come.”

Winn circles me slowly, drinking in my desperation. “Anything, you say? Are you sure about that?”

“Yes!” I cry out. “Anything, Master. Please!”

Winn stops in front of me, considering. “Alright then. If you want to come so badly, you’re going to have to earn it.”

He reaches down and unlocks the chastity belt, sliding it off. I gasp as cool air hits my overheated flesh. My pussy clenches around nothing, desperate to be filled.

“Don’t move,” Winn orders as he walks away. I hear him rummaging through drawers, but I keep my eyes forward, not daring to look. When he returns, he’s holding something, but I can’t see what it is.

“Since you say you’ll do anything,” he says with a wicked grin, “let’s see just how much you mean that.”

He moves behind me and I feel something cold and hard pressing against my ass. I tense up instinctively.

“Relax,” Winn orders, and my body complies instantly, as if I’ve been sedated. He drags the plug through my soaked folds, coating it in my arousal before he begins to work it into the tight virgin hole. I whimper and moan as he forces it inside. The stretch hurts so badly, but somehow also feels good. My toes curl as the pleasure sweeps through me, overwhelming the pain. Once its fully seated inside, Winn lets go, running his hands over my flanks.

Then, to my horror, I feel the metal being locked back into place.

I can’t help it. I cry out.

“No!”

That gets me hit for real, more than a spank. It’s a painful slap that’s going to leave a bruise on my hip. It knocks me onto my belly.

“Bad cow,” Winn snaps, locking me back into my chastity belt. “You’ve got a long way to go to prove yourself to me. I was going to unlock you in a few hours to see how you handle the plug, but I think you need to wear it overnight.”

I moan again, shaking my head, and Winn just scoffs. He stalks out of the room.

“Bad cow,” he repeats.

I sob as I lay there.
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Ilie there in agony, my body betraying me with every movement. Each shift sends the plug deeper, making me gasp as it rubs against sensitive nerves I never knew existed. The metal belt presses cruelly against my swollen, needy sex, denying me even the slightest relief.

Hours pass. Maybe days. Time has no meaning anymore in this small room. My breasts begin to swell again, filling with milk until they ache and leak, soaking the sawdust beneath me. I whimper, rolling onto my back to ease the pressure, but it only makes the plug shift inside me, sending sparks of unwanted pleasure through my core.

My thighs are slick with arousal that has nowhere to go.

The door finally opens. Winn stands there, watching me with that predatory smile.

“Look at you,” he says with a smirk. “Pathetic.”

I don’t argue. I can’t. He’s right. I am pathetic—desperate and needy and willing to do anything for his touch.

“Please, Master,” I whisper, my voice cracking. “I’m sorry. I’ll do whatever you want.”

Winn studies me for a long moment, his eyes traveling over my trembling body. “Whatever I want, hm? We’ll see about that.”

He approaches slowly, deliberately, like a predator stalking wounded prey. His boots crunch as he circles me. I turn my head to follow his movement, desperate not to lose sight of him.

“Your udders need draining,” he observes clinically. “But I’m wondering if you’ve learned your lesson yet.”

I nod frantically, desperately. “Yes, Master. Please. They hurt so much.”

He kneels beside me, running a calloused finger over one swollen nipple. The simple touch sends a jolt through me so intensely that I arch my back, moaning shamelessly.

“Pathetic,” he repeats, but there’s satisfaction in his voice now. “Up on all fours, cow.”

I scramble to obey, moving onto all fours despite the discomfort of the plug shifting inside me. My arms tremble with the effort of supporting my weight, and milk drips steadily from my swollen breasts onto the sawdust below. Tears of desperation leak down my cheeks.

Winn brings the milking machine over again, attaching the cups to my aching nipples. I gasp as they seal around me, anticipating the relief that will come. When he flips the switch, the suction begins, drawing the milk from me in rhythmic pulses. I moan, my head dropping forward as the pressure in my chest begins to ease.

“That’s it,” Winn murmurs, running his hand down my spine. “Good little Hucow.”

He circles behind me, and I feel his fingers tracing the edge where the chastity belt meets my flesh.

“You’ve been leaking all over my floor,” he observes, his voice low. “Making a mess like a filthy animal.”

“I’m sorry, Master,” I whisper, my voice barely audible over the sound of the machine.

“Sorry doesn’t clean my floor,” he says, his voice hardening. “But I might be willing to unlock you if you can convince me you’ve learned your lesson.”

The milking machine continues its relentless rhythm, drawing every drop from my swollen breasts. With each pull, waves of pleasure radiate through my body, intensifying the ache between my legs. I’m so empty there, so needy, I can barely think straight.

“Please, Master,” I beg, my voice breaking. “I’ll be good. I’ll be so good for you.”

Winn’s hand slides up my spine to grip the back of my neck, forcing my face down into the sawdust. I breathe in the woody scent, feeling it stick to my tear-dampened cheeks.

He moves to face me, unzipping his pants. His cock springs free, already hard. “Show me,” he commands, grabbing me roughly around the neck, forcing me to look up at him.

I open my mouth eagerly, pushing myself back up, desperate to please him. He shoves himself inside without warning, hitting the back of my throat so hard I choke.

I manage to control my gag reflex this time, relaxing my throat as he pushes deeper. Tears stream down my face, but I work my tongue along his shaft, hollowing my cheeks with suction. The milking machine continues its relentless rhythm on my breasts while I service him, creating a strange harmony of sensations that leaves me dizzy.

“That’s it,” Winn groans, his grip tightening. “Fucking take it all.”

My jaw aches as he uses my mouth roughly, but I don’t resist. I can’t. Something inside me has shifted, broken, rearranged. I want to please him. Need to please him. The thought of his approval sends another gush of wetness between my thighs, soaking around the unyielding metal belt.

When he finally pulls out, I chase his cock with my tongue, not wanting to lose him, but I’m not quick enough. He comes with a groan, spraying all over my face. I pant like an animal, trying to catch my breath.

The machine finishes draining my breasts, leaving them lighter but somehow more sensitive.

“I think you’re ready for the next step in your training,” he says.

My breasts feel lighter, but the emptiness only makes the other hunger more acute. My hips are rocking despite my efforts to stay still. He detaches the cups from my nipples, giving me a look I can’t decipher.

Winn moves behind me, his hands tracing the curve of my spine. I hear a key turn in a lock. The small metallic click as it opens sounds like salvation. I nearly sob with relief as he removes it, cool air hitting my swollen, soaked flesh.

I exhale shakily, feeling cool air against my swollen, sensitive flesh.

“Don’t move,” he warns, his voice low.

I freeze, trembling with need and anticipation. His fingers trace the base of the plug still lodged inside me, giving it a slight twist that makes me gasp.

“We’re going to play a little game,” he says, his breath hot against my ear. “If you can stay perfectly still while I fuck you, I’ll let you come. If you move even an inch without permission, you go back in the belt for a week. Understand?”

“Yes, Master,” I whisper, my voice barely audible.

He circles behind me, his boots crunching through sawdust. I feel his hands on my ass, spreading me open, examining me like livestock. One finger traces the rim where the plug stretches me wide, and I whimper.

“This stays in,” he says, tapping the plug.

I feel the head of his cock pressing against my entrance, sliding through my dripping folds.

Winn slides the head of his cock up and down my slit, coating himself in my wetness. “So wet,” he growls. “Like a bitch in heat.”

I bite my lip hard, fighting the instinct to thrust back against him. The struggle is excruciating—to remain perfectly still while every nerve ending in my body screams for movement, for friction, for release.

Every muscle in my body strains against the instinct to push back, to impale myself on him.

“Please,” I whisper, the word escaping before I can stop it.

“Please what?” Winn asks, his voice dripping with mock innocence.

“Please fuck me, Master,” I manage, my voice breaking with need.

“Good girl,” Winn murmurs, his voice thick with satisfaction as he slides into me inch by torturous inch.

My inner walls clench around him desperately, but I keep my hips locked in place, trembling with the effort. The plug in my ass makes everything tighter, more intense. Each sensation magnified beyond reason as he fills me completely.

“So fucking tight,” he groans, gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. “Your cunt was made for this.”

He begins to move, slowly at first, then building to a punishing rhythm. I’m shaking, tears streaming down my face as pleasure builds to an unbearable peak. The plug shifts with each of his thrusts, creating a fullness I’ve never experienced. The sensations make my vision blur, my reality fracturing at the edges. I’m close, so close, but I don’t dare move. I keep my body rigid, my muscles screaming in protest as pleasure builds to an unbearable crescendo.

“Good cow,” Winn pants, his rhythm growing erratic. “Taking it so well. Maybe you deserve to come after all.”

His words send a fresh wave of arousal through me. The thought of finally getting release after so long makes me dizzy with need.

“Master,” I gasp, “I can’t—I need—“

“Not yet,” he snarls, his pace quickening. “Not until I say.”

One of his hands slides around to find my clit, circling it roughly. The touch is like electricity, making me jolt before I can stop myself.

“I said don’t move,” he growls, slapping my ass hard enough to leave a handprint. “One more chance.”

I freeze again, a sob catching in my throat. I’m so close, balanced on the knife-edge of pleasure and pain. His cock fills me so completely that I can feel every vein, every pulse. The plug makes everything tighter, more intense.

“One more chance,” he warns, his fingers returning to my clit, circling it more gently this time. “Fail me again, and you go back in the belt.”

I bite my lip so hard I taste blood, focusing all my willpower on staying motionless as he works my body. His cock pounds into me relentlessly while his fingers play me like an instrument. The plug fills me from behind, leaving no empty space, no relief from the overwhelming sensations.

“That’s it,” he murmurs. “Good little Hucow. So obedient now.”

Pressure builds inside me, a tidal wave threatening to make me fall apart.

“Beg me,” he demands, his voice rough with exertion. “Beg me to let you come.”

“Please,” I sob, the word barely recognizable through my gasps. “Please, Master, let me come. I need it so badly. I’ll be good, I promise. I’ll be your perfect cow. Please, please, please—“

His rhythm grows punishing, each thrust driving the air from my lungs. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh fills the small shed, mingling with my desperate pleas. His fingers work my clit with cruel precision, building the pressure until I’m certain I’ll shatter into a million pieces.

“Come for me,” he finally growls. “Now.”

The permission breaks something inside me. I scream as pleasure tears through my body, my inner walls clamping down around his cock in violent spasms. The orgasm is unlike anything I’ve ever experienced—brutal, all-consuming, endless. Wave after wave crashes over me, each more intense than the last. My vision goes white, then black at the edges. I’m drowning in sensation, lost in a sea of pleasure so intense it borders on pain.

Winn groans behind me, his hips stuttering as he empties himself inside me. I feel his release, hot and pulsing, filling me completely. I feel every pulse, every twitch as he fills me, marking me from the inside. The feeling triggers another orgasm, smaller but no less intense, wringing every drop of pleasure from my body.

For a moment, there’s only our ragged breathing and the scent of sex hanging heavy in the air. My arms finally give out, and I collapse onto the sawdust.
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Winn leaves me lying there, discarded. He lights a cigarette, watching me from the other side of the shed as my body twitches with aftershocks.

“Stay,” he says, like I’m some kind of pet. My limbs tremble with the effort of holding myself up. I don’t think he cares. I hear a door creak open, then slam shut. He’s gone, just like that, leaving me panting and used, the taste of him still in my mouth.

Minutes later, Winn returns with a tray of food. He sets it in front of me with a look of indifference. “Eat,” he commands, snapping his fingers. The sound jolts through me like electricity. My instincts take over, shameless and degrading, as I scramble back onto all fours. I bury my face into the bowl, licking up the sloppy, soupy mush like an animal. I don’t even know what it is, but I know I need it.

Before I’ve even finished eating, the need begins to swell inside me again. The heat. The desperation. It’s all I can think about as I gulp down the last bits of food. My hips rock and I shift uncomfortably, feeling empty already. My pussy aches to be filled. How can I be so needy again, so soon? I choke back a sob and keep eating, face buried in the unknown meal like a pig at a trough.

The bowl is empty, and the feed hits me in full force. The need consumes me, filling every part of my mind with its greedy demands. I struggle to concentrate, to stay still, but my body convulses, throbbing around the emptiness. Winn watches me with a smirk, like he knows exactly what’s happening. Because he does.

“Something wrong, cow?” he taunts, taking a drag off his cigarette. He gives me a cocky smile. “Doc’s new feed formula works wonders, doesn’t it?”

I whimper in response.

“It’s got all kinds of good stuff in it,” Winn continues, blowing smoke toward me. “Hormones to keep those udders full, nutrients to keep you healthy, and a special little cocktail to keep you...” he gestures at my trembling thighs, “...cooperative.”

I shake my head, trying to clear the fog of lust that’s already reclaiming my mind. This isn’t right. I shouldn’t be this desperate again so quickly. But my body betrays me, hips rolling, seeking friction that isn’t there. I try to fight it, to cling to some semblance of dignity, but the emptiness inside me grows with each passing second. My breasts start to feel heavy again already, filling with milk at an unnatural rate.

“Please,” I whisper, hating myself for begging but unable to stop. “Please, Master.”

Winn laughs, a cruel sound that echoes off the wooden walls.

“Already? Greedy little cow.” He circles me slowly, boots crunching through sawdust. “You think you deserve to be fucked again so soon?”

Suddenly his hand is on my back, forcing me down into the sawdust. My face smacks into the tray. Winn kicks at my legs, spreading them wide so I’m splayed out for him. He drags his other hand through my soaking wet folds, giving me the stimulation I need so badly. I whimper.

“No,” he says cruelly. “You don’t deserve it.”

I feel the straps start to wrap around my hips again, and a desperate need fills me, panic and horror overwhelming sense. I can’t let him lock me up again. I need to be filled too badly. My hips buck and I start to thrash.

It’s the wrong thing to do.

Winn’s hand cracks across my ass with blinding force. I yelp, freezing in place. Pain blooms, hot and sharp, but it only makes the ache between my legs worse.

“Bad cow,” he snarls, his fingers digging into my flesh. “Very bad cow.”

I freeze instantly, terror cutting through the haze of lust. I’ve made a terrible mistake.

“You think you get to decide what happens to this body? You think you have any say at all?”

“No, Master,” I whimper, tears streaming down my face. “I’m sorry, Master.”

I whimper as he continues securing the chastity belt around my hips, the cold metal pressing against my swollen, aching flesh. The plug shifts inside me as he tightens the straps, sending unwanted sparks of pleasure up my spine. When he locks it with a definitive click, I let out a broken sob.

“Please,” I whisper, my voice cracking. “I’m sorry, Master. I’ll be good.”

“Not good enough,” he growls, reaching for something I can’t see. There’s a metallic click, and then something cold circles my neck. A collar. He fastens it tight—not enough to choke me, but enough that I’ll never forget its presence.

“Since you can’t behave, we’ll have to try a different approach.”

He walks to a corner of the shed I hadn’t noticed before, returning with a strange-looking contraption. It’s some kind of harness with straps and buckles, and I can’t quite make out its purpose until he starts fitting it around my head.

“Open,” he commands, and I part my lips automatically. A rubber bit is forced between my teeth, pressing my tongue down. Straps secure it behind my head and under my chin, rendering me completely mute except for muffled whimpers.

“Much better,” Winn says with satisfaction, stepping back to admire his work. “Now you look like the animal you truly are.”

My cheeks burn with humiliation as he attaches a leash to my collar, tugging it experimentally. The bit in my mouth forces me to drool, saliva running down my chin and onto the sawdust floor. I can’t wipe it away with my mittened hands.

“Up,” he orders, yanking hard on the leash. He drags me to the corner and hooks it to a metal ring embedded in the wall.

“You’re going to stay here and think about what you’ve done,” Winn says, his voice eerily calm now. “No more milking until tomorrow. Maybe longer, depending on your attitude.”

I make a whimpering sound, trying to beg with my eyes what I can’t say with my gagged mouth. My breasts already feel heavy, filling rapidly with milk that will have nowhere to go. The thought of spending hours like this—plugged, belted, and unmilked—makes me tremble with dread.

Winn seems to read my thoughts, his lips curving into a cruel smile. “That’s right. By morning, those udders will be so swollen you’ll be crying. Maybe then you’ll learn your place.”

He runs a hand over my bald head in a mockery of affection, then turns to leave. The door slams behind him, and I’m left alone in the dim shed, tethered to the wall like an animal.

Hours pass. The ache in my breasts grows unbearable. They swell visibly, becoming hot and tender to the touch, engorged with milk that has nowhere to go. I moan around the bit gag, drool pooling beneath me in a sad puddle that mixes with the milk dripping from my nipples. I whimper and moan, but there’s nothing I can do. My leash is so short I can’t even lie down.

It’s going to be a long night.
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The night stretches on endlessly, a cruel and unrelenting torment. It must be hours, but feels like weeks. Time loses all meaning. The need builds and builds until it consumes me entirely, the agony never relenting. I can’t take it. I can’t survive it. I sob around the bit, but it solves nothing. There is no relief. By the time morning comes, I’m nearly insane with desperation. My breasts feel impossibly swollen, throbbing with pain as they drip milk onto the floor, leaving the sawdust soggy beneath me. The metal biting into my flesh is constant, unyielding. I can’t think of anything except how badly I need, how desperately I need it all. I groan, trying to find some kind of friction. My mind is fractured, lost to the need and the pain and the shame.

I’m like this when Winn enters the shed, used up and broken into something barely human.

“Looks like you’ve had a rough night, cow,” he says, the amusement clear in his voice.

I whimper at him, my eyes full of tears. He gives me a wicked, cruel smirk and I duck my head.

“I brought you a surprise,” he says in a way that makes me certain I won’t like what he has planned.

He grabs me by the collar, forcing me to sit up on my knees as he pins me against the wall. The wood is rough against my sensitive breasts, and I moan my distress, which just seems to amuse him.

Then he turns to unlocking the belt, and hope fills me. My heart leaps into my throat. Winn can tell how excited I am, because he only laughs.

“No, not that. You’re still a bad cow. You don’t deserve to get fucked.”

The belt unlocking still sounds like a chorus of angels.

Then something hard and rubbery slides through my arousal soaked folds. I can’t see what it is, but I feel it press against my entrance, larger than I expected. Panic and excitement mingle in my blood as Winn pushes it inside me with slow, deliberate pressure. It stretches me wide, wider than his cock did, and I moan around the bit gag as it fills me completely. I hate how my hips instinctively roll to take it deeper.

“There we go,” Winn says, patting my flank like I’m livestock. “That should keep you company.”

I whimper as he adjusts it, pushing it deeper until it’s seated fully inside me. It’s so large that I feel impossibly full, stretched to my limit.

Before I can process what’s happening, I feel him reattaching the chastity belt, locking the dildo inside me. It fills me completely, pressing against every sensitive spot, but it’s static—immovable, unable to provide the friction I so desperately crave.

“This is special,” he explains, tapping something that makes the dildo suddenly vibrate to life inside me. The sensation is immediate and overwhelming, making my knees buckle as pleasure shoots through my core. I moan around the bit gag, drool running freely down my chin.

“It has three settings,” Winn explains casually, as if discussing the weather. “Low, which is what you’re feeling now. Medium, which might actually get you off if you’re lucky. And high, which will drive you absolutely insane.” He adjusts something and the vibrations intensify, making me cry out around the gag. My body trembles uncontrollably as the sensation builds, pleasure coiling tight in my abdomen.

“Here’s the fun part,” Winn continues, his voice thick with cruel amusement. “It’s remote controlled. I can change the intensity whenever I want, from anywhere in the facility.” He holds up a small device with buttons. “And it has one more special feature.”

He presses another button, and suddenly the dildo begins to expand inside me, stretching me even further. I scream around the gag, my eyes rolling back as the pressure builds to an almost unbearable point before stopping.

“It can grow bigger or smaller at my command,” Winn explains, watching my reaction with obvious pleasure. “Perfect for training a cow’s holes to take whatever size it needs to take.”

The vibrations suddenly increase again. My back arches involuntarily, a muffled cry escaping around the gag as pleasure spikes through me. My thighs tremble, muscles clenching around the intrusion as I’m brought to the edge of climax—only for the vibrations to cut off completely, leaving me gasping and desperate.

Winn laughs at my distress. “See? Fun, isn’t it?”

He moves to my front, unclipping the leash from the wall. I slump forward, relieved to be free from my tethered position, but he immediately yanks me back to all fours.

“Time for your morning milking,” he announces, leading me by the collar to the center of the room. My limbs shake with each step, the massive dildo shifting inside me, creating sparks of pleasure that lead nowhere. “These udders look ready to burst.”

He’s right—my breasts are swollen beyond recognition, veined and leaking steadily as he drags me across the stall.

The milking machine sits ready, its tubes dangling like hungry mouths waiting to feed. Winn positions me on all fours again, forcing my back to arch unnaturally. My swollen breasts hang heavy, aching for release. When he attaches the suction cups, I cry out around the gag, the sensation almost too much for my oversensitized nipples.

“Beautiful,” he murmurs, running a hand over my back as he starts the machine. The familiar rhythmic suction begins, drawing milk from my engorged breasts. The relief is immediate and intense, drawing a long, muffled moan from behind my gag.

As the pressure in my breasts begins to ease, Winn reactivates the vibrator inside me. I groan and my hips buck up. The vibrations start low, a dull hum that sends shivers through my core, then suddenly ramp up to medium. I jerk forward, nearly pulling away from the milking machine. Winn’s hand clamps down on the back of my neck, forcing me to stay in position.

“Stay still, cow,” he growls. “Or I’ll turn it off and leave you like this all day.”

I whimper around the gag, fighting to keep my body from writhing as the feelings overwhelm me—the rhythmic pulling at my nipples, the relentless vibrations inside my stuffed pussy. Pleasure builds in slow, torturous waves, bringing me to the edge only to recede before I can topple over. Tears stream down my face, mixing with the drool that continues to leak around the bit gag.

The milking machine draws the pressure from my breasts, and it’s the only relief I have.

Winn circles me as the machine works, his boots crunching through the sawdust. Occasionally, he adjusts the settings on the remote, making the vibrator pulse or intensify without warning. Each time, I jerk and moan around the gag, my body betraying me with its desperate responses.

“Your milk production is impressive,” he notes clinically, checking the collection bottles attached to the machine. “Better than most of our cows manage in their first week. Your body was made for this.”

I want to scream, to rage against him, but all that comes out is a muffled whimper. The machine continues its relentless rhythm, drawing every drop of milk from my swollen breasts while the vibrator inside me keeps me balanced on the knife-edge of pleasure without release.

When my breasts are finally empty, Winn turns off the machine with a click. The sudden absence of suction leaves me off balance, unprepared for the shock of losing the only relief I had. My body tips sideways, and I cry out as Winn undoes the cups and the vibrations fill the void left by the milking. I topple over, writhing now that I’m free to react to the onslaught of pleasure consuming me. The static, relentless pressure inside me becomes a thousand times more intense without the machine’s distraction. I’m frantic, my body a tangle of needs and sensations that can’t find release. Every time I get close, the vibrations let up, leaving me a trembling, frustrated mess. I let myself sob freely, overwhelmed by how desperately I need it all.

Winn steps back, watching me squirm and shake on the floor, his face a mask of cruel satisfaction. “How’s it feel, huh? Like riding that edge?” He taps the device in his hand, and the dildo flares to life again, swelling larger inside me. The sudden pressure makes me cry out, my body clenching around the intrusion as it threatens to drive me out of my mind. The vibrations crank up to medium, spinning my fractured thoughts into chaos. I thrash in the sawdust, barely human, unable to think of anything but the unbearable desperation.

“Maybe I’ll just watch you for a while,” Winn muses, circling me like a predator with his prey. “See how long you can take it before you break.” The vibrations suddenly cut out again, leaving me gasping. My back arches, seeking any kind of friction as tears spill down my cheeks. I’m nothing but want, pure and raw and all-consuming.

He laughs at my distress, and the vibrations start up again, taunting me with their rhythm. I can’t survive this. I can’t take this. The shameful truth is that I need it to go on.

I lose control and sob as the vibrating dildo won’t let me reach climax.

Winn kneels down next to me, his hand patting my face softly.

“A week, I think. That should teach you your lesson.”
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This is hell. The despair is all-consuming, leaving me nothing to hold on to except the agony. I can’t sleep. My body rebels against it, vibrating and trembling and crying from the overwhelm. I pass out sometimes, but it’s not restful. It’s fitful and plagued with terrible dreams, and every time I wake up, it’s with a choked sob and tears streaming down my face. The pressure is too much. Winn comes by the shed twice a day to feed me and milk me, but he won’t touch me, no matter how I moan and beg. He watches every humiliating moment without saying a word, knowing what it’s doing to me. Even the low hum of the vibrations is enough to leave me writhing, just out of reach, desperately arching and bucking my hips to find friction. Each time I try to plead with him, he spanks me hard and replaces my bit, leaving my cries of pain and need barely audible.

Time loses all meaning as it stretches into a blur of pure suffering. I know it’s only a week, but it feels like lifetimes. There’s nothing pleasurable about this. It’s pain and need and shame, and it’s enough to break me. The vibrations taunt me with an unbearable, relentless rhythm.

Winn watches as I slowly lose my mind with a smile.

[image: image-placeholder]

Finally, blessedly, I feel the vibrations stop. It takes a moment for the sensation to register, and I’m almost sure it’s a trick, a cruel new way to taunt me. I whimper, unsure what to make of it, as my body is still and silent for the first time in what feels like a lifetime. I lay there, hardly daring to breathe, terrified it will start up again. Tears run freely down my face, but for once, they’re tears of relief.

Winn comes into the shed, bending down to look at me with dark amusement in his eyes. I’m terrified of what he has planned next, what new cruelty he’ll think of now that he’s pushed me this far. He clips a leash to my collar and yanks it hard, forcing me up to my feet without a single word. I crumple immediately back onto all fours, body too weak and frail to do anything else, and I tremble as he pulls me forward. The familiar signs of the milk machine are nowhere to be seen. It should comfort me, but the empty space is more frightening than anything. It means he has something else in mind.

Instead of the machine, for the first time, he leads me out of the stall. The sudden change scares me so much that I try to stop my unsteady legs from moving. I let out a desperate cry, but Winn jerks impatiently on the leash, the force of it almost choking me.

“It’s time to breed you,” he announces with a flat, cutting finality, giving me another cold, satisfied smile as he jerks me forward and marches me out across the yard. The shock of his words splits through me, almost making me collapse as he drags me over the dirt. I can hardly crawl. I have no energy. My limbs are weak and my body has no strength left from the torment. Trying to keep up with him is exhausting, and I lag behind no matter how hard I try. We cross what seems like the entire ranch, and I see the sun for what feels like the first time in a lifetime. It blinds me, the light overwhelming to eyes that have only known darkness. I stumble and blink and fall, but Winn just pulls me harder, like a farmer with a stubborn animal. Then we go back into a building, and he takes me into what feels like a small arena. My heart pounds at the sight of it. It’s new, unknown, and that makes it terrifying. A leather padded table sits in the middle, the surface large and ominous. Winn forces me up on it on my belly, strapping me down harshly before I can even register what’s happening. Leather bites into my wrists, pulling tight until I can’t move at all. My legs are next, then my neck, strapped down with cold efficiency. I whimper as he removes the belt. I feel sticky and disgusting, and still a moan slips out as he pulls the toy free from my grasping heat. Then he removes the plug in my ass, and for the first time in ages, I am blessedly, achingly, empty. Winn adds another strap over my hips, holding me tight and open for anyone to see.

He steps around to my front, and he undoes my bit before holding a bottle to my lips.

“Special formula,” he says. “Drink up.”

He gives me no choice, pinching my nose closed so I can’t breathe, and I have no option but to choke it down as quickly as possible. Then he puts the gag back in my mouth, muzzling my sounds.

“She’ll be ready in a few minutes. She reacts fast,” he shouts to someone I can’t see.

The formula hits my bloodstream like liquid fire. Whatever it is, it sears through me, igniting every nerve ending with such force that I convulse against the restraints. My vision swims, blurring at the edges as heat explodes in my core. It’s worse than the vibrator—so much worse—because now there’s nothing inside me to ease the desperate emptiness.

I hear boots on concrete, multiple sets approaching from behind. Men’s voices, laughing and crude. My heart pounds with terror even as my body betrays me, my hips straining upward against the restraints, seeking contact.

“This your special cow?” someone asks. Not Winn. A new voice.

“Yeah,” Winn replies. “Fresh import. Been conditioning her for a week. This is her first and only time out of the shed.”

“She looks ready,” another voice chuckles. “Look at her squirm.”

I feel rough hands on my ass, spreading me open. I whimper around the gag, my body betraying me as it responds to the touch with a fresh gush of wetness. The drug they gave me makes every sensation a thousand times more intense. I can feel the air against my skin like a caress, the leather straps like burning brands.

“She’s soaked,” one of the men comments. “Dripping like a faucet.”

“Told you,” Winn’s voice is smug, satisfied. “She’s been my special project.”

Someone runs a finger down my spine, and I arch into the touch involuntarily. My skin feels electrified, hypersensitive. I hate how much my body craves contact, any contact.

I feel someone else position himself behind me, the blunt head of his cock pressing against my entrance. I should be fighting, screaming, doing anything to stop this. Instead, my treacherous body arches toward him, desperate for relief from the burning need consuming me from within.

He slams into me with brutal force, bottoming out in one thrust. I scream around the gag, the sound muffled.

The sensation is overwhelming—pleasure and pain twining together until I can’t tell them apart. The man grips my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh as he sets a punishing pace. Each thrust sends shockwaves through my overstimulated body, dragging me closer to the edge I’ve been denied for so long.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” the man groans, his voice strained. “You weren’t kidding, Winn.”

I can’t see anything but the padded table beneath me, can’t move against the restraints holding me immobile for their use. I’m nothing but a vessel for their pleasure, and the worst part is how my body responds to it—clenching hungrily around the invading cock, welcoming the violation like its salvation.

He explodes inside me, groaning out his release as he fills me with seed.

“Who’s next?” Winn asks. “We’re not stopping until she’s pregnant.”

My body shudders as the first man pulls out, his seed dripping down my thighs. I have no time to process what’s happening before another takes his place, thrusting into me with even greater force. The drug courses through my system like liquid lightning, making every nerve ending scream. My mind fractures further with each brutal thrust.

“Damn, she’s responsive,” the new man grunts, his fingers digging painfully into my hips. “Look at her taking it.”

I feel tears streaming down my face, soaking into the gag. The worst part isn’t what's happening—it’s how my body responds to it, how I can feel myself tightening around this stranger’s cock, how close I am to the edge.

“Fucking hell,” he grunts, slapping my ass hard enough to leave a handprint. “She’s milking my cock already.”

My body betrays me completely, clenching around him as pleasure builds despite my horror. Tears run down my face even as I tip into a climax that makes me quiver and clamp down on the cock impaling me. I hear laughter from the men as my body convulses, my muffled screams turning to pathetic moans as the waves of unwanted pleasure crash through me.

“Look at her milk-makers bounce,” someone else says.

A hand snakes beneath me, rough fingers pinching my nipples until I cry out around the gag. Milk streams down in thin rivulets, spattering onto the leather beneath me as the man behind me speeds up, his rhythm growing erratic. He groans, emptying himself deep inside me before pulling out with a satisfied grunt.

“Next,” Winn calls out, like he’s organizing a queue at a deli counter.

I lose count after the fifth man. They blur together—different sizes, different rhythms, but all using me with the same brutal efficiency. Some are quick, others take their time, exploring my body like it’s their property. Which, I suppose, it now is. My mind retreats further with each new violation, seeking shelter from what’s happening to my flesh.

The drug never lets me come down. If anything, it intensifies, building with each new deposit inside me. Shame wars with desire, and I both want this to be over and to last forever.

“Fuck, she’s tight even after this many loads,” he grunts, starting a slow, deliberate pace that’s somehow worse than the frantic rutting of the others. He takes his time, drawing out each thrust until I’m on the verge of another climax.

His pace quickens suddenly, and I’m overwhelmed by another unwanted orgasm that tears through me like a wildfire. My body convulses, inner walls clamping down on him as he groans his release. I feel his seed join the others, filling me so completely that it leaks out around his cock, running down my thighs in thick rivulets.

When he pulls out, I’m left gaping and dripping, used beyond recognition. But the drug ensures I still crave more, my hips still straining against the restraints.

“I think that’s enough for today,” Winn announces, his voice cutting through the fog in my mind. “We’ll check her in a few weeks. See if any of those swimmers took.”

Relief floods through me, but it’s short-lived. The emptiness when the last man pulls out is almost worse than being filled. My body aches for more, even as my mind recoils in horror at what’s been done to me. I feel hollowed out, used up, nothing more than a receptacle for their pleasure, and still I want more.

Rough hands undo my restraints, but I can’t move. My limbs are like jelly, useless and trembling. Winn flips me up over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes and I sink gratefully into blackness as he carries me away.
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When I wake, I’m back in my stall. My vision blurs into focus, registering the same four bare walls, the floor covered in old straw, the smell of sweat and animal. Every muscle screams as I try to move, the aftermath of their use palpable in the aching of my limbs. I’m left painfully empty—no toy, no plug, just bare and hollow down to my core. The belt is buckled tight around my hips again, caging me in, but it’s almost a relief compared to the relentless torment of the past weeks. I’m not chained to the wall anymore, but the heavy collar around my neck feels like a cruel joke, a stark reminder of what happens when I misbehave. Freedom is a lie, and I know it.

I’ll do anything not to have that fucking vibrator locked inside me again. Just the thought of it sends a desperate shudder through me.

I try to shift against the belt, seeking friction, but it’s no use. The drug lingers like a phantom, turning absence into agony, twisting my nerves until I want to scream. I’m nothing but raw, exposed need.

The door swings open, and Winn saunters in with a bowl in his hand, the smell of the slop pungent and familiar. He towers over me, grinning with satisfaction.

“How we feeling today, cow?” he asks, setting the feed down in front of me with a mocking flourish. He undoes my bit, pulling the gag from my mouth so I can eat like the animal he thinks I am.

The hunger that’s been gnawing at my belly makes me want to dive into the bowl, but I eye the food suspiciously, hating what I know it’s about to do to me. Hating what it will make me become.

“I’ve got good news for you. Doc says you’re expecting triplets,” Winn says gleefully as I begin to lap up the gruel. Each bite is a battle, the knowledge of its consequences making me choke it down.

“We haven’t had triplets on the ranch in a long time. That means we have to be extra careful with you, so the pregnancy goes to term. That means no sex for you until you calf.” His joy is infectious, but for me, it’s devastating.

A fresh wave of horror crashes over me. I feel the need rising in my blood like a relentless tide, the emptiness inside turning monstrous. I look up at him, eyes wide, silently begging for something—anything— to relieve the ache.

Winn pats my cheek, grinning wildly at me.

“You heard me. No sex. You’re going to be locked in that belt until you give birth.”

I forget my place in an instant.

“Master, no, please-”

He strikes like a cobra, grabbing my chin faster than I can blink.

“I can’t hit you now, but I can do much, much worse things. You do not speak cow, unless I tell you to. Now finish your food, or you can find out all the ways I have to punish you.”

I drop my gaze immediately, fear strangling my protest. The thought of worse punishment makes my blood run cold. I return to lapping at the gruel, each mouthful becoming harder to swallow as despair settles heavy in my gut.

“That’s better,” Winn says, releasing my chin with a satisfied smirk. “You’re learning. Slowly, but learning.”

The drug in the food works quickly, spreading through my system like wildfire. Heat blooms between my legs, and I whimper as the familiar desperation builds. My hips rock involuntarily against the unyielding metal of the belt, seeking friction that isn’t there.

Winn watches my suffering with obvious pleasure, circling me as I finish the last of the feed. “Look at you,” he murmurs. “So needy, and nowhere to put it.” He crouches beside me, running his hands over my flank.

“Nine months,” he says, his voice dropping to a husky whisper. “Nine months with that belt locked tight. Nine months feeling what you’re feeling right now, every single day, with no relief.”

I choke back a sob. The thought of enduring this torment for nine months is worse than any physical pain he could inflict. My body trembles with need, the emptiness inside me a hollow ache that grows more unbearable by the second.

His touch is like fire against my skin, and I arch into it helplessly, desperate for any kind of contact. My body betrays me completely, craving his hands even as my mind recoils from what they represent.

“Your udders need draining,” he says matter-of-factly, moving to retrieve the milking machine. “Pregnant cows produce even more milk. We’ll need to milk you three times a day now.”

I whimper as he sets up the machine, attaching the suction cups to my swollen breasts. The relief when it starts is instant and overwhelming, drawing a moan from my lips before I can stop it. Winn smiles, watching as my eyes flutter closed.

“That’s it,” he murmurs.

The sensation of being emptied sends a jolt straight to my core, making the ache worse. I press my thighs together, seeking friction I know I won’t find, but I can’t stop myself.

“You like that, don’t you? The only pleasure you’ll get for months.” Winn runs his hand along my spine, a gesture almost tender if it weren’t so possessive. “Doc says the hormones will make you produce double what you were before. Your body’s changing already.”

I glance down at my breasts as the machine steadily drains them. They do look different—fuller, veined, the skin stretched tight. The realization that my body is no longer my own hits me with fresh horror. I’m just a vessel now, a container for the life growing inside me, a producer of milk for their profit.

The milking machine hums steadily, drawing every drop of milk from my swollen breasts. The relief is bittersweet, overshadowed by the relentless ache between my legs that has no hope of satisfaction.

“I’ve been thinking,” Winn says, circling me like a predator sizing up its prey. “Since you’re carrying triplets, you’re going to need special care. Doc’s ordering a new regimen for you.”

I stay silent, terrified of speaking without permission. The milking machine continues its rhythmic pulling, the only sound in the small shed besides my ragged breathing.

“You’ll be getting special supplements with every meal. Stronger hormones to keep those calves healthy.” He runs a hand over my belly, the touch making me flinch. “And to keep these udders producing.”

The machine finishes its work, leaving my breasts empty but still aching. Winn detaches the cups, examining the tubes of milk with satisfaction, before turning his attention back to me.

“And since you can’t have any... physical relief,” he continues, his voice dropping to a cruel whisper, “we’ve got something else to keep you occupied.” Winn reaches for a box I hadn’t noticed before, pulling out what looks like another set of goggles—similar to the ones he’d used on me that first day.

“These are new,” he says, holding them up for me to see. “Upgraded version. Doc says they’ll help keep you nice and docile while those babies grow.”

Fear lances through me, momentarily eclipsing even the desperate need between my legs. I remember the swirling colors, the invasive words burrowing into my mind. The thought of going through that again makes me tremble.

“Please,” I whisper, forgetting myself in my panic. “Not that again.”

Winn’s expression darkens. “What did I tell you about speaking?”

I lower my eyes immediately, my heart hammering against my ribs. “I’m sorry, Master.”

“Sorry isn’t good enough,” Winn snarls, grabbing my chin and forcing my face up. “Maybe you need a reminder of what happens to bad cows.”

He slips the bit gag back into my mouth before I can protest, buckling it tightly behind my head. Then he forces the goggles over my eyes, sealing me in darkness for a moment before they flicker to life. The headphones follow, cutting off all sound from the outside world.

This time, instead of abstract colors, I see images—women with swollen bellies and enormous breasts, their faces rapturous as they’re milked. Women on all fours, mooing like cattle. The pictures flash faster than I can process, burning themselves into my retinas. The music begins, pulsing in time with the images, and underneath it all, those whispered commands:

“You are a cow.”

“You want to be fucked.”

“You want to be milked.”

The images pound into my brain, relentless and invasive. Each flash burns deeper, searing away pieces of whatever humanity I have left. My thoughts scatter like frightened birds, impossible to gather as the barrage continues. I try to close my eyes behind the goggles, but it makes no difference—the images project directly onto my retinas, inescapable.

“Your purpose is to provide milk.”

“Your purpose is to breed.”

“You are livestock.”

Hours pass, maybe days. Time loses all meaning in this sensory prison. The images grow more explicit, more degrading—women with udders instead of breasts, women being mounted by shadowy figures, women mooing in ecstasy as machines drain them dry. And always, always the whispers:

“You are a cow.”

“You are happiest when milked.”

“You crave to be bred.”

My mind begins to rebel.

I thrash, trying to use my gloved hands to get the goggles off, body already drenched with sweat, aching for release even as part of me begs it to stop. The images and music and those damn words won’t leave me alone. They’re searing themselves into my mind, changing me at a fundamental level.

“No,” I moan around the gag, but even I don’t recognize the needy whine in my own voice anymore. “Please, no more.”

Unbidden, my hips buck against nothing, seeking friction that isn’t there. I’m needy, desperate all over again.
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The goggles finally come off after what feels like days, leaving me blinded by the dim light of the shed. My eyes burn, unable to focus after the relentless barrage of images. My mind feels hollowed out, scraped raw, filled with nothing but those whispered commands echoing endlessly.

“There she is,” Winn says, his voice cutting through the fog. “How are we feeling today?”

I blink up at him, struggling to form a coherent thought. My body feels different somehow—heavier, fuller. When I look down, my belly has a noticeable swell that wasn’t there before. How long was I trapped in that sensory hell?

“Two weeks,” Winn says, as if reading my thoughts. “You’ve been under for two weeks. The pregnancy is progressing nicely.”

I whimper around the gag still lodged in my mouth.

“You were so deep you didn’t even notice when we fed you. It’s quite impressive, really. I wanted to leave you in, but Doc wanted to do a checkup.”

Another man suddenly appears, wearing a white coat and holding a stethoscope.

“On your back please,” he commands.

I roll over slowly, but it’s a struggle. My legs fall open for him. Winn immediately palms my covered entrance, gathering arousal and chuckling dryly.

“Not now, Winn,” the Doctor says.

He starts by checking my pulse, fingers pressing into the side of my neck. Then he slides a cuff around my arm and inflates it, jotting notes into the tablet. His hands are clinical, brisk, unfeeling.

I shiver.

“Heart rate is stable. Blood pressure slightly elevated—understandable,” he mutters.

Then he begins pressing along my lower abdomen, checking growth, nodding as he feels the swelling of my uterus beneath the skin. I try to pull away from his hands, but the table’s too narrow and I’m too tired.

He checks my breasts next—palpating with firm fingers, assessing tenderness, and out of nowhere, he squeezes hard, forcing milk to burst from my udders.

“How often do you have to milk her?” he asks Winn.

“We’re up to three times a day.”

“Are you sure you don’t want to put her on the automatic milker like the others?”

Winn shakes his head.

“Nah, I like having this one all to myself.”

The doctor makes a few more notes.

“I’ll watch while you milk her.”

“Of course. Up, cow.” Winn commands, and I’m struggling to all fours in an instant.

The doctor observes clinically as Winn hooks me up to the milking machine. I’m so used to it now that my body responds automatically, my udders letting down milk before the suction even begins. The rhythmic pull is almost comforting in its familiarity, the only predictable sensation in my new reality.

“Production is excellent,” the doctor notes, examining the flow.

“Yeah, but her arousal levels are what’s really impressive,” Winn replies with undisguised pride.

They discuss me as if I’m not even present, as if I’m just another piece of equipment to be assessed. The doctor jots more notes on his tablet while my milk flows steadily.

“How’s she handling the belt?” the doctor asks.

Winn chuckles. “Not well. Gets desperate after every feeding. But that’s what makes the milk so rich.”

“The hormones in the feed are working, then,” the doctor muses.

The machine finishes its work, leaving my breasts empty but tender. Winn detaches the cups with practiced efficiency, not bothering to wipe away the drops that spill onto the floor.

“I’d like to examine her progress more thoroughly,” the doctor says. “Remove the belt.”

My heart leaps at the words, a desperate hope flickering to life. Winn hesitates, then complies, unlocking the mechanism with a click that sounds like salvation. Cool air hits my sensitive flesh as the metal falls away, and I can’t help the moan that escapes me.

The doctor’s gloved fingers probe my entrance, clinical and impersonal. I flinch at the touch, but he continues his examination without concern for my discomfort.

“Significant engorgement,” he notes.

His fingers push inside me without warning, and I gasp around the gag. My body betrays me instantly, clenching around the intrusion, desperate for any contact after weeks of denial.

“Muscular response is excellent,” he continues, adding a second finger and curling them forward. “We want to maintain this level of sensitivity throughout the pregnancy.”

I whimper as he finds a spot inside me that sends electric pulses through my body. My hips buck involuntarily, seeking more pressure, more friction. The doctor withdraws his hand, leaving me aching and empty once more.

“You were right to keep her in the belt,” he says to Winn. “For sake of the calves, I’d recommend continuing the protocol, with one modification.”

He reaches into his bag and produces what looks like a new version of the belt—similar, but with subtle differences I can’t quite discern. It’s shinier, more metal and less leather.

“This new model has sensors that monitor arousal levels,” he explains. “When they detect that she’s reaching too high a plateau, it administers a mild cooling agent to bring her back down. Keeps her in a constant state of low-level need without letting her adapt.”

Horror washes through me at his words. This sounds worse than the damn toy. I shake my head, begging Winn to say no.

“Put it on her,” the doctor instructs Winn. “I want to observe the initial reaction.”

Winn takes the new belt, fitting it around my hips with ease. The metal is cold against my overheated skin, the front panel pressing firmly against my swollen, sensitive flesh. There’s a click as it locks into place, followed by a soft humming sound as it activates.

Immediately, I feel it—a gentle vibration that sends tendrils of pleasure curling through my core. My breath hitches as the sensation builds, my body responding instantly. Just as the pleasure begins to concentrate, to focus into something that might lead somewhere, there’s a sudden cooling sensation that spreads across my sex. The contrast is jarring, dousing the building heat like ice water on embers.

I cry out in frustration, my hips jerking helplessly as the device repeats the cycle—warming vibration followed by cooling restraint, never allowing me to either peak or relax.

“Perfect,” the doctor says, watching my reaction with detached interest. “The sensors are calibrating to her specific responses. Within a few hours, it will have mapped her arousal patterns completely.”

I sob around the gag, tears streaming down my face as I realize what this means. There will be no rest, no relief, just this maddening cycle of almost-but-never-quite for the remaining months of my pregnancy.

“The measurements look good,” the doctor says, packing away his stethoscope. “She’s progressing well. The triplets are developing normally.”

He turns to Winn, lowering his voice slightly, but not enough that I can’t hear. “Remember, the first trimester is crucial. Keep her stress levels manageable—aroused but not panicked. That belt will help maintain the perfect balance.”

Winn nods, looking down at me with that predatory smile that makes my stomach clench. “Don’t worry, Doc. I know exactly how to handle her.”

The doctor gives me one last clinical glance before heading for the door. “I’ll be back in two weeks for another check-up. Call me if there are any complications.”

The door closes behind him with a final-sounding click, leaving me alone with Winn once more. The new belt hums against my skin, already beginning its torturous cycle of tease and denial.

“You should be grateful,” Winn says, crouching down to my level. “Most of the other cows don’t get this kind of special attention.”

He removes the bit gag, allowing me to work my aching jaw for the first time in what feels like forever. I swallow hard, my throat dry and scratchy.

He retrieves a bottle of water, but instead of handing it to me, he pours it into a shallow bowl and sets it on the floor like he does my food.

I hesitate only for a second before lowering my face to the bowl, lapping at the water like the animal he’s determined to make me. The belt chooses that moment to shift into its warming cycle, sending tendrils of heat through my core. I moan against the bowl, the water splashing as my body trembles.

“Look at you,” Winn murmurs, watching me struggle. “Can’t even drink without getting worked up.”

The cooling sensation hits just as the pleasure begins to build, dousing the fire and leaving me whimpering with frustration. I finish the water, my face wet and dripping, and sit back on my heels, awaiting further instructions.

“Good cow,” Winn says, and despite everything, a flush of pride warms my chest at his approval.
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Days blur into weeks. The routine becomes my entire existence—feeding, milking, all while the belt maintains its perfect balance of torment. My belly grows rounder, my breasts heavier. The doctor visits regularly, checking my progress with clinical detachment. I’m going out of my mind with need. Every so often, Winn puts the goggles back on when he thinks I’m getting too fidgety.

He comes in for my evening feeding. I lower my face to the bowl without being told, lapping at the mush with growing expertise. The familiar warmth begins to spread through me as the hormones take effect, but I barely notice it anymore. The belt’s cycle has become as natural as breathing—pleasure building, then cooling, never reaching completion. An endless loop of frustration that has become my normal.

After I finish eating, Winn hooks me up to the milking machine. The cups seal around my swollen breasts with practiced efficiency, and the familiar suction begins. I close my eyes, letting the rhythmic pulling lull me into a trance-like state.

“Beautiful,” Winn murmurs, watching the milk flow.

I say nothing, focusing on the sensation of being emptied. It’s the closest thing to pleasure I’m allowed, and I’ve learned to savor it.

When the milking is complete, Winn detaches the cups and wipes my breasts clean with a damp cloth—an unusual tenderness that makes me wary.

“You’ve been very good today,” he says, his voice low. “I think you’ve earned a reward.”

My heart leaps in my chest.

I don’t dare hope for what that might mean. Rewards from Winn have never been kind.

He circles behind me, and I hear a key turning in the lock of my belt. The metal loosens, sliding away from my body. Cool air hits my overheated flesh, and I gasp at the sensation.

“Don’t get too excited,” Winn warns, his voice thick with amusement. “This isn’t what you think.”

He returns to my line of sight, holding something small and metallic. I can’t make out what it is until he kneels before me, pushing my legs apart with rough hands.

“Since you’ve been so good, I’m going to give you something to keep you company.” He holds up what I now recognize as a small, smooth plug, similar to the one he’d used before, but smaller. “This won’t get you off, but it might make the aching more...interesting.”

My breath catches in my throat as he slides the small plug between my folds, coating it in my ever-present arousal before pressing it slowly into me. It’s not large enough to satisfy, just enough to remind me constantly of what I’m missing. I whimper as he seats it fully inside, my inner walls clenching desperately around the intrusion.

“There,” Winn says, patting my cheek condescendingly. “A little friend to keep you company.”

Before I can process what’s happening, he’s reattaching the belt, locking the plug inside me. It shifts with every movement, a maddening presence that heightens my awareness without providing any relief. The belt resumes its cycle immediately, the warming vibration traveling through the plug and intensifying the sensation tenfold. My inner walls clench around it desperately, trying to draw it deeper.

“Better?” Winn asks, knowing full well it’s worse.

I bite my lip and nod. The plug shifts inside me with every breath, a constant reminder of what I’m denied. It’s torture—worse than before—but I’ve learned that showing displeasure only brings harsher punishment.

“Good girl,” Winn says, his voice dripping with mock affection. “I think you’re finally starting to understand your place.”

He circles me slowly, admiring his handiwork. My swollen belly protrudes prominently now, five months into this nightmare. My breasts hang heavy, veined and tender, perpetually filling with milk. The belt hums against my skin, sending alternating waves of heat and cooling through the plug, making my thighs tremble with the effort of staying still.

“You know,” Winn muses, crouching down to my level, “when you first arrived, I thought you’d be harder to break. But you gave right in. It’s almost like you wanted this.”

He palms my heavy breasts, almost weighing them in his hands.

“Doc says your hormones are peaking. These next few months are going to be... intense for you.” The way he says it makes my skin crawl with dread and anticipation.

My body betrays me again as another wave of heat from the belt triggers a fresh flood of arousal. The plug seems to grow warmer inside me, making me shift uncomfortably on all fours. Winn notices and laughs, a sound that sends chills down my spine despite my body’s heat.

“That’s what I like to see,” he says, stroking my bald head like I’m a pet. “Always desperate. Always needy.”

The belt switches to its cooling cycle, sending a shock of cold through my core that makes me gasp. The contrast between the lingering warmth of the plug and the sudden chill is maddening. I whimper, unable to help myself. “Doc says we need to start preparing your body for what happens after birth,” he continues, his thumb tracing my lower lip. “Your milk production will need to increase dramatically to feed both calves. So we’re changing your regimen.”

My stomach clenches with dread. Every change so far has only made things worse.

“Starting tomorrow, you’ll be milked four times a day instead of three. And we’re adding a new supplement to your feed.” He reaches into his pocket and produces a small vial filled with a viscous red liquid.

“This is going to make everything... more. Doc’s been developing it for months. You’re the first to try it.”

I eye the vial with trepidation, my insides clenching around the plug as another cycle of warmth begins. The belt hums against my skin, a constant reminder of the torment I can never escape.

“We’ll start with just a few drops in each feeding,” Winn explains, turning the vial in his fingers so it catches the dim light. “Work our way up to a full dose by the time you’re ready to deliver.”

He tucks the vial away and stands, stretching his arms above his head.

“Good night, cow.”

I dream of being milked, of hands on my body, of fullness and emptiness and desperate need. I see myself—round with child, breasts heavy with milk, mooing with satisfaction as machines drain me. I see myself servicing a line of faceless men, grateful for the opportunity. I see myself as livestock, and in the dream, I’m happy.

When I wake, something has shifted inside me. The belt still cycles, the plug continues its torments, but there’s a new, insidious thought whispering from the back of my mind: Maybe this is where I belong.

The door opens, and Winn enters with my morning feed. The scent hits me immediately, familiar but with a new, coppery undertone that must be the red supplement. My stomach growls with hunger, my body craving whatever nutrients will sustain the lives growing inside me.

“Morning, cow,” Winn greets, setting the bowl down in front of me. “Sleep well?”

I nod, not trusting myself to speak. The belt cycles to warmth again, making me shift uncomfortably.

“Good,” he says, watching as I lower my face to the bowl. “Eat up. We’ve got a busy schedule today.”

I lap at the feed, the taste different with the addition of the red liquid—metallic, almost tangy. Heat blooms in my core as soon as I swallow the first mouthful, more intense than ever before. By the third bite, I’m trembling, the belt’s warming cycle amplified tenfold by whatever is in this new supplement.

“Feels it already, doesn’t she?” a new voice says.

I glance up to see the doctor standing in the doorway, tablet in hand, watching me with clinical interest.

“Told you it would work fast,” Winn replies, pride clear in his voice.

I continue eating, unable to stop despite the building inferno inside me. The plug shifts as I move, sending jolts of sensation through my overstimulated nerves. By the time I finish the bowl, I’m panting, my thighs slick with arousal that has nowhere to go.

“Remarkable,” the doctor murmurs, approaching to examine me more closely. “Pupil dilation, increased respiration, vascular flushing—all the physiological markers of extreme arousal.”

He crouches down, lifting my chin to look into my eyes. “How do you feel?”

“Hot,” I whisper, the word escaping before I can stop it. “Empty.”

“Excellent,” he says, making a note on his tablet. “The formula is working perfectly.”

The belt switches to its cooling cycle, but instead of the usual relief, it seems to intensify the heat somehow. I whimper, shifting restlessly as the conflicting sensations war inside me.

“Time for the morning milking,” Winn announces, moving to set up the machine.

The doctor nods, continuing to make notes as he observes. “I’ll monitor this session, see how the supplement affects production.”

Winn attaches the cups to my swollen breasts with practiced efficiency. The moment the suction begins, a moan tears itself from my throat. The sensation is different today—more intense, more connected to the heat between my legs. Each pull of the machine sends a corresponding pulse through my core, making the plug feel larger, more intrusive.

“Oh my,” the doctor murmurs, watching me closely. “The compound is working even better than anticipated.”

Milk flows freely from my breasts, filling the collection bottles faster than usual. The rhythmic pulling of the machine becomes the center of my universe, each suction drawing not just milk but sounds from me I can’t control. My vision blurs at the edges, overtaken by the sensation.

“Flow rate is increasing,” the doctor notes, examining the collection bottles. “And the consistency appears richer.”

Winn circles me slowly, his boots crunching on the straw. “Bet you’re feeling that plug now, aren’t you, cow?”

I nod desperately, beyond shame or pride. The plug seems to pulse in time with the milking machine, growing impossibly larger inside me as my arousal builds. The belt’s cycles have no meaning anymore—everything is heat, need, desperation.

“The supplement creates a direct neural connection between lactation and sexual arousal,” the doctor explains. “The more aroused she is, the more milk she produces. The more milk she releases, the more aroused she becomes. A perfect feedback loop.”

“Genius,” Winn murmurs appreciatively.

The machine continues its relentless rhythm, drawing every drop from my swollen breasts. I’m lost in sensation, barely aware of their conversation as pleasure-pain builds to an unbearable peak. My hips buck involuntarily, seeking friction that the belt denies me.

“She’s close to overload,” the doctor observes, checking his tablet. “Heart rate approaching threshold.”

Winn chuckles. “Let’s see if she can take it.”

The machine’s suction increases suddenly, pulling harder, faster. A scream tears from my throat as milk rushes from my breasts in a flood. The sensation is overwhelming, teetering on the edge between pleasure and pain as my body convulses.

“Fascinating,” the doctor murmurs, watching me writhe. “She’s experiencing a lactation-induced orgasmic response without direct sexual stimulation.”

My vision whites out as waves of pleasure crash through me, radiating from my breasts to every extremity. It’s not like a normal orgasm—it’s drawn out, unending, rising and falling in intensity with each pull of the machine. I’m dimly aware of sobbing, of begging incomprehensibly as my body surrenders completely to the sensation.

When the machine finally stops, I collapse onto the straw, trembling uncontrollably. My breasts feel empty but still sensitive, my core still aching around the plug that feels both too much and not enough.

“Record production,” the doctor notes, examining the full bottles. “Almost double her previous output.”

Winn crouches beside me, running a hand over my heaving flank. “Good cow,” he murmurs, something like genuine appreciation in his voice. “Very good cow.”

I should feel shame, horror at what they’ve reduced me to. Instead, a flush of pride warms my chest at his approval. The thought terrifies what’s left of my former self, but that voice grows fainter with each passing day.

“We’ll continue with the current dosage for the next week,” the doctor instructs, packing away his tablet. “Then increase gradually until delivery.”

“Already planned on it,” Winn replies with a satisfied smirk.

When they leave, I’m alone with the aftermath of whatever just happened to my body. The belt resumes its normal cycles, but it feels almost irrelevant after the intensity of what I just experienced. The plug sits heavily inside me, a constant reminder of what I’m denied.

I curl up on the straw, exhausted and confused. Sleep claims me quickly.
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Days blur into weeks, marked only by feedings, milkings, and the ever-present cycle of the belt. Each session grows more intense as they gradually increase the dosage of the red supplement. My body changes further—belly swelling with the growing calves, breasts producing more milk than seems possible, mind slipping further into the fog they’ve created.

The doctor visits regularly, monitoring my progress with clinical detachment. Winn watches me with growing satisfaction as I respond more eagerly to the milking machine, as I lap at my feed without hesitation, as I arch into his touch when he inspects me.

The eighth month brings new challenges. My belly is enormous now, the triplets active and strong. Moving becomes difficult, and Winn finally removes the belt, replacing it with a simpler device that keeps the plug locked inside me but allows my expanding belly more freedom. The loss of the belt’s cycles is both relief and torment—no more maddening alternation, but also no stimulation at all except the plug’s constant presence.

The milkings continue, four times daily now, each more intense than the last as the red supplement works its magic. The doctor increases my dosage again, and the feedback loop between lactation and arousal grows stronger. Each session leaves me a trembling, moaning mess, my body convulsing with pleasure-pain as milk flows freely.

“She’s ready,” the doctor announces during his ninth-month visit. “The calves are positioned correctly, and her milk production is at optimal levels. We should schedule induction for tomorrow.”

Winn nods, running a hand over my distended belly possessively. “What about immediately after? When can she be bred again?”

The doctor consults his tablet. “Two weeks should be enough of a recovery period.”

They continue discussing me as if I’m not present, planning my future use with clinical efficiency. I should be terrified, should be plotting escape or resistance. Instead, I find myself listening with a strange detachment, as if they’re discussing someone else entirely.

The night before my scheduled induction, Winn comes to the shed alone. He sits beside me on the straw, something almost like tenderness in his expression.

“Big day tomorrow, cow,” he says, his voice unusually soft.

“Now look at you,” Winn murmurs. “Ready to birth triplets calves, producing more milk than any cow on the ranch. You’ve found your purpose.”

Has this become my purpose? The questions swirl in my increasingly hazy mind, impossible to answer with certainty. All I know is the constant need, the relentless arousal that never finds release, the strange pride when Winn praises me.

He stays with me longer than usual that night, his hand resting on my swollen belly as the calves shift beneath his palm. For once, there’s no cruelty in his touch, no mockery in his voice. Just possession, pure and simple.

When he finally leaves, the pulsing sound fills the shed once more, lulling me to sleep.

I wake to Winn and the doctor entering the shed, accompanied by two assistants I’ve never seen before. They carry equipment—medical supplies, monitoring devices, the milking machine prepared and waiting.

“It’s time,” the doctor announces, snapping on latex gloves. “Get her into position.”

Winn helps me onto all fours, positioning me over a clean area covered with fresh straw. The plug is removed for the first time in months, leaving me feeling strangely empty despite the fullness of the calves inside me.

“Administering the induction agent now,” the doctor says, approaching with a syringe.

I feel a sharp prick in my thigh, then a spreading warmth as whatever drug he’s given me enters my bloodstream. Within minutes, the first contraction hits—a wave of pressure that starts in my back and wraps around to my abdomen.

“Good,” the doctor murmurs, checking his tablet. “Responding quickly to the agent.”

The contractions build rapidly, faster than I imagined possible. Each one stronger than the last, the pressure intensifying until I’m groaning with the effort of remaining on all fours.

“Perfect,” Winn says, satisfaction evident in his voice. “Just like that.”

The doctor positions himself behind me, monitoring the progress. “First calf is crowning,” he announces. “Push with the next contraction.”

The pain is intense, burning and stretching as I bear down with all my might. I moo again, louder this time, the sound tapering into a groan as pressure builds to an unbearable peak.

“Head is out,” the doctor reports. “One more big push.”

I gather what strength remains, pushing through the pain as the next contraction crashes over me. There’s a moment of incredible pressure, then sudden relief as the first calf slides free.

“It’s a girl,” the doctor says, passing the tiny, squirming infant to one of the assistants. I catch only a glimpse of my calf—a flash of pink skin, a tiny fist—before she’s whisked away, her first cries fading as she’s taken from the shed.

I have no time to process the loss before the next contraction hits, signaling the second calf’s imminent arrival. The process repeats—pushing, burning, mooing, relief.

“Another girl,” the doctor announces.

Again, I barely see my calf before she’s taken away, her cries joining her sister’s in the distance. Something primal in me wants to follow, to call them back, but my body is too exhausted to move, too conditioned to obey. The third comes just as quickly, and I don't even get a glimpse before she's gone.

“Excellent work,” the doctor says, examining me clinically. “Minimal tearing, vital signs stable. Hook her up to the milking machine immediately—her production will be at its peak right now.”

Winn moves quickly, attaching the familiar cups to my sensitive breasts. The machine hums to life, and the sensation is different this time—more intense, more overwhelming. Milk flows freely, rich and plentiful after months of preparation.

A moan escapes me as the feedback loop the doctor created kicks in. Despite the pain of childbirth, despite the exhaustion, arousal builds instantly, my body responding to the milking with pavlovian precision.

“Look at that production,” Winn says admiringly, watching the bottles fill. “Best we’ve ever seen.”

The doctor nods, making notes on his tablet. “The combined conditioning protocols were remarkably effective. I recommend continuing the supplement regimen to maintain these levels.”

I barely hear them through the haze of sensation. The milking machine pulls rhythmically, drawing not just milk but sounds from me I can’t control. My body trembles, oversensitive and drained, yet still desperate for something I can’t name.

“Two weeks,” the doctor reminds Winn. “Then she can be bred again. As soon as she’s pregnant, I want her back in the belt.”

Their words should horrify me, should ignite some final spark of resistance in what remains of my former self. Instead, I find myself nodding slowly, looking forward to how much I’ll climax when they breed me again.
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