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Chapter 1: The Second Barn

The steel jaw bit my ear before my eyes found the stalls. Cold. A hard click through cartilage, then heat spreading along the rim like someone had branded me there. Tag 14. Galvanized numbers swinging against my neck when the man in coveralls stepped back.

I tried to say my name. My mouth made a wet sound and nothing else.

The transport doors had shut behind me ten steps ago. Diesel and bleach. My knees still shook from the drive, from signing what I signed at the county office six hours back, the sponsorship clause in block print that traded my debt for twenty-one days on a working dairy estate. Walk away and the lien took the apartment, the truck, the last of my credit. Stay and discharge the whole note if I graded out. I had run track in college. I had a body lenders still wanted. The Vosser Sisters wanted it too, for litres and charts, not medals.

Hands on my shoulders turned me down the aisle.

Padded stalls lined both walls in the second barn behind the show creamery. Chains on the gates. Rotation boards at the far end, chalk and pin tags in rows. Men in them, or what had been men, bare chests, collar bolts, ear tags catching the bulbs overhead. One looked up when my tag clicked against his. No sympathy in it. Just math.

The floor was poured concrete, holding night chill through my thin transport pants. My cock stirred against the fabric before shame could catch it, a traitor twitch I could not kill. I was thirty. I had signed. That did not mean my blood got the memo.

The clinical sister waited at the rotation board with a clipboard flat against her chest. Blonde pulled tight, boots polished, voice flat as the steel bench beside her.

The other sister leaned on a post, sleeves rolled, forearms freckled, eyes on my mouth and my hands like she was already scoring them.

Clinical sister did not offer a hand. She tapped the board.

"Tag fourteen. Baseline day. Twenty days to Grading Day at the County Creamery Fair. Bottom quartile ships to worse farms. Top figure takes prize bull and stud tenure on this estate. You signed the livestock protocol when you signed the sponsorship. Your legal name stays in the county file until cull or release. On this barn floor you are output and temperament only. No ledger line carries a name you answer to."

My stomach dropped. Rowan. My mother had chosen that name. It sat in my throat like a stone I could not swallow.

"You will do exactly as I say," clinical sister said.

The words landed in my pelvis wrong. Hard. I hated that my cock jumped again, fuller, obvious through the thin pants. Freckled sister's mouth curved.

"Strip. Fold your clothes on the bolt by the bench. Face the board while you do it."

I stripped. Concrete stung my bare feet. Air on my skin was barn-cold, nipples tightening, balls drawing up. I folded my shirt and pants neat from old habit, athlete neat, and it made freckled sister laugh under her breath.

"Good pet. Fast hands. We'll use that."

Clinical sister uncapped chalk. "Baseline litre count starts at zero until we measure. Temperament starts at five. Max ten. Min one. Below three on Grading Day and you ship with the culls regardless of output."

She wrote 14 at the top of the fresh column. Zero under output. Five under temperament.

Freckled sister caught my chin. Her fingers smelled like soap and metal.

"Open."

I opened. She slid a thermometer under my tongue, held my jaw when I flinched.

"Hold. Don't bite or I add a point off temperament and you suck the thermometer clean after."

The beep came. She read it, called the number to clinical sister, who chalked it without looking at me.

"Step to the bench. Back flat. Ankles on the marks."

The bench was steel, bolted, with stirrup bars and a drain trench under my hips. Leather cuffs waited at the corners. Clinical sister buckled my wrists while freckled sister spread my ankles wide and locked the stirrups. My asshole clenched on nothing. My cock lay thick on my belly, already leaking a clear thread that freckled sister wiped with her thumb and smeared on my lip.

"Taste your first sample, tag fourteen. Tell me if you like dairy work."

Salty. Thin. I turned my head and she slapped my thigh hard enough to leave a print.

"You will do exactly what either of us says. Again. Lick your lip. Say thank you."

"Thank you."

The slap bloomed into heat. My cock throbbed. I wanted to die and wanted her hand back in the same breath, and the wanting was the worst part.

Clinical sister wheeled a cart between my knees. A clear collection bell jar. Tubing. A gunmetal pump head with a silicone sleeve sized for a cock, not a teat. The whole barn smelled like milk and disinfectant.

"Baseline collection is three measured pulls at steady suction. You do not come until the third pull unless we allow it. You do not fight the sleeve. Fighting costs temperament. Lying costs output credit. Under-reporting orgasm costs both."

Freckled sister greased the sleeve with cold gel that made me buck against the cuffs.

"Straight spine, tag fourteen. You get hard for the pump or I get you hard."

She wrapped her fist around my shaft and stroked rough, no romance, twist at the head where I was slick already. My hips jerked. Shame burned my face hot while my balls tightened anyway.

"Please."

"Beg like livestock. Name what you are on this floor."

"I'm tag fourteen. I'm baseline stock."

"Again."

"I'm tag fourteen. Please let me fill the jar."

Clinical sister set the pump. The sleeve swallowed my cock to the root with a wet kiss of suction. The motor hummed. My back arched off steel. Pressure pulled at me steady, relentless, like a mouth that never tired.

I grunted. The first pull measured slow. Volume ticked on the bell jar, thin froth at the bottom. Clinical sister chalked a fraction under my column without praise.

"Hold."

Freckled sister pressed a vibrating wand to the strip of skin behind my balls. High buzz. My thighs shook. The pump never stopped sucking.

"Don't you come. If you come I stop the count and we start the pull over."

I bit my lip until I tasted blood. The wand and the sleeve together were too much. My whole body strained toward it. College track had taught me to hold. This was a different kind of endurance, one that made me leak harder into the tube until the jar gained another mark.

"Good clutch. Athlete muscles. Useful here too."

The second pull ended. Clinical sister chalked the number. Higher. My head spun.

Freckled sister moved the wand to my nipple and cranked it. The shock ripped a moan out of me. The pump kicked to a stronger cycle for pull three.

"Now you may ask to come. Ask properly."

"Please. Let tag fourteen come. Please."

"Who owns the suction?"

"You do."

"Who owns the bell jar?"

"You do."

Clinical sister nodded once. Freckled sister shoved two lubed fingers into my ass without warning, curl and press, finding the spot that made my vision white out at the edges. The pump pulled. My orgasm tore up my spine.

I came in the sleeve. Cum shot through the tube in thick pulses, frothing the measured line higher. Clinical sister's pen scratched. Freckled sister worked my prostate through the aftershocks and laughed when I sobbed once, ugly.

"Count it out loud. How many spurts hit the jar."

"Six. Seven. Eight."

"Thank who?"

"Thank you. Thank you."

The pump eased off. My cock stayed hard, oversensitive, jerking when the air hit it. Freckled sister did not remove her fingers. She added a third.

"Temperament plus one for obedient counting. Output baseline recorded. Now we test recovery."

"No. Wait."

Clinical sister's voice cut clean. "You signed recovery testing in the protocol. Second orgasm within ten minutes or minus two temperament for weak stock."

The wand pressed cruel to my cock head, right on the slit. I thrashed in the cuffs. The barn echoed with wet sounds, pump, sleeve, my choked begging.

"I'm tag fourteen. I'm a weak hole if I fail. Please."

"You're a hole either way. Prove you can fill twice."

She fucked my ass with her fingers while the wand buzzed and clinical sister dialed the pump again. The sleeve took me. Suction and vibration and the stretch inside burned into a second crest faster than the first, meaner, my balls emptying what little I had left into the jar while my voice broke on numbers I did not want anyone to hear.

"Nine. Ten. I'm coming. I'm coming again."

"Say what you are."

"Dairy stock. Milking stock. Tag fourteen."

Freckled sister pulled her fingers free and wiped my cum and sweat on my chest. Clinical sister capped the jar, labeled it with my tag and time, set it on the cart.

"Recovery acceptable. Temperament six. Output baseline set. Stand him."

They unbuckled me. My legs wobbled. Freckled sister clipped a short lead to a ring I had not seen bolted at the bench, a collar waiting cold at my throat.

"Walk the aisle. Read the board with your eyes only. No talking."

She led me past the stalls. Tags clicked. Eyes on me. One man milked in his stall, pump on his cock, eyes blank on the wall. Another licked a sister's boot while chalk updated his column. My tag swung. Fourteen. Not Rowan. The board at the end showed my baseline number beside the zero I had replaced, higher now, a decimal I would memorize against my will because athletes memorized scores.

Clinical sister read while I stood naked on cold concrete.

"Rotation begins at dawn. You eat when scheduled. You piss in the trench. You sleep in your assigned stall when told. Milking twice daily minimum, more if your chart drops. Temperament events logged after any refusal, any unauthorized come, any unauthorized speech. Prize bull at Grading Day earns pasture hours and stud duty at the fair auction ring. Culls load on the transport you arrived in. You have twenty days to move your number or ride out on it."

Freckled sister tugged my lead toward an empty stall near the aisle mouth. Padded back wall. Chain on the gate. A milking hook on the post. Chalk stub tied with string for marks I would not make myself.

"In."

I crawled on the pad because she kicked my calf once and said crawl. The pad held body heat from whoever had been here last. The gate clanged. Lock.

Through the slats the show barn front glowed postcard white, tourists maybe tomorrow, creamery samples, while back here I was tag fourteen with a baseline in a jar and a temperament score that could still fall.

Clinical sister's boots stopped outside my gate. Paper slid under the chain. Sponsorship copy. My signature at the bottom. A new line added in her hand: name struck through in red, replaced by tag number and baseline litres.

Rowan was not on the page anymore.

Freckled sister knelt at the gate, wand in hand, eyes level with mine.

"Still hard. Good recovery showing. We don't waste that on your first night."

She fed the wand through the slats and pressed it to my cock where I knelt on the used pad. I jerked. No cuffs now. Just the gate between us and her command.

"You will do exactly as I say. Hump the pad. Hands behind your back. If you come before I count to thirty, tomorrow's first milking is on the board as unauthorized and you start temperament at four."

I ground my hips into the padded floor, cock trapped between belly and vinyl, wand buzzing on my balls from her angle. Men in other stalls breathed hard. A pump started somewhere. The count began.

"One."

My face in the pad smelled bleach and old sweat.

"Fifteen."

I bit the vinyl. My cock slid slick on the padding.

"Twenty-eight."

I begged through the slats. "Tag fourteen. Please."

"Twenty-nine."

I came on the pad, groaning into the seam, cum soaking dark into the vinyl while she watched and clinical sister chalked outside where I could not see.

"Thirty. Authorized release logged. Sleep on your mess or lick it clean. Your choice affects tomorrow's score."

She walked away. The lights dimmed to barn night. My ear throbbed where tag fourteen hung. Twenty days to Grading Day. My baseline number glowed in my head. The athlete in me could not stop trying to beat it, even here.

Down the aisle a transport engine coughed. Fresh bolts slammed. New stock arriving while my cum cooled on the pad under my cheek.

I licked the pad clean because temperament at four on day one was a death sentence, and the taste was salt and shame and the first night of being kept as cattle.


Chapter 2: Chalked in Litres

The lights buzzed over my head as chalk scraped the board at the aisle end. Tag 9, 1.4. Tag 11, 0.9. Tag 26, 2.1. Wet numbers. Morning air in the second barn carried sour milk, bleach, and the musk from the stalls where men had already been drained.

I stood on the painted line with my tag cold against my ear. My cock hung soft from last night's shame, still sticky at the root where nobody had washed me. Debt papers lived in the office safe. Three seasons of bad harvest on land that was never mine. The Vosser Sisters owned the note. Milking it down meant staying on the rotation until Grading Day, day twenty-one, when the bottom tags went to worse farms and the top name got prize bull. Nineteen days left. Walk out and the sheriffs got the farm anyway.

The chalk stopped. Boots came my way. The taller one from yesterday, hair clipped short, clipboard under her arm, stopped in front of me and read my tag without touching it.

"Rowan. Slot two. Move."

Slot two was third on the morning board. I had watched her write it while I shook in the cold aisle last night. My slot had a time and a blank space for litres.

The padded stall door shut behind me. Rubber mat under my knees. Wrist cuffs hung from the rail, open. A steel collection funnel sat on a shelf with a graded beaker beside it. The smell hit harder in here, cum and disinfectant and the salt of sweat soaked into the padding.

The hands-on one came in after me, sleeves rolled, a milking sleeve in one hand and a small wand in the other. Yesterday she had wrapped her fist around my dick on the bench and made me spill for the first log entry. She smelled like coffee and hand soap.

"Kneel. Chest on the bar."

I knelt. The bar pressed my ribs. She buckled the cuffs so my arms spread along the rail. My ass was up, exposed to the stall door and whoever walked the aisle.

"First scheduled pull," she said. "Not a baseline. Counted on the board."

Defiance sat in my teeth. I wanted to know how the numbers worked. What made tag 26 hit 2.1. Whether I could beat it. The athlete in me hated losing, even when the chart was this filthy.

The clinical one entered with a stopwatch and a grease pencil behind her ear. She set a stool outside the stall where the aisle could see my profile through the gate bars.

"Hold still," she said. "This is for your own good."

She clicked the watch. The hands-on one lubed the sleeve, a clear tube with a ribbed interior and a hose that ran to the beaker. She slid my dick into it. The ribs gripped. My skin jumped.

"Relax your hole," she said, and pressed a slick plug against my asshole.

I clenched. She slapped my flank.

"Open."

The plug pushed in, fat at the middle, seating deep. A buzz started inside it. My balls drew up. I grunted into the mat.

"Nineteen days to the fair," the clinical one said from the stool. "Every tenth of a litre matters. Temperament starts at yesterday's mark. Fight the sleeve and you lose points."

The hands-on one turned a dial on the sleeve. Suction pulled at my cock. The wand touched under my balls, right on the seam. Vibration ran up into the plug. My dick swelled in the tube, shamefully fast.

"There's the meter," the hands-on one said. "Look at it swell for a number."

I turned my head. Through the bars, two other tags waited on the line, eyes down. Watching anyway. My cock thickened on display, measured by rubber and glass.

"Say what you are," she said.

"I'm stock," I spat.

"Try again."

"I'm a milking tag. Fourteen."

"And what does the tag do?"

My face burned. "It produces."

"Produces what?"

"Cum. Litres."

She cranked the sleeve. The sucking rhythm sped up. The wand pressed harder. Saliva flooded my mouth, tasting metal and my own panic. I drooled on the mat.

"Louder."

"I produce cum for the board."

"For who?"

"For the estate. For the sisters."

Good. She twisted the plug. The buzz spiked. My hips jerked against the bar.

"Hold still," the clinical one said again. "This is for your own good."

The stopwatch ticked. The beaker showed a thin smear at the bottom. The hands-on one worked the wand in circles while the sleeve pulled. Pleasure crawled up my spine wrong and sharp, like a cramp I wanted.

I bit the mat. Last night had been cold steel and her fist. This was worse. Scheduled. Public. My arousal belonged to the chalk before my balls even emptied.

"Edge him," the clinical one said.

The hands-on one slowed the sleeve to a cruel drag. The wand lifted off. I chased air, hips rolling, plug buzzing constant in my ass.

"No. Please."

"You don't beg to stop on slot two," she said. "You beg to fill the beaker."

The aisle chalk squeaked again. Someone else's number going up. The sound scraped my nerves.

"Please milk me."

"How much?"

"Whatever the sleeve takes."

"Wrong answer."

My thighs shook. "Fill the beaker. Chalk my litres on the board."

"Who owns the cum?"

"The estate."

"Say it like you mean it."

I tasted bile and salt. "The estate owns my cum. Chalk it."

She dropped the wand back on my balls and opened the sleeve wide. Suction ripped a sound from my throat. The plug hammered vibration into my prostate. My cock jumped, veins thick against the ribs.

"One," the clinical one counted.

I came. Spurt after spurt shot into the tube, milky stripes running down into the beaker. The smell of fresh cum cut through bleach. My ass clamped on the plug. I sobbed once, muffled in the mat.

"0.4," the clinical one said. "Early crest. Temperament minus one unless he holds the second."

The hands-on one did not stop. The sleeve kept pulling through the overshoot, painful, too much. The wand stayed on.

"Too much," I gasped.

"You'll take what's scheduled."

My dick stayed stiff, tortured. Second build hit faster than the first. Humiliation made it worse. They were timing my refractory like lab data.

"Say thank you."

"Thank you for milking me."

"Thank you for what?"

"For using my cock on the rotation."

She slapped my ass. "For the board."

"Thank you for chalking my litres."

"Good bull."

Bull. Prize word. Nineteen days and it already stuck to my skin.

"Two," the clinical one said.

I came again, thinner, legs spasming. More fluid hit the beaker. The wet sound obscene in the quiet barn.

"0.7 total. Slot two target is 1.2. Gap."

The hands-on one peeled the sleeve halfway, twisted my dick at the base, and stroked with two fingers while the wand drilled my balls. Pre-cum slicked her knuckles.

"Gap closes now," she said. "You want tag 26's 2.1? Earn it."

Tag 26. The number on the board I had memorized. I needed to know if my body could post higher.

"Make me hit it."

"You don't command here."

"Please make me hit it."

She spat on my asshole around the plug, two fingers pushing beside the toy, stretching me. Burn. My hole clenched, then gave. The stretch turned inward, pressure on the plug from inside.

"Feel that? That's output assist. Open."

I opened. She worked a third finger in beside the plug. My cock dripped on the mat below the funnel.

"Ask for the assist."

"Assist my output. Stretch my ass and milk me."

She laughed once. "Listen to the athlete beg for a fist schedule."

Not a fist. Three fingers. Still too much. My brain flashed college track, clean lanes, then this padded box. I shut it down and pushed back on her hand.

The clinical one leaned closer to the bars. "Crowd on the aisle. Don't flop."

Heads turned. Tags 6 and 18 watched me impaled on fingers, sleeve hanging off my wet dick. My whole stall was a window.

"Cover your face and you lose two temperament," the clinical one said.

I lifted my head. Let them see my mouth open. Drool string to the mat.

"Three."

Third orgasm ripped out brutal, mostly clear, still counted. The beaker climbed. My vision pinholed.

"1.0."

"Not enough," the hands-on one said.

She rammed the sleeve back on and set it to a punishing pull. The plug buzzed max. Her free hand milked my shaft outside the tube, thumb crushing the slit on every upstroke.

I screamed into the bar. "Stop. Stop."

"You stop when the watch stops."

The clinical one's voice stayed flat. "Slot two overtime is thirty seconds. Use them."

Overtime. Like a sport I never signed for. My body answered anyway. Fourth crest built from pain and suction and the ache in my ass.

"Four."

Cum leaked in weak pulses. My balls hurt, empty and tight. The beaker read 1.15.

"Close. Temperament minus two for noise. Plus one for recovery speed. Net minus one from yesterday."

She unbuckled one cuff, spun me on the bar, and shoved the wand against my lips.

"Taste."

I opened. Salt, machine oil, my own spend on the plastic. I gagged. She held it there.

"Lick what the board drinks."

My tongue worked the wand. Bleach under the salt. Shame throbbed in my jaw.

"Say the number you want chalked."

"1.2."

"You'll get what's in the glass."

She took the beaker to the stool. The clinical one measured, swirled, nodded.

"1.15 logged as slot two output. Chalk it."

Boots walked. Chalk squeaked at the aisle board. I hung on the bar, cuffs still on one wrist, cock red and slick.

"Tag 14," the clinical one read aloud for the aisle. "1.15 litres. Minus one temperament. Third place morning rotation."

Third. Tag 26 still ahead. The chalk sound finished. Everyone could read me now.

The hands-on one wiped my dick with a rough cloth, stuffed me into a stretch ring that kept the head exposed, and locked it at the base.

"Display until afternoon prep," she said. "Erection quality gets a bonus mark at Grading. You stay hard for the herd to compare."

The ring bit. Blood stayed trapped in the head. I whimpered.

"That's estate property now," she said, tapping my swollen tip. "Every twitch goes in the book."

They left. The stall door open to the aisle. I knelt, displayed, taste of cum and bleach on my tongue, smell of my own mess in my nose. The board held my number in white chalk where anyone walking to slot three would read it.

Boots approached. Tag 26's slot was next. He paused at my gate. Bigger shoulders. Older tag scar on his ear. He looked at my ringed cock, my beaker on the shelf, then at me.

"1.15," he said. Quiet. Not mean.

"You're at 2.1," I said.

"Yesterday's pull." He glanced at the board. "You're new. Third morning isn't bad."

He moved on. My dick throbbed in the ring, obscene, curious how fast I could climb a chart that owned my skin.

The clinical one called from the aisle. "Rowan. Afternoon rotation posted. You're on prep duty. Wash tag 6's stall and lick the funnel clean from slot one. Then back on the bar for evening slot four."

Nineteen days until Grading. My number was on the wall. My erection was a public bonus trial. I unbuckled the last cuff on shaking hands, took the bucket, and walked the aisle past the chalk that had my litres in it, toward the next filthy task that kept the debt from eating my land.


Chapter 3: The Pasture Gate

My thighs burned before I opened my eyes. Straw bit my shoulder blades. Grey light cut through the slats above the stall, thin and cold. Somewhere past the stone wall the real creamery woke up, pipes hissing, a truck backing in. Legitimate milk. Legitimate money. My tag swung against my jaw when I turned, metal on skin, number fourteen.

Footsteps on packed dirt. Not the herd shuffle. Heels.

"Up on your knees, Rowan. Slow."

Her voice was the one that had held my balls through the milking cuff yesterday, steady, almost kind. I pushed up. Every muscle from my hips down complained. The chalk number from last night's second session still hung in my head, the one my body gave up after lights-out when the sleeve came back. Four point two litres. Temperament seven. I had stared at it until my face went hot.

She crouched at the stall mouth with a tin basin steaming. "Hands behind your back."

I locked my fingers. She washed my chest first, cloth rough then softer as she wrung it out again. Warm water ran down my ribs, pooled in the straw, smelled of lye and herd sweat. My cock stirred against nothing, traitor, before she had even touched it.

"You took the wand well," she said, quiet. "No bucking. That buys you care."

Care. The word sat wrong in my mouth. I still owed the estate eighteen more days of output from the sponsorship I signed at the county office, the clause that traded my whole debt for twenty-one days on this floor. Walk away early and the lien took the apartment, the truck, the last of my credit. I knew that. I had read every line.

She tipped my chin up. Salve on my inner thighs, cool then burning clean. Fingers spread it slow where the cuff had rubbed me raw. I gritted my teeth. The burn faded into a numb weight, heavy, like my legs belonged to someone else.

"Today's rotation puts you at second bell," she said. "Same stall. We need a repeat figure, not a fluke."

Repeat. Good. My pulse jumped anyway, shame and want knotted together with no seam between them. I used to care about repeat reps on a track. Now it was litres in a pail.

She clipped a lead to my collar. "Walk with me."

The second barn aisle opened into a short run of pens. Men on their knees or standing in cuffs watched us pass. Tags clicked. Nobody spoke. At the far end, wire mesh and a wooden gate painted green stood between us and grass that actually moved in the wind.

"The pasture," she said. "Hour per litre over four, pooled weekly. Chart leaders eat out there. Sun on their backs."

Grass I could earn by jacking off into a measured pail. The old me would have laughed until he threw up. My mouth went dry.

"Four point two gets you nothing yet," she said. "Four point five buys twenty minutes. Five buys an hour. Prize bull at Grading keeps the gate open all week."

Eighteen days until the County Creamery Fair. Grading Day. Charts ranked in the auction ring. Bottom tags shipped to farms that make this place look gentle. Top name gets stud tenure and a brand that never comes off. The debt contract said I could leave after twenty-one days if my aggregate scored release. Nobody with a brain believed release. I still had to beat the number anyway. That was the sick part. I was already half hard from her voice and the word prize.

"Look at him," she said.

A stall near the gate held a man younger than me, soft around the middle, tag twenty-two on his ear. He pressed his forehead to the wood, shoulders shaking.

"He came in two days after you," she said. "First milking tonight. He's heard your figure."

Twenty-two lifted his head. Eyes red. "You're the four two."

"Rowan," she corrected.

"They won't stop talking about four two," he whispered. "I can't."

Grief hit me sideways, not for him. For the man who used to pace before a meet, who trusted his body to perform on command. That man was dead in the straw. What lived in me wanted four three on the chart just to shut the herd up.

I turned away. "Let him be."

"You care," she said. "Good. Care makes output."

She tugged the lead. Back down the aisle. My tag number scraped on the post as we passed. Four point two. I wanted it higher. I hated that I wanted it.

In the prep alcove off the milking stall she uncapped a jar of salve and warmed it between her palms. "Strip. Kneel on the pad."

The padded bench from yesterday waited, leather worn slick, cuffs open at the corners. I knelt. Chest on the pad. Ass up. Cold air first, then heat crawled up my neck.

"Spread your knees."

I did. Cool air on my hole. She had seen everything yesterday. This was worse, like she was hunting for want, not just volume.

"You're sore inside too," she said. "The plug train starts today. You do not get to decide that anymore."

My stomach dropped. "The contract says maintenance, not."

"Maintenance is what I say it is." She greased her fingers. "Breathe out."

One finger pressed my asshole. Burn. Stretch. I hissed. She worked slow, knuckle deep, twist, withdraw, two fingers. My hole clenched anyway, greedy around nothing when she pulled back.

"You've taken cock before," she said.

"Yes."

"Then stop acting brand new." A third finger. Scissor. The stretch ached sweet. My dick leaked on the pad.

She wiped her fingers on a rag and picked up a black plug from the tray, thick at the middle, weighted base. "This stays in between bells unless I remove it. Rotation board says when you milk. I say what you carry."

Lube cold on the plug. Pressure at my rim. I bore down. The flare popped past. Inch by inch until the base kissed my skin. Full. Heavy. The weight pulled inside me when I breathed.

"Good pet." She stroked my hair once. Tenderness. Trap. My eyes stung and my balls tightened like she had praised a winning time.

"Stay," she said. "Second bell in twenty minutes. The other one will time you. I'll work the wand."

The ledger woman entered without a word. Clipboard. Stopwatch. She checked my tag, my plug base, wrote a line I could not see.

"Temperament starts at seven," she said. "Drop it and we deduct pasture minutes from your pool."

"Understood."

"Say it like you mean it."

"I'll hold seven."

She left. The hands-on one stayed. She fit a ring behind my balls, snug, then rolled a milking sleeve over my shaft, clear rubber, ribbed inside. My skin jumped at the touch.

"No coming until the pail hits four litres," she said. "You beg before that, we stop and reset."

"That's."

"Cruel?" She clicked the wand to the sleeve, low buzz. "That's training."

Vibration ate my cock from the outside in. I moaned into the pad. It shifted when my hips jerked. Double full. The buzz climbed a notch. Pre cum slicked the sleeve, loud wet sounds when the rubber stroked me.

"Hold still," she said.

I could not. My ass clenched on the plug. Each clench rubbed my prostate through the buzz. Pleasure stacked wrong, too fast, like my body had learned the route overnight.

"Please."

"Please what."

"Please let me."

"Let you what, Rowan. Say it."

Shame burned my ears. "Let me cum. I need to cum."

"For the chart or for you."

The question snagged me. Chart. Had to be chart. "For the chart. Need a good figure."

She turned it up. "There it is."

Rubber milked me steady. Her free hand pressed the plug deeper, twist at the base. I sobbed once. The old athlete in me screamed to fight, to break the cuffs. My hips rocked into the sleeve, fucking the machine she held.

"Four litres buys pasture minutes," she murmured. "Five makes them stare. You want them staring."

"Yes."

"Yes what."

"Yes I want it. Want the number up."

The ledger woman called volume from the pail. "Three one."

"Edge him," she said.

She killed the wand. I whined before I could stop. Balls aching, purple tight in the ring. She dripped more lube on the plug and worked it in and out, shallow thrusts, my hole sloppy, squelch obscene in the stall.

"Don't you dare finish," she said.

"I won't. I can't. Please."

"Please who."

"Please you. Please let me fill the pail."

"Good hole."

She snapped the wand on high. The sleeve sucked at my cock. My thighs shook. The plug drove back in to the hilt. I tasted salt, my own drool on the pad.

"Three eight."

Close. My whole body hunted release. Grief and pride mashed together until I could not tell which made me harder. I was going to come on this board and thank them for it.

"Look at me," she said.

I twisted my neck. Her eyes calm. Freckles on her nose from yesterday's chalk dust still there.

"Who owns this output."

"They do. The estate."

"Who owns your want."

I choked. "You do."

"Again."

"You own my want."

"Come."

The wand hammered. The sleeve squeezed. My ass clamped on the plug. Orgasm ripped through me, violent, cum jetting into the pail in thick spurts, pulse after pulse while I grunted like livestock. I could not breathe. Could not stop. Each spasm drained me and left me hungrier for the next tick on the wall.

"Four four," the ledger woman said.

Silence except my gasping and the drip of cum from the sleeve.

She unclipped the wand slow. Unrolled the rubber. My cock throbbed naked, smeared white. She left the plug in.

"Four four," she said. "Temperament seven. Pasture pool starts at ten minutes."

Ten minutes of grass. I had earned ten minutes with my own begging.

She unbound my wrists, helped me sit on the bench. Water at my lips. I drank. She wiped my face, cum and sweat, no disgust on her fingers.

"Twenty-two gets his first milking at fourth bell," she said. "You'll watch from the aisle. Hands at your sides. If he drops below three litres, his fear becomes yours on the chart."

"Why show me."

"Because you already want your figure high. Watching him fail will make you want it harder."

She was right. I hated her for being right.

She walked me to the aisle hook where un-milked tags waited. My plug weighted every step. Cum dried on my thighs. The rotation post listed second bell done for fourteen. Fourth bell open.

Twenty-two shuffled out led by a handler, knees knocking. He saw me. Saw the pail carried past with my measure in it.

"Four four," someone muttered behind a stall door.

Twenty-two's face crumpled. I should have looked away. I did not. I needed him to see what I had become in one day.

The ledger woman set her watch. The hands-on one fitted twenty-two to the same pad I had soaked. His cry when the wand touched him was small and animal. I stood three feet away, collar cold on my throat, dick twitching again, sick, hungry.

He lasted two nine before he shook apart. Temperament five. The chalk updated. Twenty-two: two nine, five.

My pool minutes flickered in my head. Ten. His failure a warning written in cum I had already given.

When it was done she brought me back to the straw stall. Not punishment. Rest. She tucked a blanket over my shoulders, thick wool, farm smell.

"Sleep if you can," she said. "Third bell tomorrow. Plug stays."

I lay down. Plug pressed inside me with every shift. Outside, the creamery pipes hissed again. Inside, my figure sat on the wall in chalk and in a ledger and in my ribs.

I used to run until my lungs split for a medal that meant nothing outside a stadium. Now I would wake sore and reach for a higher litre count like it was the same instinct.

Eighteen days to Grading. Tag twenty-two whispering two nine in the dark. The pasture gate green through the mesh.

I pulled the blanket tighter and let the want settle, heavy as the plug, no longer only on my wrist.

Fourth bell would bring the next posting. I would read my name on the rotation before they told me to.


Chapter 4: The Grading Rail

The clop of good shoes on aisle concrete came first, then a pen clicking, then a woman's voice asking conversion rate like she was pricing siding.

"Point eight four on the last pull for tag nine," someone answered. "Tag fourteen's still ungraded for buyers."

My knees hit the grading rail before the words finished landing. Cold steel bar across my thighs, wrists cuffed to the uprights, tag fourteen swinging heavy from my ear when they turned my head for the clipboards. Sixteen days until the County Creamery Fair. Grading Day. The bottom of the herd culled to worse farms. The top named prize bull. Debt still owned the Vosser estate, my signature on their contract, and a low number on this board could put me on the pre-cull shortlist before I ever saw pasture hours.

Warm breath from the show-barn crowd pressed my back. Buyers in linen. A man in a cream tie wrote without looking up. The shorter Vosser held my chin up so my throat showed.

"Rowan," she said to them, not to me. "Ex-athlete. Thirty. Temperament score holding. Output unverified in public."

Unverified. My cock was already half hard from the rail chill warming under their stares.

The taller one clicked her tablet. "We grade under distraction. Fair rules. He milks while they talk. Chart goes up tonight."

Distraction. That word sank in my gut. Not privacy. Not the straw stall. Strangers ranking my litre count while something worked me open.

A harness dropped over my shoulders, tubes clicking into place on my nipples, warm at first, then tighter. The milking sleeve slid over my dick, silicone ribs inside, lubricant cold for one breath, then body heat from the motor housing warming the base. I had sworn I would never perform for a chart. Never beg a machine in front of a buyer. The contract had my oath crossed out and initialed anyway.

"Start the wand," the shorter one told a handler I could not see.

Buzz hit my taint through the rail gap, pressed there by a round head that knew exactly where to sit. My hips jerked. The sleeve sucked once, measured, released. A drop hit the collection vial. Someone murmured "baseline."

The woman with the pen asked, "What's his ceiling if temperament holds?"

"Depends what he gives us in the next twelve minutes," the taller Vosser said. "Watch his face. That's the tell."

My face. They would watch me come for a number.

The wand crept higher, circling my balls, then back to the strip of skin behind them. Warmth spread while the sleeve pulled again, stronger. Second reading. Chalk scraped on a board I could not see. Tag twenty-two whimpered from the next rail over, younger, softer, his own tubes rattling. I would not look. Looking meant comparing, and comparison was the whole terror.

A buyer stepped close enough that his cologne cut the barn air. "Spread his stance. I want to see leak before suction."

The shorter Vosser kicked my ankles apart. Cool air on my asshole where a plug already sat from morning prep, black silicone, thick, seated deep when they marched me from the second barn. I had forgotten it until the wand buzzed and the plug swelled in my memory if not in my body.

"Relax your hole," she ordered. "Buyers pay for visible yield."

I tried to breathe. The sleeve milked a third time, rhythm set to a rotation board I had studied on the office wall. My balls drew up. Shame burned my ears hotter than the tag metal. I used to win in stadiums. Now six clipboards waited for my drip.

The wand pressed harder. My mouth opened on a sound I hated. The plug shifted when a handler turned a key on the base and it began to vibrate in low pulses, warming inside me, stretching me with each throb.

"There's one," a clipboard voice said. "Early spike. Discipline problem or greedy?"

"Greedy," the taller Vosser said. "He'll perform if we shame him right."

The shorter Vosser leaned to my ear. Her lipstick smelled like black tea. "Tell them what you are, Rowan. Loud."

"No."

Her nails pinched my nipple through the suction cup. Pain lanced, my dick jumped, the sleeve caught it and pulled a fourth measure, fuller. The vial pinged.

"Wrong answer," she said. "You want pasture gate hours. You want tag twenty-two off the cull truck. Bargain starts with your mouth."

Tag twenty-two. The prize bull line on the ledger. I had heard the sisters whisper that topping the chart bound the winner to stud tenure on the estate. I had also heard that only culls left for real release. I needed a number high enough to stay off the shortlist. I needed to not win so hard I signed my life to the bull brand. The rail gave me no room to thread that needle. Only yield.

"Say it," she said.

"I'm…" My voice cracked. Buyers waited. "I'm herd stock. Milking stock."

"Filthier."

"I'm a…" Heat crawled my spine from the wand and the plug. "A hole they measure."

"Better."

The sleeve sped up. Fifth pull. My knees shook against the bar. The chalk wrote again. Someone said "point nine one."

The cream-tie man finally looked at me. "Can he hold edge under dual stimulus?"

"We'll see," the taller one said. "Remote on the plug. Step two."

The vibration inside me jumped from pulse to steady drill. My ass clenched, which pushed my pelvis forward, which drove my cock deeper into the milking sleeve, which sucked hard enough that my vision narrowed. I grunted. Drool slipped my lip. A buyer counted aloud.

"One."

Orgasm coiled at the base of my dick, wrong and fast, in public, for a chart.

"Not yet," the shorter Vosser said, and thumbed the wand off my taint onto my balls, crushing buzz there until my thighs trembled and the crest broke apart before it could finish. Denied. Whimpering. The sleeve still milked, cruel steady pulls that treated my softening as a fault to correct.

"Edge discipline," someone noted. "Fair-grade."

They were grading my failure to come. I almost laughed, broken, and then the wand returned to my perineum and the plug kicked higher and the sleeve tightened and I was hard again in seconds, leaking clear into the vial like that was my job.

Because it was.

The woman with the pen asked conversion again. The taller Vosser read from the tablet. "Point nine four trending. Six minutes left."

Six minutes of this. My debt. My contract. Tag twenty-two's eyes I could feel without turning. Pasture earned by the litre. I had walked past the gate yesterday with warm water on my skin and almost believed I could earn grass.

"Second orgasm," the shorter one announced like a race caller. "He earns it or he drops on the board."

She unhooked one wrist cuff, spun me half around so the buyers saw my front, the sleeve working my dick, the vial filling, nipple tubes tugging. She held a microphone to my mouth.

"Beg for the milking. Tell them you need to cum for the chart."

I shook my head. Resistance flashed sharp, the old athlete who would rather lose silent than beg.

She nodded to the handler. The plug surged to max. The wand pinned my balls again. Pain and buzz mashed together until my eyes watered.

"Please," I gasped. "Please let me cum. I need it for the chart."

"For the chart," she repeated to the crowd. "Not for you."

"For the chart," I said, and meant it enough to hate myself.

The sleeve sucked long, slow, vicious. The wand slid under my balls to my asshole from outside, pressing the plug deeper through my skin. Orgasm ripped up my spine. I shouted. Cum shot into the vial in thick pulses, counted by the machine beeps, one, two, three, four, my whole body jerking against the rail, clipboards scratching, a buyer saying "there's yield."

"Two," the counter voice said. "Volume strong."

My legs went loose. They re-cuffed my wrist before I sagged. The shorter Vosser wiped my chin, showed the drool on her glove to the cream-tie man.

"Recovery window," the taller one said. "Ninety seconds. Then push for peak litre."

Ninety seconds. My cock throbbed in the sleeve, oversensitive, still sucked on a lighter setting that kept me hard without letting me rest. Tag twenty-two moaned next rail. The barn smelled like latex and cum and warm plastic from the motors.

I hung on the rail, chest heaving, tag cold on my ear, shame so bright it could have been a heat lamp. I had begged. They had heard. Buyers had written it down.

The wand returned before ninety seconds ended.

"No," I breathed. "Too much."

"Peak litre," the taller Vosser said. "You said you'd never perform. You're performing. Look at the board."

They angled a mirror. Ranked names. Tags. Numbers. Tag fourteen beside my reflection, face flushed, mouth open, dick disappearing into the machine. My number had climbed three places in twelve minutes. Complicity visible. Written in chalk where anyone could photograph it.

A fresh vial clicked on. The sleeve grip changed, rib pattern deeper, pulling like a mouth that wanted to drain my bones.

"Third climax," the shorter one said. "Anal assist. Lube."

Handler hands spread my ass cheeks. The plug came out with a wet sound I would hear in my sleep. Cold air on my open hole. Then a slim metal nozzle, warm lube pumped inside me, three bursts, filling my gut, dripping down my thighs.

"Hold," the taller one told the buyers. "Watch his hole while the sleeve works."

The nozzle withdrew. A thicker probe slid in, curved, finding my prostate on the first pass. My knees buckled. The rail held me up. The probe began a steady fuck, in out, in out, matched to the sleeve rhythm, double time on my body.

I made noise I did not recognize. Words shredded. "Fuck. Fuck. I can't."

"You can," the shorter Vosser said. "Count your spurts for them. Loud."

The probe hammered my prostate. The wand returned to that clit of a spot behind my balls, male, filthy, exact. Sleeve sucked. I climbed again, impossible, from empty.

"One spurt," I choked out for the clipboards. "Two. Three."

Cum jetted into the second vial, thinner, then thicker again as the probe ground hard. Orgasm lasted too long, stacked, my ass clenching on the metal, my dick spasming in the sleeve, buyers murmuring prices.

"Three orgasms," the counter said. "Peak window hit."

They did not stop.

"Fourth," the taller Vosser said. "Distraction phase two."

A buyer stepped up, unknown woman, auburn hair pinned tight, one name tag I could not read without turning. She held a vibrating rod, thicker than the probe, rubber, warmed in her palm before she pressed it to my lips.

"Suck. If you gag, chart adds a tenth."

I opened my mouth. She pushed in slow, taste of rubber and her gloves, warm from her skin. Gag reflex hit. Tears blinded me. The chart added a tenth somewhere behind me, a laugh like a pencil tap.

"Suck like a good little toy," she said calm as weather. "Show me throat."

I sucked. Drool ran my chin. The sleeve milked. The probe in my ass never stopped. The wand buzzed. Four machines, one body, my body, the one that used to run miles before breakfast.

She pulled out, slapped my cheek with the wet rod, pushed it back. "Deeper."

I gagged again. Another tenth. My pride was arithmetic now.

The shorter Vosser lifted my face by the hair. "You swore you'd never give performance. You're giving throat and ass and dick at once. What are you?"

"A…" Gag. "A whore for the chart."

"For the buyers."

"For the buyers," I repeated, spit stringing to the rod.

The auburn-haired woman fucked my mouth faster. The probe swelled inside me, I thought I imagined it, then the swell was real, an inflatable section locking my prostate under pressure. Sleeve max suction. Wand max. Mouth full. Ass stuffed. No way to hide my face anymore.

Orgasm four hit like a tackle. I screamed around rubber. Cum fired into a third vial, some missing, splashing the concrete warm at my feet. My asshole clamped on the inflatable, milking nothing but shame while my dick kept pulsing.

"Four," the counter said, bored.

Tag twenty-two cried out on his rail, maybe coming, maybe breaking. I could not help him. I could barely breathe.

They let the inflatable down slow. Pulled the rod from my throat. I coughed spit, gasped barn air. The sleeve eased to a cruel idle suck that kept nerves lit.

"Final read," the taller Vosser said. "Fifth is optional. Adds temperament bonus if he asks for it."

Optional. Bonus. Temperament on the board beside output. I needed every fraction to stay off the cull shortlist. Tag twenty-two needed me not to bargain wrong on the prize bull line later. My head spun with ledger rumors and debt and warm pasture grass I could still smell on my skin from yesterday.

The shorter one undid the nipple cups. Clamps replaced them, metal biting, chain between, tugged once so I arched. Pain sweet and sharp wired straight to my spent dick.

"Ask for the fifth," she said. "Ask in front of them."

Buyers waited. Pens still. The cream-tie man with his cologne. The auburn-haired woman wiping her rod. Chalk board behind the mirror. Tag fourteen at fourth place now, still climbing.

I swallowed blood taste from a bitten cheek I did not remember biting.

"Please milk me again," I said to the room. "Please count five. I want the bonus."

Silence, then scratching pens.

The taller Vosser smiled small. "There he is."

They cranked everything at once. Sleeve brutal. Wand on my clamped nipples, buzzing the chain. Probe back, thicker now, no warm-up, three strokes and full depth. A second handler held my jaw open while the auburn-haired woman watched, not touching, just watching me break.

I came a fifth time in ripping bursts, empty ache, still producing, cum drooling into the vial and over the sleeve lip, down my legs, warm on cold concrete. I counted for them because she had told me to.

"Five. Six. Seven spurts."

My voice was gone. My knees bled where I had rubbed the bar raw. The chain on my nipples pulled with every convulsion.

When it finished I hung dead weight on the cuffs. Handler cut the sleeve off. My dick slapped my thigh, red, slick, twitching. They uncuffed me. I folded to the concrete, wet mess under my palms.

The shorter Vosser crouched, lifted my chin. Her eyes were flat, pleased.

"Look at you," she said. "You want this more than you will admit."

I could not answer. My throat was wrecked. My ass gaped, lube cooling now where warmth had been. The board behind her showed tag fourteen in third place, one slot from the prize-bull preview line, sixteen days still to Grading Day, and every buyer in the barn had my begging on their notes.

She stood, straightened her skirt. "Collar him for rotation. Tonight he milks on the public board. Tag twenty-two watches from the straw. Move."

Hands lifted me before my legs agreed. They marched me toward the second barn, past the pasture gate I had not earned enough to open, past tag twenty-two's eyes wide and wet, past the chalk numbers that had my name under them now, performing, complicit, climbing, while behind us the cream-tie man told the auburn-haired woman he would bid on the third-place pull if temperament held through the night shift.

I walked because the contract said walk. Because debt said walk. Because my dick still throbbed with the rhythm of the machine and my body had learned the count before my mind caught up, one more litre, one more slot, one more day closer to a prize I was starting to want in the secret place that used to only want gold medals.

The rotation board clicked my name into the evening slot. Public. Witnessed. No rail between me and the clipboards next time.

I kept walking. Warm lube dried cold on the inside of my thighs. The sisters' heels followed on the concrete. Sixteen days. Third on the chart. A collar clicking open in someone's hands ahead of me.

I did not look back at the buyers. I already knew what they had seen.


Chapter 5: Best in Barn

The bunting snapped in the wind off the creamery wall, red and gold rosettes pinned under a sign that read Best Butter in the County. Legitimate butter sat in curls behind glass, cold and sweet on my tongue when one of the sisters had fed me a scrap at dawn to test my palate. That taste still sat on my teeth while they marched me through the show barn doors where the same colors meant something else entirely.

Fair-goers pressed along the railings with paper cups and prams. Children pointed at the painted cows on the mural. A woman in a straw hat asked if the estate did tours of the working barn. The taller one of the Vosser pair smiled like a hostess and said the production wing stayed closed for biosecurity. Behind her, through the split door came the second barn: suction hiss, a bell, some tag groaning through a forced let-down.

They had collared me in the prep stall with my chart laminated and clipped to the lead. Tag 14. Day eight. Thirteen days left until Grading at the County Creamery Fair, when the output ranks decide who gets named prize bull and who gets trucked to worse farms. My contract said I owed the estate twenty-one days and a release-grade aggregate, or the lien swallowed everything I had left, apartment, truck, the ruin I ran from when I signed.

The clinical one held the chart up for the crowd like a ribbon winner. "Rising producer," she told them. "Temperament score holding. Today's rotation puts him at the top of the morning litre count."

Heat crawled up my neck. Strangers nodded at my numbers like they meant skill.

Tag 22 leaned on the far rail of his stall, visible through the open bay, jaw tight. I had beaten him yesterday by half a litre and the gap sat in my gut like a medal I hated.

They walked me to the display pen, sawdust fresh, camera phones already up. The show barn smelled of sugar and hay. Under it, from the gap to the second barn, came pump rhythm and the wet slap of the milking cups on skin. My balls ached from the morning drain. My cock had stiffened anyway when they read my rank aloud.

A man with a cream tie and a clipboard stepped out of the tour group. Buyer type. He licked butter off his thumb and asked about yield consistency. The clinical one answered in flat numbers. I stood on the marked hoof prints, legs spread by the bar they'd locked at my ankles, harness tugging my nipples when I breathed too hard.

"Open day demo," the taller one announced to the ring of faces. "Tag fourteen. Watch the let-down curve."

She did not ask. She hit the remote on the milking rig they'd wheeled into the pen. The cups latched to my chest with a punch of suction that pulled a moan out of me before I could bite it shut. Fair-goers laughed, uneasy. A teenager filmed over his mother's shoulder.

The wand they had slipped inside me before we came out buzzed to life on her second click, pressed against that spot behind my balls that made my thighs shake. Sound filled the pen: pump whine, my ragged breath, the obscene squelch around the silicone head working my hole.

"Chart line goes up when he stops fighting," the clinical one told the crowd. She tapped the laminated sheet where today's column already led the herd.

Pride kicked in before shame could catch it. The old race-day switch flipped. I wanted the line higher. I wanted tag twenty-two to see it. My hips jerked into the wand on their own and more milk pulled into the cups with a sharp tug that burned sweet.

The cream tie man wrote something down. "Temperament under distraction?"

"Improving," the taller one said. "Rowan, tell them what you are."

My mouth opened. The contract trap closed around the words. "Production stock," I said, voice breaking on the last syllable. "Tag fourteen."

"Louder."

"Production stock. Milking rotation."

The wand sped up. The cups pulsed harder. Cum gathered at the tip of my cock with nowhere to go because the ring they'd locked on me after the buyers' tour kept me swollen and leaking without finish. I counted breaths the way I used to count strides on a track. One more. One more. Beat the board.

A child asked why the man had tags in his ears. His mother pulled him back. I came anyway, dry and brutal, hole clenching on the wand while milk still flowed into the glass lines above the pen. My whole body seized in front of them. Someone clapped until their friend shushed them.

"That's two point four litres mid-demo," the clinical one said, checking the gauge. "Best in barn so far today."

Best in barn. The phrase landed in my chest like a starting gun.

They unlatched the cups. Milk dribbled down my ribs, warm, animal-sweet mixing with sweat. She held a tasting spoon under the drain cock on the rig and offered it to the cream tie man. He sipped. Nodded. The taste hit my memory again, butter and salt and my own shame.

"You'll top the day at this rate," he said to the sisters, not to me. As if I were a chart on the wall.

Tag twenty-two's stare burned from the bay. I lifted my chin without meaning to. Winner's reflex. The lie I told myself at night cracked in daylight: I was not surviving this. I was running it.

The taller one led the crowd's applause toward the donation table. The shorter one stayed with me, fingers under my chin, forcing my face toward the phones.

"Smile for the estate blog," she said.

I bared my teeth. She slapped my cheek light enough to sting, loud enough for microphones.

"Good boy."

She walked me through the back corridor while the fair noise dulled. The second barn opened on heat and bleach and bodies. Padded stalls lined the far wall. Rotation names chalked on slate. My slot had a star beside it now. Morning leader.

In the service alcove between pens she locked the door that was not really private. Sound carried. Everyone would hear what came next. That was the point.

"Kneel."

Concrete bit my knees through the thin mat. She hung the chart on a hook at eye level so I had to read my own numbers while she worked. She unclipped the wand and replaced it with a thicker plug, cold lube slicking my ass before it seated with a pop that echoed off the tin roof.

"Hands on the rail."

I gripped metal. She strapped a milking sleeve over my cock this time, not the cups, a clear tube with a peristaltic pull that mimicked a mouth and never tired. The ring came off. Blood roared into my shaft so fast it hurt.

"You topped the demo," she said behind me. "Now you earn the prize bull talk."

The words prize bull hit my spine. Bargain I had overheard in the office: top chart at Grading, take the stud collar, spare a weaker tag from the cull trucks. A choice that sounded like mercy and smelled like a cage.

Her strap slid between my cheeks, fat head nudging my hole around the plug. She twisted the plug half out and pushed the cock in instead, one long shove that stuffed me full while the sleeve on my dick began its rhythm.

I grunted. The sound carried into the main barn.

"Quiet," she said. "Or they hear what a whore sounds like when he gets fucked on open day."

She fucked me slow at first, each withdrawal dragging, each thrust punching air out of me. The sleeve pulled at my cock in time. Double rhythm. Wet noise layered on wet noise. My balls drew up. She reached around and pinched the base hard.

"Not yet. You don't cum until you say it."

Say what. I knew. The filth they wanted branded on my tongue worse than the ear tag.

"Say you want the board."

I shook my head. The strap hammered deeper. The slam of her hips against my ass drove the angle into my prostate and stars burst behind my eyelids without permission.

"Say it."

"I want the board." Barely a breath.

"Want what on the board."

"Top. I want top."

"Want to beat twenty-two in front of everyone."

"Yes."

"Want prize bull."

The word tore out of me. "Yes."

She counted aloud for whoever listened beyond the door. "One."

The sleeve sucked hard. Her cock rammed my ass. I came in the tube, cum shooting in visible spurts while she kept pounding through it, milking the orgasm longer than my body could stand. Legs shook. Hole gaped and clenched around her. I bit my lip bloody to keep from screaming.

"Two. Hold it."

She did not hold it. The wand back on my taint while she stayed inside me, fucking the oversensitive burn until a second load fired, weaker and humiliating, into the same tube. Counting mixed with pump noise from the main floor.

"Thank the estate."

"Thank you." Gasp. "Thank you for milking me."

"Thank you for using my ass on open day."

She pulled out and shoved the plug back in one motion, sealing cum and ache inside me. The tube kept pulling. A third crest built from nothing, cruel, while she read my numbers off the hook like scripture.

"Point four ahead of twenty-two. Gap widening. Rowan, beg for one more so we can log it."

"I can't."

"You can. Beg like the hole you are."

"Please. Please let me cum. I'm your milk slut. Tag fourteen. Please."

"That's three."

My whole body jerked. Cum dribbled thin and spent into the tube. She finally killed the sleeve. I hung on the rail, drooling, ass thumping with each heartbeat around the plug.

She wiped my face with a rough towel, then my cock, then held the towel under the tube for the crowd, litres and cum mixed in the catch jar she labeled with my tag and the time.

"Display jar goes to the show barn fridge," she said. "Visitors love provenance."

Terror and thrill twisted together. They would drink coffee within feet of my shame.

She uncuffed my ankles, recollared me, and led me on all fours through the side door into the service aisle where two farmhands pretended not to look. Tag twenty-two was being walked the other way, eyes red, output bag light on his hip. We passed close enough to touch. His tag clicked against mine.

"You," he whispered. "You wanted that."

I had no answer that was not a lie.

Back in the show pen for the afternoon slot, the sun had moved. More phones. The sisters paraded the jar on a silver tray like a trophy. The clinical one announced an encore demo. Fresh cups. Fresh sleeve. The remote again, higher setting because the chart demanded it.

I competed through the afternoon the way I used to chase a finish line. Each pulse of suction, each thrust of the rig on my cock while strangers watched, became a lap time. When the slate updated at four o'clock, my tag sat alone at the peak. Tag twenty-two third. The gap a full litre.

The cream tie buyer shook the taller one's hand. "We'll see you at Grading."

Grading. Thirteen days. Prize bull or truck.

They brought me to the office behind the show barn when the fair-goers thinned. Ledger open. Ink fresh. The taller one turned the book so I could read the prize bull column. My tag number sat at the top line, space for final confirmation left blank.

"That line fills on day twenty-one," she said. "If you hold first."

The shorter one leaned on the desk, arms crossed. "You held first today because you stopped pretending you didn't care."

My throat closed. I cared. God help me, I cared about the numbers on the wall more than I cared about the door I would never walk through without their say.

The taller one slid an addendum across the desk. Initial here. Stud tenure language. Collar clause. The spare-tag clause in smaller print: name one herd member you keep off the cull list when you accept bull status.

Bargain on paper. The trap dressed as power.

"If I sign."

"You already run for us," the shorter one said. "This only makes it honest."

I picked up the pen. My hand shook from milking and fucking and the afternoon's three logged orgasms. I signed. Initials beside the stud line. Beside the spare clause I wrote twenty-two before I could talk myself out of it.

The taller one closed the ledger. She looked at me the way she looked at a heifer that had finally taken to the crush.

"We are only just beginning."

She sent me back to the second barn on a lead through twilight. Pasture gate locked for another day. Stars coming out over the postcard roofline where rosettes still hung, innocent from the road. Inside, they put me in the padded stall with the star on the slate and the chart on the wall at hoof height so I would see my lead every time I turned.

Tag twenty-two coughed in the next stall over. Hay rustled. A transport rumble far off, maybe another farm's loss rolling in.

I pressed my forehead to the mat, plug still buried, balls empty, cock sore. Thirteen days to Grading. I was winning. The athlete in me gloried in that. The man who had signed a debt contract curled smaller around the glory and could not tell them apart anymore.

The milking bell rang for evening rotation.

I got up first.


Chapter 6: The Breeding Ledger

The lamp on the desk threw a low circle across paper that smelled of ink and old wood smoke. I stood on the rug in my collar and nothing else, tag 14 cold against my ear while heat from the hearth climbed my thighs. Tea steamed in a china cup I was not allowed to touch. Elise, the freckled hands-on twin, poured without looking at me. Her taller twin, Maren, the clinical one, had the breeding ledger open flat like she had forgotten to close it on purpose.

"Reward," Maren said. "You topped open day. Sit."

There was no chair for cattle. I knelt on the rug where the wool bit my knees. My balls still ached from the afternoon pump. The room held weight, wool, beeswax, and the sour ghost of men who had signed things here.

Maren turned the ledger toward me. Prize bull line. Top cell. Tag 14 in her hand, dated eleven days before my intake form existed.

My stomach dropped.

"You wrote me in first," I said.

Maren sipped her tea. "Read the date."

I read it. The ink was dry. Settled. The number sat above tag 09 and tag 22 like a crown already worn.

Elise tapped the margin. "Output race is presentation. Fair-goers like a climb. Grading Day names what was decided when you were still on a transport manifest."

The fire popped. I could not get air.

"So I never had a shot at walking out."

"You had a shot at performing well." Maren set the cup down. "Performance keeps litres up. The herd stays profitable."

Elise slid a second page across. Cull column. Worse farms. Release paperwork only beside names struck through in red. Every man at the bottom of the rotation who left the gate had gone to harder stock yards, not home.

"The top figure stays," Elise said. "Stud tenure. Permanent. Breeding contract attached to the bull brand."

"And the bottom?"

"Shipped. Formally released from Vosser." Her mouth barely moved. "Released to somewhere that makes this place look gentle."

I stared at tag 22 on the cull watch list. The only door out was failure my retrained body might not manage anymore. Winning nailed me to the estate. Losing sent me somewhere worse. The climb I had been proud of after open day had blocked the exit the whole time.

Maren stood. "You belong in this room now."

Not praise. A filing decision.

The door behind me opened. Cold air cut in. Boots on the threshold. I had not heard anyone approach.

"Ledger review," Maren said.

A woman stepped in. Gray at the temples, ledger under her arm, cream blouse loose at the throat. She smelled of diesel and cold milk crates.

"This is Hollis," Elise said. "County creamery liaison. She grades the numbers we feed her."

Hollis looked at my cock, my tag, the open book. No surprise in her face. She had seen tag 14 in that top cell before today.

"Fourteen's curve is steep," Hollis said. "Fair board will love it. Grading Day is eleven days. You still pumping him twice daily?"

"Three on peak weeks," Maren said. "Open day pushed volume."

Hollis made a note. "Bull line needs a live demonstration for my report. Temperament under witness. Can he take protocol while we talk terms?"

Elise's hand closed in my hair. "Can you?"

My throat shut. Hollis was not a guest. She was part of the count. The athlete in me had already straightened before my brain caught up, hungry for the scoreboard even now that it was a lock.

"Yes," I said.

"Strip the pride first," Maren said. "Tell Hollis what you are in this room."

I tasted ash. "I'm herd. Tag fourteen. Prize bull line."

"Louder."

"I'm stock. A stud slot they pre-inked before I arrived."

Hollis wrote that down. "Good. Get him on the bench."

The bench by the fire was padded leather, bolted down, with cuff rings at the corners. They walked me to it face down. Elise buckled my wrists. Maren spread my knees until the leather creaked and my asshole showed cold in the lamplight.

Hollis pulled a chair to the side of the desk. Business angle. "Proceed. I need timestamps for the file."

Maren fished a plug from the drawer. Black silicone, thick at the base, already slick. She pressed it to my hole without preamble. My body fought, then opened from training. The stretch burned. She seated it deep. The base locked flush between my cheeks.

"Thank her," Elise said.

"Thank you for plugging my ass."

"Specify."

"Thank you for plugging the herd bull's ass in the office while the ledger watches."

Hollis checked her watch. "Logged."

Elise lubed a metal speculum, cold until her fingers warmed it. She worked it in beside the plug, twisted the screw, and opened me until the burn turned into a raw pull I could not close against. I grunted into the leather.

"Stay open for review," she said.

Hollis flipped a page. "Contract clause nine. Public stud duty after Grading. Witness minimum twelve. County fair auction ring."

While he read legal lines, Maren turned on a wand. She did not touch my cock. She pressed the head to the base of the plug from the outside, buzzing through silicone into my prostate. My dick jumped against the bench. Shame hit so hard my eyes watered. Hollis counted breaths on a form.

"Negotiation," Maren said to me. "You want the pasture hours tag twenty-two earns when you bargain for him?"

"I topped the board yesterday."

"You topped a script." She pushed the wand harder. "What will you trade for his cull waiver?"

"I'll…" The buzz ate my words. "I'll take the stud tenure. Permanent. I'll breed on command."

"Say the ugly part."

"I'll stay the pre-inked prize bull so tag twenty-two walks the grass instead of a worse farm."

Hollis nodded, writing. "Recorded as voluntary exchange."

Voluntary. My signature on nothing but air and spit.

Elise removed the speculum. My hole gaped, slick, clenching on nothing. She replaced it with a thicker training dildo on a harness pegged to the bench. Inch by inch she fed it into my ass until my thighs shook.

"Take it," she said.

"I'm taking it."

"Deeper words."

"My ass is taking the office dildo while the creamery man writes down my breeding contract."

Maren greased her fingers and worked beside the toy, two then three, stretching the rim until the slap of skin started wet and obscene each time she thrust. Hollis read clause numbers aloud like weather. My cock leaked on the leather. The wand never moved from the plug base.

Elise added a cock ring at the root, tight, trapping blood until my shaft turned angry red and every pulse hurt.

"You don't come until Hollis has page four," she said.

Page four took years. Hollis droned about output minimums, temperament caps, failure penalties. Maren fucked my ass with her fingers in time with the dildo Elise twisted deeper. The room filled with squelch and the slap of her hand on my cheeks.

"Edge him," Hollis said without looking up. "I need distress markers for temperament."

Distress markers. They had a form for my breaking.

Maren pulled the plug, swapped the wand to my taint, and cranked it. Elise drove the dildo in long strokes that punched air from my lungs. I bit leather. My balls throbbed against the ring.

"Beg for the next inch," Elise said.

"More in my ass. Please. Stretch the bull hole for the county file."

Hollis stamped a box. "Page four done. You may allow release."

Maren snatched the ring off. Elise rammed the dildo to the hilt and held it there while the wand mashed my prostate through the thin wall inside. I came so hard cum shot under me in ropes, pooling on leather, dripping from my tip in pulses that would not stop. My ass clamped on the toy. Hollis noted the time.

"Volume acceptable," he said. "Mess on the bench is noted."

I shook against the cuffs. Pride and nausea twisted together. Even broken over the bench, I had still performed on schedule.

Elise drew the dildo out slow. My hole stayed open, twitching, cooling in the fire heat. She did not let me close.

"Maintenance," Maren said. "One long use. No count."

She traded with Elise. New gloves. Fresh lube, copious, dripping down my crack. Hollis stayed in her chair, eating a biscuit from a tin like men getting ruined in offices was tea break scenery.

Maren worked four fingers into my ass, knuckles pressing, rotating until the burn turned blunt and deep. I moaned.

"Quiet," she said. "Listen."

"Permanent stud tenure," Hollis read. "Tag struck at Grading. Bull brand reset. First duty public within one hour of naming."

"That's my future if I win," I gasped.

"You win by design." Elise pinched my nipple hard. "You lose by underproduction. Choose which cage."

Maren tucked her thumb. The fist fight started. My hole screamed no. My body had been taught yes. She worked in past the knuckles with short cruel rocks while Elise held my hips down.

"Open for the liaison," Elise said.

I opened. Tears hit leather. The fist seated. Full. Obscene weight inside me.

Hollis leaned over. "Say it for the file."

"I'm the pre-inked prize bull. I'll take the brand. I'll fuck on the auction ring. I'll stay."

"And tag twenty-two?"

"Pasture. Not the cull truck."

Hollis signed. "Bargain attached to Grading outcome contingent on maintained output. Eleven days."

Eleven days until the fair named what was already written.

Maren fucked me on her fist, slow pulls that dragged my rim inside out, then harder until the wet sound turned sloppy and loud. The wand returned, pressed to my emptied balls, buzzing so my spent cock tried to stiffen again. Pain and need blurred.

"You're going to come from your ass only," Maren said. "No touch on the cock. Show Hollis a bull can milk from the hole."

"I can't."

"You will."

She punched the fist deeper. Elise spread my cheeks wider. Hollis watched the clock.

My prostate lit from inside. No hands on my dick. Cum spilled anyway, thin and helpless, oozing while my ass spasmed on her wrist. I sobbed once, ugly.

"Ass-only release logged," Hollis said. "Temperament compliant."

Maren withdrew fist by fist. I hung open, air kissing raw skin. She wiped me with a rough cloth that smelled of disinfectant and wool. Elise uncuffed me and turned me on the bench so Hollis could see my front, spent dick, streaked thighs, face wet.

"Look at the ledger," Maren said.

I looked. Tag 14 at the top. Date before intake. Tag 22 moved from cull watch to pasture earn line in fresh ink beside my bargain.

"You traded your exit for his grass," Elise said.

"I traded what was already taken."

"Good." She buckled a collar extension to the bench ring. "You understand the race now."

Hollis closed her ledger. "I'll tell the fair committee your bull is cooperative. Steep curve, willing stud, documented exchange. Grading Day will be theatrical. They like theatre."

She left. Diesel smell faded. The office went quiet except for fire and my breathing.

Maren poured the tea she had denied me earlier. Held it to my lips. I drank bitter heat while my ass throbbed open.

"Eleven days," she said. "You pump, you perform, you top the display boards for the crowd."

"And then the brand."

"And then the ring." Elise closed the breeding book. "First duty in public. Permanent tenure. You belong in this room now."

She meant the office. The ledger. The bull line. The estate behind the show barn where winners stayed chained to numbers.

I should have fought. The old me would have walked into weather rather than sign with cum on a bench.

My dick stirred at the thought of topping the fair board anyway, brand or no brand, Hollis watching, the herd cheering litres they did not understand.

Maren unclipped me from the bench ring. "Back to the second barn. Night milking in twenty minutes. Then stall."

I stood on legs that shook. Wool rug under my feet. Ink smell in my nose. Weight in my ass where fist and toys had been.

Elise pressed my output slip into my hand. Today's numbers. Still the highest on the wall.

"Run," she said.

I ran barefoot through cold mud between barns, tag 14 clicking, eleven days shrinking toward Grading Day and a prize I had already lost the right to refuse, carrying another man's pasture in my pocket while my hole still gaped and the office lamp burned behind me like a door that would never shut.


Chapter 7: Taught Not to Fail

The wet cloth wiped my chalk figure down to a smear before I could read the number. Maren’s wrist moved like she was cleaning a hoof print off glass. My name sat in the left column anyway, tag 14, and the litre tally beside it was the one I’d starved on purpose through the night, barely a third of what my chart had been hitting.

“You drew yourself skinny,” she said. Her voice had that flat barn tone, no heat in it. “Cute.”

Elise stood at the milking rotation slate with her arms folded. Hollis leaned on the doorframe with a clipboard. Eight days until Grading at the County Creamery Fair. The cull list would post off the bottom ranks. I’d walked out of the office yesterday with the ledger’s date still burning behind my eyes, my tag inked at the top of the prize-bull line before I’d ever stepped on the property. Win and they kept you as stud stock forever. Lose on purpose and the transport took you somewhere worse, the only door that ever opened.

I’d chosen the skinny chalk man. I’d clenched through the suction rings until my balls ached empty. I’d made my body refuse.

Maren tossed the rag in the bucket. “Correction stall. Now.”

They marched me past the show barn into the second barn where the padded bays smelled of bleach and warm rubber. My stall had my tag stamped on the gate. Hollis clicked the latch and pushed me inside onto the kneeling pad, knees sinking into the give of it, rough under my shins through the thin livestock briefs they kept us in.

“Hands on the rail,” Elise said.

I gripped the metal. They cuffed my wrists to the uprights with quick snaps. The ceiling hook held the milking harness they used on high-output days, clear tubing coiled like veins.

“You want to slump,” Hollis said, reading the clipboard without looking at my face. “We teach slump out.”

Maren opened a case on the shelf. A black silicone ring, a wand with a fat head, a graduated set of anal beads slick with lube already shining on them. She didn’t ask. She pressed the smallest bead against my hole and worked it in while I tried to breathe through the stretch. One. Two. Three. Each pop past the rim sent a jerk through my thighs I hated.

“Hold still, bull,” she said. “You don’t get to pick your yield today.”

The wand buzzed alive on low. Elise pressed it to the underside of my shaft where the vein ran thick, not enough to finish, enough to make precum bead at the tip and drip onto the pad. Warm. Constant. My hips tried to chase it and the cuffs bit my wrists.

“No,” Hollis said. “You don’t move unless we say.”

I bit down on the shame of how fast my cock swelled anyway, traitor flesh, the same meat I’d ordered to stay soft for the morning tally. The chalk smear proved I’d lied to myself. They’d seen through it in one glance.

Maren twisted the beads. The stretch burned sweet and wrong. “Tell us what you were doing last night.”

“Holding back,” I said. My voice came out rough.

“Say it like stock,” Elise said. “What were you withholding?”

“Litres.” The word tasted filthy in my mouth. “I was withholding litres so I’d rank low.”

Hollis made a note. “So you could ride the cull truck.”

“Yes.”

Maren pulled the beads halfway out and shoved them back in one stroke. I grunted, hips jerking against the rail. The wand stayed on that cruel low buzz at my frenulum. Not enough. Too much. My balls drew up tight.

“You don’t get to fail on command,” Hollis said. “Not anymore. Beg, and I might let you.”

The sentence landed in my gut colder than the barn air. I’d come here owing money I couldn’t pay, signing the estate contract because the alternative was ruin. I’d told myself I could still steer outcomes. Tank the chart. Slip out the bottom. Yesterday’s ledger killed the win. This morning killed the loss.

“I won’t beg,” I said.

Elise laughed once, quiet. “You will.”

She took the wand from Maren and turned it up one notch. My cock jumped, slick shining down the shaft. She pulled it away the second my breath hitched toward climax.

“Ah ah,” she said. “Slump doesn’t cum.”

They ran that pattern until my thighs shook. Buzz on the head and shaft, warmth spreading through my groin, denial when my abs clenched and my hole tightened on the beads. Maren fed a fourth bead in while Hollis counted under her breath, numbers from the rotation charts, temperament and output merged into one score.

“Edge one,” Hollis said. “No release.”

My cock throbbed purple, neglected, dripping. I hated how my mouth watered. Craving sat under my skin like a second pulse, born from exactly what I’d tried to starve. Litres. Pressure. The pull at the base of my cock that meant full yield.

“Please.” The word slipped out before I could clamp my jaw shut.

Elise’s eyes cut to me. “Please what?”

I swallowed spit. “Please let me…”

“Let you what, tag 14?” Maren’s fingers twisted the beads slow. “Name it.”

“Let me cum.” Shame scalded my face. “Let me give you the litres. I’ll fill the chart. Just let me finish.”

Hollis didn’t lift the wand. “Beg, and I might let you.”

“I’m begging.” My voice broke. “I’m begging you to let this bull cum. I need it. I need to produce.”

The words were the opposite of last night’s plan and my cock leaked harder for them.

Maren nodded at Elise. The wand returned, higher now, pressed flat against my balls while her other hand stroked the shaft root to tip in time with the vibration. The anal beads shifted with each involuntary clench. The build climbed fast, cruel after the denials.

“Count your first one out loud,” Hollis said. “Thank us for each.”

“One,” I gasped as the crest hit. Cum shot in thick ropes onto the kneeling pad, splattering my knees, warmth spreading through the fabric of my briefs where the overflow soaked in. My hole spasmed on the beads. “Thank you. Thank you for one.”

Elise killed the wand mid-spasm. The cut-off ripped a whine out of my throat.

“Not done,” she said. “Slump gets corrected until the body forgets how to hold back.”

They uncuffed one wrist only long enough to strip my briefs down and hose the pad while I knelt shaking. Then both wrists locked again. Maren swapped the beads for a thicker plug, base wide, settling it deep with a twist that made my spent cock twitch back toward hard.

“Open,” Hollis said.

A ring gag went between my teeth, rubber coated in lube, jaw forced apart. Drool slid down my chin before I could swallow.

The milking harness lowered on its chain. Elise fitted the suction sleeve over my cock, clear cup clicking into place, tube running to the graded jar on the shelf marked with my tag. The machine hummed, gentle pull at first, rhythmic tug that mimicked the rotation schedule.

“Now you give,” Maren said. “Voluntary or not.”

The suction strengthened. My oversensitive head swelled in the cup, each pull drawing another dribble of cum into the tube. Glass under my eyes. Numbers I couldn’t stop feeding.

Hollis set the wand inside the cup’s lip so vibration hammered the shaft through silicone. Double assault. My hips bucked uselessly against the pad.

“Take it, hole,” Elise said in my ear. “You wanted empty. We’re filling the jar.”

I tried to go soft. Nothing obeyed. The plug shifted when I clenched, prostate pressure sparking fresh leak into the suction. My body had learned the estate’s language faster than my will.

“Edge two,” Hollis said. “Hold.”

The machine paused at the worst moment. Wand off. I sobbed around the gag, strings of spit hitting the rail.

Maren slapped my ass once, sharp. “Ask for the milking to start again.”

I garbled through the gag. She tugged it down so I could speak.

“Start the milking again,” I said. “Please milk tag 14. I’m a dripping bull slut and I need the suction.”

Elise shoved the gag back. “Better.”

The machine resumed. Pull. Pull. Pull. The jar’s tick marks climbed. My third climb toward orgasm built inside the sleeve, frictionless torture, every nerve lit.

When I thought they’d let me break, Hollis thumbed the release valve and dumped my partial yield into a waste bucket instead of the grade jar.

I screamed against rubber.

“Waste doesn’t count toward chart,” she said. “Again.”

They edged me through two more denied crests, counting each in my head because they wouldn’t let me speak, sweat slick on my chest, thighs cramping on the pad. Craving ate the space where defiance had been. I needed the cum out more than I needed pride.

Maren removed the gag for the fourth push. “Beg for your grade jar.”

“Please put it in the grade jar.” Tears mixed with spit on my lips. “Please count my cum for the chart. I’m your producer. I’m your livestock. Don’t throw me away.”

Hollis studied my face. “Beg, and I might let you.”

“I’m begging.” My whole body shook. “Let me cum in the jar. Let me win the litres back. I’ll never tank again. I’ll pump whatever you want.”

Elise dialed the machine to full pull and clamped the wand hard against the cup. No mercy in the rhythm. Release tore through me longer than the first, cum pumping in visible pulses through the tube, hitting glass with wet sounds that echoed off the stall walls. My ass clamped the plug so hard my vision greyed.

“Two,” Hollis said. “Thank us.”

“Two.” I could barely form words. “Thank you for two. Thank you for milking your bull.”

They didn’t stop.

The fifth crest they built with Maren’s fingers on the plug, fucking it in short strokes while the machine milked and the wand buzzed. Anal stretch and suction and vibration stacked until my brain broke into blank chunks: more, too much, don’t stop, can’t stop.

“Three,” I sobbed when they allowed it. Cum leaked thin after the heavy loads, still sucked into the tube. “Three. Thank you. Thank you.”

My knees lost strength. The cuffs held me up.

Hollis uncapped the grade jar and held it up to the light. “Recovery litre count. Acceptable for correction day.”

She poured a measured splash into the waste bucket anyway, a deliberate spill that left the chart.

“That’s for the starved chalk figure,” she said.

Elise wiped my cock with a rough cloth, then fitted a smaller suction cap, maintenance mode, lazy tugs that kept me hard and leaking after overshoot. My hole gaped when Maren eased the plug out, cool air on slick skin, then she replaced it with a vibrating one on low, remote in her pocket.

“Walk him to rotation,” Hollis said.

They uncuffed me. My legs wobbled. The vibrating plug hummed with each step, threatening a fourth involuntary pulse I couldn’t gate.

The rotation slate waited in the corridor, chalk tray dangling from a nail. Maren erased the smear entirely and drew a new figure beside my name, belly full, numbers bold.

“Write his tally,” Hollis told me. “You own the count now.”

My chalk hand trembled. I wrote the correction total, every decimal they’d graded. The stick squeaked on slate. Tag 22’s name sat lower on the list, still in cull territory unless someone traded places.

I’d tried to buy freedom with failure. The estate had rewired the request. I’d begged to cum, begged to fill the jar, begged to be counted. My cock still leaked into the maintenance cap with each step toward afternoon milking rotation, body pouring what my will had refused.

Elise leaned close while Hollis posted the cull countdown notice on the wall: eight days to Grading, bottom tags to transport.

“You don’t get to fail on command,” she said, same verdict as morning, softer delivery. “Your meat produces when we say. Understand?”

I nodded. The plug buzzed higher for half a second, punishment or reward I couldn’t tell.

Maren held the remote up. “Afternoon rotation in ten. You’ll take the suction bench with a full yield target. If you drip early, we edge you through evening chores.”

Hollis tapped the new chalk figure’s belly. “And Rowan? Next time you starve the chart, we bring witnesses from the creamery co-op. They love watching a prize line bull learn manners.”

They walked me toward the bench hooks, jar shelf waiting, my tag on the glass. My ass clenched around silicone I didn’t choose. Production surged again before I reached the kneeling pad, compulsive, warm, irreversible.

Eight days left and I couldn’t even fail right anymore.


Chapter 8: Spirited Temperament

The chalk squealed when I dragged it across the cull board, white dust biting my nostrils while the aisle stayed black except for the strip of moon through the vent slats. Six days until Grading at the County Creamery Fair. Six days and tag 22's name sat in the bottom slot, red chalk underlined twice, bound for a worse farm out county. My fist cramped around the stub. I erased the underline and wrote 14 in its place, then scrubbed my own number off the top line and pressed 22 where I used to live on the rotation chart.

Footsteps on packed dirt. I froze. The chalk rolled from my fingers and clicked against a stall gate.

Elise's voice came flat from the dark end of the aisle. "Hands on the board. Don't turn."

Cold air from the pasture door raised gooseflesh on my bare thighs. I spread my palms on the painted wood. Tag 14 hung heavy from my ear, metal warming against skin that had gone tight.

"You wanted his exit," she said. "You rewrote the cull line so the transport takes you instead."

Maren stepped into the thin moonlight with a clipboard. Pen scratch loud as a wasp in the quiet barn. "Temperament note. Night breach of rotation. Tag swap attempted. Victim tag twenty-two."

"I'm not a victim," I said, and my dick twitched at my own stupidity, already half hard from the chalk dust and the caught heat in my chest.

Elise's boot toe nudged my ankle apart. "Spirited. That's the word Hollis uses for bulls who break rules and still produce."

Hollis appeared without sound, which meant she'd been watching longer than I had. Gray hair pinned, grading pen behind her ear. She read the board over my shoulder, breath steady against my neck. "Output holds through correction week. Defiance doesn't tank him. It prices him."

Jealousy had put me here. Tag 22 got the door I couldn't reach anymore, the failure farm, the release story men whispered in the padded stalls. I'd watched him limp back from pasture yesterday, younger, thinner, output chart soft, and I'd hated him for still being able to lose. My body wouldn't fail on command after seven days of denial and edging. His could. So I'd tried to buy his walk with my collar.

Hollis tapped my tag with the pen. "Prize-bull temperament. Document it before morning milking."

Elise clipped a lead to my collar. "Office. Now."

They marched me across the yard. Gravel bit my feet. The office door shut and the heater clicked on, dry warmth after the barn cold. Ledgers open on the desk. My name already sat at the top of the prize-bull column, ink dated two weeks before my transport arrived. I'd seen it once and shoved the memory down. Tonight it glared.

Maren pulled a chair to the center of the rug. "Kneel."

I knelt. Hollis set the temperament ledger in my lap like a plate I was meant to eat. "Read the addendum aloud."

I read. Spirited bulls command higher stud fees. Resistance recorded as asset. Night violations convert to public grading advantage. Tag twenty-two remains on cull unless primary bull assumes debt.

I swallowed on nothing. "What debt."

Elise leaned on the desk edge. "His transport. His slot. His punishment. You offered your body when you swapped chalk. We accept."

Tag 22 would stay in the herd because I'd tried to steal his cull. The trap had teeth on both sides.

Hollis opened the bottom drawer. Restraint cuffs, a prostate milker with silicone sleeve and clear tube, a thick black plug with a flared base, nipple clamps on a chain. She laid them in a row across the ledger. "You jammed the machine by fighting it. Now you feed it."

Maren dialed the milker unit. Low hum filled the room, vibration through the floorboards into my knees. Elise grabbed my hair and pulled my head back. "There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged."

She said it plain, no threat music in her tone, just fact.

They cuffed my wrists behind the chair back. Hollis worked the plug into my ass with two fingers first, then three, stretch burning while the room stayed too warm. I grunted. Shame crawled up my throat because my hole opened greedy for more width even while my brain screamed about tag 22 and the pre-dated ledger.

"Spirited means you take it without pretending you don't want the chart," Hollis said.

The plug seated with a wet pop. Maren twisted it a quarter turn. My prostate jumped. Precum slicked the head of my dick where it stood untouched between my thighs.

Elise fit the milker sleeve over my shaft. Tight rubber sucked at skin. The unit whirred higher. First pull dragged a groan out of me, too loud for the small office.

"Count," Maren said.

"One."

The second stroke hit harder. Milking rhythm designed for cattle, not men, relentless suction and release. My balls drew up. I tried to think about tanking output, about failure farms, about anything except the pull on my cock.

"Say what you are," Elise ordered.

"Prize bull," I gasped, and hated the pride that sparked when the words left my mouth.

Hollis clamped my nipples. Chain weight tugged each time I flinched from the milker. "Louder. Tell us what spirited gets you."

"Stud tenure. Higher grade. Permanent."

Maren marked the clipboard. "Orgasm one recorded. Don't spill on the ledger."

I couldn't hold it. Cum shot into the tube in thick pulses, milker sucking each one while the plug ground my prostate. My voice broke. "Fuck. Fuck."

"Thank us," Elise said.

"Thank you."

The unit didn't stop. Over-sensitive head slammed by the next cycle. I thrashed against cuffs. Hollis twisted a nipple clamp. Pain brightened the pleasure into something meaner.

"Two," Maren counted. "Beg for the third."

"I don't want."

Elise slapped my cheek. Light sting. "You rewrote a man's cull line in the dark. You want."

My ass clenched on the plug. Milker pulled. I begged in fragments, athlete pride shredded. "Please. More. Milk me. I'm your bull. I'm your spirited fucking bull."

Third orgasm ripped longer than the first two, legs shaking, cum thinner in the tube, obscene wet sound of the sleeve working my spent dick. Drool ran off my lip. I didn't wipe it.

Hollis unhooked the milker but left the plug. She held a wand in front of my face, then pressed it to the underside of my balls. Buzz filled my pelvis. I jerked.

"Tag twenty-two watches morning rotation," she said. "You'll perform debt assumption where he can see."

Elise unlocked one cuff, yanked me to my feet, bent me over the desk. Ledger pages stuck to my sweat. Hollis spit on my asshole around the plug, worked the base, pulled it free. Gape ached cold for a second before her strap slid in, thick rubber dick replacing silicone.

I bit my own forearm when she thrust. No warm-up beyond the plug. Stretch burned. Good. I deserved worse for thinking I could gift tag 22 freedom with chalk.

"Take it," Maren said from the chair where she sat counting. "Every inch is his transport you bought."

Hollis fucked my ass steady, desk legs scraping the rug. Wand still on my balls. My dick hung hard again, traitor flesh. Elise held my head down on the open ledger so I stared at my pre-inked prize line while Hollis plowed my hole.

"Who wins Grading," Elise asked.

"You do. You always did."

"Who tops the chart."

"Rowan. Tag fourteen."

"Who stays."

"Me."

Hollis angled up. Rubber cock hit prostate. I howled. Fourth orgasm spilled across ledger paper, cum streaking ink, no milker to catch it this time. Mess on the proof I'd been scripted to win.

They didn't let me soften. Elise shoved a gag ball between my teeth, strap tight at my neck. Hollis pulled out. Maren stepped in with the plug again, larger, pushing cum and lube back inside me. Hollis fed the milker sleeve on while I was still twitching.

"Five," she said. "For the board you vandalized."

The unit roared. My vision pinholed. Sound narrowed to suction and my muffled screams around the gag. Temperature spiked under the heater, sweat pooling at the small of my back. Tag 22's name on the cull slot I'd tried to erase burned behind my eyes.

When it finished, they uncuffed me. I collapsed to the rug. Hollis lifted my chin.

"Morning rotation. Tag twenty-two milks beside you. You explain why his name stayed off the transport list."

Elise wiped my cum off the ledger with a cloth, careful as dairy work. "Spirited temperament logged. Prize-bull line holds."

Maren opened the door. Barn air rushed in, cold after the office heat. Six days to Grading. My rebellion was ink now, asset, price tag. Tag 22 would watch me assume his debt in public and know I hadn't saved him, only bound him to my spectacle.

I walked back to the second barn between them, ass sore, dick empty, ear tag cold again. Chalk dust under my nails. The cull board would be rewritten before dawn. My number would sit at the top where it had always been waiting.

I had six days left to learn that winning was the collar and losing was the only door I couldn't walk through anymore.


Chapter 9: Terms of Surrender

Salve burned sweet and sharp where the strap had raised welts across my back and the backs of my thighs. I lay on my stomach in the warm infirmary stall, cheek on the padded lip of the bunk, while her fingers worked the ointment in slow circles. The air smelled of lanolin and the copper tang still clinging to my skin from last night. Three days until Grading Day at the County Creamery Fair. The rotation board in the office would rank every litre, name the prize bull, and send the bottom tags to worse farms. Tag 22 was still inked on the cull line unless someone with power erased it.

"You held still for the scoring," she said. Her voice stayed low, almost kind. "That costs us nothing and buys you breath. Do not waste it."

I could have named her. I did not. One of the Vosser sisters, the one who touched stock like she knew where the hurt lived. My cock stirred against the matting under my hips before my brain caught up. Shame crawled up my throat hot and useless. I had tried to swap tags in the dark barn. I had wanted the worse farm for myself so 22 could keep earning pasture by the litre. They caught my hands on his ear tag. They called my defiance spirited temperament and wrote it beside my output chart like a prize.

Her palm slid lower, salve on the crease where thigh met ass. "Maren wants numbers. Hollis wants obedience. I want you alive when the Fair opens the ring."

Elise. I had heard the others use her name in the office when they thought we were only cattle.

She lifted her hand. The stall door clicked. Maren stepped in with the ledger tucked under her arm, Hollis behind her with a collar on a chain. No shouting. No strap this time. That almost hurt worse.

"Tag fourteen," Maren said. "Sit up. Look at me."

I pushed up on my elbows. Welts pulled tight. My tag swung cold against my jaw.

Hollis set the collar on the bunk beside my knee. Black leather, estate stamp inside, a D-ring thick enough to snap a lead to. "You tried to gift your slot to twenty-two. Cute. Stupid. Profitable."

Maren opened the ledger. Ink lines. Output grades. Temperament scores. Twenty-two's name sat on the cull row with a transport date two days after Grading unless the chart moved.

"We can move him," Maren said. "Pasture hours. No worse farm. Clean tag."

My throat closed. Hope was a trap on this estate. The welts had already taught me that.

"Price," Hollis said. "You take the prize bull title at the Fair. Willingly. Public. You thank us for it. You perform stud duty when we point. No fight. No swap. No noble bleed for the bottom of the herd."

Elise's fingers returned to my shoulder, gentler now. "You wanted his freedom. Buy it with your yes."

I should have spat. I should have said I would rather fail the chart and ride the transport myself. My body ignored me. Blood rushed my dick until it ached against the bunk. The shame of wanting the crown they had already priced for me made me harder.

"You scripted the chart," I said.

Maren's mouth twitched. "Charts respond to output. You leak like a champion. You also broke rotation. That raises bull value. We are offering you a trade, not a confession."

"Three days," Hollis said. "Fair day twenty-one. You stand in the ring. You accept the brand reset. Twenty-two walks grass instead of a truck."

Twenty-two's face flashed behind my eyes. Younger. Quiet in the padded stall beside mine. He had not asked me to die for him. I had chosen anyway and failed.

"What if I refuse," I said.

"Then twenty-two keeps his cull date," Elise said. "And you keep your welts and your slot. We still grade you. The crowd still buys a bull."

There it was. Bargain naked on the table. Not force alone anymore. My word for his pasture.

I tasted metal under my tongue. "Pasture. Not just off the truck. Litre-earned hours like the rest."

Maren nodded once. "Written if you perform."

"And twenty-two never sees the worse farm."

"Never," Hollis said. "If you hold your end."

Elise leaned close. Her breath smelled of mint tea and the salve on her hands. "Say you understand the trade."

"I understand."

"Say what you give."

My voice cracked. "Prize bull. Public. Stud when you point. My yes at the Fair."

"Say what you get."

"Twenty-two. Pasture. No cull transport."

Maren closed the ledger. "Good. Seal it."

Hollis picked up the collar. "This is not punishment. This is claim. You bargain with your throat. Wear it until Grading."

She buckled it around my neck. Leather snugged under my jaw. The D-ring hung heavy on my throat. Permanent in feel even before the Fair brand. My dick twitched. I hated that my body read claim as reward.

Elise kissed the corner of my mouth. Soft. Wrong. "Infirmary rules now. Maintenance. You stay on the bunk. We take our payment slow."

Maren set the ledger on the stool. "Hollis. Strap. Elise. Toys. I watch output."

They stripped me without hurry. Hollis unbuckled the collar only long enough to peel my milking wrap off my hips. Cool air hit my balls and my hard shaft. Elise fetched a tray: a thick plug glossy with lube, a curved prostate wand with a cord, a ring gag, a small pot of honey from the estate kitchen.

"On your back," Hollis said. "Spread."

I lay on the salve-slick matting. The collar went back on. Hollis clicked cuffs to the bunk rails at my wrists. Elise coated two fingers with honey and held them to my lips.

"Taste your yes," she said.

I opened. Sweet flooded my tongue, sticky on my teeth. She fed me another finger while Hollis worked the plug against my asshole. Pressure. Burn. Stretch. The plug seated with an obscene pop. My hole clenched around the base and would not let go.

"Good hole," Hollis murmured. "Already trained for bull duty."

Elise slid the ring gag behind my teeth and buckled it. Honey dripped from my chin onto my chest. Maren watched from the stool, pen ready to note any spill from my cock.

"Grading starts in the stall," Maren said. "Show me litres."

Elise turned the wand on low. She pressed the head to the plug base from outside, vibration through silicone into my prostate. My hips jerked. A clear bead rolled from my slit.

Hollis strapped a harness around her hips. Black rubber cock, thick, curved up. She did not rush. She knelt between my spread thighs and licked my shaft once, tongue flat from root to tip, tasting precum mixed with honey on my skin.

"Mine," she said. "Say it."

The gag stopped full words. I moaned around the ring. The sound was yes enough.

She took my dick into her mouth wet and deep. Suction pulled at my root while Elise turned the wand higher. Vibration hammered my prostate through the plug. Taste of honey and salt filled my mouth from my own drool. Scent of sex and ointment and warm leather collar under my chin.

Maren's pen scratched. "Hold. No spend yet."

Hollis pulled off my cock with a slick sound. She lined the rubber shaft at my asshole beside the plug. "Breathe out."

She pushed the plug free. My hole gaped empty for one breath. Then the rubber cock replaced it, inch by inch, stretch burning sweet. I arched against the cuffs. Elise fed honey onto my tongue again. I swallowed greedy and pathetic.

"Take it," Hollis said. "Bull hole. Say it."

I garbled around the gag. "Yours. Bull hole. Please."

She fucked me slow. Long strokes. Rubber dragging my rim. Wet sounds loud in the small stall. Each thrust punched air from my lungs. The wand buzzed on my prostate through her thrusts. My balls drew tight.

Elise dipped her fingers in honey and rubbed my nipples. Sticky pulls when she pinched. Pleasure sharp enough to hurt. Maren counted drips on a glass slide, not aloud, just ticks of the pen.

"Edge him," Maren said.

Hollis slowed. Almost stopped. My hole clenched on empty when she pulled halfway out. I whined. Shame burned my face. I was begging with my ass for a cock I had negotiated to earn.

"Please," I slurred past the gag. "Fuck your bull. Use me."

"You want the crown," Hollis said. "Earn it on my dick."

She slammed back in hard. Pace turned brutal. Slap of her hips on my thighs. Rubber stretching my hole raw. The wand maxed. My vision narrowed to cock and collar and honey on my chin.

Elise straddled my chest. She ground her wet pussy through her trouser seam against my sternum. Scent of her cunt sharp over the lanolin. She unzipped and pulled my face up by the collar ring. Gag to clit. She tasted of musk and clean soap when I licked.

"Seal the bargain," she said. "Lick while you take it."

I lapped her clit. Honey on my lips mixed with her slick. Hollis pounded my ass open. Wand buzz drove my prostate wild. One long climb. No peaks counted. No mercy breaks. Just sustained use until my mind went blank.

Maren stood. "Spend when she tells you."

Elise rocked on my mouth. "Now."

Hollis drove deep and held. My orgasm ripped out violent. Cum shot across my belly in thick ropes, splattering my chest and chin. My ass spasmed on the rubber cock. I screamed into her cunt. She came with a shudder, wet on my tongue, bitter-sweet with honey.

Hollis pulled out slow. My hole stayed open, leaking lube. Elise unbuckled the gag. I gasped air that tasted of her and sugar.

"Good bull," Maren said. She marked the slide. "High output. Temperament compliant for now."

No one untied me yet. Elise cleaned my cum with a warm cloth, clinical after the filth. Hollis swapped the plug for a larger one, weighted, that pressed deep and stayed.

"Wear that to the office," Hollis said. "Ledger needs your signature."

They walked me down the corridor still cuffed, collar chain in Maren's fist, plug shifting with each step. The office smelled of paper and ink. The rotation board gleamed on the wall. Tag 14 at the top of the bull column. Tag 22's cull line had a fresh question mark beside it.

Maren opened the ledger to a contract page. Terms in plain ink. Prize bull acceptance at Fair. Stud duty on command. Tag 22 removed from cull, pasture granted on performance.

"Sign," she said.

They uncuffed one hand. Pen shook in my grip. I wrote my name. Not tag number. Name. Rowan. The ink dried beside my output chart copy.

Elise set a branding iron in the brazier. Small. Estate bull mark, not full Fair strike. "Rung nine," she said. "You chose. This makes it stick before the crowd."

I should have fought. My signed page sat there. Twenty-two's line waited on my spine.

"Hold the collar," Hollis said.

They bent me over the desk. Leather bit my palms. Maren pulled the plug free. Air chilled my gaped hole. Elise pressed the warm iron to my upper ass cheek, not the ear tag place yet. Pain white and clean. I bit leather and came nowhere, body shaking.

"Mine," Hollis said at my ear. "Say it."

"Yours," I breathed. "Mine. Bull. Say it back if you want me in the ring."

"Maren owns your chart," Hollis said. "Elise owns your skin. I own your hole. The estate owns your spend. Say mine."

"Mine," I whispered. "I'm yours. Prize bull. For twenty-two. For pasture."

Elise kissed the fresh brand. Tongue on burned skin tasted of iron and honey still on her lips. "Good trade."

Maren tore the question mark off tag 22's cull row and inked pasture pending beside his name. "Three days. Fair opens. Transport for the bottom herd loads at dawn after Grading. You stand center ring. You take the public brand reset. Twenty-two watches from the grass if you do not flinch."

Hollis clipped a lead to my collar. "Back to infirmary. Rest the hole. Tomorrow we run stud prep in the show barn. Crowd contractors arrive at noon."

Elise walked ahead with the tray of toys. My ass throbbed brand and stretch. The plug went back in weighted, locking the ache. Twenty-two stayed with me. I had bought him grass with my signature and my ass and a whispered mine.

The ledger stayed open on the desk when we left. My name on the prize bull line. Date inked before I ever arrived. I had seen that once, and signed anyway. Complicity sat heavier than the collar.

Outside, truck tires crunched on gravel toward the second barn. Fresh stock. New tags. The sisters would open a clean page while I rehearsed how to win the crown that chained me.

Grading was three days. My yes was already on file. I walked naked on the lead into the warm stall and did not look back.


Chapter 10: The Bull Mark

Bunting snapped against the show barn posts while I stood in the office doorway with my collar cold on my throat and my chart already hung on the wall in a black frame, the numbers at the top in red ink. Day twenty-one. Zero left. The auction ring behind the barn had fresh rake marks in the dirt and wooden rails that shone from last night's oil. My cock stirred in the open-front harness before my brain caught up, and heat crawled up my neck because I wanted to be first on that board where everyone could read it.

Hollis clipped a lead to my collar without a word and walked me out into the Fair crowd. County Creamery Fair. Grading Day. Men in tags lined the paddock fence while buyers in hats drank coffee and flipped grading sheets. Tag 22 stood three bodies down from me, shoulders tight, eyes on the cull gate at the far end. I had promised him pasture. My bargain sat in my mouth like copper.

Elise waited at the ring gate in a cream blouse and boots, ledger under her arm. She did not smile. She never needed to.

"Fourteen. Ring center when your name is called."

Maren's voice came from the announcer's stand, flat and loud. "Output review. Tag fourteen. Rowan. Estate intake, day one through twenty-one."

They read my litres. Temperament. Rotation compliance. The crowd murmured. Each number landed on my skin. The office wall held the same figures. I had memorized them in the dark of my stall, hating how my chest lifted when I recited them to myself.

"Top rank," Maren said. "Prize stock designation."

Applause. My thighs locked. The old athlete in me straightened before I could stop it. First place. I had trained for first place my whole life. This was first place in a barn, and my dick was half hard in front of strangers.

Elise opened the gate. "In."

I stepped onto the raked dirt. Sun on my shoulders. Weight of the collar. Hollis took my ear tag in pliers, the metal tag fourteen that had been my name for three weeks, and the crunch when she cut it free was louder than the crowd. Blood warm on my lobe. She held up the scrap for the buyers to see, then swabbed the hole and pressed the heated iron to my ear.

The bull mark bit deep. Smoke. My scream tore out and the crowd cheered like I had scored a goal. The brand's weight lived in the cartilage, a thick ridge I would touch every morning and hate.

Elise leaned close, her breath on my cheek. "You will thank me when it is done."

She said it once, quiet, and stepped back.

Maren read from the ledger. "Prize bull Rowan. Named stall behind show barn. Pasture allotment per litre threshold. Stud duties per breeding chart. Tag twenty-two removed from cull transport. Pasture grant effective today."

Tag 22's head snapped toward me. His mouth opened. Nothing came out. Relief broke his face and he looked away fast, like owing me hurt worse than the cull truck.

Elise held out a contract thick with clauses. "Sign with your mouth if your hands shake."

My hands shook. I took the pen. Prize bull. Permanent stud tenure. The midpoint lie from the ledger was true on paper now. I had fought to win a slot that was inked before I arrived. I signed anyway. Tag 22 got grass instead of a worse farm. That was the leash I chose.

"First stud duty," Maren announced to the ring. "Public grading. Demonstration mount."

A padded mounting block rolled in. A heifer in tag thirty-one was led beside it, knees in straw pads, ass presented to the rail, cunt already glistening from prep. Buyers shifted closer. Cameras up. This was the show. I was the show.

Hollis unlocked my cock ring and my shaft sprang free, heavy, obscene in the open air. Whistles. Elise fitted a stud sleeve over me, ribbed latex, tight at the base so I could not go soft without pain.

"Mount when I say. You cum when we say. You thank the crowd when you are finished."

I climbed the block. Tag thirty-one's heat hit my knees. Her cunt lips were slick and swollen, spread for inspection. Elise guided my sheathed dick to her hole and the first inch slid into grip and wet that made my balls tighten.

"Now."

I pushed. The sleeve dragged texture along my shaft inside her. She grunted into the straw. The crowd counted strokes out loud with Maren. One. Two. Three. My hips moved on muscle memory from a different life. Pound. Pound. Her cunt clenched and milked the sleeve. My shame and my pride fused in my gut, same heat, same sickness.

"Hold," Elise said.

I froze buried to the root. Tag thirty-one whimpered. My cock throbbed in the ribbed trap. A wand buzzed against my taint, then my balls, relentless. I bucked and Hollis slapped my ass hard.

"Stay. Good bulls take their edge."

They edged me three times in front of the buyers. Counting each stop. Announcing my leak on the microphone. My precum darkened the latex at the base. Tag thirty-one shook under me, close herself, and they denied her too, pinching her clit until she sobbed.

"Mount finish," Maren called. "Breed display. Full release."

Elise cranked a remote on the sleeve. Vibration crushed my shaft. The wand stayed on my balls. Tag thirty-one's cunt spasmed and she cried out. They made me fuck through it, deep, grinding, the wet slap of my hips on her ass loud in the ring.

"Come, fourteen. Now."

I broke. Cum ripped through the sleeve in hot pulses I could not stop. My roar mixed with hers. The crowd applauded. Spunk backed up in the rubber and smeared her thighs when I pulled free. I stood shaking, legs wide, cock twitching in the messy sheath.

"Thank them," Elise said.

I turned to the buyers. My voice cracked. "Thank you for grading me."

Humiliation burned my face. My spent dick hung heavy. Pride pressed under my ribs anyway, thick as the brand on my ear, because I had topped the chart and they had watched me do it.

They led me to the breeding post at the rail for round two. Wrist cuffs clicked high. An anal hook with a tail weight slid into my ass, cold lube, then the stretch burned as Hollis set the weight so each shift tugged my hole. A milking sleeve dropped over my cock again, this one hooked to a clear tube. Buyers could see every drop.

Maren stood on the stand with a microphone. "Recovery interval. Two minutes. Then second demonstration."

Elise worked a plug into my ass beside the hook, thicker, filling me until my breath hitched. The hook chain pulled when I tried to stand straight. I stayed bent, displayed, tube on my dick, thirty-one cleaned and repositioned on the block for another mount.

"Look at the ring," Elise told me. "Not the ground."

I lifted my chin. Sun in my eyes. Tag 22 at the fence, collar loose for pasture later. He watched me drip into the tube. I had bought him that view.

The timer buzzed. They uncuffed one wrist, kept the hook and plug, and walked me back to thirty-one. My ass clenched around metal with every step. The mounting block creaked under my knees.

"Second mount. Deeper stroke. Vocal count from the bull."

I had to count my own thrusts into the microphone Hollis held at my lips. One. Two. Three. Each number a confession. Her cunt sucked at the sleeve. My plug shifted inside me and sparks ran up my spine. I hated counting. My voice got filthy on ten, eleven, twelve, breath breaking.

"Say what you are," Maren ordered.

"Prize bull," I gasped into the mic. "Stud hole for the estate. Breeding stock."

The crowd laughed and cheered. My cock swelled in the milking sleeve despite the shame. They wanted more of me broken out loud.

Elise twisted the plug a quarter turn. "Again."

"Tag fourteen. Top output. Cum bull for Vosser."

She twisted again. I fucked harder to escape the stretch in my ass. Tag thirty-one moaned. The tube filled with another rope of precum. They were harvesting me in public, grading my balls like udders.

"Edge," Elise said.

I whimpered. The sleeve tightened at the base. Vibration cut off. I hung in her, shaking, hook tugging, plug burning. Buyers took photos. A man in a fair cap asked Maren my temperament score. She answered like I was not attached to the microphone.

"Finish count," Elise said. "You will come on twenty. You will hold through nineteen."

I counted strokes with sobs in my throat. Fifteen. Sixteen. Seventeen. My whole body clenched. Eighteen. Nineteen. Hold. I froze, teeth grinding, tears on my cheeks.

"Twenty."

The sleeve unlocked and the wand returned, brutal on my perineum. I slammed deep and came a second time, harder than the first, cum jetting through the tube in measured spurts they announced for the ledger. My ass spasmed on the plug and hook. My knees buckled. Hollis held my hips up so the crowd saw the last drops milked out.

"Thank the heifer," Maren said.

"Thank you," I choked at tag thirty-one's sweat-damp back. "Thank you for taking my cum."

She shuddered under me, granted release at last, her orgasm a raw clench through the latex. They made me stay inside her until both of us stopped twitching.

Unhooking took forever. Plug out with a wet pop. Hook chain wiped. Milking sleeve peeled off my oversensitive shaft and the air burned. They toweled me rough, collared me again, and led me past the fence where tag 22 waited.

Elise touched his tag. "Pasture gate opens after noon. You walk lite quota like the chart says."

Twenty-two nodded at me once. No thanks. Thanks would make it real.

The sisters walked me behind the show barn to my named stall. My name on a brass plate. Rowan. Not a number anymore. Worse somehow. A pet with a name and a chart on the office wall I would walk past every Grading Day forever.

The stall was padded, wider than the second barn cubicles. A window slit looked onto the pasture where twenty-two would graze hours I earned with litres. Hay smelled sweet. The floor mats gave under my boots. My ear throbbed where the bull mark sat. Weight on every step I took.

Hollis locked a stud collar over the old one, heavier, with a ring for leads and breeding chains. "Permanent," she said.

I swallowed. Permanent sat in my chest, quiet, hated, warm.

Maren hung a smaller copy of my output chart inside the stall door. Red numbers at the top. I stared at them and my cock twitched again, traitor, proud of ink.

"Rest until evening rotation," Elise said. "Then pasture escort for the prize bull. Buyers may request private breeding appointments. You do not refuse."

Consent lived in the contract I signed. Consent lived in tag twenty-two on grass. I nodded.

They left me alone one minute. I touched the brand on my ear. Thick. Real. I touched my chart. Top line. I jerked my hand away and pressed my palm to the mat wall, feeling texture, grain, weight holding me up.

Evening came with flies and low sun. They led me to the pasture gate in the heavy collar. Grass under my boots for the first time as prize stock, not cull. Tag twenty-two was already out there, walking the fenceline slow. He did not approach. I walked the perimeter with Hollis on my lead, litres in my legs, cum ache in my balls from the ring display.

Elise waited at the barn office steps. Ledger open on her knee.

"Back inside, Rowan. Night milking. Chart does not sleep."

In the milking parlor they strapped me to the rotation board, sleeves on my cock, pump rhythm set to my top-tier yield. The machine pulled and released, pulled and released, glass jar filling while Maren logged ounces. Third orgasm of the day ripped out of me on the machine's downstroke, oversensitive, brutal, cum mixing into the collection line while I counted aloud because they made me.

"That's three," Maren said. "One more for the ledger close."

They turned the suction up. I begged. They counted my begging as compliance. Four. My vision whited at the edges. Shame drenched me. I came empty, dry ache, still jerking in the cuffs.

They unstrapped me and wiped me down. Elise walked me to my named stall. Pasture dark outside. Tag twenty-two's shadow moved once beyond the fence.

I lay on the pad. Collar heavy on my throat. Brand heavy on my ear. Chart heavy on the door. Peace settled over me, and I could not throw it off. I belonged in the cage they built. I had chosen the collar that bought twenty-two grass. I was owned. I was consenting. I was disgusted by how proud my numbers made me, and the pride would not leave.

Headlights swept the drive past midnight. A fresh transport rolled to the second barn, diesel rumble, brake hiss. New intake. New tags. New men who still thought the chart was a race.

Through my window slit, Elise and Maren walked to the truck in boots and coats, ledger between them. Maren opened a new page. Elise clicked her pen. The sisters started another row at the top of a blank chart while I lay in my named stall, prize bull, kept, dripping, graded, and too full of my own red numbers to sleep.
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I write dark, explicit fiction for readers who like to be taken apart and put back together softer than they started. I write surrender, caregiver control, and the long slow unmaking of someone who thought they knew exactly who they were.

I keep my face to myself and my stories anything but.

Claim your free book and find my full library at pollybane.com/free-book

pollybane.com
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