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Everly

The ad said: No experience needed. Room and board provided. High compensation for short-term commitment.

It didn’t say anything about the road being made of dirt and God’s own fury. Or that I’d be swallowing dust the entire three-hour bus ride out to the middle of nowhere. Or that the only stop for fifty miles would be a cattle gate with one rusty mailbox labeled "Maddox."

But then again, I didn’t ask questions.

Because you don’t ask questions when you’re desperate.

Not when your last paycheck bounced. Not when your landlord changes the locks while you’re at your shift because you wouldn’t pay the rent with your pussy.

Not when you’ve got seventy-two dollars to your name and your stomach growls like a feral animal.

And especially not when the man waiting at the gate is six-foot-five and carved out of dusk and denim.

He doesn’t say anything when I step off the bus. Just watches. Silent. Broad shoulders filling out a pearl snap plaid shirt. Heavy boots planted like he’s rooted into the damn earth. Stubble covers a square jaw clenched so tight it looks like it could crack granite.

A wide brimmed brown cowboy hat tops his head and his eyes—God, his eyes. Ice blue and fixed on me like he already owns me. Like he’s already imagining what I look like underneath my clothes. Like he's memorizing it.

What have I done?

The bus pulls away with a sigh of exhaust, and the silence wraps around us like a noose.

I clutch my backpack tighter, my pulse a jackhammer behind my ribs. “Um... Hi. I’m Everly. I’m here about the job. The Black Tie Creamery referred me.”

His jaw ticks. A slow nod. Then he turns without a word and starts walking.

I follow because I don’t have a choice. Because I’m hungry. Because my chest aches with something that might be fear, but might also be something worse.

Want. Wanting anything but a safe bed and a warm meal should not be on my dance card.

The ranch is all golden grass and sprawling fences, the sun spilling over everything like it wants to watch. There’s a barn in the distance, too clean to be normal. Steel. White. Not a speck of dust on the outside. Next to it, a small cabin with one curtained window and a porch swing creaking in the heat.

We don’t go to either. He leads me to the main house. It’s old and huge and silent as a tomb. Inside, it’s simple. Masculine with plaid and leather furniture. Old photos on the walls.

The slight musty scent is covered by coffee and recently fried bacon.

I try not to breathe too deep. Try not to look too long at the way his jeans cling to his thighs. The way his shoulders flex as he walks through the hallway. He moves like he's always watching. Measuring. Claiming space like it's already his and maybe I'm part of that space now.

He stops at a door. Opens it. A kitchen. Modern. Stainless steel everything.

I bet the ‘frig is full because this thick cowboy doesn’t look like he’s missed a meal in a long time.

On the counter, a tray of drinks in glass bottles. Milky. Pale pink. Cream-colored. Thick.

He turns then, and his eyes drag over me. Slowly. Like he’s checking for damage or taking inventory. Like he's imagining how fast I'd break. Or how fast I'd bloom.

“You eat?” he asks.

His voice is deep. Rough. It scrapes down my spine and settles between my legs.

I shake my head. Swallow. “Not today.”

One curt jerk of his chin. He grabs one of the bottles. Hands it to me.

I stare. “What is it?”

“Nutrients,” he says, his voice dipping even lower. “Start drinking one every four hours. No caffeine. No processed food. Sixty-four ounces of water a day. Bed by nine.”

My brows shoot up. “Is this part of the job?”

That mouth twitches. Almost a smile. Almost.

“You want to work here, you follow the program.”

I should ask more. Should demand details. But I unscrew the cap and take a sip. It’s thick. Sweet. Creamy. My stomach clenches, then growls like it’s never been fed before.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, low and warm, like praise wrapped in something darker.

The bottle slips in my grip. Heat flushes up my neck. That phrase shouldn't do what it does but it lands deep, like a match to dry kindling.

He’s already turning. But his voice drifts back to me.

“Drink it all. I want you fed. Full.” Then, he adds, "Let's get your paperwork."

I follow him, lightheaded, the bottle still warm in my hand. His back is broad, his pace unhurried. Like he knows I’ll follow. Like he already owns the answer I haven’t given yet.

We walk through the house, and I catch glimpses through doorways. A stone fireplace with unburnt logs stacked beneath the mantle. Leather furniture that looks barely used. A grandfather clock that ticks loud in the silence. Everything feels heavy and permanent. Like he’s lived here forever. Like he’s been waiting for something.

We go into his office. It’s a neat room at the front of the house. Old dark wooden desk, leather chair, photos of horses and cattle on the walls.

There’s a folder there which he slides it toward me, pointing toward a beige simple chair on the opposite side. I drop onto the cushion with a soft sigh. My hands shake as I pick up the pen waiting by the folder.

Name. Emergency contact. No allergies.

Then the contract. Thick pages of dense text.

I skim. Try to focus as he stands from his place in the chair, scuffing the floor with his boots as he moves to a place right next to my seat.

I can feel his heat. The low, slow in and out of his breath.

My skin prickles. My thighs press together.

Focus.

It’s temporary. High compensation. Confidentiality required. Full medical provided. Housing and care included.

No mention of what I’m actually doing.

“And this is for...” I trail off, glancing up at him.

He doesn’t answer. Just looks at me. Those eyes pin me in place.

“You can stop now,” he says, quiet. “Go back to wherever you came from. Or you can sign, Everly.”

My name on his tongue does something awful to me.

I sign.

The moment I do, he exhales through his nose. Like something just clicked into place.

Like I belong to him now.

I set the pen down, heart galloping.

“So... what exactly do I have to do?”


CHAPTER 2
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Cole

Ispent half the night in my hand, groaning her name into my fist while I stroked myself raw.

Couldn’t stop thinking about that first look. How her mouth wrapped around the bottle, like she needed it more than air. The way she swallowed. Obedient. Open. My good girl, and she didn’t even know it yet.

I imagined her bent over the edge of my couch, dress hitched up, tits spilling through my fingers as I milked her with my mouth and fingers and cock. Imagined her begging me to keep going, to make it stop hurting, to never let her be empty again.

I came hard, alone, still hungry.

Now I’m in the white barn, testing my machines humming low and patient, gleaming like the altar they are. This place isn’t for cattle. It’s for transformation. For her.

The sun is merciless today, casting hard light across metal and tile. I run a final diagnostic on the milker arm, watch it blink green, then shut it all down.

She’ll be ready soon.

I slide into the tractor and stare across the property. No neighbors. No questions. Just me, her, and the land.

I think back to this morning. When I walked into the kitchen, she was already there. Hair mussed, lips pink, bottle in hand. Drinking like it was instinct. Her cheeks flushed, thighs squeezed tight under that sundress I had delivered. She looked up at me like I was gravity. Like I was something to orbit.

Smart girl.

I told her I’d show her around. That was all.

Now she steps out onto the porch, barefoot, shielding her eyes. I see the curve of her belly, the shift of her breasts under cotton.

“You ever been on a tractor?” I ask.

She shakes her head.

“Climb up.”

She hesitates, then obeys.

“Good girl,” I growl, my hand brushing her thigh as she settles beside me.

I hand her a bottle of water. Her fingers tremble as they take it.

“This place always been yours?” she asks.

“Built it up myself.”

“It’s quiet.”

“Quiet lets you hear what matters.”

“What matters?”

“That’s different to everyone.”

She goes silent. But I see her pulse flutter at her throat.

Her gaze tracks past the fence, to the white barn. “What’s in there?”

“That’s where the real work happens.”

“What kind of work?”

“The kind you agreed to.”

“Should I be scared?”

“Only if you fight what you’re meant for.”

She swallows. But she doesn’t look away.

I turn the wheel. Guide us toward the east pasture. She holds on when the tractor bumps, her thighs pressing tight.

She thinks this is just a tour.

But every shift of her hips, every fluttered breath is proof her body is preparing.

And mine is already primed.

I glance at her, lips parted, cheeks pink, thighs clamped together like she’s hiding need. Every bump makes her grind, just a little. She doesn’t realize she’s doing it.

But I do.

She doesn’t know it yet, but this is her first rite. Her first submission. Her first step into being mine.

And I’ve already decided.

She’s not going anywhere.

Unless it’s over my shoulder, whining, tits bouncing, while I explain the benefits of staying full to a girl who’s just found her new favorite addiction, being filled, praised, and milked until she forgets her own name


CHAPTER 3
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Cole

She doesn't know I’ve stood outside her room. Twice. Stupid, maybe. But I needed to know she was still here.

I didn’t knock. Didn’t dare. Just stood in the dark like a beast pacing outside a den, listening to her breathe. Watching shadows move through the window. Imagining the rise and fall of her chest beneath my shirt. Imagining her dreaming of me.

I check her logs instead. Her food’s gone. She drank both bottles. No caffeine. In bed by nine.

Good girl.

My obsession this morning is worse. Or better, depending on how I measure it.

Now she’s here in front of me.

Barefoot. My shirt. That delicate flush on her cheeks like she woke up needy. Like her body remembers things her mind hasn’t caught up to yet. And those tits…fuck. They’re swelling with every hour. Leaking. Ripening for me.

She winces when she moves. Just a flicker. Just enough to break my control.

“Sit.”

She blinks, startled, but obeys. Her thighs press together as she lowers herself, like she already knows what’s coming.

Good girl.

I drop to my knees. Hands to her hips. My breath slow, tight, like I need to earn the right to touch.

“You’re sore,” I grind out the words between my teeth.

She nods, lips parting. “They feel... tight.”

“I need to check you.”

A pause. Her pulse skips.

"What are you going to do to me?" she whispers, voice catching.

I look up at her. "Whatever you need. Whatever makes it stop aching."

Her breath shudders. Her eyes flick to the door, then back to me. She's scared. She's curious. She's already hooked.

"Will it hurt?"

I smile. Just enough to make her wonder. "Only until it doesn’t."

And then—

She lifts her arms.

I drag the shirt up slow, like I’m peeling back something forbidden, watching her squirm as cotton skims her flushed skin, every inch revealing more than I should be allowed to see. Like unveiling something sacred. Her breasts bounce free, Jesus so round, flushed, impossibly full. Drops glisten at the tips, and I lose a second just staring.

My cock kicks hard against my zipper.

She follows my gaze and gasps. “I—this can’t be normal.”

“It’s perfect.” My voice is wrecked. “You’re perfect.”

I cup her. Both my hands full of her warmth, her weight. Her skin’s hot. Her nipples stiff and leaking under my touch.

She arches. Her thighs tremble.

“Easy,” I whisper. “I’m gonna help you.”

My thumbs brush across her nipples, coaxing pressure. She lets out a stutter then a whimper and a moan that shoots straight to my dick.

“You feel that?” I murmur. “That ache? That’s your body begging to be used. To be emptied. To be worshipped.”

She can’t answer. Her mouth is slack. Her eyes glassy.

I lean in. Kiss the underside of one breast. Then the tip.

And then I take her into my mouth.

She gasps. One hand in my hair. The other fisting the cushion. Her body bows up, straining to give me more.

I suck slow. Deep. Milk spills across my tongue, hot and sweet. I groan around her, her softness filling my mouth.

I don’t stop. I won’t. I’ll empty her. Fill her again. Keep her fed and aching until she doesn’t remember a time her body didn’t belong to me.

When I pause to breathe, she whimpers.

“It hurts when you stop,” she whispers.

“Good,” I growl. “Then you’ll learn to beg.”

She will.

And I’ll be the one to teach her.


CHAPTER 4
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Everly

It’s late when I wake. The clock in my room says ten fifteen.

It’s been two days since I arrived, though it feels like time bends in this place. The room is cool, the windows cracked open to let in the breeze. Pale curtains flutter against the walls like ghostly fingers. The bedding is soft which is such a contrast to the hard man that now takes care of me.

The cream cotton with a subtle floral pattern that shouldn’t feel so luxurious for a spare guest room on a farm brushes on my legs.

I look down and see the fabric covering my chest is soaked through.

At first, I think I’m sweating. That maybe the heat has finally gotten to me. But then I shift and it hits me.

The ache.

Not soreness. Not tension. This is pressure. My breasts throb with it, my nipples so tight I swear they’re pulsing with every frantic beat of my heart.

I sit up too fast. The friction of cotton over skin makes me cry out.

They’re leaking.

Slick heat sliding down my ribs. Dark spots spreading across the thin fabric clinging to curves that weren’t this big yesterday. My body is changing. Rushing ahead without me.

“Cole,” I gasp.

The door creaks. He’s there before the echo fades. He’s shirtless, so big he eats the light behind him. His skin is golden from the sun, chest dusted with dark hair, and there’s a faint sheen of sweat along his collarbone.

He smells like hay, leather, coffee, and the faintest trace of whiskey. His chest rises like he ran... or like he heard exactly what he was waiting for. His eyes lock on mine, then drop to my soaked shirt. Something cold flickers there. Hungry. Icy.

“You’re ready,” he says, but it sounds more like a verdict than reassurance.

“I don’t know what’s happening,” I whimper. “It hurts.”

“You’re full,” he looks at me like I’m his own personal masterpiece. “You need to let down.”

He kneels beside the bed, and I swear the floorboards groan under him. His size is more than just physical, he takes up the room, makes me prickle with fear but wonder what it would be like to tame a man like him.

“You need this,” he growls. “Be still. This is why you’re here.”

I nod. Before I can even think.

Because my body already has.

His hands are under my shirt. Lifting. Slow enough to make me squirm. The cool air kisses my skin. Then I’m bare.

He groans. A sound I feel in my teeth.

“Christ, you’re overflowing for me. I knew you’d be the one. I fucking knew when I saw you.”

Then his mouth is on me.

I gasp, high and broken. My spine arches like a bow. His lips wrap around my nipple, his mouth hot, wet, pulling. Tongue firm and slow.

And then—

Milk flows.

A stream. A release deep down in my core.

My hips twitch. I can’t stop them. My body is acting without me, chasing the heat, the pull, the promise. Every suck draws it out of me.

It’s milk, yes, but more than that. It's obedience. It's surrender. It's the part of me I never let anyone touch, leaking out and begging to be seen.

The emptiness of my life before here is being sucked out of me. It feels wrong, but it’s better than where I was. Alone, broke, hungry with a landlord who wanted payment in pussy when my checks would bounce.

This sexy cowboy pulls my nipple damn near down his throat. His hands squeeze at my flesh, that burning tingle making my breathing stutter and wetness pools between my legs.

I’m being milked. I’m producing milk. This is the job.

One rough hand steadies my breast, the other strokes my side. His mouth moves with purpose. Possession. Filthy curse words muffled by my flesh that make my toes curl.

“Good girl,” he breathes. “Soaked and shaking and begging without saying a word. That’s what you are now. You’re becoming what you were born to be. Soon, you’ll moo for me girl.”

I make a sound I’ve never made before. It’s a raw, high gasp like I’m coming apart at the seams. He switches sides, suckling harder, and it shreds something inside me.

My mind tries to resist. My body doesn't care. It’s deeper. Needier. Filthier. And I want more.

His hand slides between my thighs.

“Spread your fucking legs.” He garbles, forcing his fist toward my center. “Spread them or I’ll get the spreader bar. I like it both ways but you might not.”

Shit, what am I doing?

I part my knees, muscles twitching and shaking as he shoves his hand upward without finesse.

He finds the slick heat waiting. He groans as a finger pushes into my opening.

“Dripping like you’ve already been milked. But this isn’t just about your pretty tits, is it?” he mutters. “It’s in you now. The need. To be filled. Emptied. Useful.”

My answer is a cry, torn from somewhere deep and terrified and greedy.

The pressure between my legs increases. Two thick fingers pushing deep that make my whole-body jolt.

“Tight as a fist,” he groans. “Like you want to keep me there. Like your body’s already figured it out.” He pops his lips from my nipple, leans in, teeth grazing my ear. “You were made to be filled. Fed. Bred.”

The words hit harder than his fingers.

“Gonna lick every drop you give me,” he rasps, thrusting deep. “Gonna bury my face between those thighs and drink and suck and make you call for God. Taste my little milking toy. Feel you spill on my tongue while I stick my tongue in that hot little hole of yours. You’ll see, baby. This is what you’re for. To let me use every inch until your only purpose is to please me. You wanna moo for Daddy little cow?”

I lose it.

My back bows. My vision goes white. I clench around him, milk spilling in twin streams down my belly.

“That’s it,” he growls into my ear. “Give it all up, little milker. That’s what you are now, yeah? My sweet dairy girl. My perfect little producer.”

He latches on, teeth pinching my sensitive peak, a heavy hand coming down with a stinging slap on the side of my swollen flesh. Over and over, sending me through a fury of pleasure and pain and confusion.

I come like I’m breaking, his words feeding something darker inside me, something hot and helpless and real.

He doesn’t stop.

Not until I’m shaking in his arms, sobbing against his chest, every breath a hitch between shame and desperate want. The ache is gone but something worse takes its place.

Hunger. For him. For this. For whatever comes next.

He kisses the top of my breast, strokes my hip, and murmurs, “That’s it, little one,” he murmurs. “You were made for this. Made for me. You’re doing very good. You’ll learn more soon.”

And I know, in my bones, I’ll never get out of this place.

Because I’ve already started changing. Because my body’s learned something it won’t forget—how it feels to be emptied, claimed, repurposed.

And I want more.


CHAPTER 5
[image: ]



Cole

The heat hangs heavy as the afternoon wears on. I should be out checking fence lines, training the new colt my mare birthed a few months ago, but I’m watching her instead.

And thinking about showing her off.

She doesn’t see me. She’s in the hallway, back turned, tugging at the hem of her shirt as she bends to pick something up.

My cock’s been hard since she stepped into the kitchen this morning.

Every day, she changes. Fills out more. Leaks easier. Walks slower, hips swaying. I can smell her now, that rich, warm scent that sticks to my sheets and haunts my hands.

And the way she looks at me, it’s like she knows I’m the reason her body’s not her own anymore. And she likes it.

She turns, sees me watching her from the front room. Freezes.

“Cole,” she near whispers. “Do you need something?”

I need to squeeze those milky tits all over my cock then fuck you and breed you like the creamy bovine toy you are.

Instead, I inhale, I want more than just this girl’s milk, I want all of her.

“We need to get out of here. You’ve been a good girl. I’m going to treat you to Mable Tucker’s cherry pie. Best in the county. Get dressed. I put clothes in the top drawer of your dresser. Wear the white blouse and the blue jean skirt. No bra. No panties. I’ll be in the truck.”

She’s obedient. I’m not sure if it’s to please me or she’s just doing what she thinks is her job, but I don’t fucking care. Her obedience makes me hard.

The truck rumbles as I turn onto the main road toward town. She chatters beside me, seemingly thrilled to be out of the house as the spring sunshine dances in her blonde waves, her voice light, her smile unguarded. But all I can think about is how her nipples are peeking through the white blouse she’s wearing.

The smallest of dampness is gathering on the fabric, she doesn’t seem to notice yet, but I fucking do. My cock could pound nails, my balls are full of ten pounds of buckshot.

I nearly tear the steering wheel off the rest of the ride, getting her out of the truck and guiding her to the door.

The bells tied to the door jingle as we enter. Eyes turn our way.

Dennis McCallister nods with a smile. He’s been raising a stable of cows for years. He raises his coffee cup in a subtle acknowledgement of approval and I nod back, a stab of jealousy burning in my gut at the lust in his eyes.

The diner is small and old, the kind of place where the locals watch everything. We slide into a booth by the long front window, and the second she sits down, her shirt pulls tighter across her chest. Wetness is spreading.

She realizes it. Her arms cross. Her face flushes.

The waitress pours me a steaming cup of coffee without having to ask what I want, and brings a glass of water for Everly. This town knows who keeps specialty livestock and how we like them treated.

I sip my coffee admiring the glow in Everly’s cheeks.

“Take your hands away,” I rumble under my breath.

“Cole, people—”

“You want to keep your job, little cow?” I exhale on a growl, leaning in, voice low and dark. “Then sit up straight, take your hands off those tits, and show Daddy what kind of good little employee you really are. You're mine now, mine to train, mine to fill, mine to show off however I damn well please.”

She swallows. Her arms drop worrying her lower lip and flattening her hands on the faded green Formica tabletop.

The waitress stares. Dennis McCallister smiles.

“Now show Daddy what a good milker you are.” I slide my mug in front of her. “Let me taste what those tits made for me today.”

Her eyes go wide. Her body stiffens, knuckles whitening as she balls them into tiny fists on top of the table. A fresh wave of panic flickers across her face but it’s laced with heat. “Right here?”

“Yes. Right, fucking now cow.” I snap my tongue behind my teeth and nod to her chest. “That blouse is special. Those buttons on the front that look like pockets? Unbutton one…”

Trembling fingers work the button over her left tit. The fabric opens and her leaking nipple practically falls out.

“Thata girl. Milk that udder right into my coffee. I like fresh cream.”

Her breath turns jagged, chest heaving under the thin cotton, nipple already pebbled and leaking. She's blushing so hard her ears turn red and still, she obeys. One nipple already dripping with two white milky drops.

She leans over the mug. Her nipple hardens visibly, the heat of shame and arousal warring across her face.

“Squeeze it.” I order, jiggling my cup on the table louder than necessary, drawing more eyes.

A drop falls in. Another. Then she pinches gently, and a stream arcs into the cup.

My cock aches.

“More.” I set my jaw then finish, “Milk that udder.”

Her fingers tighten onto the pale flesh, pulsing and drawing the milk down until it’s squirting in tiny darts only half of which go into my coffee.

When the coffee is a creamy tan I nod with approval, her mouth in an embarrassed little smile, I pull it to me and drink. She’s trembling, breath catching, humiliated and aroused.

“Good flavor today,” I say. “Just wait, baby. Next time I bring the hand pump. Pump you right here in front of everyone, sell your coffee cream to all these locals.”

I wave for the waitress, raising three fingers which she knows means bring my girl a piece of cherry pie with vanilla ice cream.
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A half hour later, the truck’s barely stopped in front of the house when I hop out, stomp around and yank her door open. I drag her out by the hips, spin her to face me, and press her to her knees in the gravel drive.

She gasps, skin already flushed from the ride, but doesn’t resist. Her knees hit gravel and her breath shudders like she knows exactly what’s coming but her eyes lock on mine.

“Let those tits out where I can see them. You earned this,” I growl, unzipping. “Now open up and be Daddy’s good cock milker.”

I watch her open the front pockets of the blouse, the swell of her tits falling free. So fucking hot and I step forward, my boner throbbing in my hand.

She doesn’t move. Just stares at the thick inches aimed at her face.

“I’ve been thinking about your mouth.”

Her breath catches.

“I want it.” She whispers, lips falling open.

I give my girth a few pumps and slap the tip on her cheeks a few times making her blink. Her fingers wrap around me, small and soft.

“Open and suck. Learn what your mouth is for.” I order, my heart knocking around in my chest she’s so fucking beautiful out here in the sunshine, tits hanging out, dripping onto her bare knees. “My cock is always your reward whether it’s giving you pleasure or making you cry. Remember that.”

I knot my fingers in her hair and shove it through those pretty pouty lips. Warmth and wetness engulf me, making a jolt of pre-cum race out of the tip.

“Fuck,” I growl. “Look at you, so pretty on your knees like this. All mine. My good girl, kneeling like you were made to suck cock.”

She moans around me, and I thrust gently into her mouth, watching her drool spill down her chin, her lashes flutter.

I cup the back of her head. Let her take me deep. Let her gag. Let her worship.

It’s not gentle, I want to see her struggle, gasp and know her breath belongs to me. I use her face as my fuck toy, my balls bouncing into her chin as she gurgles, tears starting to run on her flushed cheeks.

When I’m close, I pull her off, grab her under the arms.

“It’s time,” I rasp. “Been saving up just for you. You’re gonna take every drop of me, just like I take yours. Then, tomorrow, we hook you up. No more fingers. No more mouth. Just the hum of the pump and Daddy watching you gush.”

And hell if I don’t already know, I’ll never let her go. She’s got her hooks in deep. This sweet little cow owns me now, and I don’t even want to fight it.


CHAPTER 6
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Everly

The scent of the barn hits me as soon as we step inside. The air is humid, laced with the musk of warm wood, oiled leather and hay.

I’m dripping from what feels like everywhere. My breasts, my feminine parts and my mouth. Spit and drool and tears all mixing together, drying on my heaving chest.

The faint hum of overhead lights vibrates in the rafters. Somewhere in the distance, a cow moans low. A chain rattles. My breath catches, and not just from the heat.

My legs are already shaky. My skin prickles all over, hypersensitive. My nipples throb in the hanging out of the nursing shirt. There's a pulse between my thighs. Wetness slicks my inner thighs; I want to get rid of the ache but I have to follow the rules. Follow his orders.

Behind me, Cole's boots hit the ground with slow, deliberate thuds as I walk forward where he pointed me. His presence presses at my back, silent but massive, like a mountain that's decided to follow.

His hand settles at the base of my spine, pushing, guiding, anchoring, branding me with one steady touch. Like I’m a heifer in his keeping. Or a lamb on its way to the altar.

We stop at the last stall at the end of the long aisle.

It’s not like the others.

The wood is darker, varnished to a deep sheen that glows in the light. There's a padded rail set across the center. Metal rails run down the sides with leather straps and buckles and wide leather cuffs dangle at the ends, waiting.

The hay underfoot is thick and fresh, the golden stalks soft where they should be scratchy. Too clean. Too careful. Like it was laid just for me.

Cole leans in, voice brushing my nape. "Built this just for you, my soft little milker. This is where I claim what’s mine. Where I fill what I keep."

I shiver. My thighs press tight, but it only makes things wetter, hotter. My clit pulses like it knows what's coming.

He turns me to face him. His face hard, tense but his eyes make me want to do anything he asks.

"Take it off, baby girl." He nods toward my body reaching up and adjusting his hat. “No clothes for cows especially when their getting bred and milked.”

I work the front buttons letting it fall from my shoulders. Cool air kisses my bare skin. Then I'm exposed. My breasts are already leaking, heavy and swollen, milk beading at the tips. My nipples throb like bruises.

His eyes go dark. Bottomless. But there’s something else there too, like awe. Like I’ve wrecked him without trying. It terrifies me. And I love it.

“Drop the skirt. Leave your shoes too.” He licks his lips. "You're feeding Daddy already, and you haven’t even been bred proper yet. My perfect little dairy girl."

I nod. I can't lie. Can't pretend. I'm soaked, aching, needy. My breasts must have grown three sizes since I arrived here. Veins snake under the flesh, my nipples are growing as well, as broad as my palms.

"Say it," he growls. “Tell me what you want.”

I stutter as he works his belt open, then releases himself. His cock stands thick and angry looking, the tip weeping, veins thick like dark ropes around the swollen shaft.

"I can't wait." I mumble on a shaking breath, mesmerized by his size unsure my body can take what’s coming.

"For what?"

"For you. For your cock. Please." Lust overrides fear and I beg. “Please, I need you inside me.”

His breath punches out of him, ragged and hot. I feel it like a touch. Then he's lifting me, handling me like livestock, setting me over the padded rail. My breasts hang full and heavy, swaying with every breath. He fastens the cuffs around my hips, snug and secure. Not cruel. Just certain. Like he knows I won’t fight it.

I won’t. I couldn’t.

The leather is cool, a contrast to my flushed skin. The stall is silent but alive with tension. My breath is already ragged.

Then his hands are on me.

He drags them slow down my back, grazes my waist, palms my hips and ass. He grips, spreads, opens me like a promise.

"Look at this. Tits heavy, cunt leaking. My little breeder looks ready to be filled."

He kneels behind me. I feel the heat of his breath against the sensitive skin of my thighs.

Then he lowers his face and his tongue swipes against me warm and thick.

I cry out, jerking forward. The cuffs catch and hold me still. His hands lock around my legs and he groans into me, starved.

"Sweet. So fucking sweet. Like cream straight from my cow."

He licks my clit with precision, with purpose. My whole-body jolts.

Then deeper, slower, lapping like he means to drink me.

I can't stop the sounds. They spill out in moans, whimpers. His tongue and lips push me higher. My hands dig into the hay, scratch and grip. I rock back into his face, shameless.

Then his fingers slide inside.

I scream.

"Good girl," he rasps. "You take Daddy's fingers so easy. Stretching open like you want bred."

I whimper.

"Hold still," he commands, mouth sealing over me again. "Let me taste every drop."

His fingers pump deep.

I break.

I come, hard and fast, milk spilling from my breasts, slick pouring around his hand. He groans and I curse.

When he rises, I’m trembling.

But I want more.

I need it.

I hear the rustle the hay on the floor, the clink of a belt buckle, the sound of fabric. Then the thick press of his cock against my soaked entrance.

"Feel that? That's Daddy's cock. Stretching you. Training you to take every inch."

He thrusts slow and deep, unrelenting.

"You were made to be filled, little cow. To leak for me. To come on command."

He grips my hips, dragging me back onto him.

"You're leaking all over my stall. Look at the mess you make. That’s my good girl. My messy little cow."

His rhythm breaks. He groans low.

"You want Daddy's baby? Want to be kept full and round, dripping milk and cum every day?"

"Yes!" I half sob. "Please, breed me. Please…” I’m begging like my life hangs in the balance.

He thrusts harder, deeper. The slap of skin echoes through the barn.

"Tomorrow, I'm doing this again. Gonna pump you full before the sun's up. Hooked up to the milker next time. Sucked and fucked. You'll be dripping seed and fulling my pump, my favorite little mess."

His groan rips through him. He thrusts deep, hips locking.

"Mine. Every drop. Every fuckin' ounce. Mine."

He spills into me, thick and hot, staying buried deep.

He doesn’t move. Just leans over my back, breath hot against my ear.

"Gonna keep you like this. Bred and used."

I’m limp. Gone. Ruined.

And all I can think is, please, Daddy. Again. Fill me again.


CHAPTER 7
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Everly

After he emptied me in the stall, he didn’t let go. Cole carried me back to the house like something precious and fragile, murmuring against my hair—“Good girl. That’s my good cow.”

He laid me in the sheets, stroked my hair, made sure I had water, and tucked the blanket around my hips like I might catch a chill, even though my skin was still flushed and glowing.

Before he left, he kissed me, slow and punishing, like he was tasting my breath to make sure it still belonged to him, like he was sealing me with his mouth. He brushed his thumb across my breast, smearing the bead of milk soaking through.

"You need the pump," he growled. Then he bent low beside the bed. “Built something new in the shed. You’ll love it. Stainless steel. Pressure dial. My best invention yet. But that’s for later…”

He left with a growl, soft but sure. "Rest," he said, smirking like the devil. "I have work to tend to, be a good girl while I’m gone. Drink your supplements, I need you producing volume now that you’ve been fucked. Time to turn you into a perfect, proper cow."

Then, he was gone.

And, I tried to rest. I really did.

But the house felt too small, too quiet. And my tits felt too full. Like maybe I wasn’t meant to rest, I was meant to be milked. I wanted to see the pump. Fear and excitement warred inside me.

I needed a breath. Just a second to cool down.

My thighs were still sticky. My nipples still tingling. After what he did to me in the barn, I felt like a plugged-in toaster, buzzing, hot, overworked, and nowhere near done.

I pad outside onto the porch. It’s lovely here, nothing like my former life. Broken toilets and cracked plaster. Raised by foster families until sixteen when I finally ran away for good, thinking being on my own was better than living under constant fear of what might be coming next.

Only, making my way in the world with no education and no skills, was just another devil I hadn’t yet known.

But here, even with the strangeness of my ‘job’, I feel safe. Almost, important to the sexy cowboy who has turned my body into something he owns.

Across the drive, the pasture is hot and humming, the sky stretched wide and low over the grass.

I walk barefoot past the back fence, trailing my fingers along the tall stalks, my dress sticking to my damp nipples and thighs.

With no bra and panties as are his rules, I feel exposed but free in the wide-open spaces here.

Everything smells like sun and dirt and wildflowers. I almost smile.

Then it happens.

A sharp sting just above my ankle like someone jabbed me with a hot needle.

I cry out, stumbling back, and that’s when I see them.

A cloud of bees swarming up from the ground. I must’ve disturbed their nest without realizing. They’re rising in a black shimmer, humming loud and angry.

I run. Run. Run.

Panic hits fast. My heart pounds. I push through the grass, not even caring where I’m going, just away. My legs move on instinct. My lungs burn. Sticks break under my steps, rocks bruise the bottoms of my feet.

Then I hear voices.

A truck’s parked off the gravel road just beyond the fence line. It’s faded red, hauling a rusted carnival ride. Two guys are leaning against it, smoking, laughing, tipping back tall cans of beer. Their music is low and distorted. One of them sees me and straightens.

“You okay there, sweetheart?” he calls.

I slow, breath ragged. The sting on my ankle is still pulsing, the dark cloud of bees still slowly heading this way. I’m out of breath, disoriented, trying not to cry.

“Look it there them bees. You get stung or something darlin’?” the other one asks, stepping forward. “C’mon, we’ll get you inside. They coming.” He waves me that way and a tense relief settles over me.

I tuck myself through the fence, stumble across the road as one of them swings open the squeaky door to the truck tossing an empty beer into the ditch.

I hesitate, but they’re already reaching for me, guiding me inside. It smells like smoke and sweat and something sour.

“Sit down,” the skinny one says. “Catch your breath. Lettum’ settle down.”

My chest is rising and falling too fast. Milk has started to bead again at my nipples, soaking through the front of my dress. One of them sees.

“Holy hell,” the skinny one breathes then chuckles. “You’re dripping through your dress. Fuck—you got milk for real?”

The other one’s eyes go dark. “Bet she tastes like cream.”

His hand brushes my thigh, they crowd me on both sides, pushing me into the center of the bench seat, doors closed, locks clicked.

His hand pushes the hem of my dress higher.

Panic tightens my throat.

“Looks like we found us a booby prize!” The bigger one laughs and my stomach turns over on itself as hands start tugging at the dress.

I squeeze my eyes shut and start to flail, my hands knocking into arms and chests but it’s no use, calloused fingers grab my wrists…this isn’t happening. This isn’t happening--

Then the door’s ripped open.

My eyes fly open.

Cole is standing there, hat shadowing his eyes, but his jaw is hard, fists balled, chest thick.

He doesn’t speak.

He grabs the man behind the wheel by the collar and yanks him out like a straw stuffed scarecrow. The man’s head slams against the dirt, a sick crack splitting the air. His limbs twitch like a puppet with its strings cut.

The other guy lurches out of the passenger’s side, white-faced, stumbling backward with his arms raised like that’ll stop the storm coming for him.

“We didn’t touch her,” he says. “Didn’t do anything—”

Cole stalks him with one slow step and he backs up again then looks at me. “Come here.” His voice is hard as he extends his hand, taking mine and tugging me out of the cab and next to him.

“You can get in that truck and leave or die. Make’s no difference to me except I’ll have more mess to clean up if you decide to stay.”

They’re gone. Tires spin. Gravel flies.

Cole turns back to me. His chest is heaving. His eyes are wild.

“Are you okay?”

“I—Yes, I am. Just…” I run my hand down to my ankle that’s swelling.

“You got stung?” he asks.

I nod, small. “Just once.”

“You ran away.”

“I didn’t mean—”

“Rules say, you don’t leave the property.”

His voice is low. A knot of tension in his thick brow.

“You don’t walk out alone. You don’t run. You don’t ever, ever, climb into a stranger’s truck.”

Tears sting my eyes, but I nod. I don’t argue. I feel small.

Then he lifts me.

Carries me like he’d wreck the world before letting me fall.

Back to the house. Through the door. Onto the bed.
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He peels my dress off inch by inch, his silence louder than shouting. His mouth finds the sting first, lips sealing over the red welt, like he could suck the venom out, replace it with heat.

Then he moves to my breast, and I swear he breathes a thank you before he latches on.

“Feed me.” His mouth pulls slow, methodical, greedy. Milk floods his tongue and he groans low. His hand cups the heavy weight of me like he owns it, fingers splayed wide. "That’s right," he growls against my nipple. "Let Daddy drink what’s his."

The air between us crackles, his possession in every thrust of those calloused fingers digging into my hips. This man is unraveling me piece by fevered piece.

I shouldn’t crave this. Shouldn’t melt when his eyes flash with that hungry recklessness that’s both mine and mine to lose. He suckles deep and greedy, teeth pinching until I’m ready to break.

“Stop, I’m…” A sudden flash of doubt darkens my vision, though my legs part instinctively. “Is this the job?”

My voice cracks. His answer could break me or save me. The envelope of cash that was on my dresser reminding me this morning of our agreement. The contract.

Will one morning another envelope be waiting only this time, with an order for me to leave? My contract fulfilled.

He growls as his belt buckle clatters. Maneuvering out of his jeans and boots without leaving the bed.

My pulse hammers as he frees himself, thick and ready, already slick and ready. “Do you want it to be the job?” His voice sounds taunting.

“I want—” I can’t find the words to explain. “I don’t even know anymore. I don’t know who I am. I’m not the same person who came here.”

“That’s right. Your job was to become what I wanted and you’ve done that little cow. I’m keeping you, you are my possession. Now, let me taste that pretty frustration,” he rasps, fingers sliding between us before I can protest.  

His thumb drags over my clit in a rhythm meant to torment. “You like belonging to me, don’t you?”  

“Yes—yes,” I gasp, breath hitching as he brushes my entrance, then pushes, invading me without warning, raw and unrelenting. No slow burn.

My back arches on the soft bedding as he plunges deep, driving my heels into his ass to anchor myself. He smells like the field and my milk.

“You’re greedy for this cock,” he growls into my neck, pistoning into me with a fury that leaves my bones jelly. His free hand fists in my hair twists my head back to expose my throat. “Tell me how good I make you feel. How good it feels to be my personal milky toy.”  

“Yes, God it feels good,” I moan, clawing his shoulders as he flips us over, my breasts hanging down heavy and hot. He fills me again with every inch from behind, his pace turns primal, hips slamming forward like a machine. Skin slapping, our ragged cries echoing on the walls. Squeaking the springs on the bed.

“More,” I beg, grinding against him to meet each thrust. He answers by biting down on the curve of my shoulder, marking me as he fucks harder until stars burst behind my eyelids.

“Christ, my little milker, you’re swallowing me whole.”  

With a roar, he reaches under my body, fingers digging into my breasts, then rolling my nipples.

“Milked and fucked like you should be.”

He drives deeper, my climax rips through me like wildfire as his seed spills inside me, hot and relentless.  

We collapse in a tangle of limbs, my lungs burning as he rolls onto his back, dragging me against his sweat-slick chest. “You’re mine,” he grunts, thumb brushing the wetness from my lips.

I don’t argue. Not when my traitorous body already craves more of everything he’s offered me here.  

Just as my orgasm ebbs, sleep is teasing, he hoists me into his arms, His breath hitches against my neck, hot and ragged.

“So swollen still,” he grits out, thumb smearing slick heat between my folds, “I have something you need.”  

His teeth graze my ear as he reaches under the bed, the sounds of something heavy scraping on the wood floor, then the bump of something hitting the mattress next to me.

Long tubes.

Plastic flanges with straps.

I barely register it before he’s lifting me onto the pillows, spreading me raw under that gaze.

“Legs open,” he barks, tearing at my thighs until they quiver beneath his palms. His cock standing tall still as he positions the bell over one breast, buckling the strap around the higher part of my breast, holding the flange in place.

His lips brush my other nipple before doing the same.

He reaches down to the floor, then a click and the hum of the machine fills the room. It’s a low, pulsing growl and my body seizes, the tug on my sensitive flesh stronger than before.  

He strips off his shirt, throwing it to the floor, his teeth come down to graze my throat as milk begins to spurt, falling into the cups attached below the flanges. “Such a good cow.”

He guides his swollen head to my entrance and shoves himself home in one thrust.

His hips churn, my body full and yet giving at the same time.

“Just lay there and let me do what I want. That’s your fucking job now.”

The pump’s rhythm mirrors his thrusts the moment he spears back inside me.  

“God, please…” I claw at his shoulders, the pull and pressure a frenzy of sensations. His free hand fists my hair, dragging my head back as he smashes into me again and again. “Your tits’ll burst without me,” he rasps against my ear. “Your cunt’s job is to milk my cock and my job is to milk your pretty udders.”  

The pump’s vibrations ripple through my chest into my core. Every pulse of the machine syncing with his guttural groans, his hips moving faster now, driving both of us into the headboard banging wood against plaster.

His climax bursts inside me, thick and possessive while the machine continues its relentless churn. “My milkhouse,” he groans, thumb flicking over my lips before he crushes his lips to mine, tongue invading my mouth.

He holds himself inside me while the machine works, pushing me to my own blinding orgasm.

“Your pussy grabs my dick every time that machine sucks. Your body knows it’s purpose.” His voice is gravel and triumph as he slides out of me, reaching down to turn the machine off.

The pressure leaves my burning nipples with an airy hiss.

My legs still tremble as he settles between them again, chest tight against my belly. “Already growing,” he says, pressing his lips over my belly button.  

I don’t correct him. Not when my breasts ache with proof: sticky milk and his sticky release leaking out of me. When sleep drags me under later, his fingers are in my hair again and the pump’s ghost-hums in my dreams.


CHAPTER 9
[image: ]



Cole

Irode the fences and worked my chores until early afternoon.

Inside, she had lunch ready, wearing just my shirt as I had instructed with a glass of her fresh milk waiting next to a grilled cheese smiling at me like my pleasure is her purpose. Her soft blonde hair falling around her sweet, youthful face.

So young. So ripe. So mine.

Now, she moans as I lead her outside and down the path back into the white barn. Her nipples are already beading under the weight of anticipation, dampening the inside of my flannel that’s barely clinging to her shoulders.

The new machine gleams in the corner stall like an altar: steel frame, padded bench, glinting suction cups, and a milking reservoir polished until I can see my reflection in it.

“I built this for you,” I say, guiding her by the hips. “My soft little cow. My favorite invention.”

Her breath catches. Her thighs rub together.

I sit her on the padded bench, then ease her back until her spine bows. Her hands tremble as she reaches for the top buttons, but I stop her.

“No,” I rasp. “Let me unwrap my gift.”

I open the flannel. Her tits are full. Red. Veined. The milk sprays from her nipples ten little streams and trickles down her pale flesh.

She’s overfull.

And I made her this way.

“Now, on your knees, on the pads.” I nod and she shifts obediently into position on her hands and knees, udders hanging lower than ever.

I strap her into the milking shoot. Belted at the waist, around the mid-thigh holding her open for me.

Then, finally, one around her throat with two chains on either side connected to the metal bars.

A beautiful sight.

The suction cups hiss as I prime them. She gasps when the first one touches her skin, and again when it seals tight around her nipple.

Then the rhythm starts.

Whirr. Hiss. Pull.

She cries out, arching.

Milk floods the tubes in sudden pulses. Thick. White. Relentless.

“You feel that?” I growl, brushing her cheek as her head tosses. “You’re feeding the machine now. Daddy’s little dairy girl, putting out like a champion.”

She whimpers, eyes glassy, body trembling under the pressure.

“Too much?”

She shakes her head rattling the chains but it’s too late. I crank the pressure one notch higher.

She screams. Milks harder.

“That’s it,” I praise, voice low and rough. “Milk me a river. You’re not just mine, you’re a purpose. My breeder. My cow.”

The reservoir swirls with liquid gold.

She starts to sob. Pleasure or pain, I can’t tell.

And I don’t care. Because this is what she needs.

I watch as the machine works, my dick hard and eventually, I take her from behind in the stall helplessly strapped in.

I finger her ass, smacking her hip while I fuck with fingers and dick until my balls spasm. My orgasm hits me in the chest as the machine works her nipples into inch long peaks.

The cups hiss again as I release the suction, milk still clinging to her skin in long wet trails. I slide out of her, coming around and leaning down to catch the drips with my tongue.

“You’re perfect,” I murmur against her nipple. “Full, messy, obedient. Made to be milked.”

Her eyes flutter closed.

Then I lift her, cradled in my arms, and carry her back to the house.

[image: ]


She shifts beside me, her leg brushing mine under the table. We’ve barely spoken since the sun dipped, but she hasn’t moved more than a foot away from me. Her eyes are sleepy, her body flushed from what we did in the barn. Her skin still smells like sweat and milk and hay.

She’s in my flannel still the way I like her, hanging open and unbuttoned. Every time she breathes, I see the swell of her breasts, the soft curve of her belly. She’s still leaking, even now.

I make her prime grass fed beef. Spinach. Lots of iron. I feed her slow. Watch her chew, blink, yawn like she’s coming down from something holy.

When she finishes, I lift her in my arms and lead her into the bathroom.

She doesn’t resist.

I lower her into the tub, warm water waiting. I strip, slide in behind her, arms wrapped around her, and she melts against my chest like she’s always belonged there.

Her head rests on my shoulder. I cup her breasts in the water. They’re heavier than yesterday. Her nipples are tender under my thumbs. She gasps when I rub over them.

“You’re filling faster,” I say. “Your body’s catching on.”

She turns her face into my neck. “Cole?” she whispers.

“Yeah?”

Her voice is quieter than I’ve ever heard it. “Am I just a body to you?”

I go still.

I tilt her chin until she’s looking at me, wet lashes clumped together, lips parted.

“No. You’re the body I’ve been waiting for. You’re the mind I didn’t know I needed. The one I want in my house. In my bed. In my barn, swollen with my child.”

Her eyes glisten. I press my hand low over her belly under the warm water, firm and slow. “I want you bred. Kept. Owned. I want to wake up to this belly full and your milk soaking my sheets.”

A tear slips free. She blinks it away.

“I want to keep you so loved you forget what it was like to be alone.”

She doesn’t answer with words. She lifts herself out of the water and kisses me, wet and shaking.

I dry her. Carry her to bed. Lay her down. I climb over her, my body braced on my arms, and she reaches for me like she’s ready. Always ready.

I press into her slow. The stretch pulls a soft cry from her lips. I move gently. Her legs wrap around me. Her hands clutch at my back.

My palm rests over her belly, firm, claiming.

I thrust deeper. Feeling my length bump in her belly. She moans. Her hips lift. She looks into my eyes like she sees everything I’ve been hiding.

“I love you,” she whispers.

I kiss her hard. “Mine,” I whisper back.

And she nods.
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Everly

It’s late afternoon, and I’m dripping before I even reach the kitchen. I’ve been here a week, a little more maybe, I can’t be sure.

Warmth spreads in slow, shame-less trickles down my body. The hem of my dress clings wet to my thighs again, and I don’t care. I want it. I want him to see what he’s done to me. What I am now.

His.

Always giving. Always ready.

Milk soaks through the front, sticky and rich, sliding under the weight of my breasts, across my belly, slicking the tops of my thighs. I don’t wipe it away. I let it stain me. I want him to find me ruined.

Cole’s at the counter, hair damp from the shower he took when he came in from the big barn.

His coffee mug is in hand with the little cow shaped pitcher of creamer I filled an hour ago for him sitting next to the half empty pot.

He’s shirtless. Gorgeous. Huge. Bare feet wide on the worn wood floor.

He turns as I enter.

His eyes drop.

His voice goes gravel-low. Hungry. Worshipping.

“Trouble walked in.” A rare smile, his hat tipped back.

I swallow. “I’m leaking as usual. I need your mouth. Or the pump.”

His smile is slow and sinful. “Good. Means you’re full like I like you.”

He sits. Spreads his legs. A throne of muscle and command.

“Get over here, dairy queen.”

My bare feet pad across the kitchen floor. I let him see it all. The way my breasts bounce. The red flush climbing my cheeks. The soaked front of my dress, stretched tight and dripping.

He pulls me between his thighs, big hands lifting the weight of my breasts through fabric, greedy. Milk seeps between his fingers.

“Overfull,” he murmurs. “Walking advertisement for knocking you up again. Look what you’re carrying for me.”

It makes something unravel in me. Because it’s true. I’m carrying for him. Made to carry. To nourish. To serve. And I need that. I need him needing me.

He peels the dress up. Off. I’m bare beneath.

His breath catches. Then he unzips.

His cock is thick. Flushed. Already weeping.

“Suck that cock. It’s yours to take care of. Get it nice and milky before you suck me off little cow. Remind you what you are.”

I cradle one breast in both hands. Squeeze.

Milk sprays across his cock, glistening down the shaft, pooling at the base.

His voice breaks. “That’s it. Get me soaked. Let the whole room know you’re just a breeding cow.”

I do the other side. The spray arcs, hits him square, dripping to the floor.

His cock jerks.

He growls. Grabs my hair, shoves my face into his lap.

“Suck.”

I do, messy and loud and deep until he tugs my hair again, popping from my mouth.

“Now, fuck me. Get on and give Daddy a good ride. Stick your tit in my mouth.”

My thighs spread wide over his lap. His cock rests heavy at my soaked entrance.

“Get on.” He growls, “and clean up your mess, sweetheart.”

I suck in a breath as I slide down on his thick length, the burn still there from his size.

I’m full, mounted on him as I lean forward, tongue out, licking milk from his chest. His throat.

“Filthy little cow,” he groans. “You love making a mess of me.”

I cry out, stretched to breaking as I raise my broad, milky nipple to his mouth. He latches on hard, drawing, the tingling let down making my eyes roll back as he suckles, moaning and fucking and making me feel like I belong to him.

Because in my heart, I do.

He palms the swell of my belly with one hand, the other drumming the milk out of my breast as he nurses.

Finally, he takes a breath, his hand on my belly still. “Look at this. Getting rounder already. You’re a dream, baby. Leaking, breeding, giving me everything. Fucking me like a slutty, messy cow. You’re going to moo for me.”

I suck in a breath. “What?”

He grabs my hips, grinding me against him as pleasure bolts up my spine.

“Moo for me. You’re my cow, I want you to moo.”

I sob. “Please, Daddy....”

He presses into me, the orgasm just out of reach.

“Moo and I’ll let you come. Otherwise, I’ll just keep you right here, keep pushing you to the edge, then denying you. Over and over, is that what you want?”

“No!” I shout the drive for the edge greater than the humiliation of making the sounds. “Mooooo. Moooooo!”

I can’t believe how easily I gave in but when he pets my head, latches on to the other breast with a bite and a suck, I moo again.

He thrusts up, and my vision blurs. I come. Hard. Again.

He grips my hips. Growls.

“That’s right. Soak me. Milk that creamy load out of my balls.”

And fills me all over again.

When it’s over, I collapse to his chest. Milk-wet. Spent.

He wraps his arms tight around me, like I might try to leave. Like I could. One hand slides up to cup the back of my neck, thumb stroking the sweat-damp strands of hair.

“We’re building something,” he murmurs against my temple. “Not just a baby. Not just this house full of your milk and your moans.”

He touches my belly again, slower this time.

“We’re building a whole future. Mine. Yours. Full of noise. Need. Little feet. You’ll be my cow but you understand that means you are precious to me. I may humiliate you but you are my treasure because you are mine to do as I please. Never forget your place.”

He reaches for a black box on the center of the kitchen table, slides it to me.

“Open it.”

His cock twitches inside me as I take the smooth fabric box and pop open the top, the sounds of room turning muffled.

Inside, there’s a gold chain and a little cow belly pendant but there’s also a glittering diamond ring.

And then he presses a kiss to my forehead.

“You’re mine now. No backsies.”

His rough fingers fumble with the little clasp on the necklace but finally, the cool metal is around my throat.

“You’re going to be my wife. My cow. The mother of our babies.” He slides the diamond onto my finger then kisses me as tears spill down my cheeks.
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An hour and a hard milking later, he pulls a soft throw blanket over my back as I sit on the couch.

He turns on the TV, handing me the remote then tucks the blanket around my legs like I’m breakable.

Then he leans down and kisses my shoulder.

“Water and lactation cookies coming right up. I made a new batch.”

I laugh, sniffling into his chest. “I love you.”

He lifts my chin, making me meet his eyes.

“Say it again.”

“I love you.”

“I love you too little milker. My Dairy Queen. My everything.”

Every inch of me throbs with him.

Every drop says the same thing:

I’m his. Forever.


EPILOGUE
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Everly

I’m rinsing strawberries at the kitchen sink when it hits. That familiar, aching sting behind my nipples, the heat blooming low in my belly.

Then comes the warmth. Slow. Heavy. I glance down just in time to watch the fabric darken with two eager stains spreading across my chest, soaking straight through the soft cotton of my sundress.

I don’t stop it. I don’t even flinch.

My body isn’t leaking. It’s begging.

For him. Always him.

Okay, him and the babies he’s put into me. I produce enough for them all and then some.

Milk slides down my stomach, slicking the swell of my pregnant belly, pooling warm between my thighs like need turned liquid. I brace a hand on the counter, breathing hard.

Through the open window, Cole’s shirtless at the fence line, bronzed and backlit by the lowering sun. One of our littles toddles near his boots, naked but for a crooked diaper and a mouthful of laughter.

There are four now.

Four babies born of hunger and heat and hands that never let go.

And one more inside me, this greedy little kicker, already just like Daddy.

I turn off the faucet. My hands are shaking. My inner thighs are soaked.

I step outside barefoot, the screen door clapping shut behind me. Grass brushes my ankles. Heat wraps around my skin.

Cole looks up.

“There’s my sweet Dairy Queen,” he rumbles. His voice is hoarse. “You needy?”

I tip my chest toward the sun, shameless. Offering. Letting the wetness bloom darker and bigger.

“I think I sprung a leak,” I purr.

His eyes flash. He scoops up Ryan, jogging past me and into the house. It’s naptime, the younger ones all milk drunk and tucked in already.

A few minutes later, he’s back. Eyes pinned on mine, hat tipped back, baby monitor clipped to his belt.

Then he’s on me.

He lifts me clean off the ground, one big arm under my thighs, the other wrapped tight around my back. Carries me toward the barn like I’m his personal addiction.

“You out here drippin’ like a faucet in front of God and everything,” he growls, mouth already at my throat. “How’s my breeding cow feeling?”

“Still kicking,” I whisper a hand rubbing a small circle on my bulging middle. “Might be impatient.”

Cole groans. “You’re gonna drain me dry, you filthy little fountain.”

He lays me across the haystack, shoves the dress up with greedy hands as I tug down at the nursing flaps exposing my broad, flat nipples.

Milk trickles immediately. My breasts are enormous. Growing every year.

A stream arcs, splashes his chest. He snarls like a beast.

“Fucking hell. Look at you. My leaking, aching mess.”

He drops his face. “Daddy needs his drink.”

He latches onto one nipple, mouth greedy. His fingers twist the other like he’s tuning an instrument made just for him. He suckles slow and low, feeding, nursing until I’m a needy mess.

Milk spills out of the corners of his mouth. Onto his chest. Into his beard.

“Always sweet,” he rasps. “Like cream and sin.”

Then he pulls back. Beard shining. Eyes crazed.

“Look at you. Dripping. Knocked up. So fuckin’ pretty like this I could ruin you every day.”

He drops his pants, lines up. Pushes in.

I gasp, milk spurting.

“Yeah,” he pants. “That’s my girl. Milk me while I stuff you full again. Fuck, baby, your pussy’s clenching like a milking pump.”

One hand cups my breast, squeezing.

“Gonna keep you like this forever. Full and milky. Walking around with my cum inside you.”

I throw my head back and his hips slap against my open thighs.

“You want Daddy to fuck the next one in before the last even crowns?”

“Yes. Whatever you need, I’m yours.”

He roars as he dumps inside me, my orgasm crests with his, blinding and consuming me in the pleasure only he gives me.

“Take it, baby. Take every drop. Let Daddy make you his little dairy slut forever.”

I cry out, body seizing around him, milk flowing down my sides.

He kisses my chest, breathless.

“We’ll keep going,” he whispers. “Till this barn stinks of milk, and you can’t tell where the babies end and you begin.”

I melt beneath him. Boneless and owned.

Later, he carries me back into the house because my legs are useless but my heart is full. He checks on all the kids, tucks a stuffed bear under one arm, a sippy cup under the other, then scoops me up like the final prize.

He tucks me into bed, his shirt pulled over my dripping breasts. The little gold cow bell necklace around my throat. His ring on my finger.

My supplements and cookies are on the nightstand. The monitor glowing soft blue with our babies’ sleep.

And when I wake hours later, sore and dripping and aching for more, he’s already between my thighs again, whispering against my skin:

“One more, sweet thing. Just one more. Let me put twins in you this time.”

I laugh and cry at the same time.

“Barn time. I need to see my wife on the milker. I want those nipples down in the fucking tubes while I fuck you like a dog.”

This is our house. Our babies. Our rhythm.

Milk and heat and soft things in every room.

And Daddy never stops loving me exactly the way I need.
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