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1 - A DELICIOUS MISTAKE

The morning sun painted the kitchen in shades of dull gold. Natalie stared at her reflection in the coffee mug, seeing the dark circles, the slump of shoulders that hadn’t yet learned how to carry this new weight. The smell of bacon grease and scrambled eggs lingered in the air, a domestic scent that felt like a mockery. Josh was gone, chasing yet another job in the city. His empty chair at the table was a monument to their shared failure.

Wade’s heavy boots thumped across the porch floorboards, then the door swung open. Cool air and the earthy scent of the barnyard followed him in. He was silhouetted against the bright doorway for a moment, then he moved into the kitchen’s warmth, pulling off his work gloves. His blonde hair was damp with sweat, his blue eyes sharp as they scanned the room, settling on her.

“Smells good,” he said, his voice a low rumble that filled the quiet space.

“Just eggs and bacon,” Natalie replied, the words feeling thin.

She avoided his gaze, focusing on setting his plate on the table. She felt his presence like a physical heat radiating across the room. It was a strange, unwelcome awareness. He was her husband’s father. He was handsome—rugged and muscular with a quiet strength that seemed carved from the land itself—but that observation felt dangerous. She pushed it down.

They ate in silence for a few minutes, the clink of forks against plates the only sound. The silence wasn’t empty, though. It was thick, charged with something Natalie couldn’t name. Her body felt restless, her skin too sensitive. The new medication, Nexiva, hummed in her veins, a chemical balm for her despair, but with it came an unpleasant side effect. Her breasts felt heavy, tender, a constant reminder of the unwanted change.

Wade looked at her. “Josh’s interview went well, I hope.”

“He was optimistic,” Natalie said, forcing a smile that didn’t reach her eyes. The lie tasted bitter. Josh had been nervous, snapping at her before he left. Their goodbye was a tense, cold thing.

She shifted in her chair, and a sudden, sharp pang bloomed deep in her chest. A familiar, dreadful pressure. No. She tried to ignore it, to will it away. But it built, a tight, urgent ache. She felt a warm, wet trickle, then a distinct seepage against the cotton of her t-shirt. Her eyes widened. Humiliation crashed over her in a cold wave. Two distinct, damp circles were spreading on the front of her light blue shirt, darkening the fabric over her breasts.

Her fork clattered to the plate. She stood up so quickly the chair legs screeched against the floor. “I—I have to—” she stammered, not finishing the sentence. She turned and fled from the kitchen, her footsteps pounding up the stairs, a frantic escape.

In the bedroom she shared with Josh, she slammed the door shut and leaned against it, her breath coming in short, ragged bursts. She looked down. The stains were undeniable, two small, wet maps of her shame. Tears burned her eyes. She tore the shirt off, throwing it into a corner like something contaminated. Her breasts, freed, felt even heavier. A few droplets still glistened on the swollen, dark nipples. She covered them with her hands, as if she could hide them from herself.

The knock on the door was soft, but it jolted her heart. “Natalie?” Wade’s voice came through the wood, calm and steady. “Are you alright?”

She quickly grabbed another shirt, drying her tears. “I’m… I’m fine,” she replied, her voice trembling.

The door opened slowly. He didn’t burst in; he gave the space a respectful moment before entering. His eyes found her immediately, and they didn’t flinch away. They held her, a steady blue gaze that saw everything—the new shirt, her red, puffy eyes.

He simply walked toward her, his movements deliberate and quiet. He stopped a few feet away. “What’s wrong?” he asked. The question was simple, but it felt like an invitation to collapse.

The dam broke. Words tumbled out, messy and choked. “I’m depressed. The medicine… it’s helping, but it’s making this happen. My breasts… they leak. Josh… he thinks it’s disgusting. He won’t touch me. He won’t even look at me like this.” She was sobbing now, the loneliness and rejection pouring out. “I don’t know what to do. This isn’t the life I wanted. I married him, and now… now I’m all alone out here, away from my friends and family.”

Wade listened. He didn’t interrupt. When her words ran out, leaving only shaky breaths, he stepped closer. He sat on the edge of the bed, the same bed where her husband had rejected her. He was close enough that she could smell the clean sweat and hay on his skin.

“Josh is a fool,” he said, the words blunt and absolute.

Natalie blinked, her crying hiccupping to a stop.

Wade’s eyes dropped, for just a second, to her chest. Then he looked back at her face. “What’s happening to you… it’s natural. It’s a part of you. And it’s…” He paused, searching for the word. “Beautiful.”

The word landed in her stomach like a lit match. Beautiful. Not disgusting. Not grotesque. Beautiful.

He continued, his voice dropping lower, becoming intimate. “I find it… very sexy.”

The confession hung in the air between them, a forbidden truth. Natalie’s mind screamed warnings. This is wrong. He’s your father-in-law. You’re married. But her body, her starved, lonely, rejected body, heard something else. It heard acceptance. It heard desire.

The silence stretched. Wade didn’t move to touch her. He simply sat there, offering his words, his gaze, his presence. The choice was hers, laid bare in the quiet room.

Loneliness won. It was a stronger force than guilt, than morality. The months of cold distance from Josh, the aching need for connection, for someone to want her—it all coalesced into a single, reckless impulse.

Then she stepped forward. She leaned down, and she kissed him.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a hungry, desperate press of her lips against his. It was a transfer of all her pent-up anguish into a physical plea. He responded instantly. His hands came up, large and rough, one cradling the back of her head, the other settling on her waist. His mouth opened against hers, and the kiss deepened from a plea to a conversation. His tongue tasted her, and she tasted him—coffee, earth, man. A groan built in his chest, a vibration she felt through their joined lips.

They broke apart for air, panting. His eyes were blazing. “Natalie,” he breathed, a statement and a question.

“Please,” she whispered, the only word she had.

That was all the permission he needed.

He reached for the hem of her shirt, pulling it over her head. Her breasts hung bare between them, full and vulnerable. His hands moved to her shoulders, then down, his fingers tracing the sides of her breasts before circling them entirely. He didn’t hesitate. He bent his head, his mouth seeking one taut nipple.

The first touch of his lips was electric. A sharp, sweet shock raced from her breast directly to her core. Then his mouth sealed over her, warm and wet. He suckled.

The sensation was nothing she had ever felt. It was a deep, pulling pleasure that unspooled threads of tension from her very center. Her milk responded, a warm, easy flow into his mouth. She watched, mesmerized, as he drank from her. His eyes were closed, his expression one of focused bliss. A soft, sucking sound filled the quiet room. Her back arched, pushing her breast more fully into his mouth. Her fingers tangled in his blonde hair, holding him there.

He switched to the other breast, his mouth latching on with the same deliberate hunger. The twin sensations merged, becoming a throbbing, rhythmic pleasure that made her legs weak. She swayed, and his arm around her waist tightened, holding her up. He drank deeply, swallowing, each pull sending a corresponding pulse of heat low into her belly.

When he finally drew back, his lips were wet. He looked up at her, his gaze smoky with desire. “So sweet,” he murmured, his voice thick.

He stood then, his hands moving to the waistband of her jeans. He unbuttoned them, peeled them down her hips along with her panties. She helped, kicking them off, standing naked before him in the muted daylight of the bedroom. His eyes traveled over her—her slender figure, her dark hair cascading down her back, the fullness of her lactating breasts. His admiration was a tangible warmth on her skin.

He sat back on the bed and pulled her toward him, guiding her to stand before him. Then he leaned forward, his face nuzzling into the space between her thighs. His breath was hot against her. He didn’t tease. He pressed a firm, open kiss against her softness, his tongue finding her immediately.

Natalie cried out, a sharp, unfiltered sound. His mouth was expert, knowing. He licked her in long, slow strokes, then focused on the sensitive peak of her pleasure, circling it with a relentless precision. One of his hands came up to cradle her breast again, his thumb stroking her leaking nipple in time with the strokes of his tongue below. The dual sensations were overwhelming, a symphony of direct, physical worship. Her hips began to move, rocking against his face, seeking more of the friction, the wetness, the delicious pressure.

He slid a hand between her thighs, his fingers delving into her. He found her entrance and pushed two fingers inside, deep and slow. She gasped, her inner muscles clamping around the intrusion. He worked them in and out, a steady rhythm that matched the flicking of his tongue. The coil of pleasure tightened, unbearably fast. She was panting, her hands gripping his shoulders, her body bowing toward him.

“Wade… I’m…” she choked out, a warning she couldn’t fully articulate.

He understood. He redoubled his efforts, his mouth sucking directly on her core now, his fingers pumping. The orgasm broke over her like a sudden storm. It was a white-hot burst that started deep inside and radiated outward in waves, making her thighs tremble, her vision blur. She cried out again, a longer, ragged sound that echoed in the room. He held her through it, his mouth gentle now, soothing, until the last tremors subsided.

She was boneless, dripping. He guided her down onto the bed, her back against the sheets. He stood and undressed himself, his movements efficient. His jeans and shirt came off, revealing a body that was all hard work and strength—broad shoulders, a muscular chest, a flat stomach. And then his cock.

It was big. Thick and long, already fully erect, rising from a thatch of blonde hair. Natalie’s eyes widened. A fresh, nervous thrill mixed with the aftermath of her climax. He approached the bed, his gaze locked on her.

He knelt between her legs, his hands spreading her thighs wider. He leaned forward, the tip of his cock pressing against her soaked entrance. He paused, looking into her eyes. “This is what you need,” he said, his voice a low growl.

She nodded, wordless, her body already arching to meet him.

He pushed forward.

The stretch was immense, a breathtaking fullness that stole her air. He entered her slowly, letting her body adjust to the girth, the length. When he was fully seated, he stopped, buried inside her. The feeling was profound—a complete occupation, a filling of a void that had been empty for months.

Then he began to move.

His thrusts were deliberate, powerful. Each drive pushed her deeper into the mattress, each withdrawal left her aching for the return. He set a rhythm that was steady and deep, not frantic, but utterly consuming. His hands gripped her hips, holding her in place, allowing him to control the pace, the depth.

Natalie’s senses narrowed to the point of connection. The slick, hot friction of him moving inside her. The weight of his body above her. The smell of their sex, mingled with the faint, sweet scent of her milk on his skin. The sound of their joined flesh, wet and rhythmic. Her breasts, untouched now, still throbbed with their own sensitive ache.

He watched her face as he fucked her, his blue eyes dark with intensity. She couldn’t look away. This was wrong, a sin, but in this moment, it felt like salvation. Every thrust was a repudiation of Josh’s rejection, an affirmation of her body’s worth.

Her pleasure began to rebuild, faster this time, fueled by the emotional catharsis as much as the physical stimulation. The deep drag of his cock inside her stoked a new fire. She felt her inner muscles begin to tighten again, preparing for another peak.

“Cum with me,” he commanded, his voice strained with his own effort.

She obeyed. She let go of everything—the guilt, the fear, the depression. She focused only on the sensation, on the man giving it to her, on the glorious, forbidden fullness. Her climax approached, a towering wave. She felt his thrusts become harder, faster, his own control fraying.

When it crashed, it was even more intense than the first. It wasn’t just a physical release; it was an emotional explosion. A bright, shattering burst of pleasure that washed through every cell, followed by a deep, weeping gratitude that made tears stream from her closed eyes. She screamed, a sound that was pure release.

Her climax triggered his. With a final, deep, grinding thrust, he buried himself to the root and held there. A harsh groan tore from his throat. She felt him pulse inside her, a hot, liquid rush filling her depths. He shuddered, his whole body trembling with the effort of his release, then collapsed onto her, his weight a comforting, solid pressure.

They lay like that for long minutes, joined, sweating, breathing in unison. The world outside the room didn’t exist. There was only this bed, this sweat, this scent, this sin.

Slowly, reality seeped back in. The weight of what they had done settled over her. Wade shifted, pulling out of her with a soft, wet sound. He sat up on the edge of the bed, his back to her.

Natalie sat up too. The physical euphoria was fading, replaced by a cold, creeping dread. She looked at the man—her father-in-law—now pulling on his jeans. The evidence of their act was on her body, inside her body.

She scrambled off the bed, finding her own clothes. She dressed quickly, her fingers clumsy. The silence was heavy now, oppressive.

When they were both clothed again, standing in the middle of the room that belonged to her husband, she faced him. “This was a mistake,” she said, the words tasting like ash. “It can’t… it can’t happen again.”

Wade looked at her. His expression was complex—satisfaction, disappointment, understanding. He nodded slowly. “I know,” he said. But his eyes held a promise, a heat that said he knew, but he didn’t agree.

He left the room without another word, closing the door softly behind him.

Natalie stood alone, the smell of sex and milk still clinging to the air. She felt hollowed out, used, and yet… alive. More alive than she had felt in months. The conflict was a turmoil inside her chest.

She heard the front door open downstairs, then Josh’s voice, excited, calling out. “Nat! You here?”

Her stomach dropped. Guilt flooded her, icy and sharp. She wiped her face, straightened her shirt, and walked out of the bedroom, down the stairs, to meet her husband.

Josh was in the kitchen, his face animated. “I got it!” he exclaimed, grinning. “The job! They offered it to me right there!”

Natalie forced a smile onto her face, a mask of congratulations. “That’s wonderful,” she said, her voice sounding distant to her own ears.

He stepped forward, grabbing her in a hug. It felt strange, his arms around her now. They felt different. They felt like the arms of a stranger. She hugged him back, her mind screaming, her body still humming with the memory of Wade’s touch, his taste, his fullness inside her.

As Josh celebrated, holding her, Natalie looked past him, through the kitchen window, toward the barn where Wade would be working. A deep, unsettling certainty settled in her soul. It couldn’t happen again. But she already knew she wanted it to.

2 - DIVIDED LOYALTY

The silence in the house was a physical presence. It pressed against Natalie’s eardrums, thick and dusty, broken only by the distant lowing of cows or the creak of an old timber settling. For the past week, Josh had been leaving before dawn and returning after dusk, his new job in the city a voracious beast that consumed his days and his energy. He’d come home smelling of asphalt and stale office air, his kisses perfunctory, his hands limp on her shoulders. He’d fall into bed and into sleep, his back a silent wall. The rejection, once a sharp wound, had scabbed over into a dull, constant ache.

Natalie moved through the farmhouse like a ghost, touching nothing, leaving no trace. She avoided the kitchen during Wade’s breakfast time. She waited until she heard his truck rumble toward the back forty before she’d venture downstairs. She did laundry, the mundane task a shield against thought. But her mind was a traitor. It replayed the memory on a loop: the feel of his mouth, hot and demanding on her nipple, the deep, pulling pleasure as he drank, the shocking fullness of him inside her, the way her own climax had felt like a piece of her soul breaking free. The guilt was there, a cold stone in her gut, but it was curiously distant, muffled by the louder, more insistent hum of remembered sensation. Her body remembered. Her heavy, sensitive breasts remembered, tingling at the memory, leaking small, warm reminders onto her bra pads throughout the day.

She was in the sunroom, pretending to read a novel, when his shadow filled the doorway. She flinched, her heart giving a hard, single thump against her ribs.

“Natalie.” Wade’s voice was calm, work-roughened. He stood with one shoulder against the frame, his body taking up the space. He wore faded jeans and a grey t-shirt stretched across his chest, damp patches under his arms. “I’ve got a heifer down in the south pasture. Cut her leg on some wire. Need a second pair of hands to get her into the squeeze chute for me to clean it. Josh isn’t here.”

It wasn’t a question. It was a statement of fact, and a request. Her first instinct was to refuse, to hide, to cling to the fragile safety of her avoidance. But the thought of staying in this silent house with only her treacherous thoughts for company was suddenly unbearable. And a treacherous, secret part of her leapt at the chance to be near him, to be in that charged space again, even if just to pass a rope.

“Alright,” she said, her voice smaller than she intended. She marked her page and stood.

“Wear something you don’t mind getting dirty,” he said, his blue eyes giving her a slow, assessing sweep before he turned and walked out.

She changed into an old sundress, a faded floral thing she used for gardening, and a pair of rubber boots. The walk to the south pasture was quiet, the late morning sun warm on her shoulders. Wade walked ahead, his stride long and confident, not looking back. The distance between them felt electric, a taut wire humming with everything unsaid.

The heifer was a young, skittish thing, a deep gash on her hind leg weeping and caked with dirt. She bawled piteously when she saw them. The squeeze chute, a metal contraption at the end of a narrow alleyway in the barn, loomed like a mouth.

“I’ll guide her in,” Wade said, his tone all business. “You stand here, by the gate. Just watch her back legs. If she looks like she’s going to kick, you yell, and I’ll move. Don’t get in the alley. Just be my eyes.”

Natalie nodded, taking her post. The air in the barn was close, rich with the smells of hay, manure, warm animal, and old wood. Dust motes danced in the slants of light cutting through the high windows. Wade moved with a quiet, practiced efficiency, coaxing the nervous animal with soft clicks of his tongue and gentle pressure. Natalie watched, but her eyes kept straying from the cow’s legs to the man. The way his muscles corded in his forearms as he worked the gate. The sweat-darkened line down the center of his back. The focused set of his jaw.

The heifer balked at the entrance to the chute. Wade pushed firmly, his body leaning into hers. There was a brief struggle, a shuffle of hooves on concrete, a snort. Natalie’s pulse drummed in her throat. She forced her gaze to the animal’s hindquarters, watching the tendons tense.

“Easy now,” Wade murmured, more to the cow than to her, but the low rumble of his voice vibrated in Natalie’s chest.

With a final heave, the cow lurched forward into the chute. Wade slammed the side lever, and the metal walls closed in, holding the animal snugly. He let out a slow breath and turned to Natalie. “Good. She’s secure.”

He fetched a bucket of warm water, antiseptic, and clean rags. For the next ten minutes, Natalie watched him work. He cleaned the wound with a gentle, firm touch, his big hands surprisingly deft. The heifer stood still, calmed by the confinement. The only sounds were the splash of water, the soft tear of cloth, Wade’s steady breathing. The intimacy of the act, this careful tending, felt strangely more exposing than their previous passion. He was in his element, capable, strong, needed. It was a different kind of attractive, and it coiled heat low in Natalie’s belly.

When he finished, applying a final salve, he straightened and looked at her. A streak of dirt smudged his cheek. His eyes were bright in the barn’s dim light. “Thanks,” he said. “Couldn’t have managed her alone without getting my ribs cracked.”

“You’re welcome,” she whispered.

The tension she’d been holding all week, the tension that had been building in the quiet barn, snapped into something palpable. It hung in the dusty air between them, thick and sweet as honey.

He didn’t move to release the cow. He just stood there, looking at her, his gaze dropping to the front of her sundress. She knew her breasts had leaked; she’d felt the familiar, warm dampness on the drive over. The thin cotton of the old dress did little to hide the two small, dark circles that had bloomed over her nipples.

Humiliation should have flooded her. Instead, a different heat spread through her—a defiant, desperate warmth. His eyes darkened. He took a step toward her, then another, closing the distance until she could smell the honest sweat on his skin, the antiseptic, the essential maleness of him.

“You’ve been avoiding me,” he stated, his voice a low vibration.

She couldn’t deny it. She nodded, her throat tight.

“Why?”

The simple question deserved a complex answer: guilt, marriage, sin, fear. But the words that tumbled out were the raw, unfiltered truth. “Because I can’t stop thinking about it,” she breathed. “About you. About… what you did.”

His expression didn’t change, but a fire ignited in his blue eyes. “What we did.”

She nodded again, helpless.

He reached out, not for her breast, but to trace the damp spot on her dress with the very tip of his calloused finger. The touch was light, almost casual, but it burned through the fabric, through her skin, straight to her core. Her breath caught, stuttered in her chest.

“It’s all I think about, too,” he confessed, his voice dropping to a rough whisper. “The taste of you. The sound you made.”

That was all it took. The last thread of her resistance frayed and vanished. She swayed forward, and he met her halfway.

This kiss wasn’t desperate or weeping. It was hungry, purposeful, a collision of pent-up need. His mouth was demanding, his tongue sweeping past her lips to claim hers. He tasted of coffee and outdoor air. One hand came up to cradle the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her dark hair, holding her firm for his exploration. The other hand slid down her spine, possessive, pulling her flush against him. She could feel the hard plane of his chest, the undeniable ridge of his erection already straining against his jeans. A moan built in her throat, swallowed by his kiss.

Her hands, which had been hanging limp at her sides, came to life. They slid up his solid arms, over the swell of his shoulders, and finally buried themselves in his sweat-damp blonde hair. She kissed him back with everything she had, a week’s worth of lonely fantasy poured into the movement of her lips and tongue.

When they broke apart, gasping, his forehead rested against hers. His breathing was ragged. “Tell me to stop,” he growled, the words a challenge.

She couldn’t. The word wouldn’t form. Instead, her hands moved down his chest, over the hard muscles of his stomach, to the waistband of his jeans. Her fingers found the metal button, fumbled it open. The zipper rasped loudly in the quiet barn. She pushed the rough denim down over his hips, just enough. He sprang free, thick and heavy and fully erect, the pale skin hot in her hand.

She wrapped her fingers around him, her thumb brushing the slick bead of moisture at his tip. He was so hard, the skin like velvet over steel. A harsh groan escaped him. She began to stroke him, her movements tentative at first, then gaining confidence as she watched his face tighten with pleasure. His eyes closed, his jaw clenched. The sight of this powerful man coming undone under her touch was intoxicating. She pumped him, her grip firm, her thumb circling the swollen head on each upstroke. Pre-cum coated her fingers, making the glide smooth, slick, obscene.

“Christ, Natalie,” he gritted out.

She dropped to her knees in the soft hay and dust of the barn floor. The position felt shockingly submissive, yet powerfully in control. She looked up at him, his cock level with her face, and then she leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

She heard the air hiss between his teeth. Her tongue swirled around the broad head, tasting the salty, musky essence of him. She opened wider, taking more of his length, her lips stretching. She moved her head slowly, then faster, finding a rhythm, using her hand at the base to guide him deeper. The sounds were filthy—wet, sucking noises, his ragged breaths, the soft, helpless whimpers she couldn’t suppress. She loved it. She loved the weight of him on her tongue, the way his hands fisted in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, the low, animal noises of pleasure he made.

“Enough,” he finally gasped, pulling her head back gently but firmly. “Up. Now.”

He hauled her to her feet, his eyes burning with a feral light. He backed her up against the rough, worn wood of an empty cow stall. The coarse planks scratched her skin. His fingers found the straps of her sundress, sliding them down over her shoulders, letting it drop to the barn floor. Then, his mouth was on her breast.

The first pull of his lips was a sharp, demanding vacuum that sent a bolt of electric heat straight to her core. He didn't just tease; he latched on with a hunger that spoke of a farmer claiming his harvest, his tongue swirling in a rough, rhythmic cadence against the sensitive peak. Natalie gasped, her back arching off the splintered wood as the pressure in her chest finally gave way.

The milk came in a sudden, heavy rush—a sweet cream that spilled past the corners of his mouth. Wade groaned low in his throat, a sound of pure, predatory satisfaction, as he swallowed deeply, his hands bruising her hips to keep her tethered to him. He moved to the other side, his stubble grazing her tender skin, determined to drain every drop.

He finally pulled away, his chin glistening with a stray drop of her milk, and spun her around with a sudden, dizzying force. Natalie’s chest hit the rough-hewn timber of the stall, the scent of cedar and old hay filling her senses as she was pinned against the wood. She felt the hot, ragged puff of his breath against the nape of her neck, a predatory heat that made her knees tremble. Her panties—simple cotton—were a frail barrier. Wade didn’t hesitate; he hooked his thumbs in the waistband and pulled them down her thighs, letting them fall around her ankles.

One hand spread her, his fingers sliding through her wetness, which was already slick and ready for him. He groaned, a sound of pure male satisfaction. “Soaked for me,” he murmured, his breath hot on her neck. “Think about this all week, too?”

“Yes,” she panted, pushing her hips back against his hand.

He positioned himself, the broad, blunt head of his cock nudging at her entrance. He didn’t ask. He just pushed. And he filled her, in one slow, relentless, breathtaking invasion.

The stretch was exquisite, a burning fullness that made her cry out, her fingers clawing at the wood. He was deeper this way, hitting places inside her she didn’t know existed. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust, letting her feel every inch of him. Then he withdrew, almost completely, before surging back in.

And he began to fuck her.

There was no tenderness, no pretense. This was raw, animal coupling. Each thrust drove her into the stall, the impact shuddering through her body. His grip on her hips was iron, holding her in place for his powerful strokes. The sounds were brutal: the slap of skin against skin, the creak of the old wood, their mingled, gasping breaths. The scent of hay and animal was overwhelmed by the musk of their sex.

Natalie’s mind shattered. Thought was impossible. There was only sensation—the incredible friction of him moving inside her, the ache of fullness giving way to a desperate need for more, the sharp bite of the wood against her palms, the overwhelming knowledge that she was being taken, used, in the most primal way possible, and she loved every second of it.

One of his hands left her hip and snaked around her body, finding her breast. He squeezed the heavy weight through her dress, his thumb finding her nipple and rubbing insistently. The dual stimulation was too much. Her milk let down in a warm rush, soaking the front of her dress, his hand. The sensation of release, of giving, tipped her over the edge.

Her climax tore through her without warning. It was a violent, convulsive wave that ripped a scream from her throat, a raw sound that echoed in the cavernous barn. Her inner muscles clenched around him in rapid, uncontrollable spasms, milking his length. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain, a white-hot detonation in her core that radiated out to her fingertips, her toes, making her legs buckle.

Wade held her up, his own control fracturing. Her climax triggered his. With a final, deep, grinding thrust that pressed her flat against the stall, he roared, a guttural, helpless sound. She felt him erupt inside her, a hot, liquid flood that pulsed in time with the last waves of her own release. He shuddered violently against her back, his whole body going rigid, then slumping, his weight pressing her into the wood as he spent himself into her depths.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their labored breathing, harsh in the quiet barn. The heifer in the chute lowed softly, a mundane reminder of the world outside their cocoon of sweat and sin.

Slowly, carefully, he pulled out of her. A trickle of his release followed, warm on her inner thigh. The loss of him left her feeling empty, hollowed out. She turned around. Wade’s face was flushed, his eyes soft with a satiated haze. He looked at her, really looked, and then he leaned down and kissed her again, softly this time, a slow, tender exploration that felt somehow more intimate than the frantic fucking.

Wade tucked himself back into his jeans and zipped up. Her legs still trembling, Natalie picked her dress up, shaking off bits of hay, and put it back on. She bent to pull up her panties. The simple act felt surreal.

The guilt returned then, slamming into her chest with the force of a physical blow. She looked at the stall, at the hay-strewn floor where she’d knelt, at this man—her husband’s father—now adjusting his shirt. Shame burned her cheeks.

Wade saw it. His expression shifted, the tenderness hardening into something more resigned. “You alright?” he asked, his voice hoarse.

She nodded, unable to speak. She wasn’t alright. She was a mess of conflicting sensations: the glorious, throbbing aftermath of pleasure, and the icy dread of what she’d done. Again.

“I should… I should get back to the house,” she managed.

“Natalie.” He stopped her with a hand on her arm. His touch was gentle. “It’s okay to want what makes you feel good.”

She looked into his blue eyes, so full of understanding and a hunger that mirrored her own. She pulled her arm away. “It’s not okay,” she whispered. But even as she said it, she knew it was a lie. In this moment, with her body still singing its electric song, it felt more than okay. It felt necessary.

She turned and walked out of the barn, into the blinding afternoon sun. The walk back to the house was a blur. She went straight upstairs, stripped off the milk-damp dress, and stood under a scalding shower, trying to wash the smell of him, of sex, of barn, from her skin. It was futile. The memory was etched into her nerves.

She dressed in clean jeans and a t-shirt, her movements mechanical. She made dinner, something simple. The normalcy of chopping vegetables was a thin veneer over the chaos inside.

Josh’s car crunched on the gravel drive just as the sun was setting. He came in, his tie loosened, his face pale with fatigue. “Long day,” he sighed, dropping his briefcase by the door. He came to the kitchen, gave her a peck on the cheek that smelled of paper and exhaust. “Smells good.”

“It’s just stir-fry,” she said, her voice miraculously steady. She served him, sat across from him, asked about his day. She laughed at the right moments, nodded in sympathy. She performed the role of the supportive wife with an actress’s precision.

Inside, she was splitting in two. One part was here, with Josh, in this kitchen, clinging to the life she’d chosen, poisoned by guilt. The other part was back in the shadowy barn, pressed against rough wood, feeling alive for the first time in months, feeling desired. The two parts warred, a silent, screaming conflict that made the food taste like ash.

Josh finished eating, yawned. “Gonna hit the shower and turn in early. Dead on my feet.” He gave her another absent kiss and trudged upstairs.

Natalie cleaned the kitchen, each clatter of a plate sounding like an accusation. She looked out the dark window over the sink, her reflection a ghost over the black landscape. Upstairs, Wade was alone in his room. Was he thinking of her? Was he touching himself, remembering the taste of her milk, the feel of her tight heat?

A deep, restless ache stirred within her, an ache that had nothing to do with depression and everything to do with a hunger that had been awakened and now refused to be ignored. She was torn, yes. But the cord tying her to Josh felt frayed and thin, while the magnetic pull toward Wade felt like a new, terrifying gravity.

3 - A TRAITOROUS HEART

The bed was a vast, cold ocean, and Natalie was adrift in its center. Josh lay beside her, a familiar shape in the dark, his breathing a soft, even rhythm that spoke of deep, untroubled sleep. She stared at the ceiling, tracing the faint cracks in the plaster she’d come to know by heart. Every cell in her body was awake, humming with a restless, toxic energy.

The space between them felt wider than the pasture outside. She could reach out and touch him, but the emotional gulf was continental. Her mind, a traitorous engine, would not stop.

It replayed the barn. The rough wood against her cheek. The brutal, perfect fullness. The way her own scream had torn from her throat, a sound of pure, unadulterated release. Then it would flip to Josh: his quick, dry kisses, his hands that never lingered, the way he’d flinched—just a micro-expression, but she’d seen it—the first time her milk had leaked onto his chest. He’d wiped it away with a tissue, fastidious, as if cleaning up a spill.

A hot tear escaped, tracking a slow path into her hairline. This is your husband, she told herself. You chose him. You vowed. The words were soundless, hollow echoes in the vault of her guilt. They held no weight against the visceral memory of Wade’s mouth, his hands, the raw hunger in his blue eyes that made her feel seen, not as a problem to be managed, but as a woman to be devoured.

The comparison was cruel and relentless. Josh’s lean, nervous energy against Wade’s solid, grounded strength. Josh’s animated face, always looking toward some future horizon, against Wade’s focused, present intensity. Josh’s rejection of her changing body against Wade’s worship of it.

She couldn’t lie here anymore. The silence was a scream. Carefully, she slid out from under the covers, the old floorboards cool under her bare feet. She pulled on a thin silk robe over her nightgown, the fabric whispering against her skin. She didn’t bother with slippers.

The farmhouse at night was a different creature. Shadows pooled in the corners, long and deep. The familiar creaks and sighs of the old building were amplified, each one a heartbeat. She moved like a phantom down the stairs, drawn by a need she couldn’t name—water, air, a distraction from the war inside her skull.

The soft glow from the range hood light illuminated the kitchen in a dim, amber pool. And there he was.

Wade sat at the heavy oak table, a single glass of amber whiskey in front of him. He wore only a pair of low-slung flannel sleep pants, his torso bare. The light carved the hard planes of his chest and abdomen into sharp relief, shadows gathering in the hollows of his collarbones, the defined lines of his stomach. He was staring into his glass, his profile stark, his blonde hair tousled. He looked like a man carrying a weight.

He didn’t startle when she appeared in the doorway. His head turned slowly, those blue eyes finding her in the half-light. They were clear, sober, and full of a quiet intensity that stole the air from her lungs.

“Couldn’t sleep?” he asked. His voice was a low rumble in the quiet kitchen, smoother than the whiskey he was drinking.

She shook her head, unable to form words. She should turn around. Go back upstairs. Climb into bed with her husband and pretend.

She took a step into the kitchen instead.

“Josh out cold?” he asked, taking a slow sip.

“Yes.” The word was a breath.

“He works hard.” There was no judgment in the statement, just fact. But it hung between them, highlighting the contrast. Josh worked in an office, came home drained. Wade worked the land, came home… to this. To silence and whiskey and thoughts she was now a part of.

She wrapped her arms around herself, the silk robe doing nothing to ward off a sudden chill. “I shouldn’t be down here.”

“Probably not.” He set his glass down with a soft clink. “But here you are.”

His gaze was a physical touch. It traveled over her, from her disheveled dark hair, down the slender column of her throat, over the subtle swell of her breasts beneath the silk and thin nightgown. She felt her nipples tighten, a familiar, aching response that had nothing to do with the temperature. A faint, sweet pressure began to build behind them.

“I keep thinking I should feel worse,” she whispered, the confession torn from her. “About what we did. Twice now. I know it’s wrong. I feel the guilt, like a rock in my stomach. But it’s… quiet. Drowned out by everything else.”

“By what?” His question was gentle, prompting.

“By how it felt,” she said, her voice gaining a desperate strength. “By how alive I felt. For the first time in months, I wasn’t just… numb. Or sad. Or a burden. I was wanted. You looked at me like I was…” She trailed off, shaking her head.

“Like you were a miracle,” he finished, his voice rough. “Because you are. That body. What it’s doing. It’s natural. It’s beautiful. And he’s too much of a fool to see it.”

The words were a balm and a poison. They soothed the raw wound of Josh’s rejection while simultaneously deepening the cut of her betrayal. She took another step toward the table. The cool linoleum was a shock under her soles.

“I know it’s wrong,” he said, echoing her words. He leaned forward, elbows on the table, his eyes never leaving hers. “I’m his father. I know the lines we’ve crossed. I’ve drawn them and erased them in my head a hundred times since that first morning. But knowing it’s wrong doesn’t stop the wanting, Natalie. It just makes it burn hotter.”

Her breathing shallowed. The air in the kitchen was suddenly thick, charged. She could smell the peaty scent of his whiskey, the clean, soapy smell of his skin, and underneath it, that essential, masculine scent that was just him.

“I want you,” he said, the words simple, stark, and devastatingly honest. “Right now. I want to taste you again. I want to feel you come apart on my tongue, under my hands. I want to be inside you so deep you forget your own name.”

A shuddering wave of heat crashed through her, melting the last of her resistance. The rock of guilt didn’t disappear, but it was submerged in a flood of pure, aching need. This was the truth, ugly and glorious. This was the hunger that had been gnawing at her since she’d left the barn.

“I want you, too,” she breathed. The admission felt like a key turning, unlocking something wild and caged within her.

He was out of his chair in one fluid, powerful motion. He didn’t walk to her; he closed the distance in two strides, his presence enveloping her. His hands came up to frame her face, his thumbs stroking her cheekbones. His eyes searched hers, not for permission—that had been given—but for confirmation, for the same fire he felt.

She saw it all there: the years of lonely farm life, the latent hunger, the raw, dominant desire he’d unleashed for her. And she answered it with a look of her own, all her loneliness, her yearning for validation, her desperate need to feel desired.

He kissed her.

This kiss was different from the barn. It wasn’t a frantic collision of pent-up lust. It was slow, deliberate, and devastatingly deep. His lips were warm, tasting of whiskey and regret and fierce possession. His tongue swept into her mouth, a bold, claiming invasion that made her knees weak. She moaned into him, her hands flying up to clutch at his bare shoulders. The feel of his warm, solid muscle under her palms, the crisp hair on his chest brushing against the silk of her robe—it was sensory overload in the best way.

He kissed her like a man savoring a last meal, like he was memorizing the shape of her mouth. One of his hands slid from her face, down her neck, over the collar of her robe. His fingers found the tie and pulled it loose with a single, firm tug.

The robe fell open. He broke the kiss, his eyes dropping to her body. The thin, pale pink nightgown was nearly transparent in the low light, outlining the full, heavy curve of her breasts, the dark circles of her areolas, the peaked points of her nipples. As he watched, a small, damp patch began to bloom on the fabric over her right breast, then her left. The let-down was immediate, triggered by his presence, his touch, his overwhelming desire.

A low, appreciative sound came from deep in his chest. “Look at that,” he murmured, his voice thick. “So perfect. So ready for me.”

Any lingering humiliation was incinerated by the heat in his gaze. He found it beautiful. He wanted it. That was all that mattered.

His hands went to the thin straps of her nightgown. He pushed them down her shoulders, the delicate fabric slithering over her skin, catching for a moment on the swell of her breasts before pooling at her feet. She stood naked before him in the dim kitchen light, her skin pebbling in the cool air, her breasts feeling heavy, full, aching.

“God, you’re stunning,” he breathed.

His eyes drank her in: the slender waist, the gentle flare of her hips, the dark triangle of hair at the junction of her thighs. But his focus returned, magnetically, to her breasts. The milky droplets beaded on her nipples, glistening.

He didn’t wait. He bent his head, his mouth closing over her left nipple.

The sensation was electric, a direct line of pleasure that arced from her breast to her core. His mouth was hot, his tongue rough and flat as it lapped at the leaking milk. He suckled gently at first, then with more insistence, pulling the sweet liquid from her. A soft, broken cry escaped her lips. Her hands flew to his head, her fingers spearing through his blonde hair, holding him to her.

He drank, swallowing audibly, a deep, satisfied sound vibrating against her sensitive flesh. The pull was exquisite, a deep, internal tug that seemed to connect to every nerve ending. It wasn’t just physical; it was a profound, primal giving, and he was receiving it with a reverence that shattered her.

Switching to her right breast, he repeated the worship. His tongue swirled, his lips sealed, his strong suction drawing forth another stream. Milk trickled from the corner of his mouth, a thin white trail that slid down her ribcage, over the gentle curve of her stomach.

When he finally released her nipple with a soft, wet pop, both breasts felt lighter, tingling with a delicious, empty ache. He straightened, his lips glistening. His eyes, dark with lust, followed the milky trail down her body.

“Not a drop wasted,” he growled.

He dropped to his knees in front of her. His hands settled on her hips, holding her still. Then he leaned forward and pressed his mouth to her stomach. His tongue, hot and agile, licked up the stray trickle. He followed the path upward, his mouth moving over her quivering skin, lapping up every trace of sweetness until he reached the underswell of her breast. He took her nipple back into his mouth for a brief, hard suckle, cleaning the last of the moisture, before continuing his sensual journey downward.

Natalie’s head fell back, a moan trapped in her throat. The sight of him—this powerful, rugged man on his knees before her, treating her body like a sacred feast—was the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever known. Her fingers tightened in his hair, urging him on.

His mouth moved lower, over the soft plane of her belly, his stubble a delicious abrasion. He nuzzled into the thatch of dark hair, his breath hot against her most intimate skin. She was already wet, the slick evidence of her desire coating her inner thighs.

“Wade,” she gasped, her hips giving an involuntary jerk.

“I know,” he murmured against her skin. His hands slid from her hips to the backs of her thighs, urging her to part her legs. She complied, widening her stance, feeling exposed and utterly wanton.

He didn’t tease. He buried his face between her legs.

The first, flat stroke of his tongue from her opening to her clit was a bolt of pure lightning. She cried out, her legs trembling. He held her firm, his grip unyielding. He feasted on her with the same single-minded intensity he’d shown her breasts. His tongue was an instrument of pure pleasure, lashing her sensitive nub, delving inside her to taste her own unique flavor, then circling back to torture the swollen bud.

He used his lips, his tongue, the slight scrape of his teeth in a way that was utterly masterful. He learned her rhythms quickly, finding the precise pressure and speed that made her gasp, that made her thighs clench around his head. The sounds were obscenely wet, loud in the silent kitchen, a soundtrack to her unraveling.

One of his hands came around, his thumb finding her entrance. He pushed it inside her, curling it, finding a spot that made her see stars. He worked it in tandem with his mouth, his thumb stroking that deep, secret place while his tongue flicked and pressed her clit.

The dual assault was too much, too perfect. The coil of pleasure in her belly, wound tight from the moment she’d seen him at the table, snapped.

Her climax erupted violently. It was a silent scream at first, her mouth open in a soundless ‘O’ as the world whited out. Then a raw, guttural cry was torn from her as the waves crashed over her, relentless, electric. Her body bowed, her back arching, her hands fisting in his hair as she ground herself against his mouth, riding the convulsive pulses of pure ecstasy. He didn’t let up, drinking from her, drawing out every last shuddering spasm until she was limp, panting, hanging onto his shoulders for support.

Slowly, he gentled his mouth, placing soft, sucking kisses on her inner thighs, her mound, as she came down. He looked up at her, his chin glistening with her release, his eyes blazing with triumph and a hunger that was far from sated.

“On the table,” he commanded, his voice gravel.

Her legs were like water, but she managed to turn. He helped her, his hands strong under her arms, lifting her as if she weighed nothing. The cool, smooth surface of the oak table met her backside. He guided her to sit, then to lie back. The wood was hard and unyielding against her spine, a stark contrast to the soft bed upstairs. The domesticity of the setting—the salt and pepper shakers near her head, the faint smell of yesterday’s dinner—made the act feel infinitely more forbidden, more thrilling.

Wade stood between her splayed legs, his gaze raking over her naked form sprawled across his kitchen table. His hands went to the waistband of his flannel pants. He pushed them down, freeing himself.

Natalie’s breath caught. Even after two times, the sight of him, fully erect, was a shock to her system. He was thick, heavy, the head flushed a dark red, a bead of moisture already pearling at the tip. In the dim light, he looked primal, a force of nature.

He didn’t speak. He gripped himself at the base, his other hand spreading her folds, positioning the blunt head at her slick, swollen entrance. He watched her face as he began to push inside.

The initial stretch was a breathtaking burn, a glorious, full feeling that made her gasp. He entered her slowly, inch by devastating inch, letting her feel every ridge, every millimeter of his invasion. Her inner walls, still fluttering from her recent climax, stretched to accommodate him, clinging to his girth.

When he was fully seated, buried to the hilt, he paused, his body trembling with the effort of his control. He was so deep she felt him in her throat. His eyes were locked on hers, a silent communication passing between them—acknowledgment of the wrong, the right, the impossible, irresistible need.

Then he began to move.

He started with long, slow, grinding strokes, pulling almost all the way out before sinking back in with a deep, deliberate thrust. The friction was exquisite, a slow burn that built with every pass. The table creaked softly beneath them, a rhythmic counterpoint to their ragged breathing.

“Look at you,” he rasped, his voice strained. “My son’s wife. Laid out on my table. Taking my cock like you were made for it.”

The filthy words, the acknowledgment of their transgression, sent a fresh jolt of heat through her. It should have shamed her. Instead, it inflamed her. She was taking him. She wanted all of him.

“Harder,” she pleaded, her voice a husky whisper she barely recognized.

A feral grin touched his lips. He obliged.

His pace changed, becoming powerful, piston-like. He gripped her hips, lifting her slightly to meet his relentless drives. Each thrust jolted her body up the table, the edge digging into the backs of her thighs. The slap of skin against skin, the wet, slick sounds of their joining, filled the kitchen. He fucked her with a raw, untamed power that left no room for thought, only sensation.

Natalie was lost. She wrapped her legs around his waist, her heels digging into the hard muscles of his lower back, trying to pull him deeper, take more. Her breasts bounced with the force of his movements, a fresh trickle of milk leaking from her nipples to smear between their sweat-slicked bodies.

The angle was different, deeper than the barn. Each thrust rubbed a spot inside her that felt like a live wire. The pleasure built again, a terrifying, beautiful wave gathering force, threatening to pull her under.

“Wade… I’m… I’m going to…”

“Cum for me,” he grunted, his rhythm becoming erratic, his own control fraying. “Cum on my cock. Let me feel it.”

His command was the final trigger. The wave broke, a cataclysm of sensation that ripped through her with brutal force. Her back arched off the table, a silent scream on her lips as her core convulsed around him in tight, rhythmic pulses. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain, a white-hot detonation that shattered her into a million pieces.

Her climax triggered his. With a guttural roar that seemed to shake the windows, he drove into her one final, deep, grinding time and held there. She felt the hot, liquid surge of his release as he emptied himself inside her, pulse after pulse, filling her with his heat. He shuddered violently, his whole body going rigid above her before collapsing forward, bracing his hands on the table on either side of her head, his forehead dropping to her shoulder.

For a long time, there was only the sound of their heaving breaths, mingling in the air. The reality of the kitchen seeped back in—the clock ticking on the wall, the hum of the refrigerator, the hard table beneath her.

Slowly, carefully, he pulled out of her. A warm trickle followed, a visceral reminder of their union. He stayed bent over her for a moment, his breath cooling her skin. Then he pressed a soft, almost chaste kiss to her collarbone before straightening.

He looked down at her, his expression a complex mix of satiation, tenderness, and something darker—a possessiveness that thrilled and terrified her. Wordlessly, he helped her sit up. Her body felt used, thoroughly fucked, and utterly glorious.

He handed her her nightgown and robe. She dressed with trembling hands, the fabric clinging to her damp, sticky skin. He pulled his pants back up, tying them loosely.

The silence now was different—loaded, heavy with aftermath. The guilt began its slow creep back from the edges of her consciousness, cold fingers reaching for the warm, spent center of her.

“I should go back,” she said, her voice small.

He nodded, his eyes never leaving her. “I know.”

She slid off the table, her legs unsteady. She took a step toward the doorway, then paused. She looked back at him, this man who had just worshipped her body with a fervor she’d never known. The words bubbled up, unbidden, a terrifying truth she could no longer contain.

“I think I’m falling for you,” she whispered, the confession hanging in the air like smoke.

His eyes widened, just a fraction. A muscle ticked in his jaw. He didn’t smile. He didn’t look triumphant. He looked… grave. Understanding the weight of what she’d just said, the impossible complication it added.

“Natalie…” he began, but she couldn’t hear it. She couldn’t hear the reason, the warning, the acknowledgment of the disaster they were courting.

She turned and fled, her bare feet silent on the stairs. She slipped back into the dark bedroom, the scent of sex and Wade still clinging to her skin. She slid into bed beside Josh, who hadn’t moved, his breathing still deep and even.

She lay on her back, staring into the darkness, the cold rock of guilt now a mountain in her chest. But beneath it, warmer and more terrifying, was the undeniable truth. The comparison was over. It wasn’t a comparison anymore. It was a choice taking shape in the dark, and it terrified her because her heart, her traitorous, hungry heart, was no longer leaning toward the man sleeping beside her.

4 - WADE’S GIFTS

The days blurred into a rhythm of secrecy and stolen heat. Josh’s new job meant long, predictable hours in the city, leaving Natalie alone on the farm with Wade for hours that stretched into languid, sinful eternities. The guilt that had once been a cold rock in her stomach had softened, warmed, transformed. It wasn’t gone, but it was quieter, pushed into a distant corner by a roaring, persistent flame.

Wade was that flame.

He found her in the garden, pulling weeds, her hands stained with soil. He came up behind her, his big hands settling on her hips, his lips brushing the nape of her neck. “Come inside,” he murmured, his voice a low command that bypassed all her resistance. She dropped the weeds, followed him.

He found her in the laundry room, folding Josh’s shirts. He took the shirt from her hands, tossed it back into the basket, and kissed her, deep and hungry, against the humming dryer. The clean, sun-dried scent of the clothes mingled with the musk of their desire.

He found her in the shower, steam curling around her body. He didn’t knock. He simply opened the door, stepped into the spray, and washed her with his hands, his mouth, his cock, until the water ran cold and her legs could no longer hold her.

Every time was different. Rough and fast in the hayloft, with straw scratching her back. Slow and tender on the couch in the dim afternoon light, with his fingers tracing patterns on her inner thigh. But one thing remained constant: his obsession with her milk.

He drank from her every time. Before, during, after. It was his ritual, his communion. He’d lift her shirt, bend his head, and suckle with a reverence that felt almost religious. The pull of his mouth, the sweet release, the profound connection of giving him sustenance—it became the cornerstone of their affair. It healed something broken in her. The shame Josh had inflicted was washed away by Wade’s worship. Her depression, that heavy gray fog, had lifted. She felt alive, desired, necessary.

She didn’t think about the future. She existed in the present, in the honeyed moments between Josh’s departure and return. It was a fragile, beautiful bubble.

One Tuesday afternoon, Josh had just left, his car disappearing down the gravel lane. Natalie stood on the porch, watching it go, a familiar mixture of relief and dread twisting in her gut. The relief was for the hours of freedom ahead. The dread was for the inevitable return, the mask she’d have to wear, the lies she’d have to stitch together.

“Natalie.”

Wade’s voice came from behind her. She turned. He stood in the doorway, dressed in his work jeans and a simple black t-shirt that stretched across his chest. His blue eyes held a spark she hadn’t seen before—a focused, possessive intensity.

“Come with me,” he said. It wasn’t a question.

A flutter of anticipation, mixed with a thread of nervousness, stirred in her belly. She followed him through the house, not to the kitchen, not to the living room, but to the end of the hall, to the door of his bedroom.

She’d never been inside. It was his private space, a realm separate from the shared areas of the house. He opened the door and ushered her in.

The room was neat, masculine. A large oak bed with a simple dark green quilt. A dresser. A window overlooking the north pasture. The air smelled of him—clean laundry, soap, and that underlying, earthy scent of hard work.

On the bed, arranged with deliberate care, were several objects.

Her eyes scanned them, her pulse picking up a strange, excited rhythm.

Two clear plastic bottles, connected to… devices. Breast pumps. Modern, efficient, with gentle suction cups and quiet motors. Next to them, a sleek, black vibrator. And coiled beside it, several lengths of braided hemp rope—the same coarse, unyielding line he used to tether a stubborn heifer in the stalls.

Her gaze lifted to Wade’s face. He was watching her, his expression serious, intent.

“A gift,” he said, his voice low. “For you. For us.”

She walked closer to the bed, her fingers reaching out to touch the smooth plastic of one pump. “What… what is all this?”

“The pumps,” he said, stepping beside her. “I want to collect your milk. Bottle it. Keep it. So I can taste you anytime I want, even when we’re not together.” His hand came up, his fingertips brushing her cheek. “Your milk is a part of you. It’s sacred to me. I want to preserve it.”

The idea was so intimate, so deeply personal, it stole her breath. It was a level of possession beyond the physical. He wanted to own a part of her essence.

“And the rest?” she asked, her eyes drifting to the vibrator, the rope.

“To give you pleasure,” he said, his tone dropping, becoming more dominant, more raw. “To show you how much you can feel. And to bind you to me, in every way.”

His words were not a suggestion. They were a plan. A declaration.

He turned to her fully, his hands coming to her shoulders. “Strip for me, Natalie.”

The command was direct, absolute. There was no playful tease, no slow seduction. This was a different mood. One of deliberate, focused control.

A shiver ran through her, not of fear, but of surrender. This was what she craved—the loss of control, the handing over of her body, her pleasure, to someone who knew exactly how to wield it. She nodded, a silent acquiescence.

Her hands went to the hem of her simple cotton tank top. She pulled it up, over her head, and let it drop to the floor. Her breasts, freed, felt heavy, full. Next, her shorts. She unbuttoned them, slid them down her legs, stepping out of them. Then her panties, a simple white cotton pair. They joined the pile on the floor.

She stood naked before him in his bedroom, the afternoon sun streaming through the window, painting her skin in gold. She felt utterly exposed, but not vulnerable. She felt claimed.

“Good,” he murmured, his eyes drinking her in. “Now, on the bed. Lie back.”

She climbed onto the quilt, the fabric cool against her skin. She lay back, settling against the pillows, her arms resting at her sides. She looked up at him, waiting.

He picked up the lengths of rope. He took one, looping it around her right wrist. He didn’t tie it tightly, but with a firm, secure knot that held without cutting. It felt rough and abrasive against her skin. He attached it to a sturdy post of the headboard. Then he did the same with her left wrist. She was now bound, her arms stretched slightly above her head, her body open and displayed for him.

The feeling was extraordinary. A surrender of autonomy. It wasn’t frightening; it was liberating. She couldn’t touch him, couldn’t guide him. She could only receive.

Wade picked up the breast pumps. He knelt beside her on the bed, his weight making the mattress dip. He examined the devices, then gently placed one suction cup over her left nipple. The plastic was cool, a slight shock against her sensitive skin. He adjusted it, ensuring a seal. Then he did the same with her right breast.

He turned them on.

A soft, rhythmic humming filled the room. A gentle, persistent suction began, pulling at her nipples, drawing the milk from her ducts. It was a different sensation than his mouth—mechanical, steady, relentless. It was oddly… relaxing. A relief of the pressure that constantly built within her.

He watched, his eyes fixed on the clear bottles attached to the pumps. As the motors worked, a thin, white stream began to flow, trickling down into the containers. Her milk. Being collected, stored, preserved.

“Beautiful,” he whispered, his voice thick with awe.

He picked up the vibrator. It was a simple, wand-style device. He turned it on. A low buzz vibrated in his hand. He didn’t bring it to her immediately. Instead, he let his eyes roam her body, from her bound wrists, down the slope of her breasts where the pumps worked, over her flat stomach, to the junction of her thighs.

She was already wet. The sight of him arranging the tools, the feel of the suction, the anticipation—it had all pooled into a slick heat between her legs.

He moved, settling between her spread thighs. He leaned down, his face close to her core. He inhaled deeply, a primal, appreciative sound. Then, without ceremony, he pressed the buzzing head of the vibrator against her clit.

The sensation was instant, electric, and profound.

It wasn’t the soft, teasing flick of a tongue. It was a concentrated, relentless vibration that seemed to penetrate deep into the very nucleus of her pleasure. A sharp, startled gasp tore from her lips. Her hips jerked, but the ropes held her wrists, limiting her movement. She was pinned, open, subjected to the pure, undiluted intensity of the device.

Wade watched her face, his own expression a mask of focused control. He held the vibrator there, letting the buzzing waves radiate through her entire pelvis. He didn’t move it. He just applied pressure, letting the machine do its work.

Her breath came in short, sharp pants. The pleasure built quickly, a tight coil winding at her center. The suction on her breasts seemed to sync with the rhythm of the vibrator, a dual stimulation that felt almost orchestrated. As the pleasure in her core increased, she felt a corresponding increase in the flow of her milk. The streams into the bottles became stronger, steadier. Her body was responding, giving, in tandem.

“See?” Wade murmured, his voice a low rumble under the hum of the pumps and vibrator. “Your body knows. It gives when you feel pleasure. It’s all connected.”

He began to move the vibrator. Slowly, deliberately. He traced it around her clit, circling the swollen bud, then dragging it downward, through her wet folds, to her entrance. The vibration there was a different kind of shock—a deep, internal buzzing that made her inner muscles flutter. He pushed it inside, just the tip, letting the pulses resonate inside her.

Natalie cried out, a raw, unfiltered sound. Her back arched off the bed, her bound wrists pulling against the ropes. The sensations were overwhelming, layered, exquisite. The pull on her nipples, the deep vibration inside her, the sight of Wade’s intense gaze fixed on her—it was a sensory overload that pushed her toward a peak faster than ever before.

Moans spilled from her lips, uncontrolled, rhythmic. “Wade… oh god… it’s too much… it’s…”

“It’s perfect,” he corrected, his voice firm. “Take it. Let it happen.”

He increased the pressure, angling the vibrator so it pressed hard against her clit while the tip remained inside her. The dual assault was merciless. Her thighs trembled. Her breasts, under the steady suction, felt achingly full and pleasurably empty at the same time. The bottles were filling, the white liquid rising.

She was moaning continuously now, a stream of sound that mirrored the streams of milk. Her world narrowed to the bed, to the vibrations, to the suction, to his commanding presence. The coil tightened, wound to an unbearable degree.

Just as she felt the first terrifying tremors of an approaching climax, Wade pulled the vibrator away.

The sudden absence of the intense stimulation was a shock, a cruel deprivation. She whimpered, her body craving the return of that buzzing ecstasy.

But he wasn’t done.

He turned off the pumps. The humming ceased. He carefully detached the suction cups from her nipples. Her breasts felt tender, sensitized, the nipples peaked and wet. He set the bottles aside on the dresser, two containers of her essence, glistening in the sun.

Then he bent over her, his mouth replacing the machines.

He suckled her left breast first, his lips sealing over the nipple, his tongue lapping up the residual milk. The contrast was shocking—the warm, living wetness of his mouth versus the cool, mechanical pull of the pump. It was infinitely better. More intimate, more primal. He drank deeply, swallowing, a low groan of pleasure vibrating against her skin.

He switched to the right breast, repeating the worship, drinking until her milk flowed freely for him again. The sensation was a direct, erotic link to her core. Each pull of his mouth sent a corresponding pulse of pleasure straight to her clit, which still throbbed from the vibrator’s attention.

While he drank, his free hand found the vibrator again. He turned it on, its buzz once again filling the room. He didn’t press it to her immediately. He traced it lightly over her inner thigh, then up, to the wet, aching center of her.

He applied it, not with the same relentless pressure as before, but with a teasing, intermittent touch. He’d press it hard against her clit for a few seconds, then drag it away, then return. It was a torment, a delicious, maddening game.

Natalie was sobbing with need, her body a taut bowstring. “Please… Wade… please…”

He released her nipple, his mouth glistening. He looked down at her, his eyes blazing with a dark, possessive fire. “You’re mine,” he stated, the words a simple, devastating fact.

He stood up, finally shedding his clothes. He peeled off his t-shirt, his torso a masterpiece of hard muscle and sun-touched skin. He pushed his jeans and underwear down, kicking them aside.

He was fully erect, his cock thick and hard, rising from his body like a declaration. He climbed onto the bed, kneeling between her bound legs. He took the vibrator and set it aside. Then he gripped her hips, lifting her slightly, positioning her.

He entered her with one smooth, powerful thrust.

The fullness was breathtaking. Her inner walls, already sensitized and buzzing from the vibrator, stretched to accommodate his girth, clinging to him with a desperate, wet heat. He was deep, so deep she felt him in her core, touching places that made her vision blur.

He didn’t start slow. He fucked her with a hard, driving rhythm from the first moment, his hips pistoning, his body a force above her. The ropes held her wrists, anchoring her, making her his to move, to use. Each thrust jolted her body up the bed, the headboard creaking softly. The slap of his skin against hers, the wet, slick sounds of their joining, filled the room, a raw, animal symphony.

Her breasts bounced with his movements, milk still leaking from her nipples, smearing across her skin and his. He watched them, his gaze hungry, even as he drove into her.

“My beautiful girl,” he grunted, his voice strained with effort. “My perfect, milky girl.”

The words, combined with the brutal, perfect friction of his cock inside her, the memory of the vibrator, the lingering sensitivity from the pumps—it all coalesced into a peak of pleasure that felt like a tectonic shift.

It built rapidly, a tsunami gathering force. She couldn’t speak. She could only moan, a continuous, ragged sound that matched the rhythm of his thrusts. Her body tightened around him, her inner muscles clutching, trying to pull him deeper.

“Cum for me,” he commanded, his rhythm becoming frantic, his control unraveling. “Now. Give it to me.”

His command was the trigger. The wave broke over her with a force that felt like annihilation. It wasn’t a single climax; it was a chain reaction, explosions of sensation detonating one after another, ripping through her nervous system. She screamed, a raw, unfiltered cry that echoed in the room. Her body convulsed, her back arching off the bed, her wrists pulling hard against the ropes. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain, a white-hot supernova that consumed her.

Her violent climax triggered his. With a guttural roar that seemed to come from the very center of him, he slammed into her one final, deep time and held, burying himself as deep as possible. She felt the hot, liquid surge of his release, pulse after powerful pulse, filling her with his heat. He shuddered violently, his whole body tensing, his fingers digging into her hips. He collapsed forward, bracing himself on his elbows above her, his forehead dropping to her chest, his breath hot and ragged against her skin.

For long minutes, they stayed like that, joined, spent, the air thick with the scent of sex and milk and sweat. The only sounds were their slowing breaths and the distant call of a crow from the pasture.

Slowly, carefully, Wade pulled out of her. A warm trickle followed. He stayed over her for a moment, then leaned up and kissed her forehead, a soft, tender gesture that felt incongruous with the ferocity of their joining.

He moved to the headboard, his hands working at the knots. The ropes loosened, fell away. Her wrists were freed. She brought her arms down, her muscles aching, her body feeling utterly, completely used. She felt glorious.

Wade gathered her into his arms, pulling her against his chest. They lay together on the bed, his skin warm against hers, his heartbeat a steady drum against her back. He stroked her hair, his fingers gentle.

“Natalie,” he said after a long silence. His voice was quiet, serious.

She turned her head to look at him. His expression was intense, no longer clouded by lust, but by something deeper, more deliberate.

“I want you to be mine,” he said. The words were simple, but they carried the weight of the world. “Not just when he’s gone. I want you to be mine always.”

Her heart, already pounding from the sex, skipped into a frantic, fearful rhythm.

He continued, his blue eyes holding hers with an unbreakable focus. “I want you to be my hucow. My woman. My wife. Leave him. Stay here with me.”

The word hucow sent a strange, thrilling shiver through her. His tone wasn’t derogatory; it was reverent. A title. A designation of her purpose, her beauty, her ability to give sustenance.

But the rest of his statement—Leave him. Stay here with me.—was a bomb dropping into the fragile bubble of their secret world.

The guilt, dormant and softened, surged back with a cold, sharp clarity. Josh. Her husband. The man she’d vowed to love. The man sleeping in the bed next to her every night, oblivious.

“Wade…” she began, her voice shaky. “It’s… complicated. He’s my husband. I… I don’t want to hurt him.”

Wade’s jaw tightened. “He’s hurting you every day,” he said, his voice low and fierce. “By ignoring you. By rejecting you. By making you feel like a problem instead of a treasure. What we have… this is real. You feel it. You know it.”

She did. She felt it in every fiber of her being. The connection with Wade was profound, physical, emotional. It had pulled her from the depths of her depression. It made her feel wanted, needed, seen.

But the idea of leaving Josh, of dismantling her marriage, of confessing this betrayal… it was a terrifying abyss.

“I… I need time,” she whispered, the words a weak plea. “To think. It’s not simple.”

He studied her face, his eyes searching for the truth behind her hesitation. He saw the conflict, the fear, the lingering loyalty. He didn’t push. He didn’t demand.

He nodded slowly, a grave acceptance in his expression. “I’ll give you time,” he said. “But know this, Natalie. I’m not letting you go. You belong here. With me.”

He kissed her again, a slow, deep kiss that tasted of her milk and his possession. Then he helped her from the bed, gathered her clothes, and handed them to her.

She dressed silently, her body humming with the aftermath of pleasure, her mind swirling with chaos. She looked at the bottles on the dresser, her milk captured, preserved. A symbol of his claim.

She left his bedroom, the door closing softly behind her. She walked down the hall, back to the shared spaces of the house, to the life that was a lie. The afternoon sun was still high, but the world felt different. The bubble had been pierced. A choice was looming, dark and immense, and she was standing on its precipice, looking down.

5 - THE SQUEEZE CHUTE

The silence in the farmhouse kitchen the next morning was a heavy, living thing. It pressed against Natalie’s eardrums, thick with the ghosts of yesterday’s conversations and the relentless promise of Wade’s touch. She pushed scrambled eggs around her plate, the yellow curds congealing in the pale light. Josh, sitting across from her, vibrated with a nervous energy that felt completely alien in the drowsy room.

He cleared his throat. The sound was too loud.

“Natalie.”

She looked up. His face was animated, his brown eyes bright with a focus she hadn’t seen in months.

“I… I owe you an apology,” he began, his words tumbling out in a rehearsed rush. “I’ve been so wrapped up in this new job. So distant. I know I have.” He reached across the table, his hand covering hers. His skin was cool, dry. The touch felt contractual. “But it’s for us. For our future. I’m saving every extra penny. I’ve already been looking at listings. There’s a couple of apartments near my office. Small, but clean. In a good neighborhood.”

He paused, expecting a reaction. A smile. Relief. Natalie stared at their joined hands, feeling nothing but a dull, cold weight in her chest.

“We could be out of here in six weeks, maybe less,” he continued, his voice gaining momentum with his own excitement. “No more farm smells. No more… all this.” He gestured vaguely, encompassing the kitchen, the land beyond, his father. “We’ll have our own space. Our own life. You won’t have to be depressed out here anymore.”

The word depressed hung in the air between them, a clinical diagnosis he’d never truly tried to understand. He thought it was the farm. He thought it was the location. He had no idea it had been him. His rejection. His absence. His inability to see her.

And now, the cure he was offering was the one thing that would destroy her newfound sense of self.

She pulled her hand back slowly. “I don’t want to leave the farm, Josh.”

The words dropped into his excited narrative like stones into a still pond. His animated face froze, then crumpled into confusion. “What?”

“I said, I don’t want to leave.” Her voice was quieter, but firm. A new firmness, forged in secret afternoons.

He blinked. “But… you hated it here. You’ve been miserable. You said you felt trapped. I’m trying to fix that.”

“I’m not miserable anymore.” It was the truth, and it sounded so simple.

His confusion curdled into irritation. A flush crept up his neck. “Natalie, be serious. You cried for a week when we first moved in. You said the noise of the cows kept you up. You said the isolation was killing you.”

“Things change.” She looked out the window, toward the barn. A figure moved in the early mist. Wade.

“Well, I haven’t changed!” Josh’s voice sharpened, the city-stress slicing through. “I’m driving an hour and a half each way to work so we can afford to get out of this place. It’s a long commute. It’s exhausting. We have to move back to the city. It’s the logical next step.”

The logical next step. Their marriage, their life, reduced to a flowchart. She turned her gaze back to him, and for the first time, she saw not her college sweetheart, but a stranger. A nervous, lean stranger with plans that didn’t include her, only a version of her he’d constructed in his head—a version that didn’t lactate, didn’t yearn, didn’t need a man’s worship to feel whole.

“I want to stay here,” she said, and the words felt like a confession of treason.

He let out a short, harsh breath, pushing his chair back. The legs screeched on the linoleum. “You’re never happy. I don’t get it. I’m trying to give you what you wanted, and now you don’t want it? What am I supposed to do?”

The accusation, you’re never happy, was an old weapon, but it landed differently now. It didn’t pierce; it glanced off the new armor Wade had forged around her soul. She didn’t answer. She just looked at him, her expression calm, resolved.

His shoulders slumped in defeat and frustration. He checked his watch, a quick, jerky movement. “I have to go. I’m going to be late.” He grabbed his laptop bag, not looking at her. “We’ll talk about this tonight. You need to think realistically.”

He strode out of the kitchen. A moment later, the front door slammed. The sound of his car engine fired to life, then faded down the gravel drive, swallowed by the morning.

The silence returned, deeper now. A clean silence. Natalie sat perfectly still, listening to the beat of her own heart. It was steady. There was no panic, no gray fog descending. There was only the quiet certainty that a line had been drawn. The wedge was no longer something hidden; it was a chasm, visible and vast, right down the middle of her marriage.

She heard the soft tread of boots on the porch, then the squeak of the screen door. Wade stood in the kitchen doorway, leaning against the frame. He wore his work clothes—faded jeans, a simple grey henley stretched across his chest. He’d heard every word. His sharp blue eyes scanned her face, looking for damage, for tears.

He found none.

“Come with me,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated in the quiet room. “I want to show you something in the barn.”

No questions. No platitudes. Just a command that resonated in her bones. She stood, leaving the dirty plates on the table, and followed him.

The morning air outside was cool and damp, smelling of earth and manure and green, growing things. It filled her lungs, clearing the last of the kitchen’s tense atmosphere. She walked behind him, watching the muscles move in his back, the confident set of his shoulders. He led her past the main barn doors, around to a smaller, side entrance used for equipment.

Inside, the barn was a cathedral of shadows and dust-moted light. It smelled of hay, of oil, of animal musk. The familiar, rhythmic sounds of cows shifting in their stalls, the occasional low moo, were a comforting symphony. He led her to a clear space near the back, where the veterinary equipment was stored. The metal squeeze chute stood against the wall, its rails and gates looking cold and imposing.

Wade walked to a clean tack box and opened it. He pulled out a small bundle of fabric and held it out to her.

“Put this on,” he said.

She took it. The fabric was soft, stretchy. She unrolled it. It was a bikini. A cow-print bikini. The pattern was almost comical, black patches on a white background. The top was a string triangle style, the bottoms a high-cut Brazilian string. The material was barely there.

Her eyes lifted to his. His gaze was unwavering, intense, possessive. This was part of the gift. Part of the claim. My hucow.

A flush of heat, completely divorced from shame, spread from her core outwards. Her fingers trembled slightly, not from cold, but from a building, dizzying anticipation. She nodded, a silent acquiescence.

“Put it on,” he said, his voice softening just a fraction.

She quickly stripped out of her cotton sleep shorts and tank top. The barn air was cool on her naked skin, raising goosebumps. She stepped into the bikini bottoms, tying the strings at her hips. They rode high, exposing the pale curve of her ass. The top was trickier. She slipped it on, tied the string behind her neck, then the one behind her back. The triangles of fabric covered her nipples, but just barely. Her full, heavy breasts strained against the thin material, the dark patches of the print accentuating their swell.

Wade’s eyes darkened, the blue turning almost black with hunger. He looked her up and down, a slow, thorough appraisal that made her skin feel electrified. “Perfect,” he breathed. “My perfect girl.”

He closed the distance between them. His big, work-roughened hands came up, not to touch her skin, but to the thin strings of her bikini top. He hooked his fingers under the front of the top and pulled it up, baring her breasts completely to the cool, dusty air.

Her nipples tightened instantly, pebbling into hard, sensitive peaks. A thin bead of moisture, clear and sweet, already glistened at each tip.

Wade’s breath caught. He leaned in, his mouth hovering just above her left breast. She felt the heat of his exhale. But he didn’t taste her. Not yet.

“Wait here,” he murmured, his voice thick.

He went back to the tack box. This time, he pulled out the breast pumps. The same efficient, modern pumps from his bedroom. He brought them over, along with two clean bottles. He set them on a nearby hay bale. Then, with careful, reverent motions, he attached the suction cups to her nipples. The plastic was cool, a stark contrast to the warmth of his nearness. He adjusted them, ensuring a perfect seal. When he was satisfied, he flipped the switches.

The soft, rhythmic hum filled the quiet stall. A gentle, persistent tugging began at her nipples, pulling the milk from her ducts. She closed her eyes, surrendering to the sensation. It was a relief, a release. The clear droplets became thin, steady streams, flowing down into the waiting bottles. The sound of the motors was hypnotic, a white noise that began to quiet the last whispers of guilt in her mind.

Wade watched, mesmerized, as the white liquid rose in the bottles. “So beautiful,” he said, more to himself than to her.

After a few minutes, when the bottles were a quarter full, he turned off the pumps. He carefully detached them, setting the devices aside. Her nipples were wet, glistening, hypersensitive from the suction. He picked up one bottle, held it to the light. Her milk looked rich, creamy.

He brought the bottle to his lips and drank. He took a long, deep swallow, his throat working. He closed his eyes, savoring it. When he lowered the bottle, his lips were wet. “The best thing I’ve ever tasted,” he said, his voice gravelly with emotion. “The essence of you.”

He drank from the second bottle, draining it halfway. Then he set both bottles down.

His hands returned to her, this time settling on her hips. He turned her around, so she faced the opening of the stall. Beyond it, the metal squeeze chute waited.

“Now,” he said, his voice dropping into a register of pure, dominant command. “Your proper place.”

He guided her forward, out of the stall and over to the chute. He released the latch on the side gate, swinging it open. The interior was bare metal, worn smooth by the passage of countless animals. It was wide enough for a cow’s shoulders, but narrow, confining.

“Step in,” Wade instructed.

Natalie placed one foot inside, then the other. The metal floor was shockingly cold against her bare feet. She stood in the center of the chute. Wade closed the side gate behind her, the latch clicking shut with a final, metallic sound that echoed in the barn. Then he moved to the front. He reached in, his hands firm on her shoulders, positioning her. He pulled a lever. A horizontal bar, padded with worn leather, swung in from the front and settled against her chest, just below her collarbone, holding her in place. He adjusted another lever. A second bar, this one at hip-level, moved in from behind, pressing against the small of her back.

She was trapped. Cradled. Secured. The cold metal surrounded her, the bars held her fast. She could move her arms slightly, but her torso was locked. Her bare back and ass were exposed to the open air behind her, while her front was pressed against the front bar, her leaking breasts hanging freely into the space beyond the chute.

A deep, unexpected calm settled over her. The world narrowed to the sensations: the chill of the metal against her belly and thighs, the firm pressure of the bars, the empty, aching fullness of her breasts, the damp heat between her legs. The hum of the pumps was gone, replaced by the sound of her own breathing, Wade’s quiet movements, and the distant life of the barn. Her mind grew quiet, compliant. There was no decision to make here. No guilt to wrestle. She was where she was meant to be. His. His to use. His to milk. His to breed.

She heard the rustle of denim, the clink of a belt. Wade moved behind her. His hands, warm and rough, smoothed over the exposed curves of her ass, kneading the flesh. He traced the thin string of the bikini bottom where it cut between her cheeks.

“Such a good girl,” he murmured, his voice close to her ear. His breath was hot. “My perfect hucow. Look at you. Taking your place so beautifully.”

His words sank into her, warmer than any touch. They fueled the heat pooling in her core, making her clit throb against the cool metal bar in front of her. She was already wet, slickness trickling down her inner thigh.

His fingers hooked into the strings of her bikini bottom. He pulled the scant fabric down her legs, letting it fall to the barn floor. She was now completely naked from the waist down, held fast in the industrial embrace of the chute.

One hand remained on her hip, possessive and steady. The other hand delved between her legs from behind. His fingers found her wetness, sliding through her folds with a rough, appreciative sound.

“So ready for me,” he growled. “Soaked. Your body knows its purpose.”

He rubbed his fingers over her clit, not teasing, but with a firm, circular pressure that made her gasp and push back against the bars. The cold metal against her stomach, the heat of his touch between her legs—the contrast was maddening, exquisite.

He didn’t linger. He removed his hand. She heard the wet sound of him stroking himself. Then she felt the blunt, insistent pressure of the head of his cock, nudging against her entrance.

He didn’t ask. He didn’t need to. Her body, presented and pinned, was consent enough.

With one hand gripping her hip, he guided himself into her.

The penetration was slow, inexorable, deep. The cold metal at her front, the unyielding bar at her back, made the sensation of him filling her utterly inescapable. She felt every inch of his thick, hard length as he pushed into her, stretching her, claiming the wet, clutching heat of her core. He sank into her to the hilt, his body pressed flush against her bare ass and back. A low, guttural groan tore from his chest, vibrating through her.

He was still for a moment, buried to the root inside her, both of them savoring the perfect, locked fit. Natalie’s head fell forward, her forehead resting against the cool front bar. A moan, long and shuddering, escaped her lips. She was so full, so utterly possessed. The last fragments of her old self, the depressed woman, the rejected wife, dissolved in the sheer physical reality of this moment. She was Natalie, the hucow, milked and mounted in her master’s barn.

Then he began to move.

His thrusts were not the frantic, driving pistons of the bedroom. Here, in the chute, they were powerful, deliberate, deep strokes. He pulled back almost all the way, then surged forward, burying himself again with a solid, satisfying impact of flesh against flesh. The metal structure creaked softly with his rhythm. Each thrust jolted her forward against the front bar, her breasts swaying, droplets of milk flying from her nipples to speckle the dusty floor.

The sensations were overwhelming, compartmentalized. The cold, hard reality of the chute against her skin. The hot, slick, internal friction of his cock moving within her. The sweet, dull ache of milk letting down from her breasts with each deep drive. The scent of hay, of sex, of her own milk filled her nostrils.

Wade’s breathing grew ragged behind her. One hand stayed anchored on her hip, the other came around her front, sliding over her damp stomach to cup her heavy breast. He squeezed, and a fresh jet of milk spurted from her nipple. He groaned, his thrusts becoming less controlled, more urgent.

“That’s it,” he grunted, his voice strained. “Give it to me. Give me all of it. Your milk. Your cunt. All of you.”

His words, filthy and reverent, pushed her higher. The pleasure built not in a slow climb, but in great, rolling waves, each thrust sending a surge of raw, electric ecstasy through her nervous system. The confinement focused everything. There was nowhere to go, nothing to do but feel. To be fucked. To be used for the purpose she was made for.

Her moans became continuous, animalistic sounds that mixed with the barn’s ambient noise. She was mindless, a vessel of sensation. The coil of climax wound tight in her belly, a pressure cooker of need.

Wade felt it. He felt her inner walls fluttering wildly around him, trying to milk his cock as efficiently as the pumps had milked her breasts.

“Cum for me, my girl,” he commanded, his voice a raw scrape. “Cum on my cock. Now.”

It was the final permission. The dam broke.

Her orgasm tore through her with a violence that was almost terrifying. It wasn’t a release; it was an obliteration. A white-hot detonation centered where he filled her, radiating out in convulsive waves that seized her entire body. Her back arched as much as the bars would allow. A raw, guttural cry ripped from her throat, echoing off the barn’s high rafters. Her muscles clamped down on him in rhythmic, desperate pulses, milking him, demanding his seed.

The fierce, milking grip of her climax triggered his. With a hoarse shout that was more roar than voice, he slammed into her one final, devastating time and held, his body locking against hers. She felt the hot, liquid jet of his release deep inside her, pulse after powerful pulse, flooding her with his heat. He shuddered violently, his grip on her hip like a vise, his face buried in the back of her neck as he groaned out his pleasure.

For a long, timeless interval, they stayed fused together, panting, sweating, spent. The only sounds were their ragged breaths and the peaceful rustle of livestock. Natalie hung in the chute, supported by the bars, utterly boneless, her mind a blissful, empty white noise. The cold metal no longer felt alien; it felt like a part of her, the frame that held her fulfilled form.

Slowly, carefully, Wade softened and slipped out of her. A warm trickle of their combined fluids followed. He moved to the front, his expression soft, sated, deeply possessive. He unlatched the front bar, then the one at her back. The gates swung open.

He didn’t speak. He simply reached for her, helping her step out of the cold metal embrace on shaky legs. He used a clean, damp rag from the tack box to gently wipe the milk from her breasts, the sweat from her back, the evidence of their joining from her inner thighs. His touch was tender, worshipping.

He helped her back into her simple cotton clothes from the house. He dressed himself. The ordinary actions felt like a ritual, a closing of the sacred, animalistic space they had just occupied.

As she adjusted her tank top, Natalie looked at him. The depression that had been a constant, gray companion for months was simply… gone. In its place was a profound, bone-deep satisfaction. A sense of purpose. She was necessary. She was desired. She was his.

Although she no longer needed the Nexiva, she knew she wouldn’t be stopping it. The side effect she’d once loathed was now a central part of her identity. The milk was her purpose. Her satisfaction.

Wade saw the change in her eyes. He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. “You see?” he said, his voice quiet, sure. “This is where you belong.”

Natalie leaned into his touch. “It is,” she replied.

6 - THE LIVESTOCK AGREEMENT

The guilt whispered in the quiet moments—when Josh’s car pulled away in the morning, when Natalie washed a single coffee mug in the sink, when she lay alone in the bed that still smelled faintly of her husband’s cologne and, beneath it, the undeniable musk of his father.

It had been three days since the barn. Since the chute. Since she’d chosen a side of the chasm without saying a word. Josh moved through the house like a ghost, polite, distant, wounded. He slept on his side, facing the wall. The conversation about moving had not been revisited; it hung in the air, a postponed execution. He was waiting for her to come to her senses. She was waiting for the courage to tell him she already had.

Wade’s blue eyes, once sharp with assessment, now held a possessive certainty that both thrilled and terrified Natalie. He didn’t touch her in the house. He didn’t need to. His gaze was a brand, searing through her clothes, reminding her of the cow-print bikini folded in the tack box, of the cold metal against her skin, of the deep, fulfilling stretch of his ownership. The craving for that feeling was an addiction, a thirst that drowned out the guilt’s whispers for precious, stolen hours. The need for his discipline, his praise, his rough hands and rougher words, was a hunger stronger than any moral compass.

She was in her and Josh’s bedroom, mechanically folding laundry, when the door opened without a knock. She knew it was him. Josh would have tapped, would have called her name with that tentative, apologetic tone.

Wade filled the doorway. He wore his usual work jeans and a simple black t-shirt, but he carried something in his hand: a single sheet of paper and a pen. His expression was serious, focused, the look he wore when checking a sick animal’s chart or reviewing a feed invoice.

“Natalie,” he said, his voice low. “We need to talk about your future.”

The cold stone in her gut turned to ice. She let the t-shirt she was holding fall back into the basket. “My future?”

He stepped inside and closed the door softly behind him. The click of the latch was deafening in the marital bedroom. He held out the paper. “I’ve drawn up an agreement. A formal understanding.”

Her fingers trembled as she took it. The heading, printed in a bold, no-nonsense font, read: LIVESTOCK MANAGEMENT AND CARE AGREEMENT. Her eyes skimmed the text, her heart hammering against her ribs.

Party A (Owner/Manager): Wade.

Party B (Livestock): Natalie.

The details were clinical, exhaustive.

Article 1: Dietary Protocol. It listed approved foods to optimize milk production: whole grains, leafy greens, specific supplements. It forbade caffeine, processed sugars, alcohol.

Article 2: Milking Schedule. Mandatory sessions, twice daily, duration and method at the discretion of Party A.

Article 3: Housing and Pasture. Primary residence to be the farm. Pasture time for sunlight and exercise required.

Article 4: Breeding. The document stated that as the prime breeding heifer, Party B would be available for servicing by Party A to ensure herd quality and continuity.

Article 5: Ownership and Care. Party A agreed to provide for all physical and emotional needs of Party B in perpetuity, in exchange for Party B’s compliance and yield.

At the bottom were two signature lines.

It was insane. It was a contract for a farm animal. It was the most erotic thing she had ever read.

Her eyes lifted to his. “Wade… this is…”

“It’s the truth,” he said, his voice steady, devoid of its usual rough heat. This was business. The most important business of his life. “It’s what you are. What you’ve become. What I want you to be. Officially. Mine.” He took a step closer. The scent of him—hay, sunshine, male sweat—wrapped around her, contradicting the cold formality of the paper. “You sign this, and you’re my responsibility. My prize heifer. I take care of you. Forever. No more doubts. No more sneaking. A clear purpose.”

“And Josh?” The name was a whisper, a plea for the reality she was about to shatter.

“You’ll tell him you’re leaving him. That this life, this farm, is what you choose. That I am what you choose.” His gaze was unflinching. “The agreement starts when you sign. But it’s sealed when you tell him.”

The ice in her stomach melted, replaced by a flood of terrifying, exhilarating warmth. This was the point of no return. The guilt screamed one last, desperate warning. But the addiction roared louder. The memory of the chute, of his complete possession, of the profound silence in her mind that followed her climax… it was a siren song. He was offering her a cage, but one where she would be treasured, tended, needed. Josh offered a cramped apartment and a lifetime of being an afterthought.

Her hand was shaking. She looked at the pen in his other hand. A simple ballpoint. The instrument of her surrender.

“I…” she started, but the words wouldn’t form. The enormity of it choked her.

Wade didn’t push. He waited, a monument of patience and certainty. He knew the battle raging inside her. He knew which side would win.

With a breath that felt like her first and last, Natalie took the pen. She walked to the dresser, using its flat surface as a desk. She didn’t read the document again. She placed the tip of the pen on the line next to Party B.

She signed her name. Natalie. The letters flowed, a final, graceful act of her old identity.

She straightened up and handed the pen and paper back to him. Her voice, when it came, was clear, firm. “I choose you.”

The serious mask on Wade’s face shattered. A slow, triumphant smile spread across his features, transforming him from manager back to conqueror. He took the agreement, glanced at her signature, and nodded. “Good girl.” The words were a balm, an absolution. “Now. To seal the deal.”

He reached into his pocket and pulled out the small bundle she knew so well. The cow-print bikini. He tossed it to her. “Put it on. We’re going to the pasture.”

The familiar ritual calmed her. The trembling stopped. She undressed quickly, letting her simple clothes pool on the floor of the room she shared with her husband. The thin, stretchy fabric of the bikini felt like a second skin, a uniform. She tied the strings, the triangles of fabric barely containing her heavy, already-aching breasts. The high-cut bottoms framed her sex, a blatant display.

Wade watched, his eyes devouring her. From his pocket, he pulled out another item. A brass cowbell, polished to a dull shine, attached to a wide band of supple, dark brown leather. A collar.

He came to her. “Look at me,” he commanded softly.

She lifted her chin. He wrapped the leather around her neck. It was cool, firm. He fastened the buckle at the back, his fingers brushing her nape. The bell hung heavy between her collarbones. He gave it a little tap with his finger. A single, clear clang resonated in the quiet room.

The sound seemed to vibrate through her very bones. A brand. A marker.

“My heifer,” he murmured, his voice thick with emotion. He leaned in and kissed her, hard and possessive. It was a kiss of ownership, of celebration. Then he pulled back. “Come.”

He took her hand, not as a lover, but as a farmer leading his stock. He led her out of the bedroom, through the silent house, and out the front door into the bright afternoon sun. They walked across the gravel drive, past the barn, toward the south pasture. The grass was lush and green, dotted with wildflowers. A fresh, rectangular bale of hay, still bound in twine, sat near the fence line.

Natalie walked beside him, the cowbell emitting a soft, rhythmic clunk with each step. The sound was absurd. It was degrading. It made her wet. She was being paraded in a bikini and a bell, led to a hay bale. She was a thing. His thing. And a deep, shameful part of her soul sang with the rightness of it.

He led her to the hay bale. “Lie down.”

She climbed onto it, the dry, prickly stalks scratching the backs of her thighs and ass through the thin fabric. She lay back, the sun warm on her skin, the sky vast and blue above her. The hay smelled sweet, dusty, alive.

Wade stood over her, a silhouette against the sun. He knelt between her legs. His hands went to her bikini top. He pulled the fabric aside to bare her breasts to the open air. Her nipples were already hard, beaded with moisture.

He didn’t speak. He lowered his head.

His mouth closed over her left nipple, hot and wet and demanding. He suckled hard, his tongue pressing firmly against the sensitive peak. The pull was immediate, intense. A sharp, sweet pang deep in her milk ducts, then the release. A warm stream filled his mouth. She heard him swallow, a greedy, satisfied sound. He moved to the right breast, repeating the action, drinking from her with a focused hunger that was more about consumption than pleasure.

But the pleasure for her was undeniable, overwhelming. The direct stimulation, the knowledge of what she was giving him, the public vulnerability of it—it sent bolts of pure, electric need straight to her core. Her back arched off the hay, a soft moan escaping her lips. Her hands came up, not to push him away, but to cradle his head, to hold him to her.

He drank his fill, until her let-down slowed. He lifted his head, his lips and chin glistening with her milk. He looked feral, beautiful. “So sweet,” he growled. “My own sweet spring.”

His hands moved down her body. They hooked into the sides of her bikini bottoms. In one swift motion, he pulled them down her legs and off, tossing them into the grass. She was completely exposed now, naked save for the collar and bell and the bikini top framing her breasts. She was spread on a hay bale in the middle of a field, and she’d never been more turned on.

He didn’t enter her. He pushed her thighs apart, wider, and lowered his face between her legs.

The first flat stroke of his tongue was a shock. A rough, hot brand against her most sensitive flesh. He didn’t tease. He ate her with the same single-minded intensity with which he’d drunk her milk. His tongue was relentless, lapping at her folds, circling her clit, delving inside her. He used his lips, his teeth in gentle nips, his stubble scratching the tender skin of her inner thighs.

Natalie cried out, her fingers tangling in the hay, tearing stalks free. The sensations were too much, too raw, too public. The sun beat down on her skin. Insects buzzed in the grass. Somewhere, a cow lowed. And she was here, being devoured by her father-in-law, her bell clunking softly against the hay with every jerk of her body.

“Wade… oh god… please…” she begged, but she didn’t know what she was begging for. To stop? For more?

He answered by sliding two thick fingers inside her, crooking them upward as his tongue focused on her clit. The dual assault shattered her. Her climax hit her suddenly, a crashing wave that tore a ragged scream from her throat. Her hips bucked wildly against his face, her body convulsing, milking his fingers as waves of brutal pleasure wracked her. The bell rang wildly, a frantic, metallic accompaniment to her cries.

As the last tremors subsided, he withdrew his fingers and sat back on his heels. He was breathing hard, his eyes dark with lust. He unbuttoned his jeans, shoved them and his boxers down just enough to free himself. His cock sprang out, thick and heavy, already glistening at the tip.

He didn’t ask. He moved over her, bracing himself on his hands, his body blocking the sun. The brass bell was trapped between their chests, cold against her skin. He positioned himself at her entrance, still slick from her orgasm and his mouth.

He looked into her eyes. “You’re mine,” he stated, the words a final vow.

“I’m yours,” she gasped, the truth of it echoing in her hollowed-out core.

He pushed into her.

The penetration was a claiming. Deep, full, unresisted. She was so open, so sensitive from her climax, that every inch of his invasion was a bright, sharp pleasure-pain. He filled her completely, a perfect, stretching fit. He held there, buried to the hilt, letting her feel the full, shocking reality of him inside her, here, in the open field.

Then he began to fuck her.

His thrusts were hard, powerful, driving her body down into the yielding hay. The bale shifted and crackled beneath them. Each deep, pounding stroke jolted through her, the bell between them emitting a sharp, rhythmic clang… clang… clang… with every impact. It was a timer, a metronome, marking the transformation of Natalie, the woman, into Natalie, the property. The sound was undeniable. It was the soundtrack of her surrender.

Her mind emptied of everything but sensation. The scratch of hay on her back. The burn of sunlight on her closed eyelids. The crushing weight of his body, the delicious friction of his cock moving within her, the wet, slapping sounds of their joining. The constant, mocking clang of the bell.

He fucked her like he was putting his brand on her insides. There was no tenderness, only a raw, animalistic need to possess, to imprint, to conquer. And she welcomed it. She wrapped her legs around his waist, her heels digging into the hard muscles of his ass, pulling him deeper, taking every brutal thrust. Her nails raked down his back, scoring the cotton of his shirt.

“Yes… yes… yours…” she chanted, the words torn from her with each drive. The guilt was gone. Incinerated in the furnace of this act. There was only this. Him. The hay. The bell. The perfect, degrading rightness of it.

His rhythm began to falter, his thrusts becoming shorter, harder, more desperate. His breath was hot and ragged in her ear. “Gonna breed you,” he grunted, the words slurred with effort and need. “Gonna fill my heifer up…”

The filthy promise was the final trigger. A second orgasm, even more powerful than the first, detonated inside her. It wasn’t a wave; it was an earthquake. Her body seized, her back bowing off the hay, a silent scream locked in her throat. Her inner walls clamped around him in violent, rhythmic spasms, a fierce, milking pulse that pulled his climax from him.

With a roar that seemed to shake the very air, Wade slammed into her one last, devastating time and held, his body locking rigid. She felt the hot, sudden flood of his release, jet after jet, deep in her womb. The heat of it spread through her, a final, liquid seal on their contract. He shuddered violently above her, his face buried in her neck, his groans muffled against her skin.

They collapsed together into the hay, a tangled, sweating, spent heap. The bell was silent, crushed between them. The only sounds were their gasping breaths and the distant, peaceful sounds of the farm. Natalie stared up at the blue, indifferent sky, feeling the warm trickle of his cum seeping out of her, mingling with the hay dust. She felt… used. Utterly, completely used. And she had never felt more whole.

Slowly, Wade pushed himself up. He looked down at her, his expression sated, peaceful, utterly possessive. He pulled out of her, tucked himself back into his jeans, and zipped up. He found her bikini bottoms in the grass and handed them to her.

Wordlessly, trembling, Natalie sat up and pulled them on. She adjusted her top, covering her milk-damp breasts. The leather collar felt heavier now, a permanent weight.

Wade stood and offered her his hand. She took it, letting him pull her to her feet. Her legs were unsteady. He kept hold of her hand as they began the walk back to the house. The sun was lower now, casting long shadows across the pasture. The walk was quiet, the only sound the soft clunk of the bell with each of her steps.

As the farmhouse came back into view, solid and real, the first tendrils of cold dread crept back into Natalie’s mind. The post-coital glow was receding, replaced by the stark, terrifying reality of what she had just done. She had signed a paper. She had worn a bell. She had been fucked as livestock in a field. She had chosen Wade.

And now, she had to tell Josh.

The stone of guilt returned, ten times heavier, crushing the breath from her lungs. What had she gotten herself into? This wasn’t a passionate affair anymore. It was a life sentence. A beautifully degrading, intensely pleasurable life sentence. But a sentence nonetheless. The house loomed, no longer a sanctuary, but the setting for the most painful conversation of her life.

Wade squeezed her hand, feeling her tension. “It’ll be alright,” he said, his voice quiet. “You’re strong. You know what you want.”

She looked up at him, at his handsome, confident face. She did know. That was the terrifying part. She wanted this. The contract. The bell. Him.

But as they stepped onto the porch, the dread was a living thing, coiled tight in her chest. She had to tell Josh the truth.

7 - DISGUST VERSUS DEVOTION

The silence in the farmhouse that evening was a thick, suffocating blanket. Natalie moved through the kitchen, wiping down counters that were already clean, her ears straining for the sound of Josh’s car on the gravel. The signed agreement was hidden under a stack of Wade’s farm ledgers in the den. The brass collar and bell were tucked into her underwear drawer. Her body, still hummed with the memory of the hay bale and Wade’s claiming.

She had rehearsed the words all afternoon. Josh, we need to talk. This isn’t working. I’m not the woman you married. I’ve found something else. She couldn’t say someone. Not yet. The truth was a scalpel, and she needed to make the first incision cleanly, before revealing the gangrene beneath.

The headlights swept across the window earlier than she expected. Her heart, which had been fluttering with nervous dread, seized into a hard, cold lump. He’s home. She smoothed her simple cotton sundress, a modest, wifely thing she’d chosen as armor.

Josh came through the door not with his usual weary slump, but with a frustrated energy. He tossed his laptop bag onto a chair with more force than necessary. His tie was already loose, his hair mussed.

“You’re early,” Natalie said, her voice sounding thin.

“Meeting got cancelled. Client rescheduled. Again.” He ran a hand through his hair, his animated face tight with city-stress. “It’s just… a lot of hurry up and wait. I’m exhausted, but I’m wired.” His eyes, brown and familiar, finally landed on her. They held none of Wade’s burning certainty, only a vague, frustrated need. “God, it’s good to be home. To see you.”

He crossed the room in three strides and wrapped his arms around her. It was a husbandly embrace, meant to be comforting, normal. But to Natalie, it felt like being caged. His arms were thinner than Wade’s, his hold tentative. He smelled of stale office air and cheap coffee, not sun and soil and male sweat.

She stood stiffly within the circle of his arms, her hands coming up to pat his back awkwardly. “Long day,” she murmured into his shoulder.

“The longest,” he sighed, holding her tighter, burying his face in her hair. He was seeking solace, a moment of “normal” intimacy to erase the city’s failures. His hands began to move, one stroking down her spine, the other tangling in her long dark hair. It was a script they’d followed a hundred times before. A prelude.

But the script was ashes now. Her body, so recently and thoroughly mapped by Wade, recoiled at the familiar touch. Josh’s fingers felt like insects skittering on her skin. When he tilted her head back and brought his mouth down to hers, the kiss was soft, questioning. It asked for permission. Wade’s kisses took.

Natalie’s lips remained passive, unresponsive. A dutiful pressure. Inside, a panic began to scream. He’s trying to be my husband. I can’t be his wife. Not anymore.

Josh misinterpreted her stillness as shyness, as a lingering effect of the distance he’d created. He deepened the kiss, his tongue seeking entry. His hands grew more insistent, one cupping her breast through the cotton of her dress.

The touch, once longed for, now felt like a violation. A jolt went through her—not of arousal, but of profound wrongness. And with the jolt, the familiar, heavy ache in her breasts intensified. The let-down reflex, triggered so easily now by any strong emotion, began.

She felt the warm, sudden dampness spread, a twin bloom of moisture seeping through her bra and the light blue fabric of her sundress. No. Not now. Not with him.

She tried to pull back, to break the kiss, but Josh held her, lost in his attempt to reclaim what he thought was his. His hand on her breast felt the dampness. He froze.

He broke the kiss, his face inches from hers, his eyes dropping to her chest. The two dark, wet circles were unmistakable against the pale blue. They spread even as he watched.

His expression shifted from confusion to dawning comprehension, and then to a pure, unadulterated disgust. It wrinkled his nose, tightened his mouth. It was the same look he’d given her that very first time, weeks ago, magnified a thousandfold by frustration and failed intimacy.

He dropped his hands as if her skin had burned him and took a full step back. “Jesus, Natalie. Again?” His voice wasn’t hurt, or concerned. It was repulsed. “I thought you weren’t depressed anymore. Why are you still taking those pills?”

The words were a physical slap. The last fragile thread of guilt, of doubt, snapped. In that moment, looking at his disgusted face, any lingering thought that she might be making a mistake evaporated. This man saw her body’s function as a grotesque malfunction. Wade saw it as a sacrament.

She didn’t answer him. She just stared, her own face blank, the cold finality settling in her stomach like a stone. The decision was made. Had been made. This just cemented it.

Josh flushed, misreading her silence as shame. He rubbed his face, the picture of a put-upon man. “Look, I’m sorry. I’m tired. It’s just… a lot. I’m going to take a shower.” He turned and walked out of the kitchen, leaving her standing there, milk slowly cooling against her skin, the wet patches on her dress a badge of her liberation.

The night was a torment. She lay beside Josh in the dark, the space between them a yawning chasm. He fell asleep quickly, his back to her, the argument unresolved because there had been no argument. Just his disgust and her silent verdict. She stared at the ceiling, the events of the day playing on a loop: the signed contract, the bell, the hay, Josh’s face. The craving for Wade was a physical pain, a hollow ache deeper than her bones. It wasn’t just for sex. It was for the absence of that look. For the presence of a gaze that worshipped what it saw.

After what felt like hours, a pressing need for the bathroom forced her from bed. She slipped out from under the covers, the old floorboards creaking under her bare feet. She wore simple cotton pajama shorts and a thin camisole, the night air cool on her skin.

The hallway was pitch black, the farmhouse asleep. She used the bathroom, washed her hands, and shuffled back down the hallway. Her mind was a numb void. She was almost at the bedroom door when a large, warm hand closed around her upper arm from the darkness of a doorway.

She didn’t jump. She knew his touch.

Wade pulled her gently into the deep shadow of his bedroom. The faint moonlight from a window outlined his powerful frame. He was shirtless, wearing only a pair of loose sleep pants. His chest was a wall of heat.

“Couldn’t sleep?” he asked, his voice a low rumble in the dark. His thumb stroked the skin of her arm. “I saw him come home early. Felt the tension from my room.” His eyes gleamed in the dimness. “When are you going to tell him, Natalie?”

His directness was a shock in the nocturnal quiet. She swallowed. “Soon. I… I was going to tonight, but he…”

“But he what?” Wade’s voice was soft, dangerous.

“He tried to… be with me. And I… leaked. And he looked at me like I was disgusting.” The words tumbled out, laced with a residual hurt that only Wade’s presence could counter.

A low sound came from Wade’s chest, not quite a growl. Possessive satisfaction. “He’s a fool. A blind boy.” His hand came up to cup her cheek. “You’re not disgusting. You’re perfect. You’re in full production.” The crude farming term, spoken in the darkness, sent a thrill straight to her core. “Tomorrow,” he said, the word a command. “You tell him tomorrow. No more delays. He doesn’t get to look at you like that again.”

She nodded, the movement slight against his palm. “Tomorrow.”

He searched her face, then seemed to accept her promise. The intensity in his eyes shifted, darkened with a different need. “Come with me.”

He didn’t wait for an answer. He took her hand and led her down the stairs to the first floor. They walked toward the narrow, closed door that led to the cellar. He opened it, the hinges groaning softly, and guided her down a steep flight of wooden stairs into the cool, earthy darkness below.

The cellar air was damp and smelled of soil, old wood, and the sweet, pungent scent of preserves. A single, bare bulb hung from a rafter, casting a weak, yellow pool of light over the central space. It illuminated shelves of canned goods, old tools, and in the center, a massive, scarred butcher block table, its surface worn smooth by decades of use.

Wade led her to the center of that pool of light, right beside the table. The rough-hewn wood stood waist-high, a monolith of utilitarian purpose. In this context, it felt profoundly, terrifyingly symbolic.

He turned her to face him. “My good girl,” he murmured, his hands settling on her hips. “My heifer, keeping her promise.” He leaned down and captured her mouth.

This kiss was a conquest. Wade’s lips were demanding, his tongue plunging into her mouth with a raw hunger that tasted of whiskey and man. It erased the memory of Josh’s tentative kiss, branded her mouth as his. Natalie melted into it, her hands coming up to clutch at his broad, bare shoulders. The cool cellar air contrasted with the furnace heat of his skin. Her nipples, already tight and sensitive, pressed against the thin cotton of her camisole, a fresh ache building.

When he broke the kiss, they were both breathing heavily. His eyes were black with want in the low light. “I need a taste,” he said, his voice gravel. “Need to know my investment is thriving.”

He stepped back, his gaze raking over her pajamas. “Take off the top.”

Her fingers trembled as she obeyed, pulling the camisole up and over her head, letting it fall to the dusty concrete floor. Her breasts spilled free, heavy and full, the pale skin glowing in the dim light. Her nipples were dark, erect, already beaded with droplets of moisture.

A groan rumbled from Wade’s chest. “Look at that. Leaking for me already. Just thinking about it, aren’t you?”

He didn’t give her a chance to respond. He stepped into her space, his large, calloused hands coming up to cup the heavy weight of her breasts, weighing them like a farmer assessing the day’s yield. The contrast of his rough skin against her pale, aching curves made Natalie’s breath hitch. He squeezed firmly, a wordless demand for production, and the sensation triggered a fierce, stinging let-down that sent a fresh spray of milk across his knuckles.

Wade’s eyes flared as he leaned down, his mouth capturing one dark, distended nipple. The first pull was deep and vacuum-tight, a greedy, rhythmic suction that seemed to draw the very heat from her core. Natalie’s head fell back, her soft whimper echoing off the damp stone walls of the cellar as he drank with a primal, unabashed hunger. He wasn't gentle; he used his tongue to tease and provoke, swirling it around the sensitive peak until she was gasping, her fingers digging into the hard muscles of his forearms for balance.

He moved to the other breast, his stubble grazing her tender skin, leaving a trail of fire in its wake. He swallowed audibly, a rhythmic, guttural sound that filled the quiet space, making her feel less like a woman and more like a cherished piece of livestock. The steady drain of the milk brought a localized relief to her chest, but it fueled a much more dangerous pressure between her thighs. By the time he pulled away, his lips were slick and glistening, and Natalie was swaying, her eyes glazed with a heavy, submissive fog.

Wade watched the heavy, rhythmic rise and fall of her chest, his gaze fixated on the pale, damp skin he had just claimed. He reached out, his thumb catching a stray, glistening drop of milk from the corner of his mouth and dragging it slowly across her bottom lip, forcing her to taste herself—and him.

“Delicious,” he rasped, his voice a low, vibrating chord in the small cellar. “Pure, sweet, and plenty of it. You were born for this, weren't you? Born to be kept, and born to be milked.”

His hands went to the fly of his sleep pants. He pushed them down just enough, and his cock sprang free.

Natalie’s breath caught. It was half-hard already, thickening rapidly as he fisted it, giving it a slow, deliberate stroke. In the shadowy cellar, it looked even larger, a thick, veined pillar of flesh. The sight of it, so blatant and demanding, made her mouth water and her knees weak.

“On your knees,” he said, the command leaving no room for question.

The concrete was cold and gritty against her kneecaps. She looked up at him, his form towering over her, backlit by the bare bulb. He guided his cock to her lips, the broad, smooth head nudging against them.

“Open,” he growled.

She parted her lips, and he pushed forward, not slowly, but with a firm, insistent pressure that filled her mouth instantly. He was big, so big, stretching her jaws wide. The taste of him, salt and skin and pure male musk, flooded her senses. He didn’t let her adjust, didn’t let her set a rhythm. He held the back of her head with one large hand and began to fuck her mouth.

It was brutal, dominant. He pushed deep, the head of his cock hitting the back of her throat, making her gag. Tears sprang to her eyes. He pulled back, letting her gasp a wet breath, then plunged in again, deeper this time. She gagged. The sound was obscene in the quiet cellar. Spittle dripped from her stretched lips.

“That’s it,” he grunted, his hips pumping steadily. “Take it. Take your owner’s cock. Such a good cow for me. Your mouth is perfect. Warm and wet.” He looked down at her, his face a mask of fierce pleasure. “Think about this when you’re talking to that boy tomorrow. Think about whose cock you really suck. Who you really belong to.”

The dirty talk, combined with the rough, choking penetration, ignited a fire in her belly. The degradation was a key turning in the lock of her submission. Her own hands came up to clutch at his powerful thighs, not to push him away, but to anchor herself. She relaxed her throat, trying to take him deeper, to please him. Her eyes streamed, her nose ran, but a dark, swelling pleasure built within her with each thrust.

With a final, deep grind that buried his cock to the root in her throat, he held there. A hot, pulsing jet hit the back of her throat, then another, and another. The taste, bitter and strong, filled her mouth. She swallowed convulsively, taking everything he gave her, as he groaned his release above her.

He stayed there for a long moment, softening inside her mouth, before slowly pulling out. A strand of saliva and cum connected her lips to his glistening tip before breaking. Natalie knelt, panting, her lips swollen, her face a mess of tears and spit. She felt utterly used. Utterly owned.

Wade looked down at her, his expression one of deep satisfaction. He tucked himself back into his pants. “Stand up.”

She rose on unsteady legs. He didn’t give her time to recover. His hands went to the waistband of her pajama shorts and panties, pushing them down her hips in one motion. They pooled around her ankles. He turned her around, her naked back now to his bare chest, and walked her forward until her hips met the solid edge of the massive butcher block.

The old wood was cool and smooth against her stomach. He bent her over it, her upper body pressed against the wide surface, her ass presented to him in the yellow light. Her breasts, hanging down, brushed the cool wood, sending a fresh shiver through her.

He moved behind her. She heard the rustle of his pants being shoved down again. Then his hands were on her, spreading her cheeks apart. His mouth, hot and wet, found her from behind.

She cried out, the sound echoing off the stone walls. He wasn’t gentle. He ate her pussy with a voracious hunger, his tongue spearing into her, lapping at her folds, circling her clit with rough, demanding strokes. The contrast of the cool air on her exposed skin and the searing heat of his mouth was overwhelming. She was already so aroused from the face-fucking that every lick felt amplified, electric. She pushed back against his mouth, mewling, her fingers scrambling for purchase on the smooth butcher block.

“Wade… please… I need…”

He gave her clit one last, hard suck that made her legs tremble, then pulled away. He positioned himself at her entrance. The broad, wet head of his cock nudged against her, already slick from her arousal and his saliva.

“Tell me,” he demanded, his voice thick.

“I’m yours,” she gasped, the words torn from her. “I’m your heifer. Your cow. Please…”

He drove into her with one long, deep, uninterrupted thrust.

The fullness was breathtaking. Bent over the table, the penetration felt even deeper, more invasive. He filled her completely, a solid, stretching presence that shoved the air from her lungs. He didn’t move for a moment, letting her feel the full, shocking reality of being impaled on him in the cellar, over a butcher’s block.

Then he began to fuck her in earnest.

His grip on her hips was iron, holding her in place as he pulled out and slammed back in. The pace was hard, relentless, a steady, pounding rhythm that rocked her whole body forward against the table with each impact. The sound of their flesh meeting, wet and sharp, mixed with his grunts and her choked cries. The table, solid as it was, creaked with the force.

This was different from the pasture. This was darker, more primal. The setting transformed the act. She wasn’t a creature of the sun here; she was meat in the larder, being prepared, claimed in the most fundamental way. The thought should have horrified her. Instead, it detonated her climax.

It built quickly, a terrifying pressure that broke without warning. A raw, screaming orgasm ripped through her, so intense her vision whited out at the edges. Her inner muscles clamped around his driving cock in vicious, milking spasms, her body convulsing against the wood.

Her climax triggered his. With a guttural roar that seemed to shake the dust from the rafters, Wade hammered into her one final, devastating time and held, his body locking rigid against hers. She felt the hot, sudden flood of his release, jet after jet pumping deep into her womb, a searing brand of possession. He collapsed over her back, his weight pinning her to the table, his breath hot and ragged against her neck.

For long minutes, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing in the damp, dark silence. Slowly, the world came back. The feel of the cool wood beneath her cheek. The smell of their sex mingling with earth and preserves. The warm, wet trickle starting between her thighs.

Wade finally pushed himself up and withdrew from her. The loss of him left her feeling hollow, gaping. He pulled up his pants, then gently helped her stand. Her legs were liquid. He retrieved her camisole and shorts from the floor and handed them to her.

Wordlessly, trembling, she dressed. The fabric felt strange against her sensitized skin. She avoided looking at the dark, damp spot on the butcher block.

Wade cupped her face, forcing her to meet his eyes. They were calm now, sated, utterly certain. “Tomorrow,” he said, the word a final decree. “No more excuses. You tell him when he gets home from work. You pack your things. You move into my room.”

She nodded, the motion automatic. The anxiety was a cold knot in her stomach, but beneath it, a steady, terrifying resolve had formed. “Tomorrow,” she echoed.

He kissed her forehead, a strangely paternal gesture after the animalistic fucking. “Go to bed. Get some sleep. You’ll need your strength.” He gave her a gentle push toward the stairs.

Natalie climbed the cellar steps on shaky legs, leaving him in the darkness below. She crept back upstairs and slipped into the bedroom she shared with Josh. He hadn’t stirred. She slid into bed, lying on her side, facing away from him, feeling the fresh, sticky evidence of Wade’s claim seeping into her pajama shorts.

Sleep was impossible. Her mind raced, a chaotic swirl of fear, anticipation, and the deep, throbbing aftershocks of pleasure. The butcher block. The gagging. The taste of him. The look on Josh’s face. Tomorrow. The word echoed in the dark, a promise and a threat.

She stared at the faint gray light beginning to outline the window, her body humming with the memory of ownership, her future a terrifying, exhilarating blank page waiting to be written in the language of a man who saw her not as a wife, but as his prize heifer.

8 - A DAY OF RECKONING

Natalie tossed and turned in the bed she still shared with Josh, the sheets twisting around her like shackles. She finally drifted into a shallow, haunted sleep just as the first gray light of dawn seeped through the window. It was a sleep without dreams, only a heavy, oppressive blankness.

When she woke, the room was bright, and Josh was gone. The other side of the bed was empty, the covers thrown back in his usual hurried manner. A pang, sharp and brief, shot through her—not of love, but of finality. He had left for work without a word, without a goodbye. The chasm between them was now a geographical fact.

She got up, her body stiff, the memories of the night before a physical imprint. She showered, the hot water failing to wash away the feeling of being marked. She dressed in simple, practical clothes: a soft t-shirt and jeans. No sundress today. Today was for endings.

The farmhouse was quiet. She made coffee, the ritual feeling hollow. She sipped it standing at the kitchen window, watching the morning mist cling to the pastures. The silence was immense. It was the silence before the storm.

The sound of heavy boots on the porch steps broke it. She didn’t turn. She knew who it was.

Wade came into the kitchen. He wore his work jeans and a dark green t-shirt, his blonde hair damp from a shower, his sharp blue eyes fixed on her. He moved with a predator’s quiet certainty. He didn’t speak at first. He just stood behind her, close enough that she felt the heat radiating from his body, close enough that the scent of him—soap, leather, man—filled her space.

“He’s gone,” Wade said, his voice low. It wasn’t a question.

Natalie nodded, still looking out the window. “Yes.”

“Good.” One word, loaded with meaning. “Time for a milking session.”

Her breasts, always sensitive, always full, tightened at the words. A familiar ache bloomed deep within them, a biological response to his command, to his presence. She felt the first warm trickle of moisture against the inside of her bra. He doesn’t ask. He declares.

She turned to face him. His gaze was unwavering, possessive. “Now?” she asked, her voice small.

“Now,” he affirmed. “The barn. The empty stall on the west end. It’s clean. Fresh hay.”

He didn’t wait for her agreement. He took her hand, his grip firm, and led her out of the kitchen, across the porch, and into the crisp morning air. The walk to the barn was silent. The gravel crunched under their feet. Birds chirped in the distance. It was a normal farm morning. It felt like the last normal morning of her life.

Inside the barn, the air was cooler, thick with the smells of animals, grain, and old wood. Sunlight filtered through high windows, casting long, dusty beams across the floor. He led her past the occupied stalls, past curious bovine faces, to the west end. The stall there was indeed empty, swept clean, the floor covered with a deep, fresh layer of golden hay. It was a prepared space. A stage.

He closed the half-door behind them, sliding the bolt home with a definitive clunk. The sound echoed in the quiet barn. They were sealed in.

Wade turned to her. His eyes burned with a focused intensity. “Strip.”

The command was simple, brutal. Her fingers felt numb, but they obeyed. She pulled the t-shirt over her head, letting it fall onto the hay. She unbuttoned her jeans, pushed them down her hips, stepped out of them. She stood before him in only her plain white bra and panties. The morning light caught the dust motes swirling around her, making her seem ethereal, a ghost in a stable.

He approached. His hands were not gentle. They were efficient. He unhooked her bra in one motion, letting it fall. Her breasts dropped free, heavy and full, the pale skin almost glowing in the soft light. Her nipples were already dark and taut, droplets of milk beading at the tips. He didn’t touch them yet. He pushed her panties down, and she stepped out of them, naked now in the hay-strewn stall.

He produced the brass cowbell collar from the pocket of his jeans. The metal was cool against her skin as he fastened it around her neck. The weight of it, the symbolic weight, settled against her collarbones. The bell gave a soft, hollow clink as she moved. His.

Next came the pumps. He fetched them from a shelf outside the stall. The plastic was cold. He fitted the suction cups over her nipples, the seal tight and sudden. A switch clicked, and the mechanical rhythm began. A soft, pulling sensation started at her breasts, a rhythmic tug that quickly deepened into a deep, drawing ache. The pumps hummed, a low mechanical sound in the pastoral quiet. Clear, white milk began to stream into the attached bottles, a steady flow.

Wade watched, his eyes fixed on the process. His arousal was palpable, a thick tension in the air between them. He knelt before her in the hay.

His hands went to her thighs, pushing them apart. He didn’t kiss her, didn’t speak. He simply leaned forward and buried his face between her legs.

His mouth on her was not a lover’s caress. It was a farmer’s inspection, an owner's consumption. His tongue speared into her without preamble, a hot, wet invasion that made her gasp and stumble backward, her hands finding the wooden stall wall for support. The pumps tugged rhythmically at her breasts, a counterpoint to the rough, demanding strokes of his tongue against her clit, inside her folds.

He ate her with a focused, single-minded hunger. His lips sealed around her, sucking. His tongue probed and licked, not to tease, but to harvest. The sensations collided—the mechanical pull at her nipples, the searing wet heat at her core. It was too much, too soon. Her body, already wired from a night of tension and a morning of dread, began to convulse with a shocking, rapid climax.

It tore through her, a sharp, blinding detonation of pleasure that had no build-up, only a sudden, violent release. Her knees buckled. She cried out, a short, sharp sound that echoed in the stall. Her inner muscles clenched in spasms around his invading tongue, and milk flowed faster into the bottles, as if the orgasm had opened a floodgate.

Wade didn’t stop. He rode her through the climax, his tongue working her until the tremors subsided into aftershocks. Then he pulled back, his mouth glistening. He looked up at her, his face fierce with satisfaction. “Good yield,” he murmured, the farming term a filthy benediction.

He stood. He reached for the pumps, switching them off. The sudden cessation of the pulling sensation left her breasts aching, throbbing. He carefully removed the suction cups, setting the two full bottles of milk aside on a clean patch of hay. They stood there, evidence.

Her nipples were wet, slick with her own milk and the residue from the pumps. They stood erect, begging.

Wade didn’t hesitate. He cupped her left breast, his hand large and warm, and brought his mouth to her nipple. He didn’t suck gently. He latched on with a firm, hungry pull, his lips sealing around the taut peak.

The sensation was immediate and profound. It wasn’t just the draw of milk from her ducts; it was a deep, pulling connection that seemed to originate in her womb. A sharp, sweet pleasure radiated from her breast, spiraling down into her belly, coiling around her already-sensitive clit. She moaned, her head falling back against the wood, her fingers digging into the stall wall.

He drank deeply, swallowing audibly. The sound of it—a grown man gulping her milk—was obscene and profoundly erotic. He switched to the other breast, his mouth transferring with the same hungry precision. He drank from that one, his hand massaging the first, encouraging the flow.

He drank until both breasts felt lighter, softer. He drank until he’d taken what he wanted. When he finally released her nipple, his lips were wet, a drop of white milk clinging to his lower lip. He licked it away.

“Perfect,” he said, his voice thick. “Sweet. Rich. Mine.”

He didn’t allow her time to recover. He took her by the shoulders and guided her down onto the hay. The dry, golden stalks prickled against her bare back, a rustic bed. He followed her down, his body covering hers, pinning her to the earth.

His weight was solid, comforting, claiming. He kissed her, his mouth tasting of her milk and her sex, a potent, proprietary blend. His hands roamed her body, not exploring, but reaffirming territory already conquered. He palmed her breasts, her belly, her hips.

Then he unzipped his jeans, pushing them down just enough. He positioned himself between her legs. His cock, already hard and thick, pressed against her entrance. He looked down at her, his blue eyes holding hers. There was no question in them. Only intent.

“This is where you belong,” he stated, his voice a low rumble. “Not in a city apartment. Not in a boy’s bed. Here. In the hay. Under me.”

He pushed inside.

There was no slow, tender penetration. He entered her with a single, deep, driving thrust that filled her completely, that stretched her to a breathtaking fullness. The hay beneath her shifted, crunched. The cowbell at her neck gave a soft clink.

And then he fucked her.

It was hard, rhythmic, and unrelenting. His hips pistoned, driving into her with a force that shoved her body deeper into the hay. Each impact was a jolt through her frame, a grunt from him, a gasp from her. He held her hips, his grip firm, controlling the angle, the depth. He was taking her, using her, reaffirming his ownership with every slam of his body into hers.

The sensations were a torrent. The scratch of hay on her back. The heavy, rhythmic pressure inside her. The sight of his face above her, clenched in fierce concentration. The smell of hay, of sex, of their sweat. The sound of their bodies meeting, wet and solid. The taste of him on her tongue from his kiss.

It built quickly, a terrifying wave of pleasure that had no nuance, only raw, accumulating force. Her second climax approached like a storm. It tightened her belly, coiled her muscles, set her nerves ablaze. She cried out, a wordless, ragged sound, as it broke over her.

Her orgasm was a violent, convulsive release. Her back arched off the hay, her legs locking around his driving hips. Her inner muscles clamped around his cock in frantic, milking pulses, trying to draw him deeper, to hold him. Milk, unbidden, seeped from her still-sensitive nipples, trickling over her breasts.

Wade’s rhythm faltered, then intensified. He was chasing his own peak, driven by hers. His thrusts became harder, deeper, more erratic. His breathing turned to ragged, open-mouthed gasps. With a final, brutal plunge that buried him to the root, he held there, his body rigid.

She felt the hot, sudden gush of his release, flooding her insides, a scalding brand. He groaned, a long, low sound of pure satisfaction, and collapsed onto her, his weight pressing her fully into the hay.

For a moment, there was only the sound of their breathing, the smell of their joined bodies, the feel of his sweat on her skin. The cowbell was silent.

Then, a new sound.

A footstep on the barn floor outside the stall. Not the heavy tread of a work boot, but the lighter, quicker step of dress shoes.

Natalie’s heart stopped.

Wade, still lying atop her, his cock still nestled inside her, went rigid. His head lifted. His eyes, which had been closed in post-coital bliss, snapped open, sharp and alert.

The half-door of the stall slid open.

Josh stood there.

He was still in his work clothes—a button-down shirt, slacks, a tie loosened at the neck. His face was pale, his eyes wide, his mouth a tight, horrified line. He’d come home early. Suspicious. And he’d found them.

Natalie’s world froze. The hay beneath her felt suddenly like needles. Wade’s weight on her became a crushing exposure. She was naked, splayed, covered in hay and sweat and the evidence of sex. The cowbell collar hung from her neck. The two bottles of her milk stood beside them, full and glistening in the morning light.

Josh’s gaze swept over the scene—his father, still partly atop his wife. His wife, naked, collared, used. The milk. The pumps discarded nearby. His animated face, usually quick with expressions, went through a rapid, terrible transformation: confusion, disbelief, dawning comprehension, and then a volcanic, pure rage.

“What the fuck?” The words exploded from him, loud and raw in the barn’s quiet. “What the fuck is this?”

Wade didn’t move off her. He shifted, withdrawing his softening cock from her with a slow, deliberate motion that felt like a final, terrible proclamation. He sat up in the hay, facing his son, completely unashamed, completely calm. Natalie scrambled to sit up, pulling her knees to her chest, a futile attempt to cover herself. Hay stuck to her skin, to her hair. The cowbell clinked.

Josh’s eyes locked on the collar around her neck. His face twisted in disgust. “Is that… is that a cowbell?” His voice shook. He looked at the bottles. “And that… that’s… her milk? You’re… you’re drinking it?” He looked back at Wade, his eyes blazing. “You’re fucking my wife and you’re… you’re milking her? This is sick! This is fucking disgusting!”

Wade stood up, slowly, his movements deliberate. He didn’t bother to cover himself. He stood tall, naked, confronting his son. “She’s not your wife,” he said, his voice calm, level, a stark contrast to Josh’s screaming rage. “Not anymore. You never appreciated what you had. You saw her as a problem. A malfunction. I see her as she is. Perfect. Necessary. And she chose this. She chose me.”

“She chose?” Josh spat, his voice cracking. “She chose to be your fucking… animal? Look at her!” He gestured wildly at Natalie, who sat shivering in the hay. “You’ve turned her into some… some perverted farm thing! You’ve stolen her!”

“I didn’t steal anything,” Wade said, his tone dropping, becoming colder. “You left her. You rejected her. You made her feel broken. I fixed her. I care for her. The way she needs to be cared for.”

“Care?” Josh laughed, a bitter, hysterical sound. “You call this care? Collaring her? Milking her like a fucking cow? You’re a sick old man, and she’s… she’s lost her mind!” He turned his furious gaze to Natalie. “Natalie! Get up! Get away from him! This is insanity!”

Natalie looked at him. At the man she’d married. At his disgusted, horrified face. She saw the same look he’d given her in the kitchen, amplified now by betrayal and revulsion. She saw the city in his eyes, the life she’d once wanted but now felt like a prison. She saw the boy who couldn’t understand her.

She didn’t move.

Her silence was her answer.

Josh saw it. His rage peaked, then shattered into something colder, more final. “Fine,” he said, the word clipped and deadly. “Fine. You want this? You want to be his… his thing?” He shook his head, a gesture of utter repudiation. “Then you’re not my wife anymore. I’m done. I’m leaving. And I’m never coming back.” He looked at Wade, his eyes burning with a hatred Natalie had never seen before. “And you. You’re dead to me. You’re not my father. You’re a monster.”

He turned, his movements stiff with fury, and strode out of the barn. His footsteps echoed, quick and angry, fading across the gravel.

Natalie listened, her heart a numb, cold thing in her chest. She heard the car door slam. She heard the engine start, a sound she’d once associated with hope, with a future. She heard it roar, then fade as it sped down the long dirt driveway, away from the farm, away from her.

The silence that followed was immense. It was the silence of a door closing forever. It was the silence of a life ending.

A brief, sharp pang of loss pierced the numbness. It was for the dream she’d once had, for the girl she’d once been, for the simple, normal love she’d thought she’d found. It was a ghost pain, fleeting.

Then Wade moved.

He knelt in the hay before her. He didn’t touch her. He just looked at her, his blue eyes holding hers with that same, unshakable certainty. The barn was quiet now, just the sound of distant cows, the rustle of hay.

“He’s gone,” Wade said, his voice quiet but firm. “He chose his path. You chose yours.” He reached out, his fingers not touching her skin, but the brass collar around her neck. He gave it a slight tap, making it clink softly. “You’re not his wife anymore. You’re mine. You’re my hucow. My good girl. My heifer.”

The words, in the fresh, raw silence after Josh’s departure, were not a comfort. They were a verdict. They were a new truth, carved into the air of the empty stall. Natalie looked at him, at the man who had dismantled her marriage, who had claimed her body and soul in ways she’d never imagined possible. The pang of loss vanished, replaced by a deeper, colder emptiness… and a flicker of something else. Something dark, and accepting, and utterly owned.

9 - THE EVENING MILKING

The summer sun had baked the pasture grass into a dry, sweet scent that clung to everything. Natalie stood in the middle of the field, the late afternoon light painting her skin gold. Months had passed, but they felt like years. She was no longer the girl who arrived here, depressed and lost. She was something else now. Something simpler.

Her wardrobe consisted of several cow-print bikinis. They were not garments of choice, but of function. The tops tied at the back, easily undone. The bottoms were simple triangles of fabric, easily removed. Easy access. Wade’s words echoed in her mind whenever she put one on. Easy access for checks. She wore one now, the black-and-white pattern stark against her skin. The fabric was thin, the sun warming it against her body. Around her neck, the brass cowbell hung, a familiar weight. It clinked softly with her movements, a gentle, constant reminder.

She had stopped taking Nexiva months ago. The pills were gone, discarded. But her body had not forgotten. Her breasts, larger now, fuller, still produced. The lactation had not ceased; it had intensified. Wade had theories. He said her contentment, her new purpose, had rewired her system. Her body knew its role now, and it performed it with relentless efficiency. Her milk production was at an all-time high. The cellar, once a place for canned goods and old tools, now held a large freezer filled with her milk, each bottle labeled with a date. Wade’s collection. His pride.

She spent her days here, in the sun-drenched pastures, or in the specialized pen Wade had built for her in the barn. It was not a stall. It was a pen, with smooth wooden walls, a clean floor, and a hinged gate. It had a shelf for the pumps, a rack for the bottles. It was hers. Her place.

She felt the sun on her shoulders, the breeze against her legs. She was not depressed. The hollow ache that had lived in her chest for so long was gone. It had been replaced by a different fullness, a physical and psychological saturation. She was content. A cherished animal. She had found her purpose in being Wade’s hucow. The guilt for Josh was a faint, distant whisper, a ghost in the back of her mind. It surfaced sometimes, in quiet moments, but it had no power anymore. This was the life she wanted. This was the life she had chosen.

The sound of boots on the dry earth announced him. She didn’t turn. She knew the rhythm of his walk.

Wade approached from the farmhouse path. He wore his usual work jeans, faded and worn, and a simple cotton shirt. His blonde hair was bright in the sun, his blue eyes sharp as they fixed on her. He carried nothing but his presence, which was enough to shift the air around her.

He stopped a few feet away, his gaze traveling over her—from the cowbell at her neck, down over the bikini top that barely contained her heavy breasts, over the flat plane of her stomach, to the simple bikini bottoms. A slow, possessive inspection.

“Evening milking time,” he said. His voice was not a command. It was a statement of fact, a part of the daily rhythm.

She nodded, a small, acquiescent motion. The cowbell clinked.

He didn’t touch her yet. He just looked. “You look good out here. Healthy. Sun on your skin.” His words were simple, almost paternal. They carried a tenderness that was real. It was the tenderness of a farmer for a prized animal. But it was mixed with a darker, hungrier appreciation.

He reached out, his hand not touching her skin, but the thin strap of her bikini top at her shoulder. His fingers brushed the fabric. “Let’s go to the barn.”

She followed him, walking beside him through the tall grass. The cowbell made a soft, rhythmic sound with each step. The barn loomed ahead, its shadow long in the evening light.

Inside, the air was cooler, thick with the familiar smells of hay and animal. They walked past the main stalls, the cows watching them with placid eyes, to the west end. Her pen stood there, clean and waiting.

Wade opened the hinged gate. She stepped inside. The wooden walls were smooth. The floor was swept clean. It felt like a sanctuary, a sacred space. He closed the gate behind them, the latch clicking into place.

He turned to her. His expression was a blend of focus and a deeper, simmering heat. “Stand here,” he said, guiding her to the center of the pen.

She stood, waiting. Her heart beat a steady, slow rhythm. Not anxious. Anticipatory.

He moved behind her. His hands settled on her shoulders, warm and heavy. Then they slid down her arms, a slow, deliberate caress. He untied the back of her bikini top. The strings loosened, and the fabric fell away from her breasts. He didn’t remove it; he simply let it hang loosely around her waist, exposing her completely to the air of the barn, to his gaze.

Her breasts were bare, heavy, the skin pale and smooth. Her nipples were dark, already erect, beads of milk glistening at their tips.

Wade’s breath caught, a soft, audible sound. He cupped her left breast in his hand, his palm warm and rough against the soft flesh. He didn’t speak. He leaned in.

His mouth found her nipple. He didn’t kiss it. He latched.

His lips sealed around the taut peak with a firm, hungry suction. The pull was immediate, deep, and profound. It wasn’t just a draw on her flesh; it was a connection that seemed to hook directly into her core. A sharp, sweet pleasure radiated out from her breast, a sensation that was both physical and emotional. It spiraled down through her belly, tightening low in her pelvis, stirring a heat that had been lying dormant all day.

She gasped, her head tipping back. Her hands found the smooth wooden wall of the pen for support. Her knees felt weak.

He drank. He swallowed audibly, the sound of his gulps loud in the quiet space. The milk flowed easily, generously. Her body responded to his pull, to his demand, releasing what it had made for him. He drank from her left breast for a long minute, his hand massaging the right, encouraging it.

When he switched, his mouth transferring to her right nipple with the same hungry precision, the sensation doubled. The pleasure was not just in the draw; it was in the submission, in the giving, in the knowledge that her body was producing this for him, that he was taking it, that he needed it.

He drank until both breasts felt lighter, softer, drained. He drank until he was satisfied. When he finally released her nipple, his lips were wet, a trace of white milk on his chin. He licked it away, his eyes holding hers.

“Perfect,” he murmured. “Always perfect.”

He didn’t let her recover. He turned her around, his hands guiding her so that she faced the wall of the pen. “Bend over,” he said, his voice low.

She obeyed, leaning forward, placing her hands flat on the smooth wood. The position stretched her back, presented her rear to him. The cowbell hung down, clinking against the wood.

His hands went to her bikini bottoms. He pulled them down, slowly, letting the fabric slide over her hips, down her legs. He removed them completely, leaving her naked from behind, exposed.

The air of the barn felt cool against her heated skin. She waited, bent over, her breath coming in shallow waves.

He stepped close. She felt his presence behind her, the heat of his body. His hands settled on her hips, his grip firm, possessive.

“I want to breed you,” he said, his voice a rough whisper close to her ear. “I want to get you pregnant.”

The words were not a surprise. He had said them before, in different ways, in different moments. But here, now, in the quiet of the evening barn, with her bent over before him, they struck with a new, electric force. The thought of carrying his child—his seed growing inside her, her body changing to accommodate it, her milk production possibly increasing further—the thought did not frighten her. It ignited her. A deep, primal thrill coiled tight in her belly, hotter than the pleasure from his mouth on her breasts. It was a surrender, a completion, a final seal on her new life.

She felt him press against her, the hard, thick length of his cock against the curve of her rear. He was already ready, already eager.

He didn’t ask. He guided himself with one hand, the other still holding her hip. He positioned himself at her entrance.

And then he slid into her.

The penetration was slow, deliberate, deep. He entered her with a steady, pushing pressure that filled her gradually, stretching her, claiming her. There was no brutality this time, no frantic haste. It was a measured, purposeful joining. He pushed until he was fully inside, until she felt him lodged deep within her, a solid, occupying presence.

He held there for a moment, both of them still, connected. The cowbell was silent. The barn was quiet. Only their breathing, the sound of his deep inhale, her shallow exhale.

Then he began to move.

His thrusts were slow at first, a deep, rocking motion that pushed him in and out of her with a steady rhythm. Each withdrawal was almost complete, each return was a full, filling plunge. The pace was not frantic; it was intentional, almost ceremonial. It was the pace of breeding, of planting seed.

The sensations built slowly, a deep, gathering warmth. The friction inside her was smooth, hot, persistent. His body against her back was solid, warm. His hands on her hips held her firmly, guiding the angle, controlling the depth. Each thrust pushed her forward slightly, her hands pressing against the wood, her body accepting him, welcoming him.

He increased the pace gradually. The rhythm became faster, harder. The slow, ceremonial thrusts became more urgent, more driven. His breathing deepened, turned into low grunts that vibrated through her. His grip on her hips tightened.

She felt the climb begin, a rising tide of pleasure that started deep in her core and spread outward, warming her limbs, tightening her muscles. Her own breathing became ragged, matching his rhythm. She moaned, a soft, helpless sound that escaped into the quiet barn.

“You feel it,” he growled behind her, his voice thick with effort. “You feel me filling you.”

She did. She felt every inch of him, every movement, every pulse of his cock inside her. She felt the promise in his words, the intent in his thrusts. The thought of pregnancy, of being bred by him, of becoming truly his in every biological sense, fueled the fire inside her, made it burn brighter, hotter.

Her climax approached not as a sudden explosion, but as a slow, inevitable swell. It gathered in her belly, tightened her inner muscles around his driving length, coiled every nerve into a single, focused point of need. She cried out, a longer, louder moan that echoed in the pen.

He felt her tightening around him. His thrusts became harder, deeper, more forceful. He was chasing his own peak now, driven by hers, by the feel of her clamping around him.

“Take it,” he commanded, his voice rough, guttural. “Take my seed. Let it root in you.”

The words were the final trigger. Her orgasm broke over her, a wave of pure, releasing pleasure that washed through her entire body. It was not violent; it was profound. It loosened her muscles, opened her deep inside, a warm, flooding sensation that made her sag against the wooden wall, her legs trembling, her cries turning into soft, continuous whimpers.

He drove into her through her climax, his rhythm becoming erratic, desperate. With a final, deep, shuddering thrust, he buried himself to the root and held. A hot, sudden rush flooded her insides, a scalding gush that marked her, filled her. He groaned, a long, low sound of pure release, and his body slumped against her back, his weight pressing her fully against the wall.

They stayed like that for a moment, connected, breathing harshly into the quiet barn. The cowbell, pressed between her chest and the wood, gave a muffled clink.

Slowly, he withdrew. The sensation of him leaving her was a slow, empty ache. She remained bent over, her body trembling with aftershocks.

He stepped back. She heard him move, then the sound of the pumps being fetched from the shelf. He came back to her.

“Turn around,” he said, his voice softer now, spent.

She turned, facing him. Her body felt loose, liquid. Her breasts, already drained by his mouth, felt sensitive, tender.

He fitted the suction cups over her nipples. The plastic was cool. The seal was tight. He switched them on. The mechanical rhythm began, a soft, pulling sensation that started at her nipples and deepened into a familiar, drawing ache. The pumps hummed, a low sound in the quiet. Clear, white milk began to stream into the attached bottles, a steady flow.

He watched, his eyes fixed on the process. His arousal was gone, replaced by a focused, practical satisfaction. He watched the milk flow, watched the bottles fill. This was part of the ritual. The collection.

When the bottles were full, he switched off the pumps, removed them carefully. He set the two full bottles aside on the shelf. They glistened in the dim light of the barn, another day’s yield.

He handed her her bikini bottoms. She put them on, her movements slow, languid. He retied her bikini top, his fingers deft and sure. The fabric covered her breasts again, but they felt different now. Used. Fulfilled.

He opened the gate of the pen. “Come,” he said.

She followed him out of the barn, back into the evening light. The sun was lower now, casting long shadows across the pasture. The walk back to the house was silent. The cowbell clinked softly with each step.

Inside the farmhouse, the kitchen was clean, quiet. He led her not to her old room, but to his room. Their room now. The room they shared.

He went to the cellar door, opened it, and descended. He was taking the two bottles of milk from the barn to add to his collection. She imagined the rows of bottles in the freezer, each dated, each filled by her body. His archive. His proof.

When he returned, he washed his hands at the sink, a practical, farmer’s gesture. Then he came to her, standing before her in the dim light of the hallway.

He looked at her, his eyes soft now, the sharp blue dimmed by satisfaction and a quiet affection. He cupped her face in his hands, his thumbs brushing her cheeks.

“You’re my good girl,” he said, his voice low. “My perfect heifer. You give me everything I need.”

She leaned into his touch. The guilt for Josh was a ghost, faint and distant. The emptiness she’d once felt was gone, filled by him, by this life, by this purpose. She was content. A cherished animal. She had found her place.

He led her to the bed. She lay down, the sheets cool against her skin. He lay beside her, his body warm and solid. He didn’t speak further. He just held her, his arms around her, his breath against her neck.

The cowbell was silent now, resting against her chest. In the dark, she felt his hand find it, his fingers tracing the cool brass. A gentle, possessive touch.

She closed her eyes. The last thought before sleep was not of the past, not of the city, not of the life she’d left. It was of the pasture sun, of the barn pen, of the deep, filling thrusts, of the milk flowing into bottles, of his seed inside her, taking root.

She slept peacefully.

BACK COVER

One woman. Two men. And a chemical side effect that changes everything.

Twenty-two-year-old Natalie thought life on her father-in-law Wade’s dairy farm was a temporary setback. Depressed and drifting after college graduation, she feels the distance between her and her husband, Josh, growing wider every day. To cope, she turns to Nexiva, a new antidepressant that stabilizes her mood but brings with it a startling side effect: lactation.

While Josh recoils in disgust from her changing body, Wade sees something else entirely. A man carved from the land and the hard cycles of the harvest, Wade doesn’t see a malfunction—he sees a bounty.

What begins as a moment of shared vulnerability in the farmhouse kitchen spirals into a dark, domestic awakening. In the shadows of the barn and the cool isolation of the cellar, Wade offers Natalie a terrifying new purpose. Through the "Livestock Agreement," he replaces her fading marriage with a rigorous, paternal discipline, transforming her from a grieving wife into his prized hucow.

Caught between the husband who finds her repulsive and the father-in-law who worships her production, Natalie must decide where her true loyalty lies. Does she belong to the husband who rejects her, or to the farmer who sees her value in every drop she gives?

The contract is signed, the milk is flowing, and Natalie is finally home.

Themes include hucow, lactation, milking, suckling, taboo, bdsm, bondage, romance, forbidden love, age gap, dominant older man, submissive younger woman, father-in-law, daughter-in-law, and more. 
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