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1 - A FRESH START

The stale air in Roxie’s bedroom was thick with the scent of rebellion—a mix of clove incense, spilled vodka, and the earthy, clinging aroma of weed. She lounged on her unmade bed, a joint pinched between her fingers, watching the smoke curl toward the ceiling like a lazy ghost. The city’s distant murmur, the sirens and traffic, was a constant, electric pulse that made her feel like she was part of something bigger than her own head. The new pills, the little white Equilar capsules, sat on her nightstand next to a half-empty glass of water. They were supposed to stabilize her, to smooth the jagged edges of her mind. Instead, they’d gifted her this strange, aching fullness in her chest, a dampness on her t-shirt she refused to examine.

The door swung open without a knock.

Gina stood there, her nurse’s scrubs still crisp despite the late hour. Her eyes, usually warm with a tired kindness, went sharp and cold as they scanned the room. They landed on the joint. “Roxie.” Her voice was a flat, disappointed blade.

Roxie didn’t move. She took another drag, letting the smoke fill her lungs, a petty defiance. “What?”

“You know you’re not supposed to mix that with your medication.” Gina stepped inside, her shoes tapping a soft, angry rhythm on the worn carpet. “The doctor said it could interfere. Could make the side effects worse.”

“Can the side effects get any worse?” Roxie’s laugh was brittle. She gestured vaguely toward her chest. “What’s a little weed gonna do? Make me lactate more?” The word felt absurd in her mouth. A thing for mothers, for babies, not for eighteen-year-old girls with dyed black hair and a collection of concert tickets.

Gina’s lips pressed into a thin line. She didn’t address the comment. Instead, she crossed the room and snatched the joint from Roxie’s hand, dumping it into the water glass. It died with a hiss. “That’s not the point. The point is you following the rules so you can get better.”

“Better?” Roxie swung her legs off the bed, standing up. The room felt smaller with her mother in it. “Who said anything’s wrong with me?”

“The doctors did. One hour you’re the smartest person in the room, flying so high I can’t reach you, and the next you’re a puddle of tears on the kitchen floor because a song came on the radio.” Gina’s shoulders dropped, the fight leaving her for a moment, replaced by a weary concern. She looked at her daughter—the dark hair falling in messy waves, the brown eyes blazing with a frustration Gina couldn’t ever seem to soothe. “I’ve got news.”

Roxie waited, arms crossed. The damp spot on her shirt felt cooler now.

“Rhett and I are getting married.”

The words hung in the smoky air. Roxie’s breath stopped for a second. Rhett. Gina’s boyfriend for three years. The man with laugh lines around his eyes and hands that looked like they knew how to fix things. The man Roxie had watched, from corners of rooms, with a heat in her stomach that had nothing to do with her disorder.

“Okay,” Roxie said, her voice tight. “Congratulations.”

“And we’re moving,” Gina continued, her tone gaining a rehearsed momentum. “To his place. The dairy farm out near Redwater.”

The sounds of the city silenced in Roxie’s ears. “The farm?”

“It’s a good opportunity. A fresh start. For both of us.” Gina stepped closer, her hand reaching out as if to touch Roxie’s arm, but stopping short. “The isolation will be good for you. Away from… all this. Away from the people who keep pulling you back into this cycle.”

“My friends are not a cycle,” Roxie spat. The warmth in her stomach curdled into something acidic. “They’re my life. This city is my life. You can’t just… decide to drag me out to some cow town because you think I’m broken!”

Gina’s face hardened again. “It’s not about you being broken. It’s about giving you a stable environment. Your moods, Roxie… the ups and downs… they’re harder to manage here. You’ve been so angry lately.”

“I’m angry now because you’re telling me I have to leave everything I know!” Roxie’s voice climbed, sharp and loud in the small room. The strange fullness in her chest seemed to pulse with her rising temper.

“See?” Gina said, a sad triumph in her eyes. “This is what I mean. This volatility. The Equilar is supposed to help with this, but you’re not giving it a chance if you’re…” She glanced at the drowned joint in the glass.

Roxie felt a crack open inside her. Her mother was using the diagnosis, the pills, the condition, as a blanket explanation. A reason to dismiss every genuine feeling she had. The anger wasn’t a symptom; it was a reaction. A real, human reaction to being uprooted. “You’re blaming my bipolar for everything. For me not wanting to live on a farm.”

“I’m not blaming it,” Gina corrected, but her tone was sterile, clinical. “I’m acknowledging it as a factor. The farm is quiet. It’s simple. Rhett’s a good man. He’ll be a good stepfather. You’ll have space to… to heal.”

“I don’t need to heal on a dairy farm!” Roxie turned away, staring at the poster on her wall, a faded band logo. Her secret crush on Rhett felt like a betraying itch under her skin. But even the chance to be near him wasn’t enough to make her want to move to the dairy farm. “I don’t want to go.”

Gina sighed, the sound heavy with finality. “Well, Roxie, if you don’t like it, you have another option. You’re eighteen. You can get a job. Find your own place. Stay here.”

The silence that followed was absolute. Roxie heard the truth in it. No job. No money. The Equilar wasn’t cheap. The friends she defended had apartments full of their own chaos, not space for her. The city’s noise was just white static; it didn’t offer a connection. It only made the silence in her room louder.

She looked at her mother, at the determined set of her jaw. The choice was no choice at all.

“Fine,” Roxie said, the word falling from her lips like a stone. “I’ll go.”

Gina’s expression softened, relief washing over the fatigue. “Good. It’ll be good for you. You’ll see.”

Roxie didn’t answer. She just watched her mother leave the room, the door clicking shut with a sound of closure. She stood there, in the center of her dying world, the dampness on her shirt a cold, mocking reminder of the body’s unpredictable betrayals. Outside, a siren wailed, a sound she’d soon have to forget. And beneath the resentment, a treacherous, warm thread of anticipation began to weave itself around the thought of Rhett’s smile, of his hands, of the wide, open silence of a place where he would be everywhere.

2 - A SECRET IN THE BARN

The gravel crunched under the tires of the rented U-Haul, a harsh, final sound announcing their arrival in a world of green and brown and quiet. Roxie sat in the passenger seat, her head against the cool window, watching the endless stretch of pasture unfurl. The city’s memory was a fading bruise. Gina drove with a determined calm, her fingers tapping the steering wheel.

The farmhouse appeared, a two-story white structure with a wraparound porch, nestled against a backdrop of low hills and a cluster of barns. It looked solid, peaceful. It looked like a prison.

Rhett emerged from the side of the main barn, wiping his hands on a rag. He was shirtless.

The sight punched Roxie in the gut, a visceral shock that made her breath falter. The late afternoon sun poured over him, highlighting the sculpted planes of his chest and stomach. Sweat traced the valleys between his muscles, making his skin gleam like polished oak. His shoulders were broad, his arms thick with corded strength from a life of physical work. He smiled, a genuine, warm thing that carved deeper lines around his eyes, and waved them toward the house.

Gina parked and got out, already calling to him about the boxes. Roxie remained in the truck for a moment, her eyes glued to him. The way his waist tapered into his jeans, the dust clinging to his forearms. The man in him was overwhelming, a raw physicality that her secret fantasies had never fully captured. Her stomach tightened, a low, warm stir of something that felt like hunger.

She finally forced herself out, the humid farm air thick with the scent of grass, manure, and something sweet like hay. Gina and Rhett were already unloading, their movements efficient, familiar. Rhett’s bare back flexed as he lifted a heavy box of Gina’s medical books. Roxie grabbed a smaller box labeled Roxie - Bedroom, trying to seem useful.

“Hey, Roxie,” Rhett said, his voice a deep, pleasant rumble that vibrated in the quiet. “Let me get the heavy ones. You can start setting up your room. It’s upstairs, second door on the right.”

She nodded, mute, and carried her box inside. The house was clean, rustic. Wood floors, simple furniture. It felt like a place where noise would be an intruder. She climbed the stairs, her body aching from the long drive and the strange, persistent throb in her breasts.

Her new room was spacious, with a large window overlooking a field. A plain bed frame stood assembled in the center. It was empty, waiting. She dropped her box on the floor and opened it, pulling out a familiar quilt, a few books, her music player. The act felt like burying pieces of herself in foreign soil.

She heard footsteps on the stairs, heavy and sure. Rhett appeared in the doorway, carrying her dresser, a solid piece of oak. He handled it easily, his muscles rippling with the effort.

“Need to get this in place for you,” he said, his gaze sweeping the room, then landing on her. He smiled again, a casual, friendly smile. “Gina’s organizing the kitchen. She’s a force of nature.”

Roxie managed a weak smile. “Thanks.”

He set the dresser against the wall, then straightened, turning to face her. He was close now, the heat from his body radiating into the space between them. The scent of him—sun, sweat, honest labor—filled her nostrils. Her heart began a clumsy rhythm in her chest.

“You’ll like it here,” he said, his eyes holding hers. They were a warm, earthy brown, flecked with green. “It’s peaceful. Gets you out of your head.”

Roxie’s mouth felt dry. “I’m not… a peaceful person.”

“Maybe you can learn to be,” he replied, his tone gentle. He leaned against the dresser, studying her. “You’ve got a lot going on in those eyes.”

The comment, so direct, so intimate, sent a tremor through her. She looked away, her fingers fiddling with the edge of her t-shirt. The fabric was damp. She’d felt the slow, insistent leak beginning minutes ago, a betrayal of her body timed perfectly for this moment of vulnerability. She tried to ignore it, to will it away.

But the dampness spread. A cool, wet patch bloomed over the left side of her chest, then the right, darkening the light fabric, outlining the swollen curve of her breast beneath.

Roxie froze. Humiliation crashed over her, icy and total. Her face burned. She crossed her arms over her chest, a futile, childish gesture.

Rhett’s gaze dropped. He saw. His expression shifted, not in disgust, but in a slow, arrested curiosity. His eyes lingered on the damp patches, watching them grow. His mouth opened slightly, then closed.

“I… I’m sorry,” Roxie stammered, her voice a brittle whisper. “It’s the medication. For my… my bipolar. It’s a side effect.” The words tumbled out, defensive, shameful. “It’s disgusting.”

He didn’t move. His eyes, still fixed on her chest, seemed to darken. The friendly warmth in them deepened into something more focused, more primal. He didn’t look disgusted at all. He looked… interested. A flush spread across his own cheeks, a ruddy color that matched the exertion of his work.

“It’s not disgusting,” he said finally, his voice lower now, stripped of its casual ease. It was a raw, simple statement.

From downstairs, Gina’s voice called out. “Rhett? Can you come help me with this box? It’s too heavy.”

The sound broke the spell. Rhett blinked, as if waking from a trance. He cleared his throat. “Be right there,” he called back, his tone normal again. He gave Roxie a last, lingering look—a look that held no pity, only a stark, unspoken acknowledgment—and then turned and left the room, his footsteps descending the stairs.

Roxie stood there, trembling. The humiliation curdled into something else, a hot, confused thrill. He saw. He looked. He didn’t hate it. She rushed to her box, pulled out a fresh, dark-colored shirt, and changed quickly, hiding the evidence. She leaned against the wall, her breathing shallow. The image of his eyes on her, the intensity in them, played over and over in her mind.

The rest of the day passed in a blur of unpacking, arranging, polite exhaustion. Gina bustled, creating order. Rhett moved with a steady, capable grace. Roxie performed her tasks like a robot, her mind a whirlpool of that single moment in the bedroom. The farm was silent at night, a deep, living silence filled with insect songs and distant animal sounds. In her new bed, under a quilt that smelled of her old room, Roxie stared at the ceiling. The look in Rhett’s eyes burned in her memory, a secret flame in the dark. She touched her own breast, felt the heavy, tender weight, the persistent readiness. A forbidden thought, dark and sweet, took root: He wanted to see more.

The next morning, Gina announced she was driving to the nearest town for supplies—groceries, a few household items they’d forgotten. “I’ll be a few hours,” she said, kissing Rhett’s cheek. “You two get acquainted.”

Roxie watched her mother’s car disappear down the long gravel drive, a sense of eerie isolation settling over the property. The world was just her, and Rhett, and the cows.

Rhett found her on the porch, sipping water, looking out at the barns. “Got a little work to do,” he said. “Some hay bales need moving from the old barn to the newer shed. Could use some help.”

She nodded, a nervous energy buzzing in her limbs. “Okay.”

The old barn was vast, shadowy, filled with the dusty, sweet scent of dried grass. Sunlight streamed in through high windows, painting golden stripes on the floor. Stacked against one wall were rectangular bales of hay, each bound with twine. Rhett gestured to them. “Just need to carry them across, stack them over there by the door. Simple.”

He grabbed a bale, hefting it with ease, and carried it across the barn. Roxie approached one, trying to mimic his grip. It was heavier than she expected, dense and unwieldy. She managed to lift it, her arms straining, and began the short walk.

The physical effort, the strain in her shoulders and back, seemed to trigger something deep in her body. A familiar, warm pressure built in her breasts, a sudden urgency. As she set the bale down near the new stack, she felt it—the cool, wet seep through her shirt again. Two distinct patches, dark and obvious against the light cotton.

Her face flushed crimson. She dropped the bale and turned away, instinctively crossing her arms. “I… I need to go change,” she mumbled, already stepping toward the barn door.

A large hand settled on her shoulder, not rough, but firm, stopping her retreat.

“Wait,” Rhett said.

She turned, her eyes wide, meeting his. He was close again, closer than yesterday. The barn’s dusty air wrapped around them. His gaze was fixed on her chest, on the spreading dampness. His expression was no longer curious. It was hungry. Plain and undeniable.

“Don’t go,” he said, his voice a low, gravelly whisper that seemed to vibrate in the hollow of the barn. “It’s… it’s really something.”

Roxie’s mouth was dry. “It’s a medical side effect,” she repeated, the words sounding stupid and defensive.

“I know what it is,” he replied, his eyes never leaving the wet fabric. “But seeing it on you… God.” He took a step closer. The heat of his body enveloped her. The scent of him—sun and hay and man—was intoxicating. “It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

The admission, so blunt, so illicit, sent a shock through her system. Her pulse hammered in her throat. The low stir in her stomach ignited into a full, aching warmth. “You can’t… you’re marrying my mom.”

“She’s not here,” he murmured, his hand moving from her shoulder to her arm, his thumb tracing a slow line on her skin. “And this… this is just between us. Our secret.”

The word secret hung in the air, a forbidden pact. Roxie’s mind screamed warnings, but her body was listening to a different, older language. The throb between her legs matched the ache in her breasts. She wanted him to look. She wanted him to see.

He leaned in, his head dipping toward hers. His breath brushed her lips, warm and smelling of coffee. “Can I?” he asked, the question barely a sound.

She didn’t speak. She nodded, a tiny, desperate movement.

His mouth met hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a claim. His lips were firm, demanding, parting hers with an urgency that stole her breath. His tongue slid into her mouth, exploring, tasting. He tasted of morning and desire. One of his hands cupped her face, his thumb stroking her jawline. The other hand slid down, over the damp fabric of her shirt, palming the full, heavy curve of her breast.

A moan escaped her, a raw, unfiltered sound she didn’t recognize from herself. His touch on her soaked shirt was electric. He squeezed gently, and she felt the answering leak, a rush of wetness that soaked further into the fabric.

He broke the kiss, his eyes wild, dark with need. “I want to see,” he breathed. “I want to taste it.”

Her hands were trembling as she reached for the hem of her shirt. He helped her, pulling it up, over her head, tossing it aside on a hay bale. Her bra was a simple cotton one, already stained with two dark circles at the cups. He didn’t hesitate. His fingers, rough and skilled, unhooked the front clasp. The bra fell away.

Her breasts spilled free, full and heavy, the nipples dark and erect, beaded with droplets of milk. They gleamed in the striped sunlight.

Rhett’s gaze was reverent, predatory. “Beautiful,” he whispered, the word thick with lust.

He bent his head, his mouth closing over her left nipple.

The sensation was immediate, overwhelming. His lips were warm, soft, but his suction was strong, purposeful. He drew on her, and her milk released in a smooth, warm stream into his mouth. She gasped, her back arching, her hands flying to his shoulders to steady herself. He drank, swallowing, a low, gratified sound humming from his throat. The act was intimate beyond anything she’d imagined—a primal giving, a primal taking. The pressure in her breast eased, replaced by a deep, spreading pleasure that radiated through her chest and down into her belly.

He switched to the other breast, his mouth latching onto the right nipple with the same hungry intent. He drank deeper, his hands coming up to cradle both breasts, massaging them as he suckled. Roxie’s head fell back, her eyes closed. The world was the scent of hay, the sound of his swallowing, the exquisite relief and the illicit thrill. Her body was singing, every nerve alive.

When he finally pulled away, his lips were wet, glistening. He looked at her, his face flushed, his eyes blazing. “So sweet,” he murmured. “So fucking perfect.”

His hands moved down, over her ribs, to the waist of her jeans. He unfastened the button, slid the zipper down with a metallic rasp. He pushed the jeans down her legs, helping her step out of them. Her panties followed, a simple cotton pair, discarded on the hay.

She stood naked before him in the dusty barn, the sunlight painting her skin gold. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and utterly desired.

He guided her backward until she was against a large, firm hay bale. “Lie down,” he instructed, his voice rough.

She obeyed, settling back onto the scratchy, fragrant surface. The hay poked at her skin, a thousand tiny points of sensation that only heightened the feeling of being utterly present in her body.

Rhett knelt between her legs. He didn’t speak. He just looked at her, his eyes traveling over her naked form—the milk-glazed breasts, the flat stomach, the triangle of dark hair between her thighs. Then he leaned forward, his face descending toward her core.

His mouth found her, not tentatively, but with a knowing, deliberate pressure. His lips parted her folds. His tongue, broad and warm, swept up her slit, finding her clit immediately.

Roxie cried out, a sharp, surprised sound that echoed in the barn. His tongue was relentless, circling, flicking, pressing. It was a skill born of confidence, a deep understanding of what could make a woman unravel. He licked her, slow and then fast, his fingers spreading her wider, holding her open for his feast.

The pleasure built in a hot, coiling wave. It wasn’t gentle; it was consuming. His mouth worked her, his suction gentle on her clit, his tongue plunging inside her, tasting her deeply. She moaned, her hips lifting off the hay, seeking more. Her hands tangled in his hair, pulling him closer. The sounds she made were animal, unfettered—guttural moans, breathy sighs, sharp cries.

He didn’t stop. He drove her higher, his tongue a wicked, perfect instrument. She felt the orgasm approaching, a tidal force gathering in her belly. When it broke, it was violent and sweet. Her body convulsed, her thighs clamping around his head, a raw scream tearing from her throat as the wave crashed through her. He kept his mouth on her, gentling his movements, drinking in her climax until she collapsed back onto the hay, trembling, spent.

He rose then, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, his eyes burning into hers. He unbuckled his own jeans, pushed them and his boxers down.

His cock sprang free, thick and erect, larger than anything she’d experienced. It was a formidable piece of flesh, veined and heavy, the head flushed a deep, ruddy color. He was fully a man, in every sense.

Roxie’s eyes widened, a mix of awe and apprehension tightening her stomach. He saw it and smiled, a dark, reassuring smile. “It’ll fit,” he promised, his voice thick with arousal.

He positioned himself over her, his knees on the hay, his body looming above her. He guided his cock to her entrance, the broad tip pressing against her wet, stretched opening. He pushed in.

The penetration was slow, calculated, an inexorable invasion. She felt herself stretching, accommodating him, a burning, exquisite fullness that stole her breath. He sank deeper, inch by inch, until he was fully seated inside her, his pelvis pressed against hers. He was so deep, so complete, that she felt filled in a way that touched her very core.

He began to move.

His thrusts were powerful, incessant, driven by a deep, physical need. Each stroke dragged his thick length almost entirely out, then plunged it back in to the root. The hay bale beneath her scratched and shifted with their rhythm. He held her hips, his grip firm, angling her to take him perfectly.

The friction was incredible. Her inner walls, already sensitized by his mouth, now clung to him, rippling with each pass. Her breasts, still tender and wet, jounced with the motion. She watched his face, his eyes locked on hers, his expression a mask of focused pleasure. He was watching her, drinking in her reactions.

Her own pleasure reignited, building from the base of her spine. It was different now—deeper, more internal, a profound pounding satisfaction that matched his strokes. She met his movements, her hips rising to meet his descent, a syncopated rhythm that soon became frenzied.

He leaned down, capturing her mouth again in a messy, breathless kiss as he drove into her. His taste—her milk, her own sex—was on his lips. The intimacy was dizzying.

“So good,” he grunted against her mouth. “So fucking tight.”

His pace increased, his thrusts becoming harder, faster. Roxie’s moans became continuous, a stream of sound lost in the dusty air. She clutched at his shoulders, her nails digging into his skin.

The climax, when it came for her again, was a different creature. It wasn’t a sharp peak but a rolling, thunderous wave that started deep in her womb and radiated out, shaking her limbs, blurring her vision. She screamed, a raw, open-throated sound of release, as her body clamped around his driving cock in pulsating waves.

Her scream triggered his own finish. With a final, deep, punishing thrust, he buried himself inside her and held there. A groan tore from his throat, a sound of pure, male satisfaction. She felt the hot, sudden flood of his release inside her, filling the space he’d carved. He shuddered, his entire body trembling against hers, and then collapsed forward, his weight pressing her into the hay, his breath hot on her neck.

They lay like that for long minutes, joined, sweaty, breathless. The barn was silent except for their ragged breathing. The scent of sex and hay mingled in the air.

Finally, he stirred, pulling out of her with a slow, wet sound. He stood, pulling his jeans up, his movements sluggish with spent energy. Roxie sat up, her body feeling used, gloriously wrecked. Milk still glistened on her breasts. His seed trickled from inside her, a warm, sticky proof on her thigh.

He handed her her clothes. She dressed silently, the fabric feeling strange on her sensitized skin. The guilt arrived then, a cold, creeping shadow at the edges of the warmth. She looked at him, at the man who was going to be her stepfather, who had just fucked her on a hay bale.

He saw the conflict in her eyes. He cupped her face again, his touch now tender. “Gina will never find out,” he promised, his voice low and certain. “This is ours. Just us.”

She nodded, the knot of guilt tightening in her stomach even as the memory of his mouth, his cock, his seed, blazed in her flesh.

They walked back to the house separately, not touching. The sun was higher now, the day warm and normal. Inside, the silence of the empty farmhouse felt heavier, charged with their secret.

Roxie went to her room, her body still humming, the phantom sensations of his thrusts echoing inside her. She wanted more. The desire was a physical ache, a craving deeper than any she’d known. But the guilt was a cage, tightening around that craving. She stood at her window, watching the barn where it had happened, a place now forever transformed in her mind. The empty field awaited Gina’s return, a blank space where a normal life was supposed to unfold. But normal had been obliterated. She touched her lower belly, where his cum still lingered inside her.

She was already thinking of the next time, and she already felt guilty for wanting it.

3 - STRONGER THAN SHAME

The morning light was different at the farm. It didn’t slice through blinds; it flooded the kitchen in a soft, yellow wash, smelling of coffee and the distant, earthy scent of cattle. Roxie sat at the rustic wooden table, a bowl of oatmeal cooling before her, and felt Rhett’s eyes on her like a physical touch.

He was across from her, sipping his coffee, dressed in a simple t-shirt and jeans. Gina moved between them, humming as she packed her lunch bag for her shift at the clinic. The air was normal, domestic, a perfect tableau of a new family settling in. But beneath the surface, the memory of the barn vibrated like a live wire buried in the floorboards.

Every glance Rhett sent her was loaded. It wasn’t just a look; it was a replay. His mouth on her breast, his tongue on her clit, the intense fullness of his cock inside her. Roxie’s skin felt hypersensitive under her clothes. Her breasts, usually a dull ache, were now a tender, heavy reminder. She kept her eyes on her oatmeal, stirring it aimlessly.

Gina kissed Rhett’s cheek. “I’ll be back by six. Roxie, maybe you can help him with some of the lighter chores today?” She said it lightly, a suggestion, unaware of the incendiary potential in those words.

“Sure,” Roxie mumbled, her voice thick.

Gina gave her a searching look, the nurse’s assessment in her eyes. “You okay? Did you take your Equilar?”

“Yes,” Roxie said, too quickly. The pills were in her system, doing their strange work. The fullness in her chest was proof.

“Good.” Gina smiled, a flash of genuine relief. “The quiet here is already helping, I think.” She grabbed her bag and keys. “See you tonight.”

The door closed behind her. The sound of her car engine faded down the gravel drive. Silence descended, but it wasn’t quiet. It was a pressurized vacuum, filled only with the ticking of the old clock on the wall and the weight of Rhett’s gaze.

He set his coffee cup down. The ceramic click was deliberate. “You’re thinking about it,” he said. His voice wasn’t casual anymore. It was a low, intimate rumble that bypassed her ears and went straight to her core.

Roxie’s spoon clattered against the bowl. “I’m not.”

“You are.” He leaned back in his chair, studying her. The morning sun caught the laugh lines around his eyes, but there was no laughter in them now. They were dark, intent. “Your face is flushed. You’re holding your breath. You’ve been thinking about it since you woke up.”

She couldn’t deny it. Her entire night had been a loop of sensation—the scratch of hay, the heat of his body, the shocking, sweet release of her milk into his mouth. She’d touched herself in the dark, imagining his hands, and the guilt that followed had been a cold ash in her stomach. But the craving was stronger.

“It was wrong,” she said, forcing the words out. “We shouldn’t have…”

“Wrong?” he interrupted, a slow smile touching his lips. He stood up, his chair scraping on the floor. He walked around the table, not toward her, but to the window, looking out at the empty fields. “What’s wrong is denying something that feels that good. That real.”

He turned to face her. He was closer now. The space between them seemed to shrink. “I can’t wait to taste you again.”

The statement was so blunt, so illicit, it stole the air from the room. Roxie’s pulse thumped in her wrists, her throat. The warmth between her legs ignited, a swift, answering flare. “Rhett…” Her protest was weak, a token.

“You know you want it,” he murmured, stepping toward her. His large hand came up, not touching her, but hovering near her cheek. “I saw it in your eyes yesterday. You were hungry for it. You’re hungry for it now.”

His fingers finally brushed her jawline, a slow, deliberate stroke. The touch was electric. It traced a path of memory directly to her nerves. She shivered.

“It’s a secret,” he whispered, leaning in. His breath, warm and coffee-scented, washed over her lips. “Just ours. No one gets hurt. Your mom’s happy. We get… this.”

His logic was flawed, dangerous, but it wrapped around her guilt and smothered it with promise. No one gets hurt. We get this. The “this” was a universe of sensation she’d only glimpsed.

His mouth met hers.

This kiss was different from the barn’s desperate claim. It was slower, deeper, a confident exploration. His lips parted hers easily. His tongue slid inside, tasting her, owning her. One hand cupped the side of her face, holding her steady for his kiss. The other hand dropped to her shoulder, then slid down, over the fabric of her shirt, to cup her breast through the cotton.

Even through the material, his touch was incendiary. He squeezed gently, his thumb finding her nipple and circling. Roxie moaned into his mouth, a soft, surrendering sound. The pressure in her breast responded instantly, a familiar, warm surge. She felt the dampness begin, a slow seep she couldn’t control.

He broke the kiss, his eyes locked on hers. “No more talking,” he said, his voice a gravelly command. “Just feeling.”

He took her hand, his fingers wrapping around hers with a possessive strength. He led her out of the kitchen, through the quiet living room, toward the staircase. Her feet followed, compliant, her mind a static haze of desire. They ascended the stairs, his steps sure, hers tentative.

He didn’t lead her to her room. He led her to the master bedroom at the end of the hall—the room he shared with her mother. Their room.

The door opened onto a space that was still partly unfamiliar. Gina’s perfume lingered in the air. The bed was large, covered in a simple quilt. Rhett guided her inside and closed the door behind them. The click of the latch was a definitive sound. A boundary crossed.

Here, in her mother’s space, the transgression was magnified. The guilt tried to surface, a sharp knife. But Rhett’s presence, the heat radiating from him, the memory of what he could make her feel, drowned it.

He turned to her, his eyes burning. “Take off your shirt.”

The command was simple. Roxie obeyed. Her hands trembled as she pulled the t-shirt up, over her head. She stood before him in her bra and jeans, her breasts already straining against the cotton cups, the damp patches visible.

He didn’t ask for the bra. He reached for her, his fingers deft on the front clasp. It opened. Her breasts spilled free, heavy and full, the nipples dark and taut. Droplets of milk beaded on the tips.

Rhett’s gaze was pure hunger. He didn’t speak. He bent his head and his mouth closed over her right nipple.

The sensation was immediate, profound. His lips were warm, his suction strong and rhythmic. He drew on her, and her milk released in a smooth, warm stream. The relief was physical, a deep, pleasurable unknotting in her chest. But the psychological surrender was deeper. Giving him this, here, in her mother’s room, felt like an ultimate offering. A corruption that was also a liberation.

He drank, swallowing with a low, gratified hum. His hands came up to cradle both breasts, massaging them as he suckled, encouraging the flow. Roxie’s head lolled back, her eyes closed. Her hands found his shoulders, holding onto him as the pleasure radiated through her body, pooling low in her belly, stirring a thick, liquid heat between her legs.

He switched to the left breast, latching onto her other nipple with the same focused intent. He drank deeper, his tongue playing over the sensitive tip, teasing and drawing. Roxie gasped, her hips shifting restlessly. The dual sensations—the relief in her breasts, the building ache in her core—were overwhelming.

When he finally pulled away, his lips were wet, glistening with her milk. He looked up at her, his face flushed with a dark pleasure. “So sweet,” he murmured, his voice thick. “Like you.”

His hands left her breasts and went to his own jeans. He unfastened them, pushed them down along with his boxers. His cock sprang free, already fully erect, thick and formidable. It was a weapon of flesh, a promise of penetration. He stepped closer, guiding her hand to it.

“Touch it,” he said.

Roxie’s fingers wrapped around his shaft. It was hot, solid, pulsating with his heartbeat. The sheer size of it, the weight in her hand, sent a thrill of fear and anticipation through her. She stroked him, tentatively at first, then with more confidence as he groaned, his eyes closing for a moment.

“Good,” he breathed. “Now, kneel.”

The command was clear. Roxie lowered herself to the floor. He positioned himself before her, his cock at her eye level. The sight was intimidating, mesmerizing.

“Open your mouth,” he instructed.

She did. He guided himself forward, the broad, flushed head of his cock pressing against her lips. He pushed in.

The intrusion was sudden, filling her mouth, stretching her jaw. He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He began to move, a slow, shallow thrusting that slid his length across her tongue. The taste of him—salty, musky, uniquely male—filled her senses. She gagged slightly, then relaxed, letting him use her mouth.

He grasped the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair, controlling her movements. His thrusts became deeper, more forceful. His cock slid in and out of her mouth, wet and glistening. She focused on the rhythm, on the pressure against her tongue, on the low groans coming from above her.

He was relentless. He fucked her mouth with a steady, driving intensity, his hips pumping. Roxie’s world narrowed to this—the stretch of her jaw, the taste of him, the sound of his pleasure, the wet, sloppy noises of the act. Spit and pre-cum mixed, dripping from her chin. Her own arousal was a throbbing, neglected fire between her legs, but serving him like this, being used for his pleasure, was a dark, satisfying submission.

After a few minutes of this, he pulled out abruptly, his cock slick and shiny. “Enough,” he grunted. “I need more of you.”

He helped her up from the floor, his hands rough with urgency. He stripped her jeans and panties off in a few swift movements, leaving her naked in the center of the room. Then he pushed her toward the bed.

She fell back onto the quilt, the fabric familiar and foreign under her skin. Rhett followed, climbing over her, his body a hot, heavy presence. He didn’t enter her immediately. Instead, he bent his head again to her breasts.

This time, his mouth was more aggressive. He suckled deeply, drawing her milk out in earnest streams, his hands kneading her flesh, shaping it for his consumption. The sensation was sharper now, more focused. The pleasure-pain of the draw, the absolute vulnerability of feeding him, coiled tightly with the throbbing need in her pelvis.

As he drank from one breast, his other hand wandered down her body. His fingers traced her ribs, her stomach, the dip of her hips. They slid through the wetness already gathered between her thighs, finding her clit with a knowing touch.

He circled it, a slow, teasing pressure that made her gasp. Her hips bucked off the bed. He chuckled, a low sound against her breast, and increased the speed of his fingers. He rubbed her clit with a firm, deliberate rhythm, while his mouth continued to draw from her nipple.

The dual assault on her senses was more than she could process. Her body was split between two poles of intense sensation—the deep, pulling relief in her breast and the sharp, building friction at her core. She moaned, her hands clutching at the quilt, her back arching. The milk flow seemed to increase with her arousal, a responsive, eager offering.

He switched breasts again, his mouth moving to her other nipple while his fingers continued their work on her clit. He was orchestrating her pleasure, building it layer by layer. Roxie felt herself climbing, a steep, dizzying ascent toward a peak.

Just as she felt the orgasm gathering, he withdrew both his mouth and his hand.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice dark with control. “I want you screaming.”

He moved down her body, his knees settling between her legs. He pushed her thighs apart, spreading her wide for his view. Then he lowered his head.

His mouth on her sex was not a gentle exploration. It was a conquest. He didn’t kiss or tease; he devoured. His lips parted her folds, his tongue plunging inside her, tasting her deeply. Then it focused on her clit, licking and sucking with a brutal, perfect efficiency.

Roxie cried out, a sharp, ragged sound. His tongue was a skilled, merciless instrument. It flicked, pressed, circled, varying its pace and pressure, reading her responses and adjusting. He held her open with his hands, his thumbs pressing into her inner thighs, keeping her exposed and helpless to his ministrations.

The pleasure built again, faster, hotter. It wasn’t a slow burn; it was a wildfire, ignited by his expertise and her own desperate hunger. She moaned, her hips rolling, her hands fisting in his hair, pulling him against her. The sounds she made were raw, unfiltered—guttural pleas, sharp cries, breathless whimpers.

He drove her higher, his tongue a wicked, perfect tormentor. She felt the orgasm approaching, a seismic wave gathering in her belly. She tried to speak, to tell him she was close, but only incoherent sounds escaped.

When it broke, it was catastrophic. Her body convulsed, a violent, shuddering release that tore a scream from her throat. It was a long, loud, piercing sound that echoed in the bedroom, a sound of absolute surrender. Her thighs clamped around his head, her back arched off the bed, every muscle taut as the wave crashed through her. He kept his mouth on her, gentling his movements, lapping at her through the tremors, drinking in her climax until she collapsed, boneless and gasping, onto the quilt.

He rose from between her legs, his face wet, his eyes blazing with satisfaction. “Beautiful,” he whispered.

He positioned her then, his hands firm on her hips. “On your hands and knees,” he commanded.

Roxie, still trembling from the aftershocks, obeyed. She turned over, getting onto her knees, her hands planted on the quilt. The position exposed her to him completely—her back, her ass, the wet, slick entrance between her thighs.

He knelt behind her, his cock prodding at her entrance. He didn’t ask. He pushed in.

The penetration from this angle was deeper, more invasive. His thickness filled her, stretching her inner walls to a breathtaking degree. He grasped her hips, his hold tight, and began to thrust.

Each drive was powerful, deliberate. His pelvis slapped against her ass with a solid, measured impact. The angle allowed him to reach deeper, each stroke a profound invasion that touched places inside her that made her gasp. Roxie braced herself on her hands, her head dropping, her moans becoming muffled against the quilt.

He fucked her with a steady, intense pace, his breath coming in harsh grunts behind her. The room filled with the sounds of their joining—the wet slap of skin, his low groans, her choked cries. She felt every inch of him, every vein, every curve, as he pistoned inside her.

After a few minutes of this, he paused, still buried deep within her. One of his hands left her hip. He reached toward the nightstand, fumbling for a moment. She heard the click of a cap opening.

A cool, slick substance touched her lower back, then dripped down to the cleft of her ass. Lube. He was smoothing it over her backdoor, his fingers massaging the tight ring of muscle.

Roxie tensed, a new kind of anticipation—mixed with fear and a dark curiosity—tightening her stomach. “Rhett…” she whispered.

“Just relax,” he murmured, his voice close to her ear. His finger, slick and cool, pressed against her anus. He applied pressure, circling, then slowly, inexorably, pushed inside.

The intrusion was unfamiliar, a stretching, burning sensation that made her gasp. He worked his finger slowly, in and out, lubricating her, preparing her. The feeling was strange, intense, a fullness alongside the deeper fullness of his cock still lodged in her vagina. He added a second finger, stretching her wider, his movements careful but relentless.

When he removed his fingers, she felt empty there, ready. He repositioned himself behind her, his cock now slick with lube from her ass. He guided himself to her new entrance.

The pressure was immense. The head of his cock pressed against her tightened ring of muscle. He pushed.

The initial penetration was a sharp, burning stretch that made Roxie cry out. He paused, letting her adjust, his hands soothing on her hips. “Breathe,” he instructed, his voice rough but controlled.

She breathed, forcing her muscles to relax. He pushed again, slowly, steadily, sinking into her. The burning faded, replaced by a deep, shocking fullness. He was inside her there, a complete penetration that overwhelmed her senses. It was a profound, consuming occupation of her body.

He began to move, slowly at first, then with increasing momentum. His thrusts into her ass were different—tighter, more controlled, each movement a deliberate conquest. The sensation was overwhelming, a complex tapestry of pleasure and intense, unfamiliar pressure. It felt forbidden, transcendent, a violation that was also a gift.

Roxie’s moans became continuous, a stream of sound lost in the rhythm of his penetration. Her body was aflame, every nerve lit. The deep fucking in her ass alongside the residual sensitivity in her vagina, built a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. It was a peak she hadn’t known could exist.

He increased his pace, his cock plunging into her harder, faster. His hands gripped her hips fiercely, holding her in place for his powerful drives. The bed shook with their motion. Roxie’s vision blurred. Her world was the feel of him, the sound of him, the scent of sex and sweat and her own milk in the air.

The climax, when it arrived, was not a single wave but a simultaneous eruption from both deep within her. It started in her core, a violent, convulsive tightening that gripped his cock in her ass and radiated outward, shaking her entire body. She screamed again, a raw, torn sound that echoed in the room, as her muscles spasmed around him, milking him deep inside her.

Her scream triggered his finish. With a final, deep, grinding thrust, he buried himself to the root in her ass and held there. A rough, ragged groan tore from his throat. She felt the hot, sudden flood of his release inside her, filling the tight channel. He shuddered, his entire body trembling against hers, and then collapsed forward over her back, his weight pressing her down into the quilt, his breath hot and ragged on her shoulder.

They lay like that for a long moment, joined, spent, slick. The room was silent except for their panting. The smell of sex, sweat, and lube was thick in the air.

Finally, he stirred, pulling out of her with a slow, wet sound. He stood up, his movements sluggish. He wiped himself with a corner of the quilt, then zipped his jeans. He looked at her, still on her knees on the bed, her body glistening with sweat and his release.

“I have to go milk the cows,” he said, his voice returning to a normal, casual tone. It was a bizarre, jarring shift. “You should clean up.”

He turned and walked out of the bedroom, closing the door softly behind him.

Roxie stayed on the bed, her body trembling with aftershocks. The sensations were a riot inside her—the deep, bruised feeling in her ass, the tender ache in her breasts, the lingering warmth of his cum leaking from her. The guilt, held at bay by the storm of pleasure, now flooded in, cold and sharp.

She stumbled to the bathroom connected to the master bedroom. She avoided looking at Gina’s things on the counter—the moisturizer, the hairbrush. She stepped into the shower, turning the water hot.

The spray hit her skin, a stinging contrast to the inner heat. She scrubbed herself, trying to wash away the evidence, the smell, the memory. But the memory was etched into her nerves. The feel of his mouth drawing her milk, the deep thrusts of his cock, the final, shocking penetration. As she washed, her body responded to the mere recollection. Her breasts, emptied, still tingled. Between her legs, a sore, satisfied ache persisted. Her ass felt stretched, used, profoundly filled.

She leaned against the tile, the water cascading over her. The guilt was a heavy stone in her stomach. This is wrong. He’s your stepfather. Your mother’s husband. The thoughts were clear, logical.

But beneath them, a deeper, hotter truth pulsed. I’ve never been so turned on. The admission was shameful, exhilarating. The forbidden nature of it, the sheer, raw physicality of what he’d done to her, had unlocked a hunger she didn’t know she possessed. It was a craving that felt bigger than morality, bigger than loyalty.

She stayed in the shower until the water cooled, until her skin was clean. She dressed in fresh clothes, hiding the used, satisfied body underneath. She avoided the master bedroom, returning to her own room. She sat on her bed, listening to the distant sounds of Rhett in the barn, the routine clangs and calls of farm work.

When Gina returned that evening, the house was normal. Dinner was made. Conversation was light. Gina talked about her day at the clinic, about the ailments she’d treated. Rhett listened, nodding, offering a warm smile. He was the perfect fiancé—attentive, affectionate, solid.

Gina never suspected a thing. She saw a daughter who was quieter, perhaps a bit tired, but she attributed it to the new environment, the adjustment. She saw a husband who was kind, helpful, the stable man she’d always wanted.

Roxie watched them, the guilt a cold knot in her chest. But when Rhett’s eyes met hers across the table, just for a fleeting second, she saw the dark promise in them. The secret. The hunger. And the cold knot warmed, sparked, and burned with a wanting that was stronger than any shame.

4 - A PRODUCT FOR HIS CONSUMPTION

The silence of the farmhouse stretched for three days, thick and heavy. Gina’s hospital shift was a rare weekend off, a three-day stretch of her presence filling the kitchen, the living room, the very air with a maternal vigilance Roxie couldn’t escape. Her mother’s eyes were always on her, assessing, hopeful. She thinks the quiet is fixing me, Roxie thought, bitterly amused. It’s not the quiet. It’s Rhett.

Every moment Rhett was near became an unbearable test. When he passed her in the hallway, the scent of sun and hay clinging to him, her breasts tightened, a dull ache blossoming into a sharp throb. If he sat across from her at dinner, his large hands handling a fork, her nipples would bead with moisture, dampening her bra beneath her shirt. She lived in a state of constant, low-grade arousal, a simmering heat that leaked from her body in embarrassing, silent drops. Her mind was a loop: the barn, his mouth, the master bedroom, his cock filling her from behind, the shocking, complete possession. She touched herself at night, in the dark of her own room, her fingers frantic, imagining his. The release was fleeting, leaving her more hollow, more hungry.

On the third afternoon, Gina finally broached the subject. They were folding laundry in the sunlit living room. “You seem… calmer,” Gina said, smoothing a towel. “The farm’s good for you, isn’t it?”

Roxie looked at her mother’s hopeful face, the genuine relief in her eyes. The lie tasted sour, but she forced it out. “Yeah. It’s better than I expected.”

Gina’s smile was wide, unguarded. “I’m so glad, Rox. I knew this would be the right place.” She reached out and squeezed Roxie’s hand, a gesture so full of love it felt like a physical blow. The guilt twisted inside Roxie, a sharp, cold serpent coiling around her warmth for Rhett. But the warmth was stronger.

Finally, on the fourth morning, Gina’s routine returned. She bustled around the kitchen, packing her lunch, her keys clinking. “Back to reality,” she sighed, kissing Rhett’s cheek. “See you tonight.” Her gaze landed on Roxie. “You and Rhett have a good day.” There was no suspicion in her tone, only a simple, domestic trust. It was worse than anger.

The door closed. The car engine faded.

Rhett didn’t speak immediately. He finished his coffee, his eyes watching Roxie over the rim of his mug. The air between them tightened, charged with the unsaid. Roxie stood by the sink, her body already humming, her breasts already beginning their familiar, heavy swell.

He set his mug down. The sound was a punctuation mark. “Come with me,” he said. His voice was flat, a command devoid of preamble.

He led her not upstairs, not to the barn, but into the kitchen itself. It felt mundane, wrong—the place where Gina made breakfast, where they ate dinner as a family. On the large, worn wooden table, cleared of everything else, sat two objects.

They were breast pumps. Modern, sleek, with clear plastic bottles attached. They looked clinical, alien against the rustic wood.

Roxie stared. A flush of humiliation crawled up her neck. “What…”

“I want to taste you whenever I want,” Rhett said, his tone matter-of-fact. He walked to the table, picking up one of the pumps. “This way, I don’t have to wait for you. I can have your sweetness on my tongue any time.” He looked at her, his gaze holding a dark, possessive intensity. “I want to collect it.”

The statement was so bizarre, so perverse, it short-circuited her thoughts. He wasn’t asking. He was telling her. This was his plan. Her body’s function, reduced to a product for his consumption.

“Take off your clothes,” he said.

The command stripped away the last shreds of pretense. This wasn’t about passion or stolen moments. This was about ownership. Roxie’s hands trembled, but she obeyed. She pulled her t-shirt over her head. She unclipped her bra. She stepped out of her shorts and underwear, leaving them pooled on the floor. She stood naked before him in the broad daylight streaming through the kitchen window, her skin goose-pimpling in the cool air, her breasts full and heavy, tipped with moisture.

He didn’t touch her yet. He gestured to the table. “Up.”

She climbed onto the wooden surface, the grain cool against her bare thighs. She lay back, the edge of the table digging into her shoulders. The position was exposed, vulnerable, like an offering on an altar.

Rhett picked up the first pump. He leaned over her, his face close. His hands were warm, skilled. He placed the clear plastic flange over her right breast, centering her nipple inside it. The suction cup felt strange, impersonal. He adjusted it, then turned a dial on the machine. A soft, mechanical whirr began. A gentle pull started at her nipple, metronomic and insistent.

The sensation was odd—not the warm, living pull of his mouth, but a constant, artificial draw. Yet, almost immediately, her body responded. The milk began to flow. It streamed into the attached bottle, white and opaque, collecting in a slow, steady pour.

He attached the second pump to her left breast, repeating the process. Soon, both bottles were filling, the rhythmic hum of the machines a bizarre counterpoint to the stillness of the house.

Roxie lay there, her breasts being drained by cold plastic. She felt like a thing, a utility. The humiliation was a live wire, but it sparked against something else—a deep, dark thrill. He was taking what her body made, claiming it as his own resource. Her purpose, in this moment, was clear: to produce for him.

He watched the bottles fill, his eyes fixed on the streams of milk. His expression was one of deep satisfaction, like a farmer watching a valuable yield. When the bottles were half-full, he moved.

He didn’t go to her breasts. He dropped to his knees beside the table, his head between her legs.

His hands spread her thighs wide, pushing them apart until she was open to him completely. Then his mouth was on her.

There was no tenderness. His lips parted her folds, his tongue delving inside her with a hungry, direct thrust. He tasted her deeply, his movements focused, efficient. He licked her from her entrance to her clit, then zeroed in on that sensitive peak. His tongue circled it, pressed it, flicked against it with a persistent, perfect pressure.

The sensations were overwhelming—the mechanical, steady draw on her breasts, and the live, wet heat of his mouth on her sex. Her body arched off the table, a moan tearing from her throat. The pumps continued their unyielding suction while Rhett’s tongue worked her into a frantic state.

He was expert, brutal. He knew exactly how to tease her, how to vary his rhythm to keep her teetering on the edge. He sucked her clit into his mouth, applying a vacuum that made her cry out, her hands gripping the edges of the table. The milk flowed faster from her breasts, as if her arousal was feeding the pumps directly.

He brought her close to climax, then backed off, letting her pulse settle into a throbbing ache before diving back in. He was playing her, orchestrating her pleasure alongside the collection of her milk. Roxie’s mind dissolved into sensation. The cool wood beneath her, the whirr of the machines, the wet, slick friction of his tongue, the deep, pulling release from her nipples—it all merged into a single, overwhelming current of submission.

When her moans became continuous, ragged, he pulled his mouth away. He stood up, his face glistening. He unbuckled his jeans, pushed them down. His cock was already hard, flushed and thick. He didn’t ask. He simply positioned himself at the edge of the table, between her spread legs, and pushed inside her.

He filled her in one smooth, powerful thrust. The stretch was exquisite, a perfect counterpoint to the suction on her breasts. He grasped her hips, his thumbs digging into her flesh, and began to fuck her.

His pace was steady, measured, each thrust a deep, deliberate possession. The table rocked slightly under their combined weight. The sounds were obscene in the domestic space—the wet slap of his body against hers, the rhythmic hum of the pumps, her choked, pleasured cries.

He looked down at her as he moved, his eyes locked on the bottles filling with her milk. “Look at that,” he grunted, his voice thick with effort. “You’re giving it to me. Your body is working for me.”

The words, spoken as he thrust into her, ignited something twisted and profound inside Roxie. She was. Her body was doing exactly what he wanted it to do. She was a vessel, a source. The thought stripped away the last vestiges of her individuality, melting her into pure function. It was degrading. It was also the most arousing thing she’d ever experienced.

He increased his speed. Each thrust was a punishing plunge into her pussy. The table creaked. Roxie’s back was pressed against the hard wood, her breasts tethered to the machines, her sex filled by his relentless cock. She was utterly immobilized, utterly used. The pleasure built into a screaming peak, a sensation so intense she felt her vision darken at the edges.

“Cum for me,” he commanded, his voice a rough growl. “Cum while you give me your milk.”

His order was the trigger. Her orgasm exploded, a violent, convulsive wave that shook her entire frame. Her muscles tightened around his driving cock, her back arched off the table, a raw, piercing scream ripped from her lungs. The milk flowed in a sudden, quickened stream into the bottles, as if her climax had opened the floodgates. She shook, trembled, her body convulsing under the twin pressures of his fucking and the machines’ draw.

The feeling of her tightening around him pushed him over his own edge. With a final, deep, grinding thrust, he buried himself inside her and held. A harsh, guttural groan tore from his throat. She felt the hot, sudden rush of his release filling her, a scalding surge mixing with her own. He shuddered, his hips still pressed against hers, his cock pulsing within her as he emptied himself.

For a long minute, he stayed there, joined to her, his weight leaning over her, his breath ragged. The pumps continued their gentle hum, drawing the last drops from her breasts.

Finally, he pulled out. The separation was wet, messy. He stepped back, looking at her lying on the table, her body glistening with sweat, the bottles now nearly full of her milk. He turned off the pumps, the humming ceasing abruptly. The silence felt louder.

He detached the flanges from her breasts, setting the bottles aside. Her nipples were wet, flushed, slightly swollen from the suction. He leaned down and kissed each one, a soft, lingering touch that felt like a benediction after the mechanical draw.

Then he picked up the bottles, holding them up to the light. The milk was white, opaque, a tangible product of her body and his desire. “Perfect,” he murmured.

He walked to the refrigerator, opened it, and placed the two bottles inside on a shelf. The act was so normal, so domestic—storing groceries—yet it was the most perverse thing Roxie had ever witnessed. Her milk, collected from her while he fucked her on the kitchen table, was now chilling beside the butter and eggs.

He returned to her, helped her sit up, then down from the table. Her legs were shaky. He handed her her clothes. “Get dressed.”

She dressed in silence, her body feeling used, emptied, profoundly satisfied. He watched her, his eyes calm, possessive.

When she was clothed, he stepped close to her. He cupped her chin, his thumb stroking her jaw. “You’re my little hucow now,” he said, his voice low and definitive. “Your purpose is to give me milk. That’s what you are for me.”

The word—hucow—was crude, degrading. It reduced her to livestock, a milk-producing animal. A cold shock of disgust should have flooded her. Instead, a hot, shameful thrill surged through her veins. The acknowledgment of her role, the stripping away of any other identity, felt like a dark, erotic truth. Yes, something inside her whispered. That’s what I am.

He kissed her then, a deep, claiming kiss that tasted of her own sex and his possession. Then he stepped back, his demeanor shifting back to normal. “I’ve got work in the barn,” he said, as if nothing extraordinary had occurred. “You should clean up the kitchen.”

He walked out, leaving her alone in the silent room.

The afternoon passed in a blur. Roxie cleaned the table, wiped the surfaces, trying to erase the evidence. But the memory was indelible. Her milk was in the refrigerator. Her body still felt the echoes of his thrusts, the suction of the pumps. The word hucow echoed in her mind, a branding.

When Gina returned from work, the house was orderly. Dinner was prepared. Rhett was at the table, talking to Gina about a broken fence line. He was attentive, warm, the doting fiancé. He listened to Gina’s stories from the clinic, smiled at her, touched her hand.

Roxie watched from her seat, a silent observer. The transformation was jarring. The man who had fucked her on the table, called her his hucow, stored her milk, was now giving all his focus, all his affection, to her mother. His eyes were on Gina, his laughter for her, his touch reserved for her.

A cold, sharp jealousy stabbed through Roxie’s chest. It was a new feeling, hotter and more vicious than guilt. He had taken her, used her, defined her. And now, he was giving his attention to Gina. The attention felt like a theft. The warmth he showed Gina felt like a betrayal. He should be looking at me, she thought, darkly. He should be touching me. The jealousy twisted, ugly and desperate, inside her.

She ate her dinner in silence, her appetite gone. Gina noticed her quietness. “Tired, Rox?” she asked, kindly.

“Yeah,” Roxie lied.

“The farm work is tiring,” Rhett said, his tone genial. “But good for you.” He gave Roxie a brief glance, a flicker of the secret in his eyes, then returned his smile to Gina.

The flicker was enough. It stoked the jealousy, made it burn hotter. He had a secret with her, but his public face was for Gina. Roxie wanted that public face. She wanted his smiles, his touches, his attention. She wanted him for herself.

Night fell. Roxie retreated to her room, but she couldn’t sleep. Her body was restless, humming with unresolved tension. The jealousy was a live wire, intertwining with her lingering arousal.

Then, through the wall, she heard it.

The sounds were muffled, but unmistakable. The creak of a bed. Low murmurs—Gina’s soft laugh, Rhett’s deeper voice. Then, the rhythmic sounds of movement. A gasp. A moan. Gina’s moan.

They were having sex. In their bedroom. Right now.

Roxie lay rigid in her dark room, her ears straining. Each sound was a tiny knife. The intimate murmur, the bed’s creak, Gina’s pleasured sigh. Rhett was fucking her mother. Giving Gina his body, his passion, his release.

The jealousy erupted into a raging, possessive fire. She clenched her fists in her sheets. Her breasts ached, a fresh dampness seeping into her bra. Her body, still tender from his use, now yearned for him again, desperately, while he was giving himself to Gina.

She imagined them: Rhett on top of Gina, Gina receiving what Roxie had received. Rhett’s mouth on Gina’s breasts—dry breasts, not milky like hers. Rhett’s cock inside Gina, filling her, not Roxie. The image was torture.

She turned over, pressing her face into her pillow. The sounds continued, a soft, staccato thumping against the wall. Gina’s moans grew slightly louder, more breathless. Roxie knew what that sound meant. Gina was reaching her peak, with Rhett.

A hot, furious tears pricked Roxie’s eyes. She wasn’t crying from sadness. She was crying from a furious, covetous rage. He’s mine, the thought screamed in her head. He took me. He called me his. He should be with me.

The sounds from the other room peaked, then settled into quiet murmurs, then silence.

Roxie lay awake in the dark, her body buzzing with unmet need, her mind churning with a single, clear, dangerous desire.

I want Rhett for myself.

5 - LEATHER AND LUST

The days began to stretch and blur, marked by the rhythm of Gina’s absences. She picked up extra shifts at the hospital, her tired smile at dinner accompanied by talk of overtime pay and wedding funds. “Just a few more months of this,” she’d say, squeezing Rhett’s hand. “Then we can have the wedding we want.” Her absence was a door swinging open, and behind it, the affair blazed like a forge.

Roxie thrived in the heat. With Gina gone for ten, sometimes twelve hours, the farmhouse became their private domain. Rhett’s commands grew more frequent, more possessive. He’d corner her in the laundry room, his hands under her shirt, his mouth drinking from her until she was dizzy. He’d pull her into the pantry, bend her over a sack of flour, and take her from behind with a rough, silent urgency. Roxie lived in a perpetual state of wetness—between her legs, across her chest. Her body had become a responsive instrument, tuned to his touch, her lactation a constant, ready offering.

The jealousy still simmered, a bitter note beneath the sweetness. At night, she’d hear the muffled sounds of their shared bed through the wall, and her fists would clench in the dark. But in the daylight hours, when Gina’s car disappeared down the gravel drive, Roxie felt a surge of victory. He’s with me now, she’d think. He chooses me when he can.

One afternoon, the sun a high, white coin in a cloudless sky, Rhett found Roxie pulling weeds in the vegetable garden. Her back was sore, her hands dirty. He stood over her, blocking the light. “Leave that,” he said. His voice had a new, deliberate edge. “I want to show you something in the barn.”

A flutter, half-anxiety, half-anticipation, stirred in her belly. The barn was their first place, sacred and secret. But his tone suggested something beyond memory. She stood, wiping her hands on her shorts. “What is it?”

“You’ll see.” He turned and walked, not waiting for her to follow. She did, of course, her pulse a quick drumbeat in her throat.

The barn was cool and shadowed, smelling of dry hay, animal musk, and old wood. He led her past the empty milking parlor, past the tractors, to the very back, to a row of individual cow stalls used for expectant mothers or sick animals. One stall door was closed. He stopped before it, his hand on the latch. He looked at her, his eyes dark and shadowed with a predator’s focus in the dim light. “This is for you.”

He slid the wooden latch and pushed the door open.

The stall was clean, fresh straw spread thick on the packed-earth floor. And in the center of that straw, laid out with a care that felt ceremonial, was a collection of leather.

Roxie’s breath caught, then released in a shaky stream. There was a wide, black leather collar, thick and supple. A small, polished brass cowbell hung from a heavy O-ring at the front. Beside it lay a harness—a complex arrangement of straps meant to wrap around a torso. It was designed to frame and present, with strategic openings that would leave the breasts completely exposed, nipples vulnerable to the air. The leather was new, oiled, smelling rich and animalistic.

“I had it custom made,” Rhett said, his voice a low rumble. He stepped into the stall, gesturing for her to enter.

She did, the golden stalks whispering under her sneakers. The stall felt like a room, a secret chamber. The high walls enclosed them. A strange sense of inevitability settled over her. This was the next logical step. The pumps in the kitchen had been mechanical, modern. This was primal, ancient. The hucow fantasy made tangible.

“Take off your clothes,” he said. “Everything.”

Her fingers felt clumsy. She peeled off her sweat-damp t-shirt, her shorts, her underwear. She stood naked in the stall, the cool air raising goosebumps on her skin, her breasts already feeling heavy, sensitive. The scent of leather and hay filled her nostrils.

Rhett picked up the collar first. He came to stand behind her. She felt the leather, cool and firm, settle around her throat. He buckled it at the back, the fit snug but not tight, a constant, weighty presence. The cowbell gave a soft, clear clunk as it settled against her sternum. The sound was absurd, degrading. A hot flush crept up her chest.

“Good,” he murmured, his lips near her ear. His hands smoothed over her shoulders.

Next, he lifted the harness. He guided her arms through the openings, then knelt before her to fasten the complex series of buckles around her torso and waist. His hands were sure, efficient. The leather straps hugged her ribcage, crossed between her breasts, and cinched tight around her back. As he worked the final buckle at the small of her back, the harness tightened, pulling her posture straighter, pushing her breasts forward. The design forced them up and out, the pale, swollen orbs framed perfectly by the dark straps, her nipples pink and erect in the open air. She felt trussed, displayed, like livestock at a fair.

He stood back, looking at her. His gaze was a physical touch, scanning the harness, the collar, her nakedness below the waist. A slow, satisfied smile touched his lips. “Perfect.”

A shiver, part cold, part electric excitement, ran through her. The leather creaked softly as she breathed.

He unbuttoned his own jeans, pushing them and his boxers down in one motion. His cock sprang free, already fully erect, thick and flushed. He stroked himself once, twice, his eyes never leaving her. “Kneel,” he commanded, his voice dropping into a gravelly register.

Roxie lowered herself to the straw, the prickly stalks poking at her knees. The cowbell clunked again with the movement. The position, naked and collared on the floor of a cow stall, should have been the ultimate humiliation. Yet, a deep, liquid heat was spreading through her core. She was where he wanted her. She was as he wanted her.

He stepped closer, the head of his cock level with her lips. She could smell his distinct scent, musky and male. “Open,” he said.

She parted her lips. He guided himself inside, not gently. The first push filled her mouth, stretching her lips wide. She relaxed her jaw, letting him slide deeper, the salty-bitter taste of him flooding her senses. She began to move her tongue, to suck, using the techniques he’d seemed to enjoy before.

He placed his hands on either side of her head, his fingers tangling in her dark hair, gripping firmly. He set the rhythm, a slow, deep push and pull. “That’s it,” he grunted. “Take it. My good little hucow takes her bull so well.”

The dirty talk, combined with the clunk of the bell at her throat, sent a jolt straight to her clit. She moaned around his length, the vibration making him groan. He began to move faster, his thrusts into her mouth becoming more forceful, less about her pleasure and more about his use of her.

“You’re just a mouth and a set of tits to me,” he said, his voice rough with building pleasure. “A warm, wet hole to fuck. Isn’t that right?”

He didn’t wait for an answer, pushing deeper. She gagged, her eyes watering as he hit the back of her throat. He didn’t pull back. He held there, letting her struggle for a second, her throat convulsing around him. “Swallow,” he ordered.

She tried, relaxing the muscles, letting him penetrate deeper into her throat. It was a shocking, submissive act. He pulled back just enough for her to gasp a breath, then plunged right back in, fucking her face in earnest now. The sounds were obscene—wet, gagging gulps, his rough groans, the soft clunk-clunk of the bell with every thrust. Spit dripped from her chin onto her harnessed chest. Her mind blanked, consumed by the physical reality of serving him, of being used as an object for his pleasure. Her own arousal was a fierce, demanding throb between her legs.

Just when she thought she might choke in earnest, he pulled himself from her mouth with a slick pop. Her lips felt swollen, abused. She panted, catching her breath, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening cock.

He looked down at her, his chest heaving. “On your feet.”

He helped her up, her knees shaky. Then he turned her and pushed her back against the rough, wooden wall of the stall. The plank dug into her shoulder blades. He didn’t kiss her. He simply ducked his head and captured her right nipple in his mouth.

His suck was voracious, hungry. The familiar, sweet pull triggered her let-down reflex instantly. The milk flowed freely into his mouth, a steady, warm stream. He drank deeply, swallowing audibly, one hand coming up to knead her other breast, his thumb rubbing over the nipple until it too began to leak, a thin white trickle tracing a path down the curve of her breast and soaking into the leather strap beneath it.

He switched sides, laving and sucking with the same single-minded intensity. Roxie’s head fell back against the wood with a soft thud. The sensation was overwhelming—his mouth and his hand, the leather straps holding her tight, the vulnerability of her exposed position, the knowledge that she was feeding him. Her hips rocked forward of their own accord, seeking friction against nothing but air. A low, continuous moan vibrated in her throat.

He drank until her flow began to slow, then released her nipple with a final, soft lick. He straightened up, his mouth and chin wet with her milk. He wiped the back of his hand across his lips, his eyes hooded and dark with lust. “Sweet,” he murmured. “Always so damn sweet.”

He spun her around, her front now against the rough wood. “Hands and knees.”

She dropped to the straw, the position natural, animalistic. The cowbell hung down, brushing the dry bedding. He knelt behind her. One large, calloused hand smoothed over the curve of her ass, then came down in a sharp, stinging slap.

The sound echoed in the stall. A bright bloom of heat spread across her skin. She cried out, the pain sharp and clean, morphing instantly into a deeper pulse of pleasure.

“You like that, don’t you?” he said, landing another slap on the other cheek. The impact made her jolt forward, the bell ringing. “My hucow needs to be reminded of her place.”

He positioned himself at her entrance. With one hand gripping her hip, he guided himself into her. He entered her in one long, slow, inexorable thrust, filling her completely, stretching her deliciously. The stretch was profound, a deep, internal claiming. She was so wet he slid in with ease, the sound obscenely slick in the quiet barn.

He didn’t start slow. He set a hard, driving pace from the first moment, each thrust a powerful surge that rocked her entire body forward. The leather harness creaked. The cowbell swung and chimed with every powerful drive of his hips. Clunk. Thrust. Clunk. Thrust.

“This is what you’re for,” he grunted, his voice strained with effort. His hand came down on her ass again, the slap punctuating his words. “To be bred. To be filled.”

He leaned over her, his chest pressing against the harness straps on her back, his mouth near her ear. His thrusts became deeper, more purposeful, angling to hit a spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids. “I’m going to put a baby in you, Roxie,” he breathed, the words a hot, dark promise. “I’m going to knock up my little hucow. Pump you full of my seed until it takes. You’ll be swollen with my calf, your tits full and aching just for me.”

The imagery was taboo, terrifying, electrifying. The idea of being bred by him, of being permanently marked as his, of having a living product of their sin growing inside her… it shouldn’t have been arousing. It was a catastrophe. Yet, her body caught fire. Her climax, which had been building from the moment he collared her, roared up with terrifying force. It was less a wave and more a detonation, a white-hot convulsion that ripped through her core, clenching around his driving cock with violent, rhythmic pulses. A raw, ragged scream tore from her throat, swallowed by the hay and the wood.

Her orgasm triggered his. With a final, guttural roar that was more animal than man, he buried himself to the hilt and held. She felt the hot, urgent flood of his release jetting deep inside her, a pulsing heat that seemed to go on and on, claiming her, marking her, fulfilling his dirty promise. He shuddered violently against her, his grip on her hips iron-tight.

For long moments, the only sounds were their ragged breaths and the soft settling of the straw. The scent of sex and leather and sweat hung thick in the air.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. A warm trickle of their combined fluids leaked down her inner thigh. He remained kneeling behind her for a moment, his hand resting possessively on the small of her back. Then he stood, his movements heavy with spent passion.

“Up,” he said, his voice hoarse.

She rose, her limbs trembling with exhaustion and aftershocks. He unbuckled the harness with the same efficiency he’d used to put it on, letting the leather fall to the straw. Then he undid the collar. The sudden absence of its weight felt strange, like a part of her was missing. He gathered the gear and placed it neatly in a corner of the stall, as if storing a valuable tool.

He handed her her crumpled clothes. “Get dressed. Clean yourself up.”

She dressed in silence, her body feeling profoundly used, utterly emptied, and imprinted with his possession. The idea he’d planted—a baby—swirled in her mind, a dark, seductive vortex. As they walked back to the house, the afternoon sun felt overly bright, exposing. She felt different. Branded.

Dinner that night was tense, but only for Roxie. Gina chatted happily about a difficult patient, her wedding dress ideas, the money she was saving. Rhett listened, nodding, offering a quiet comment. He was the picture of the attentive partner.

Halfway through the meal, Rhett pushed his chair back. “Need a glass of milk,” he said, standing.

He walked to the refrigerator. Roxie, picking at her food, watched him. He opened the door, reached inside, and pulled out one of the clear bottles from the top shelf. Her bottle. The milk she’d pumped for him days ago.

Her fork stilled in her hand. Gina was looking down, cutting her chicken.

Rhett unscrewed the cap and poured the rich, white liquid into his empty glass. It filled it halfway. Rhett walked back to the table, sitting back down without a word.

Gina glanced up. “It’s so nice living on a dairy farm. Fresh milk, any time we want.”

“Yeah,” Rhett said, his voice casual. He lifted the glass. “It tastes better than the stuff from the grocery store. And it’s more nutritious.” His eyes flicked to Roxie, holding her gaze for a fraction of a second—a spark of secret, shared knowledge—before he took a long, deliberate drink.

Roxie’s heart hammered against her ribs. She watched his throat work as he swallowed her milk, right at the dinner table, right in front of her mother. Gina just smiled and went back to her story.

But for Roxie, the act was a declaration. A triumph. He was consuming her, claiming her product, in the heart of their domestic life, under Gina’s unsuspecting nose. A fierce, thrilling pride surged through her, burning away the lingering traces of shame from the barn. He wants what I make. He chooses it, even here.

The thrill was immediately followed by a deeper, more dangerous yearning. As Gina talked and Rhett took another sip, his eyes meeting Roxie’s again over the rim of the glass, a hope, fragile and desperate, took root in her chest.

Perhaps this means more. Perhaps he’s showing me, showing her, where his loyalty lies. Maybe he’ll leave her. Maybe he wants to be with me, for real.

But as dinner ended and Rhett reached over to squeeze Gina’s shoulder, asking about her next shift, the cold doubt slithered back in. He was so good at this, at dividing his world into compartments. The barn stall was one. The dinner table was another. Where did she truly belong? Was she just a secret, a perverse diversion? A hucow to be milked and bred in the shadows, while his public life, his smiles, his future, remained firmly with Gina?

She helped clear the plates, the questions echoing in the silence of her mind, silent screams beneath the mundane clatter of dishes.

6 - THE BREEDING RACK

The rain began as a soft patter on the farmhouse roof and thickened into a constant, gray drumming. It matched the rhythm of Roxie’s simmering resentment, a low boil that had been building for days. A week had passed since the dinner where Rhett drank her milk from a glass, a week of watching him seamlessly slip into his role as Gina’s devoted fiancé the moment her car pulled into the drive.

The mask was flawless. It was the way he’d kiss Gina’s cheek, ask about her day, listen with that attentive nod. It was the easy laughter over mundane things—a burnt casserole, a muddy boot tracked across the floor. It was the casual, public affection: a hand on the small of Gina’s back, a squeeze of her shoulder. Each touch was a brand on Roxie’s vision. Each smile he gave Gina was a theft. He was hers in the shadows, in the barn, in the secret, sweat-slicked hours. But in the light of the kitchen, he was Gina’s. The duality was a splinter working its way deeper into her heart, festering.

Her jealousy wasn’t a quiet ache anymore; it was a live wire, sparking and dangerous. It made her clumsy, sharp-tongued. The night before, Gina had asked her to clear the table. Roxie had stared at her mother’s smiling face, at the diamond engagement ring she now wore on her left hand, and a venomous impulse took hold.

“Do it yourself,” Roxie had said, her voice flat. “You’re not my boss.”

Gina’s smile had faltered, replaced by a familiar, weary concern. “Roxie, please. I’m just asking for a little help.”

“And I’m just saying no.” She’d pushed back from the table, the chair legs screeching on the floor. She’d felt Rhett’s eyes on her, a heavy, watchful weight, but she refused to meet them. She’d stormed to her room, slamming the door, her chest heaving with a furious, unspent energy.

This morning, the atmosphere was brittle. Gina was sleeping off a double shift, her rest deep and untroubled behind the closed master bedroom door. The storm had settled in, painting the world in shades of lead and olive. Roxie paced the living room like a caged thing, the muffled sounds of Rhett’s early chores a distant taunt. The memory of his hands on her in the barn, the leather, the brutal claim of breeding, collided with the memory of his placid face last night as Gina described hospital gossip. The disconnect was intolerable.

She couldn’t breathe in the house, with Gina’s sleeping presence a wall away. She shoved her feet into rain boots, didn’t bother with a jacket, and stalked out into the downpour.

The rain was cold, needling her skin through her thin t-shirt, plastering her black hair to her skull in seconds. She didn’t care. The physical discomfort was a relief from the emotional one. She marched through the mud, the yard a quagmire, toward the great, gray shape of the barn. The doors were slid partway open, a yellow square of light spilling out into the wet gloom.

Inside, the world was warmer, smelling of damp hay, grain, and the rich, living scent of cattle. The sound of the rain was a roar on the metal roof. And there he was.

Rhett stood in the milking parlor, his back to her, broad and solid in a faded blue work shirt. A black-and-white Holstein was secured in the stall beside him. The rhythmic, mechanical shush-shush of the milking machine was a steady counterpoint to the rain. He worked with a calm, practiced efficiency, his large hands checking connections, wiping the cow’s udder with a clean cloth. The normality of the scene, his complete absorption in this mundane task, was the final straw.

She walked toward him, her boots squelching on the concrete. He must have heard her, but he didn’t turn.

“We need to talk,” Roxie said, her voice echoing in the high space. It sounded smaller than she wanted.

“I’m working,” he replied, not looking up. His tone was neutral, the same tone he used with Gina.

“I don’t care.” She stepped closer, the rain dripping from her hair, her clothes clinging to her shivering body. The cold made her nipples pebble into hard points, aching against the wet cotton. “I’m tired of this, Rhett. I’m tired of being your… your dirty secret in the barn.”

That made him pause. He finished attaching the last milking claw, straightened, and finally turned to face her. His expression was unreadable, droplets of moisture from the humid air caught in his dark stubble. His eyes took her in—the soaked shirt, the defiant set of her jaw, the obvious outline of her hardened nipples. A flicker of something hot passed through his gaze, but it was gone quickly, banked.

“It is what it is,” he said, his voice low.

“No. It’s not.” She crossed her arms over her chest, a useless gesture. “She doesn’t get you. She doesn’t… want you like I do. She’s just using you for some boring, stable life. I see you. I want you. All of you. The parts she’d never understand.” Her words tumbled out, fueled by days of bottled-up fury and longing. “You should be with me. You should choose me.”

He didn’t argue. He didn’t get angry. He just looked at her, that same maddening calm on his face. Then, he reached over and switched off the milking machine. The sudden silence was profound, filled only by the rain and the soft lowing of a cow further down the row.

“Alright,” he said, simply.

Her heart leapt. Alright? Did that mean…?

But he wasn’t finished. “You want me to choose? To see you? Come with me.” He turned and walked away from the milking parlor, deeper into the barn’s shadowy interior, not checking to see if she followed.

Confusion warred with that fragile hope. She trailed after him, past tractors under tarps, past stacks of feed bags smelling of molasses. He led her to a section she rarely visited, a workshop area lit by a single, bare bulb hanging from a rafter. Tools hung on pegboards. The air smelled of sawdust and linseed oil.

And there, standing upright against the wall, was a new construction.

It was a wooden frame, about the size of a large doorway, but built from sturdy, planed four-by-fours. It wasn’t a piece of farming equipment. Its purpose was immediately, shockingly clear. Two horizontal crossbars were set at different heights. Each one was padded with a layer of dense foam wrapped in smooth, black leather. The entire contraption was designed to hold someone in a specific, exposed position: on their hands and knees, with their forearms and head going under the lower bar, forcing the head down, while the higher bar would sit beneath the hips, keeping the spine curved, the ass raised high and helpless.

A breeding rack.

Roxie’s mouth went dry. Her pulse, which had been racing with anger, now hammered with a dark, liquid anticipation.

“I built it this week,” Rhett said, his voice matter-of-fact, as if showing her a new fence post. “For you.” He walked over to it, running a hand along the leather-padded bar. “You say you want me to choose you. To see you. This is how I see you.”

He turned to face her. The calm was gone from his eyes now. In its place was that feral, possessive intensity she knew from the stall. The mask was off. This was the real Rhett, the one who belonged to her.

“Take off your clothes,” he said. It wasn’t a request.

Her fingers trembled, numb from cold and adrenaline, as she pulled the soaked t-shirt over her head. It landed with a wet slap on the sawdust-covered floor. She pushed her jeans and panties down, kicking them off along with her muddy boots. She stood naked before him in the dusty workshop light, the rain a frantic tattoo above them, her skin pebbled with gooseflesh, her breasts full and heavy.

He closed the distance between them in two strides. His hands were on her shoulders, turning her, pushing her back against the rough, cold wood of the nearest support post. The impact knocked the air from her lungs. He didn’t kiss her. He dropped to his knees before her, his face level with her stomach.

His mouth went to her left breast first.

There was no preamble, no gentle suction. His lips sealed around her nipple and he drew hard, a deep, pulsing pull that went straight to her uterus. Her body responded instantly, obediently. A sharp, sweet pang shot through her breast, followed by the familiar, releasing rush of milk. She cried out, her hands flying to his head, not to push him away but to clutch his hair, holding him to her. He drank, swallowing in loud, greedy gulps, one hand coming up to roughly knead her other breast. Milk beaded at the tip, then overflowed, tracing a white path through the valley between them.

He switched sides, his mouth latching onto her right nipple with the same voracious hunger. The exquisite, draining pull of his mouth and the rough, stimulating kneading of his hand was overwhelming. The sensory takeover made her knees buckle. Only the post at her back and his solid presence kept her upright. A low, continuous moan vibrated in her chest. Her head fell back, thudding against the wood. This, this was being seen. This was being chosen. Not with gentle words, but with this raw, consuming need.

He drank until her let-down slowed to a trickle, then released her nipple with a soft, wet pop. He looked up at her, his lips and chin glistening with her milk. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, his eyes black with lust. “Sweet,” he murmured, his voice gravel. “Always so fucking sweet.”

He stood, his body crowding hers. “To the frame.”

She stumbled forward, her legs unsteady. He guided her to the wooden construction. “Hands and knees. Head and arms under here.” He tapped the lower, leather-padded bar.

She got down, bending over the higher bar, the leather smooth beneath her pelvis, the sawdust gritty under her palms and knees. She ducked her head and slid her arms forward under the lower bar. The position forced her chest low, her back to arch. The effect was instant and absolute. The frame held her in a perfect, immobile presentation. Her head was lowered, her vision limited to the floor beneath her. Her ass was raised high, open, vulnerable. She could wiggle slightly, but she couldn’t rise up, couldn’t turn her head to see him. She was trapped, displayed.

She heard the rustle of his clothes, the click of his belt buckle, the rasp of his zipper. Then his hands were on her hips, his thumbs digging into the dimples at the base of her spine. His touch was a brand of ownership.

“This is what you are, Roxie,” he said, his voice coming from above and behind her. “This is where you belong. Not arguing at the dinner table. Not making snide comments. Here. On your knees, ready for me. A vessel.”

She whimpered, a sound of pure submission. The humiliation was there, a sharp sting, but it was utterly consumed by a tidal wave of arousal. Her sex throbbed, empty and aching, wetness slicking her inner thighs. The inability to see him, to anticipate his touch, heightened every other sense. She could smell her own milk, hear the rain, feel the faint vibration of the barn as the wind buffeted it.

The blunt, hot head of his cock nudged at her entrance. He didn’t guide himself in with his hand. He used his body, leaning his weight forward, pressing against the frame, which pressed into her hips, holding her even more firmly in place as he pushed into her.

He entered her in one slow, brutal invasion. The stretch was immense, breathtaking. She was wet, but he was thick. A choked cry tore from her throat as he filled her completely, his hips meeting the full curve of her upraised ass.

He didn’t move for a moment, letting her feel the full, claiming weight of him buried inside her. Then he pulled back almost all the way and slammed home.

The force of it drove her forward an inch, the leather bar pressing into her hips. The frame held her fast. He set a punishing rhythm immediately, each thrust a powerful, driving piston-stroke that rocked her entire immobilized body. The wood creaked in protest. The sound of their coupling was obscenely loud in the workshop—the wet slap of flesh on flesh, his ragged grunts, her high, desperate whimpers.

“You want me to choose?” he growled, his voice strained with effort. His hands gripped her hips like vices, holding her steady for his assault. “This is my choice. This cunt. These tits. This is what I want.”

He leaned over her, his chest pressing against the crossbar on her back, his mouth near her ear. His thrusts became even deeper, harder, angling to hammer a spot inside her that sparked white-hot behind her clenched eyelids. “I’m going to fill this greedy little hole,” he breathed, each word a puff of hot air against her skin. “I’m going to pump my seed so deep into you it’ll never leak out. I’m going to breed you right here in this frame, Roxie. You’ll take every drop.”

The filthy promise, the sheer animalistic intent, shattered the last of her control. Her climax didn’t build; it erupted. It was a violent, convulsive explosion that ripped through her core, her inner muscles clenching around his driving cock in frantic, milking pulses. A raw, screaming sob was torn from her lungs, the sound swallowed by the rain and the wood. Pleasure, so intense it bordered on pain, flooded her nervous system, leaving her trembling and weak in the frame’s rigid embrace.

Her orgasm triggered his. With a final, guttural roar that seemed to shake the rafters, he buried himself to the root and held. She felt the hot, urgent jet of his release flooding her depths, pulse after pulse after pulse, a scalding claim that seemed to go on forever. He shuddered violently against her, his grip on her hips bruising-tight as he emptied himself into her.

For a long minute, there was only the sound of their heaving breaths and the incessant rain. The smell of sex and sawdust and her milk filled the damp air.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. A warm, thick trickle of his cum immediately began to seep down her inner thigh. He stayed leaning over her for a moment, his weight heavy on the frame, then he straightened up.

She heard him buckle his belt. Then his hands were on her, guiding her back, lifting her from the confines of the wooden bars. Her muscles protested, stiff and shaky. She collapsed onto her side in the sawdust, unable to stand immediately. He looked down at her, his expression once again unreadable, a mix of satiated lust and that infuriating calm. He offered a hand.

She took it, letting him pull her to her feet. Her legs were like water. He handed her her damp, discarded clothes. “Get dressed.”

She dressed in silence, her body feeling profoundly used, hollowed out, and imprinted. The physical memory of the frame, of his words, of the hot flood inside her, was etched into her bones. He had shown her exactly how he saw her, exactly what his “choice” meant. It wasn’t a romantic future. It was this. Ownership. Utility. A breeding animal in a custom-built rack. And as she pulled her wet shirt over her head, the cold cotton a shock, a part of her—the desperate, hopeful girl—curled up and died. What was left was a harder, emptier thing, still hungry for him, but stripped of illusions.

He never responded to her plea that he leave Gina. He simply led the way back to the house, as if returning from any other chore.

Dinner that evening was a minefield. The rain had softened to a drizzle. Gina, refreshed from her sleep, was bright and chatty, detailing a complicated diagnosis from her shift. Roxie pushed food around her plate, the events in the barn a fever dream that felt both distant and hyper-real. Every time she moved, she felt the faint ache between her legs, the subtle, sticky reminder. She watched Rhett. He listened to Gina, nodded, passed her the salt. The mask was perfectly back in place.

The contrast was an acid bath on her nerves. The hope was gone, but a new, reckless anger had taken its place. If she was just a vessel, a secret, then she had nothing left to lose.

“—and of course, the new resident was completely lost,” Gina was saying, laughing. “Made me feel like an old pro.”

The words slipped out of Roxie’s mouth, flat and cold, before she could stop them. “Well, you are getting up there, Mom.”

The air at the table solidified.

Gina’s smile froze, then melted into a look of hurt confusion. “Excuse me?”

Roxie shrugged, not looking up from her plate. “Just saying. You’re not exactly a spring chicken anymore. It’s natural to feel… seasoned.”

Under the table, a sharp, sudden impact exploded against her shin. Rhett’s boot. The pain was instant and fierce, a shocking, unambiguous warning. She gasped, her head jerking up.

Her eyes met his across the table.

Gina was looking between them, flustered. “Roxie, that was incredibly rude. I don’t know what’s gotten into you lately, but if this is the Equilar, or if you’re mixing something with it again, we need to—”

But Roxie wasn’t listening to Gina. She was locked in Rhett’s gaze. His face was a stern mask of paternal disapproval for Gina’s benefit. But his eyes… his eyes held a different story. In their depths, she saw a spark that wasn’t anger. It was a dark, thrilling glint of enjoyment. He’d loved her defiance. He’d loved the risk, the tension, the nasty little crack in the domestic picture. The kick was a punishment, but the look was a reward. It said one thing: You’re a bad girl. My bad girl.

“—need to monitor your moods more closely,” Gina finished, her voice tight with concern and irritation.

Roxie dropped her gaze back to her plate, a slow, secret smile touching her lips despite the throbbing in her leg. She’d gotten under his mask. Just for a second. She’d made the real him look at her, even here. It was a tiny, bitter victory, but it was something. She took a bite of her cold food.

7 - POSSESSION IN THE PASTURE

The morning sun was a pale, watery gold, struggling through a bank of lingering clouds. It was the kind of soft, quiet day that felt rare on the farm, and it was Gina’s first full day off in weeks. She was savoring it, moving through the kitchen in fluffy slippers, planning a complicated brunch. The air smelled of coffee and the promise of pancakes.

Roxie watched her from the kitchen table, a hollow pit in her stomach. Gina’s contentment was a tangible thing. Every smile Gina gave Rhett as he poured her more coffee was a tiny knife twist. He played his part perfectly, leaning against the counter, offering a gentle smile, the picture of a man happy with his home.

How can he be so two-faced? The thought was a constant, corrosive whisper. The memory of the breeding rack, of his brutal possession in the workshop, was a film over everything. She felt his seed had marked her permanently, a phantom warmth between her legs that reminded her she was his secret.

“I was thinking,” Gina said, whisking eggs in a bowl with vigorous energy. “We could drive into town later. There’s that little antique store I’ve been wanting to poke around. Maybe find something for the wedding.”

Rhett nodded, sipping his coffee. “Sounds nice, honey.” His eyes, though, flicked to Roxie. Just for a heartbeat. It wasn’t a loving look. It was an assessment. A reminder.

Then he cleared his throat. “Actually, before any of that, I need a hand with something in the back pasture. Fence line needs checking after all that rain. Roxie, you mind giving me a hand? Two sets of eyes are better than one.”

Gina beamed. “Oh, that’s a great idea! Get some fresh air, sweetie. It’ll be good for you.”

The manipulation was so smooth it made Roxie’s teeth ache. Gina was pushing her toward Rhett, grateful for any interaction that seemed positive. Roxie just shrugged, a noncommittal jerk of her shoulder. “Whatever.”

Ten minutes later, she was pulling on her boots by the back door. Rhett was already outside, a worn canvas duffel bag slung over his shoulder. It wasn’t a fencing tool bag. It looked heavier, bulkier. A cold thrill, entirely separate from the morning chill, skittered down her spine.

He didn’t speak, just nodded his head toward the path that led beyond the barn, into the rolling green expanse of the back forty. They walked in silence, the only sounds the crunch of gravel underfoot, the distant low of a cow, the whisper of the breeze in the tall grass. The farmhouse shrank behind them, a dollhouse in the distance. Gina’s world.

He led her far beyond the usual grazing areas, to a secluded dip in the land surrounded by a copse of willow trees. A small creek burbled nearby. It was private, utterly hidden. The grass here was lush and soft, a thick, green mattress.

He shrugged the bag off his shoulder, letting it thud to the ground. The sound was final.

“What’s in the bag?” Roxie asked, her voice barely above the breeze.

Rhett unzipped it slowly, the rasp loud in the quiet meadow. He didn’t answer with words. He reached in and pulled out the leather collar first. The same one from the barn with its heavy brass cowbell fastened to the front ring. It gave a single, dull clunk as he held it up. The sound was absurd, degrading, and it made her sex give a sudden, involuntary clench.

Next came the dildo.

It was immense, ridged, and crafted from what looked like deep black silicone. The shape was unmistakable—a bull’s cock, flared at the tip, thick and veined along its formidable length. It was a tool of pure stretch, of animalistic fantasy. He laid it on the grass beside the collar. Finally, a familiar bottle of lube emerged.

He finally looked at her, his warm eyes now holding a heat that had nothing to do with the sun. “Strip.”

The command was simple. Absolute. There was no audience here but the sky and the trees. No Gina sleeping behind a door. This was the uncharted territory of their secret, and he was its king. Her fingers, clumsy with a potent mix of dread and electric anticipation, went to the hem of her t-shirt. She pulled it over her head, the air kissing her skin. Her breasts felt heavy, sensitive. Her nipples were already tight, pebbled peaks. She toed off her boots, pushed her jeans and plain cotton panties down her legs, stepping out of the pooled fabric. She stood naked before him in the dappled sunlight, the creek’s murmur a soundtrack to her exposure.

He stepped forward, the collar in his hands. The leather was cool and supple as he buckled it around her throat. It wasn’t tight enough to choke, but it was snug, a constant, weighted pressure. The bell hung between her collarbones, a ridiculous, humiliating medal. He gave it a little tap with his finger. Clunk.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, the word rough with possession.

He guided her down onto the grass. It was cool and yielding beneath her back, smelling of earth and clover. He knelt beside her, his large frame blocking the sun for a moment. His eyes were on her breasts, on the faint, damp circles already darkening the areolas. Her body was already preparing for him, the let-down reflex triggered by his presence, by the collar, by the obscene toy lying nearby.

He didn’t tease. He bent his head and took her left nipple into his mouth.

His suction was immediate and deep, a practiced, pulling draw that bypassed thought and went straight to her core. A sharp, sweet pang lanced through her, and then the release. Warm milk flowed into his mouth. He swallowed audibly, a greedy gulp that vibrated through her breast tissue. His hand came up to cradle her other breast, his thumb rubbing rough, stimulating circles around the nipple until a pearly bead welled up and overflowed, tracing a path down the side-curve.

He switched, his mouth latching onto the right side with the same hungry efficiency. The deep, draining pull and the rough, external stimulation was maddening. A low, continuous moan escaped her lips. Her back arched off the grass, pushing her breast deeper into his mouth. Her hands came up, tangling in his hair, holding him to her. This was more than feeding; it was a claiming. He was drinking his property. The clunk of the bell with her slight movements was a perverse metronome to the wet sounds of his suckling.

When the flow slackened, he released her nipple with a soft, wet sound. He sat back on his heels, his lips glistening. “Always so perfect,” he said, his voice thick. His hand left her breast and slid down the flat plane of her stomach, through the coarse thatch of dark hair, and found her sex.

She was drenched. His fingers slid through her folds without resistance, gathering her wetness. He rubbed slow, torturous circles around her clit, his eyes locked on her face, watching every flutter of her eyelids, every catch in her breath. He dipped a single, thick finger inside her, curling it, finding a spot that made her hips jerk off the ground. A broken sound, half-sob, half-sigh, fell from her lips.

“So eager,” he observed, his voice a dark rumble. “Always so ready for me.”

He withdrew his finger and then, without warning, lowered his head between her legs.

His mouth on her was not gentle. It was devouring. His tongue was broad and relentless, lashing her clit with firm, flat strokes before spearing deep inside her. He ate her with the same single-minded hunger he’d shown her breasts, his hands hooking under her thighs, pushing her legs wider, holding her open for his feast. The scratch of his stubble against her inner thighs was a delicious abrasion. The sounds were obscene, wet and sloppy and desperate.

Pleasure coiled, tight and hot, deep in her belly. He was a master of her body, knowing exactly when to switch from broad strokes to a focused, flickering point of pressure, when to suck gently at her swollen flesh, when to plunge his tongue deep again. The orgasm built like a storm, inevitable and terrifying. She was panting, her fingers tearing at the grass, roots and soil coming free in her fists. The bell at her throat clunked erratically with the shuddering of her body.

“Rhett… Rhett, please…” It was a begging chant, stripped of all pride.

He groaned against her, the vibration pushing her closer to the edge. Then he added a finger, sliding it into her tight channel alongside his tongue. The fullness, the dual stimulation, was too much. The coil snapped.

Her climax tore through her with violent, convulsive force. She screamed, the sound raw and echoing in the secluded pasture, swallowed by the trees. Her body bowed, every muscle locking tight as waves of pure, white-hot sensation radiated out from her core, leaving her trembling and boneless in the grass. He didn’t stop, licking her through the aftershocks, gentler now, until she was pushing weakly at his head, over-sensitized.

He sat up, his mouth and chin slick with her release. He was breathing heavily, his own arousal a hard, obvious line straining against his jeans. He reached for the lube and the massive black dildo.

The snick of the cap opening was loud. He squeezed a generous amount onto his fingers, warming it. Then, with a calm, focused intent that made her stomach flip, he coated the enormous silicone shaft. It shone in the sunlight, grotesque and fascinating.

“Look at me,” he commanded.

Her hazy eyes focused on his.

“This is for you. You’re going to take it. All of it.” It wasn’t a question. It was a decree.

He positioned himself between her splayed legs. The broad, flared head of the toy nudged at her entrance. Even with her wetness and the lube, the size difference was shocking. He applied steady, inexorable pressure.

The initial stretch was an intense, burning fullness that stole her breath. She cried out, a sharp sound of protest and overwhelming sensation. He paused, letting her body adjust to the invasion, his eyes watching her face intently. “Breathe,” he ordered, his voice low.

She gulped air, her inner muscles fluttering wildly around the impossible girth. He pushed forward another inch. The stretch intensified, a deep, spreading ache that was somehow not painful but profoundly much. It filled her completely, pressing on places untouched. He worked it slowly, with a patience that was its own kind of cruelty, retreating slightly, then pressing forward again, gaining another fraction of an inch. Her moans were continuous now, a low, ragged soundtrack to her own taking. She was split open on the artificial member, her body forced to accommodate its brutal geometry.

When it was fully seated, she felt impossibly full, stretched to a limit she hadn’t known she possessed. He held it there, his hand on the base, letting her feel the complete occupation. Her senses were overwhelmed—the smell of grass and sex and silicone, the feel of the thick shaft inside her, the cool air on her sweat-slicked skin, the weight of the bell on her throat.

With a slow, grinding deliberation, he drew the thick black shaft back until the flared head was nearly at the threshold, then drove it forward again with the solid, heavy momentum of a piston. The friction was immense, a dragging, slick heat that set her nerve endings on fire. Each withdrawal was a hollow agony; each re-entry was a blunt, overwhelming restoration of that impossible fullness.

He didn't rush. He worked the dildo with a farmer’s tireless patience, his hand steady on the base as he navigated the tight, fluttering resistance of her walls. The wet, sliding sounds of the silicone created a visceral, primitive beat. She was entirely at the mercy of the movement, her body slicking the artificial member as she tried to pull it deeper even as she cried out from the stretch.

Finally, with a sharp, dragging sound, he pulled the dildo out in one smooth motion. The absence was a physical shock, a vacuum that left her gasping and hollow, her inner muscles still spasming in a frantic, futile attempt to reclaim the weight. She felt wide, exposed, and utterly used, her body still holding the shape of the intrusion long after the black silicone was gone.

“Now,” he said, his voice guttural. “On your hands and knees.”

Somehow, she found the strength to move. She got onto her hands and knees, the bell swinging and clunking beneath her. She heard the rustle of his jeans, the rasp of his zipper. Then the hot, solid weight of his real cock pressed against her lower back for a moment before he guided himself to her entrance. The head of his penis nudged at her already-stretched, slick opening.

He pushed in.

He reached for the lube, the slick gel cold against his fingertips as he began to work it into her tighter, forbidden entrance. Roxie froze, her breath hitching in her throat. She looked back, seeing the massive, dark silhouette of the bull dildo in his hand, and the reality of what he intended sent a jolt of pure adrenaline through her.

“Rhett... no,” she stammered, her voice trembling as the bell at her throat gave a frantic, metallic jingle. “It’s too much. It won’t fit.”

“You’re built for this,” he countered, his voice a low, unyielding rumble that brooked no argument. He pressed the flared head of the dildo against her puckered heat, the pressure insistent and heavy. “A good hucow doesn’t complain. She just takes what’s given.”

He didn't wait for her to agree. With a firm shove, he forced the ring of muscle to yield. Roxie gasped, her fingers clawing into the grass as the silicone began its slow, grueling invasion. The feeling was indescribable. The thick, ridged silicone in her ass was a constant, stretching presence, a solid anchor. His living, hot cock sliding into her pussy created a friction that was magnified by the pressure from within. She was packed, filled in a way that blurred the lines between her two most intimate channels. A broken, sobbing moan was torn from her. It was too much. It was everything.

He began to move, a slow, testing thrust. The dual penetration sent shockwaves through her pelvis. He found a rhythm, pulling his cock almost all the way out before sliding back into her welcoming heat. With his other hand, he took hold of the base of the dildo protruding from her ass.

“Oh god…” she whimpered, her head dropping, her arms trembling.

“That’s it,” he growled, his own breath coming in harsh gusts. “Take it. Take both.”

He started to move the dildo in a counter-rhythm to his own thrusts. As he pushed into her pussy, he pulled the toy back slightly. As he withdrew, he pushed the toy forward. The effect was a relentless, double-sided fuck that left no part of her untouched. The stretch was continuous, monumental. The sensations crashed into each other—the smooth slide of his cock, the more rigid drag of the silicone, the profound fullness that bordered on pain but burned with a pleasure so intense it felt like a form of madness.

The sounds were animalistic—their ragged breathing, the wet, steady slaps of his body against hers, the squelch of lube and her own copious wetness, the occasional dull clunk of the bell. Sweat dripped from his chin onto her back. His hands were everywhere—gripping her hips, pulling her back onto him, working the toy with brutal efficiency.

“You feel that?” he grunted, driving deep. “You feel how full you are? This is what you’re made for. To be used. To be filled.”

His words, filthy and true, combined with the physical onslaught, were the final key. Her body, strained and overwhelmed, suddenly convulsed in a cataclysm that dwarfed her earlier climax. It wasn’t a wave; it was a tsunami. Her vision whited out. A raw, screaming cry tore from her throat, ragged and endless. Her inner muscles clamped down in frantic, milking spasms around his cock while her ass fluttered around the toy. And then, a hot, gushing release she’d never experienced before—a sudden flood of liquid that soaked her thighs and the grass beneath her. Squirting. The release was so violent it felt like her soul was being pulled out through her sex.

Her climax triggered his. With a final, savage roar, he slammed into her, burying himself to the hilt. She felt the hot, urgent pulse of his release deep inside her womb, jet after jet, a scalding flood that mingled with the wet chaos between her legs. He shuddered violently against her, his fingers digging into her hips hard enough to bruise, as he emptied himself completely.

Collapse was inevitable. He pulled out, both himself and the toy slipping free with wet, obscene sounds. She fell forward onto her elbows, then onto her side in the grass, utterly spent, trembling uncontrollably. The world swam back into focus—the blue sky, the green willows, the scent of sex and earth. She was a wreck. Used. Overflowing.

For long minutes, there was only the sound of the creek and their slowing breaths. Rhett moved first, cleaning himself and the toy methodically with a cloth from the bag. He handed her another cloth. She cleaned herself with numb, clumsy movements, the evidence of their joining stark on the white fabric. He reached for her neck, unbuckling the collar.

He dressed in silence. She pulled on her clothes, the fabric feeling alien against her sensitized skin. He packed the collar, dildo, and lube away, zipped the bag shut.

As he stood, slinging the bag over his shoulder, the real world—the world of Gina and choices and consequences—crashed back in. The hollow victory from the dinner table was gone, burned away by this raw, pastoral claiming. She was just a vessel again. But the anger, the desperate need for more, remained.

She stood, her legs still unsteady, and faced him. The words came out before she could stop them, fueled by a final shred of defiant self.

“You need to choose, Rhett.” Her voice was hoarse from screaming, but it was clear. “I’m not doing this anymore. Not like this. You can’t have us both. You need to tell her, or I will.”

He stopped, turning slowly to look at her. His expression wasn’t angry. It was calculating, intense. The mask was off out here, but this was a new facet—cold, determined. He closed the distance between them in two strides. His hand came up, not to strike her, but to cup the back of her neck, his fingers tangling in her hair, right above the collar. He pulled her to him, his other arm banding around her waist.

His kiss was hard, possessive, and utterly silencing. It wasn’t tender. It was a brand. His tongue invaded her mouth, claiming that territory too. She melted against him for a second, her body still singing its submission, before she pushed weakly at his chest. He broke the kiss, his lips hovering a breath from hers.

“Soon,” he breathed, the word a hot promise against her mouth. His eyes held a dark, thrilling certainty. “Just be patient. Soon, this farm… everything… will belong only to us.”

8 - A SURPLUS OF SIN

The oppressive heat of the following days seemed to bake the farm into a state of suspended tension. Roxie moved through it like a ghost, a phantom limb in the body of their shared life. Gina bustled with wedding plans, her happiness a bright, brittle shield against the dark currents swirling beneath the surface. Rhett was a master of equilibrium, pouring Gina’s coffee with a smile, his eyes holding a different promise for Roxie in the shadows of the barn.

The effects of the medication, that constant chemical whisper in her blood, seemed amplified. Her breasts were perpetually heavy, swollen with a pressure that seemed to grow hourly. She leaked constantly, dark circles blooming on her shirts no matter how thick the fabric. She had to change her clothes twice, sometimes three times a day. The pads she wore were soaked through in a few hours. It was a physical echo of her emotional state—overflowing, uncontrollable, a sign of something fundamentally out of balance.

Gina noticed, of course. Her nurse’s eyes missed nothing. “The dosage might need adjusting,” she’d murmured one evening, watching Roxie fumble with a fresh towel in the kitchen. “I’ll call the doctor tomorrow.”

Roxie shrugged, a gesture so empty it felt like her bones might crack. Adjusting the dosage wouldn’t adjust the truth. The milk was a symbol now, a tangible proof of Rhett’s ownership. Every drop felt like a betrayal, a secret product of their sin.

Her hope, that fragile belief that Rhett would choose her, began to curdle. After the brutal claiming in the pasture, after his whispered promise of “soon,” he had returned to Gina’s bed each night. He kissed Gina goodbye each morning. He discussed porch furniture with her, made plans for their upcoming wedding. He was living two lives, and Roxie was beginning to suspect hers was the one he intended to keep in the shadows forever. The hollow victory she’d felt after he drank her milk at the dinner table had evaporated, replaced by a simmering dread. He was never going to leave Gina. She was just his hucow, his secret breeding stock. The realization sat in her gut, cold and heavy.

The incident happened on a Thursday morning. Rhett and Roxie had only just slipped back into the house, their heartbeats still hammering from a frantic, forbidden encounter in the barn. Roxie had retreated to the shadows of the hallway, her skin still flushed and her breath hitching, while Rhett moved into the kitchen with a practiced, stoic calm.

Gina was rushing, a shift at the hospital calling. Rhett leaned against the kitchen counter as Gina kissed his cheek, her hands fluttering as she grabbed her bag.

“See you tonight, love,” Gina said, her voice bright. She turned, her eyes scanning the room, landing on Rhett’s shirt. She paused. “Rhett, what’s that on your sleeve?”

Roxie, standing just around the corner, froze. She watched the scene unfold through the doorway of the kitchen.

Gina stepped closer, her brow furrowed. On Rhett’s faded blue shirt, near the shoulder, were two small, distinct spots. Pale, almost translucent against the fabric. They were unmistakable. Milk spots.

Rhett glanced at them, his expression impenetrable. “Must’ve brushed against one of the cans in the dairy,” he said smoothly, his voice a casual lie. “Fresh milk, you know. Splashes.”

Gina didn’t look entirely convinced. She shook her head, a tiny gesture of dismissal. “Well, change before you stain it permanently,” she said, her tone light but her eyes lingering a fraction too long.

She hurried out, the door closing behind her. The silence in the kitchen was thick, charged.

Rhett didn’t move for a moment. Then he turned his head, his eyes landing on Roxie in the doorway. The lie had been effortless, but the tension it created was a live wire between them.

“She saw,” Roxie whispered, her voice hollow.

“She saw nothing concrete,” Rhett replied, his voice low. “She’s so busy, so tired. She doesn’t suspect anything.”

The encounter with Gina, the suspicion, seemed to have ignited something in Rhett. A need to assert his possession, to drink from the source of the evidence. A few hours later, he found Roxie in her bedroom.

“Come into the living room,” he commanded.

He didn’t wait for her agreement. He simply walked downstairs, expecting her to follow. She did, her legs moving automatically.

The living room was Gina’s domain, full of her carefully chosen knick-knacks and floral prints. It felt like a violation just to be there with him under the guise of secrecy. Rhett had already laid his claim on the space. On the coffee table, arranged like surgical instruments, were the two breast pumps, their clear bottles gleaming. Next to them lay the leather collar, the brass bell polished and shining. And beside that, a small, folded item of fabric.

Roxie’s eyes locked on it. It was a bikini. Tiny, made of a synthetic cow-print fabric—black and white irregular patches. The top was two small triangles connected by strings. The bottom was a mere scrap of fabric, also held by strings.

“A gift,” Rhett said, his voice a rough caress. He picked it up, letting the fabric unfold. It was absurd, demeaning, a costume of his fantasy. “Put it on. Put the collar on.”

Her breath stalled in her lungs. Here, in Gina’s living room, with the morning sun streaming through the windows onto Gina’s sofa. The risk was a palpable, choking thing. But the command in his voice, the possessive heat in his gaze, pulled her forward. The dread about his intentions melted under a more immediate, physical need—the need to be his, to prove her worth against Gina’s.

She took the bikini. The fabric was cheap, slightly scratchy. She stepped out of her jeans and t-shirt. She was naked in the middle of the room, her swollen breasts aching with their fullness. She tied the top around her chest, the triangles barely covering her nipples, the strings digging into her skin. The bottom was a laughable shield, a tiny patch of print over her sex. It felt more exposing than nakedness.

Then she picked up the collar. The leather was cool, familiar. She buckled it around her throat herself, the act a submission. The bell clunked softly, a sound that now felt like her heartbeat.

Rhett watched, his eyes drinking in the sight. The print against her skin, the bell between her breasts, the way the bikini highlighted her ripe, heavy curves.

“Perfect,” he murmured, the word thick with lust.

He moved to her, his hands not gentle. He didn’t bother with the ties. He simply hooked his fingers into the thin fabric of the bikini top and pulled it aside, baring her completely. The triangles framed her breasts, the nipples dark and taut, already beaded with moisture.

He didn’t hesitate. He bent his head and took her left nipple into his mouth.

His suction was deeper, more demanding than ever, fueled by the morning’s tension. It was a direct, greedy draw that pulled the milk from her with a sharp, sweet pang of release. She gasped, her hands flying to his shoulders, not to push him away but to hold onto him. The sensation was a relief, a necessary emptying.

He swallowed, the sound a loud, gulping rhythm in the quiet room. The milk flowed freely, a steady stream into his hungry mouth. He switched to the right breast, his mouth latching on with the same voracious intensity. His hands cradled her breasts, squeezing gently, encouraging the flow, his thumbs rubbing over the slick, sensitive skin.

He drank until her initial surge slackened, then released her nipples with a wet, soft pop. His lips glistened. “Always so sweet,” he rasped, his voice husky. He traced a finger over a damp trail on her skin. “My own private supply.”

He reached for the pumps. He attached the silicone cups to her breasts with a clinical efficiency that was intensely erotic. The cups were cool against her heated skin. He flipped the switch on the small machine. A gentle, rhythmic suction began, a mechanical mimicry of his mouth. The sensation was different—cooler, more steady, less intimate but somehow more degrading. She was being harvested. Bottles attached to the cups began to fill, the clear liquid—her milk—collecting in a slow, consistent rise.

He watched the bottles for a moment, a farmer admiring his yield. Then his eyes dropped to her face, to the scrap of bikini bottom barely covering her. His own need was evident, a hardening pressure behind his jeans.

“Kneel,” he said, his voice a low command.

She obeyed, sinking onto the rug before the coffee table, the pumps still attached, their quiet hum a backdrop. The bell clunked against her collarbone as she moved. Rhett unbuckled his jeans, pushed them and his boxers down just enough to free himself. His cock was already fully erect, thick and flushed with blood, a stark contrast to the sterile, mechanical activity happening on her chest.

He guided himself to her mouth, his hand on the back of her head not forceful, but insistent. “Open,” he murmured.

She did. He fed himself into her mouth, the salt-and-musk taste of him filling her senses. He was not gentle here either. He set a pace that was deep and measured, his hips pushing forward, his shaft sliding over her tongue, hitting the back of her throat. She focused on the rhythm, on the feel of him, on the simultaneous pull of the pumps on her breasts. The duality was overwhelming—her body giving at both ends.

He talked as she sucked him, his voice a dirty, possessive monologue. “That’s my good girl,” he grunted, his hand tightening in her hair. “My little hucow. Taking what I give you. Giving me what I need.” His thrusts into her mouth became more urgent. “You make such sweet milk. You belong in my herd. You’re bred for this.”

The words, combined with the physical violation, sent a dark thrill through her. She was his. In this room, in this costume, with these machines pulling her essence into bottles, she was utterly his property. Her moans around his cock were muffled, submissive.

He pulled back suddenly, his cock slick from her mouth. “Up,” he ordered, his voice rough with arousal.

She rose, unsteady, the pumps still humming, the bottles now half-full. He sat back on the sofa, Gina’s floral-printed sofa, and pulled her towards him. His hands went to the strings of the bikini bottom. He untied them with quick, impatient motions, letting the scrap of fabric fall away. She was exposed except for the top pulled askew and the collar.

He guided her to straddle his lap. She settled over him, the bell clunking softly. He positioned himself at her entrance, which was already wet, ready—her body’s response to his ownership was instantaneous. He didn’t enter slowly. He lifted her slightly and then pulled her down onto him, impaling her with one smooth, deep thrust.

The fullness was immediate, glorious. He filled her completely, his thickness stretching her, a living counterpoint to the mechanical suction on her breasts. She gasped, her head falling back, the bell swaying.

“Ride,” he commanded, his hands on her hips, guiding her.

She began to move, rising and falling on his lap, her inner muscles clutching him each time she descended. The pumps continued their work, a steady, rhythmic pull that seemed to sync with her movements, each suck on her breasts coinciding with her deepest drop onto his cock. The sensations intertwined—the deep penetration, the drawing on her nipples, the hum of the machine, the weight of the bell. It was a symphony of submission.

His hands moved from her hips to her breasts, cupping the silicone cups, squeezing them against her, increasing the pressure. “Look at you,” he growled, his eyes blazing up at her. “Milk for me. Cunt for me. All for me.”

She rode him harder, driven by his words, by the overwhelming physical feedback. Her orgasm built not as a slow wave but as a sudden, pressure-driven explosion. The suction of the machine, the stretch in her pussy, the risk of the location—it all coalesced into a peak that broke over her violently. She cried out, a sharp, ragged sound, as her body convulsed around him. Her inner muscles spasmed, milking his cock, and the pumps seemed to pull harder in response, drawing a final, strong stream of milk into the bottles.

Her climax triggered his. With a deep, guttural groan, he thrust up into her, holding her tight against him as he erupted. She felt the hot, urgent flood of his release inside her, jet after jet, a scalding claim that mingled with the wetness already there. He shuddered beneath her, his fingers digging into the flesh of her thighs, as he emptied himself completely.

For a moment, they were frozen there, a joined statue on Gina’s sofa, the pumps humming to a stop as the bottles reached their capacity.

The sound of the front door opening was like a gunshot in the stillness.

The latch turned. The door swung inward.

Gina stood in the doorway, her nurse’s bag still in her hand, her keys dangling from her fingers. Her face was a canvas of shock, then horror, then a dawning, devastating comprehension. Her eyes scanned the scene: Roxie, straddling Rhett, naked except for the absurd bikini top and the cowbell collar, the pumps still attached to her breasts with their full bottles. Rhett, naked beneath her, his possession obvious. The milk spots on his shirt from earlier, now explained in the most graphic, undeniable way.

Her mouth opened. No sound came out at first. Then, a raw, wounded noise. “Oh god.”

Roxie scrambled off Rhett, her movements clumsy, disconnecting the pumps with fumbling hands. The bottles, full of her milk, wobbled on the table. Rhett stood up, naked and unashamed. He didn’t cover himself. He faced Gina, his body a statement.

Gina’s shock shattered into fury. Her eyes, always warm, were now icy shards. “You… you little whore,” she spat, the words aimed at Roxie, venomous and sharp. Then her gaze swung to Rhett. “And you. You predator. You sick, fucking…” She couldn’t find the word. Her body trembled with rage. “I saw the spots. I suspected…” She gestured at the scene, at the pumps, the collar, the bikini. “This is disgusting.”

Rhett didn’t flinch. He didn’t apologize. He stood tall, his nakedness a defiant armor. “It’s not disgusting, Gina,” he said, his voice calm, almost clinical. “It’s the truth.” He stepped forward, not towards her, but as if to claim the space between them. “Roxie gives me what you never could. Fertility. Submission. Sweet, fresh milk.” He said the words with a deliberate, cruel relish. “She’s what I need. What this farm needs.”

Gina’s face crumpled, the fury mixing with a gutting betrayal. “You’re my fiancé,” she choked out.

“It’s over, Gina,” Rhett stated, the finality in his tone absolute. “Pack your things. Leave.”

The coldness of it, the blunt dismissal, seemed to physically strike Gina. She staggered back a step. Her eyes, wide and wounded, landed on Roxie.

Roxie stood there, holding the silicone cups, her breasts bare and damp, the collar around her neck. She met her mother’s gaze. And in that moment, the guilt, the fear, the years of resentment—they crystallized into something else. Something hard and sharp. She didn’t look ashamed. She didn’t look pleading. She looked defiant. Cold. Triumphant.

“You were right, Mom,” Roxie said, her voice surprisingly steady, clear. “The dairy farm did change me.” She let the words hang, a deliberate, twisted echo of Gina’s original hope.

Gina’s fury reignited, pure and blinding. She lunged forward, not at Rhett, but at Roxie, her hand swinging in a wild, open-handed slap aimed at her daughter’s face.

Rhett moved like a barrier. He stepped between them, his larger body a physical wall. He caught Gina’s wrist mid-air, his grip firm, imprisoning. “Don’t,” he warned, his voice low and dangerous.

Gina struggled against his hold, her face a mask of impotent rage and shattered pride. She looked from his impassive face to Roxie’s cold defiance, from the full bottles of milk on the table to the cowbell around Roxie’s neck. The reality was too grotesque, too complete. The fight drained out of her, replaced by a broken humiliation. She yanked her wrist free from Rhett’s grasp.

She turned without another word, her movements jerky and frantic. She fled the room, her footsteps pounding up the stairs to the bedroom she shared with Rhett.

Roxie and Rhett stood in the living room, the silence now filled with the aftermath. The front door was still open, letting in a breeze that felt like a breath of the outside world. Rhett finally moved, going to the refrigerator. He opened it, took out an empty bottle, and carefully transferred the fresh, warm milk from the pumps into it. He sealed the bottle and placed it back in the fridge.

He then returned to Roxie. He didn’t speak. He simply pulled her to him, his arms wrapping around her, his skin still warm from their joining. She leaned into his side, her head against his chest. From upstairs, they could hear the frantic sounds of drawers opening, closet doors slamming, a suitcase being dragged across the floor. The sounds of a life being packed away, erased.

The cowbell around Roxie’s neck gave a soft, almost melodic clunk as she shifted against him.

9 - THE PERFECT HUCOW

The farmhouse had settled into a new, silent rhythm. Gina’s departure, finalized through impersonal divorce papers arriving in stiff white envelopes, had carved out a hollow space in the physical world that Roxie now filled with her own presence. The master bedroom, once Gina’s domain of floral sheets and lavender scent, now smelled of sex, leather, and the sweet scent of Roxie’s milk. Roxie rarely wore clothes anymore. The summer heat clung to the old wooden walls, and the freedom of nudity felt like a final shedding of her old skin, her old life. She moved through the rooms—the bedroom, the kitchen, the long path to the barn—in her cow-print bikini or the custom leather harness Rhett had made for her, the leather cool against her flesh, a reminder of her purpose.

Her days were no longer measured by hours but by the milking schedule Rhett had instituted. The Equilar’s side effect, once a source of humiliation, had become a permanent, functional part of her physiology. Her breasts were perpetually full, heavy, the milk a constant, ready pressure inside her. Rhett managed her yield like a farmer managing a prized cow. Three times a day: morning, midday, evening. Sometimes he drank from her directly, his mouth a warm, greedy suction that left her shuddering and empty. Other times, for efficiency, he used the machine.

Today was a machine day.

“Milking time,” Rhett said, his voice not a command but a simple statement of fact, as immutable as the sunrise.

He stood in the doorway of the bedroom, silhouetted against the afternoon light. He was dressed in his usual worn jeans and a simple t-shirt, but his eyes held the focused intensity of an owner assessing his property.

Roxie, lying on the bed in just her harness, the leather straps crossing her chest and belly, the cowbell collar resting against her sternum, simply nodded. Rebellion was a distant memory, a ghost from a girl who no longer existed. The submission was complete, a bone-deep surrender that felt more like peace than defeat. She rose, the bell giving a soft clunk against her skin. She didn’t need to ask where or how. She followed him.

The barn was cooler, the air thick with the scent of hay, dust, and animals. The heavy-duty industrial milking machine stood in a cleared space near the dairy stalls, a piece of gleaming, stainless steel technology amidst the rustic wood. It was a serious piece of equipment, with adjustable suction levels, digital timers, and clear collection bottles larger than the ones from the kitchen pump. Rhett had modified it for her, with softer, wider silicone cups that fit her breasts perfectly.

He led her to a fresh, clean bale of hay set beside the machine. “Lie back,” he instructed.

Roxie obeyed, settling onto the hay. The stalks prickled through the leather of her harness, a faint, earthy discomfort. Rhett knelt beside her, his hands efficient and sure. Her breasts were swollen, the skin taut and shiny, her nipples dark and prominent. He didn’t caress them. His touch was practical, preparing his asset. He wiped her nipples with a clean cloth, then attached the silicone cups of the milking machine.

The cups sealed against her skin with a gentle click. Then Rhett flipped a switch.

A deep, mechanical hum filled the space. The suction began. It wasn’t the gentle pull of the smaller pump. This was a deeper, stronger, rhythmic draw. It was relentless, a powerful pulse that pulled at her milk ducts with an impersonal, insistent force. Roxie gasped as it started, the sensation so direct, so physical, it bordered on pain for a moment before melting into a strange, profound release. Her body gave to the machine, milk flowing into the clear collection bottles in a constant, visible stream.

Rhett watched the bottles, his expression one of satisfied calculation. He adjusted a dial, increasing the suction slightly. Roxie’s back arched off the hay, a moan escaping her lips. The draw was intense, a deep, internal tugging that felt like it was pulling from her very core. Her hands gripped the hay beneath her, the stalks breaking under her fingers.

“Good,” Rhett murmured, his eyes on the rising level of milk in the bottles. “Yield is excellent today.”

The mechanical rhythm was hypnotic. Roxie felt her mind slipping, drifting away from conscious thought. The steady pull-release, pull-release of the machine became her entire world. Her eyelids fluttered. She was just a body, a vessel, a source. The leather harness, the collar, the hay beneath her—they were the boundaries of her existence. Her rebellion, her anger, her jealousy, her guilt—they were all milked out of her, drawn away by this mechanical heartbeat. She existed only to give, to be emptied, to serve.

Rhett watched her sink into this submissive headspace, her breathing slowing, her body relaxing into the machine’s work. A dark, possessive smile touched his lips.

From a bag beside the machine, he pulled out the bull cock-shaped dildo. It was massive, black, and intimidating, a symbol of his dominance he’d used before. He slicked it with a generous amount of lube, the gel cool and shiny on the dark silicone.

Roxie, her consciousness floating, felt his hands on her thighs. He pushed her legs wider, opening her. She was already wet, her body’s constant state of readiness a physiological echo of her psychological submission. He didn’t speak. He simply pressed the broad, flared tip of the dildo against her entrance.

And then he pushed it inside.

The stretch was immediate and immense, a physical transformation that forced her body to reorganize itself around the intrusion. The machine maintained its incessant, rhythmic tugging at her breasts, while the dildo filled her pussy with a cold, unyielding weight that anchored her completely to this moment and to the man who orchestrated it all.

She cried out, a sharp, fractured sound of shock that was instantly swallowed by the barn’s vast, timbered ceiling and the steady, industrial hum of the vacuum pump. He didn't rush the process. He worked the black silicone into her slowly and steadily, his calloused hands firm on the base, until the entire thick length was buried deep within her. She was stretched to a breathtaking fullness. It was an overwhelming invasion, a profound internal pressure that competed with the searing suction on her nipples.

Rhett withdrew the dildo, then thrust it inside her again, burying it to its base. He kept going until the mechanical symphony reached a fever pitch. The hum of the pump vibrated through her bones as the climax began to coil, tight and undeniable, in the pit of her stomach. Every metronomic pulse of the machine felt like a direct tug on the nerves deep inside her, winding the tension until her vision blurred into a haze of dust and sunlight. Her internal muscles spasmed in a desperate, instinctive attempt to milk the unyielding object.

Suddenly, the coil snapped.

The orgasm erupted with a raw, electric violence, a convulsive fire that tore through her and left her bucking against the hay. She screamed, the sound ragged and stripped of all pride, as her body clamped down on the black dildo in a series of punishing, pulsing contractions. At that exact moment, the machine seemed to sense her release, drawing a final, heavy gush of milk that surged into the collection bottles with a wet, frantic splashing. She was caught in a total biological meltdown—emptying above and overflowing below—her entire being reduced to a single, searing point of pure sensation that obliterated the last remnants of the girl she used to be.

Finally, Rhett removed the dildo, setting it aside. Then he freed his own cock from his jeans. It was hard, flushed, eager. He positioned himself at her entrance, guiding himself into her.

He began to fuck her.

His thrusts were hard, deep, and purposeful, driven by a raw power that made the heavy timber of the barn feel small. Each piston-like drive of his hips pushed the thick, unyielding length of his cock deeper, bottoming out against her core. Above, the industrial machine continued its relentless, steady pull on her breasts; the vacuum suction syncopated perfectly with the friction below in a choreographed symphony of ownership.

Pull—the silicone cups gripped her taut skin, and his cock drove in to the root, stretching her to a breathless capacity. Release—the pressure eased for a heartbeat, and his cock withdrew just enough to make her whimper for the return. It was a brutal two-part assault on her senses that stripped away her ability to think, leaving her as nothing more than a vessel to be filled and a womb to be claimed. Every nerve ending was caught in the crossfire, vibrating with the terrifying, exquisite realization that she was finally, fully, being put to use.

He talked, his voice a low, dirty stream against the backdrop of the machine’s hum and her own panting.

“This is what you’re for,” he grunted, thrusting deep. “To be milked. To be filled. To be bred.” His hand squeezed one of the silicone cups on her breast, increasing the pressure. “Your body makes this sweet milk for me. Your cunt takes my seed. You’re my perfect hucow. My own breeding stock.”

The words, combined with the physical reality—the machine pulling her essence into bottles, his cock claiming her deepest space—sent a dark, total surrender through her. This was her truth. This was her function. The orgasm that began to build wasn’t a sudden explosion but a slow, tectonic rising, a pressure building from the combined stimulation.

“I’m going to put a calf in you,” Rhett growled, his pace increasing, his thrusts becoming harder, more insistent. “I’m going to watch your belly swell with my child. You’ll be full of life, my life.” He leaned over her, his face close, his breath hot on her cheek. “You belong here. In this barn. On this hay. Under this machine. With me inside you. Forever.”

The promise—the graphic, possessive promise of pregnancy—was the final trigger. The orgasm broke over her not as a wave but as a dam bursting. It roared through her, a convulsive, all-consuming release that made her scream, a raw, unfiltered sound that echoed in the barn. Her body shook, her inner muscles clamping rhythmically around his cock, a frantic milking of his own. The machine seemed to respond, pulling a final, strong gush of milk from her breasts, the bottles filling to their very tops.

Her climax pushed him over the edge. With a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself to the root and held there. A deep, guttural groan tore from his throat as he came. She felt the hot, urgent flood of his release jetting into her, mixing with the wetness already there, a scalding claim that sealed his words into her flesh. He shuddered against her, his body taut, as he emptied himself completely.

For long minutes, they remained like that, joined, the machine humming down to a stop as the bottles were full. The only sounds were their ragged breathing and the lowing of the cows.

Slowly, Rhett pulled back. He withdrew his cock, slick and glistening, from her. The absence was a sudden, hollow feeling, a vacuum. He disconnected the milking machine cups from her breasts, the silicone releasing with a soft pop. Her nipples were reddened, sensitive, beaded with a few last drops of milk.

He stood, zipping his jeans. He attended to the machine first, turning it off, detaching the full bottles. He handled them with care, as if they were precious. He poured the milk from the machine’s bottles into a larger, clean glass container, sealing it with a lid. He placed it in a cooler nearby.

Then he turned to Roxie. She lay on the hay, her body slick with sweat and her own milk, the harness framing her exposed breasts. She felt spent, utterly drained, physically and emotionally. He didn’t help her up. He simply watched as she slowly, clumsily, reassembled herself. She sat up, then stood, her legs trembling.

Rhett finished packing the milk container into the cooler. He turned to her, his eyes scanning her face. “No regrets,” he stated, as if reading her mind.

Roxie met his gaze. And she knew it was true. The guilt, the conflict, the lingering attachment to the girl she had been—it was all gone. Milked out. Fucked out. She wasn’t Gina’s daughter anymore. She wasn’t a rebellious teenager. She was Rhett’s hucow. His property. His prize heifer. This barn, this machine, his cock, his seed—this was her world. It was stark, it was brutal, but it was true. It was where she was meant to be.

She nodded, a simple, silent affirmation.

A familiar flutter, soft and deep, stirred in her lower abdomen. It was a sensation she’d begun to notice over the past week, a faint, internal flicker like a tiny heartbeat. She hadn’t acknowledged it, hadn’t dared to name it. But now, standing in the aftermath of his breeding talk, feeling the echo of his release inside her, the flutter came again, stronger. A sign. A promise. That his seed, planted so often and so deeply, might finally be taking root.

BACK COVER

Betrayal has never tasted so sweet.

Eighteen-year-old Roxie never wanted to leave the city. But when her mother, Gina, gets engaged to Rhett, a ruggedly handsome dairy farmer, Roxie finds herself trapped in a world of quiet pastures and dark secrets.

A rare side effect of her bipolar meds leaves Roxie's body producing a constant supply of milk, and she's terrified of being a freak. But on Rhett’s dairy farm, her condition isn't a medical anomaly—it’s an asset. What begins as a forbidden spark in the shadows of the barn quickly spirals into a provocative game of power and possession.

As the lines between daughter and lover blur, Roxie is drawn deeper into Rhett’s world, trading her rebellion for a leather collar and a place in his herd. While Gina plans a wedding, Rhett is building a different future for Roxie—one defined by breast pumps, breeding racks, and the relentless rhythm of the milking schedule.

In a house built on lies, the truth is about to boil over. But for Roxie, there is no going back. The city girl is gone, replaced by something far more compliant, far more fertile, and exactly what the farm needs.

She isn't just his stepdaughter anymore. She’s his prize heifer.

Themes include taboo, stepdad, stepdaughter, daddy dom, ddlg, age gap, hucow, lactation, milking, suckling, breeding, bdsm, bondage, dominant older man, submissive younger woman, cheating, betrayal, forbidden love.
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