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Foreword

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale


Author’s Note

Before we begin…

If you enjoy dark, daring, and deliciously wicked stories, you might want to join my private reader list.

Subscribers receive:

free exclusive stories

early access to new releases

bonus scenes Amazon doesn’t show

reader-only giveaways and sneak previews

Join here:

romanvale.uk/secret

Now… let’s begin.

— Roman Vale


Have you read Book 2: Glass Yield?

[image: ]

https://a.co/d/00Wgmgth

The Creamery Farm continues the Bell & Brand sequence after the events of Glass Yield, where the world widened beyond the original farm and into the cold, clinical spectacle of the Vane Biotech Annex.

In Glass Yield, Aria Chen enters a world of glass chambers, biometric scoring, public testing, and Rival Duels. Beneath the lights of the Annex, every tremor is recorded, every reaction becomes data, and every moment of surrender is transformed into performance. Her rivalry with Jada Rivers reveals a different face of Bell & Brand — sharper, brighter, more competitive, and far more public than the barn.

The book introduces the Annex, Dr Vane’s methods, public yield scoring, and the idea that Bell & Brand is not one place, but a network of specialised systems.

If you have not yet seen what happens beneath the glass, you may want to read Aria’s story first.

Read Book 2: Glass Yield — then continue into The Creamery Farm. https://a.co/d/00Wgmgth


Prologue — Herded

Bell & Brand · The Creamery Farm

★✦★

The bell was the first thing Kess heard.

A thin, sweet chime, hanging in the liminal grey between sleep and morning. It vibrated against her breastbone, threaded through the band of her collar, the note subtle but insistent—a sound designed to reach down into whatever corner of her mind might still dream of freedom.

She came to, not with a gasp or a start, but with a slow, heavy breath, her lips parting around the padded bit of her gag. The world was warm and dark, bodies pressed close on either side, the straw beneath her chin and elbows still damp with night sweat and yesterday’s milk. Above her, the rafters loomed in soft stripes of sunrise. Someone nearby was already awake; she could feel the shift, the gentle thump of another woman’s hips as she wriggled to settle in her harness, a low moan muffled by a gag or perhaps by habit.

Kess moved slowly, always slow at first. The bulk of her body—thick thighs, hips broad and heavy, belly pressing against the hay—reminded her how far she’d come, and how there was no going back. The harness on her arms had grown so familiar she barely registered its bite until she tried to move. She flexed her wrists, feeling the firm but forgiving press of leather binding her forearms together, elbows padded and locked just below her chest. Mitts swallowed her hands, stitched with the farm’s brand, keeping her fingers safe and useless. Her knees, likewise, found their home in worn, soft guards, the only barrier between her and the rough barn floor.

The others stirred—Rhea’s bell a deeper, more resonant note than her own, a mark of her status, the gold-collar queen of the herd. Beside her, Yuli sighed, a sound halfway between longing and contentment. The air was thick with the scents of milk, sweat, and straw, all sweetened by the cool morning air sneaking in through slats in the wall.

Somewhere, a distant pump kicked on, and Kess felt the old flutter in her belly. Milking would come soon—twice a day, every day, rain or shine, no matter how full or empty she felt. She had grown to crave it, even as it shamed her. It was the one time the ache in her swollen breasts and the slow throb of her restraints gave way to release, to purpose. She licked her lips, tasting salt, and let her forehead drop into the straw for a final moment’s peace.

★✦★

A heavy tread—boots on timber. The world shifted from night to day in an instant as Handler Tom’s voice rolled through the barn.

“All right, girls. Rise and shine. Time to show off those yields.”

He moved along the row, pausing to flick a switch that sent a line of dull lights blooming overhead. The herd came awake with a low murmur—soft moans, bells chiming, the rustle of straw and harnesses. Tom’s shadow reached her first, cast long by the new light. He squatted to Kess’s level, rough hands cupping her jaw, thumb brushing the sweat from her cheek.

“Morning, Forty-Three,” he said, low and amused, using her yield number as always. “Looking heavy this morning. Let’s see how you carry it.”

He unclipped the chain that linked her nose ring to the sleep rail—a soft click, then the sudden cool air as the ring was freed. For a moment she felt naked, exposed, but then he attached the velvet lead, looping it once around his hand.

“Up you come, now.”

She obeyed without thought, pushing her weight back onto her knees and elbows. Her breasts, now vast and pendulous, swung free beneath her, the harness supporting only so much of their weight. Each movement sent a shiver through her, a delicious, mortifying reminder of how much she had changed.

All around her, the other cows followed suit—each bound, collared, crawling on all fours as their handlers moved through the line. Rhea caught her eye, lips curling in a small, wry smile around her own bit gag, gold-collared bell singing a deeper note than the rest.

The lead tugged gently, guiding Kess out into the aisle. She crawled, elbows and knees slipping in smooth choreography, body swaying, head bowed. The straw gave way to cold concrete, then to the soft sunlight spilling in from the open barn doors.

Outside, the world was already awake. Birds called in the hedges; a tractor idled somewhere beyond the fence. Kess blinked in the glare, squinting as her eyes adjusted. The air was sharp and fresh, tinged with manure, hay, and something sweet—last night’s rain still clinging to the grass.

They moved as a herd, a line of heavy bodies in matching harnesses and bells, each nose ring clipped to a lead. The buyers would come later, after breakfast, to watch the parade. For now, it was only the staff and the open morning, the coolness on her skin and the slow, humiliating comfort of the routine.

★✦★

The milking frame stood at the far end of the paddock—polished oak, burnished brass, soft leather straps waiting. Kess felt her heart stutter as they approached, her mouth dry despite the damp air. She had learned, in her first weeks, to love and hate this structure. It was both cradle and cross, a place of surrender and, sometimes, redemption.

Handlers guided them into position, one by one. Tom patted her shoulder, steadying her as she knelt, then pressed a button on her collar. The harness’s locks clicked open with a quiet whir, and for a moment, her arms were free. She flexed her shoulders, wincing at the pins-and-needles sensation as blood rushed back into her muscles.

Then the routine began: arms guided behind her back, wrists locked into new cuffs; her head pressed forward into a padded yoke; her knees spread wide, pads removed for the morning’s inspection. Her breasts were lifted, cupped in cold, slick plastic, the suction cups sealing tight. She whimpered, biting down on her gag, but Tom only grinned.

“Easy now. Deep breaths, Kess. You’ll be lighter soon.”

The hum of the pump filled her ears, a rhythmic pull that matched her own pulse. Milk surged, at first slow, then pouring, a relief so fierce it bordered on pain. She sagged in the yoke, body trembling, as her yield was measured and announced by the staff.

“Forty-three—three point six litres. Up by a half since yesterday. Good girl.”

Rhea, next in line, shot her a look of quiet pride. Kess flushed, pride and humiliation warring in her chest. The rest of the herd watched, waiting for their turn. Some were eager, shifting restlessly; others hung their heads, still half-asleep.

★✦★

When the milking was done, they were left to rest—harnesses loosened, breasts tender and aching, bodies slumped in the cool grass. Dr. Fell came by with a bucket of warm water and soft cloths, cleaning each cow with brisk, practiced hands. She paused at Kess, gentle for a moment, then pressed a gloved finger to her chin, lifting her gaze.

“You’re adapting well, Kess. I’m proud of you. Remember, your body is your gift. The herd needs you strong.”

Kess nodded, heat flooding her cheeks. She felt Yuli settle against her side, a soft weight, and let herself lean into the touch. For a while, there was nothing but the sun, the birds, and the ache in her body.

★✦★

The day blurred, as it always did—breakfast in the communal pen (bowls set on the floor, hands still bound, Rhea teasing her with quiet jokes), exercise laps around the yard, grooming, more inspection. The staff moved through their routines with easy authority, praising or correcting with the same calm certainty.

By mid-morning, the buyers arrived. Kess felt her pulse quicken as the herd was led out again, nose rings clipped to the long show chain, collars gleaming. They were paraded through the main yard, bodies swaying, breasts heavy and on full display. Tom called out their numbers, yields, and “special qualities” for the visitors—“Forty-three, best yield last cycle, strongest compliance in the cohort.”

She felt the eyes on her—hungry, curious, appraising. Her cheeks burned, but she held her posture, head high as the lead tugged her forward. When it was her turn to circle, Tom clipped a velvet lead to her nose ring, guiding her in a slow, humiliating spiral around the paddock.

Each step was agony and ecstasy: the weight of her body, the ache in her joints, the swing of her breasts, the knowledge that she was on show, fully claimed. The crowd murmured, approving or not; Kess barely heard them. She moved as she was taught—graceful, obedient, proud.

Rhea followed behind, her gold collar gleaming. They exchanged a look—not rivalry now, but solidarity, pride in their survival and their place at the top of the herd.

★✦★

When it was done, the herd was returned to the barn. The light was lower now, cool and gentle. Kess’s body ached, every muscle alive with fatigue and satisfaction. Dr. Fell was waiting, a small tin of balm in her hands.

“Come here, Forty-three,” she murmured, kneeling at Kess’s side. She worked the balm into Kess’s knees and wrists, soothing the tender skin. Rhea pressed close, her shoulder warm against Kess’s arm.

The herd gathered in a loose circle, some dozing, others murmuring quietly. Tom strolled through, checking harnesses, offering a rare smile. For a long while, there was only the sound of bells, low and sweet.

Kess let her eyes close, body heavy but content. She listened to the rhythm of her own breath, the distant hum of machines, the steady comfort of routine. In that moment, she belonged—not just to the farm, but to herself, to the herd, to the world that had claimed her and made her whole.

The bell chimed again, soft and final.

Kess smiled, let herself drift, and waited for the next day to begin.

★✦★


Chapter 1: Arrival & Intake

The van’s suspension creaked as it rolled off the main road, the change in surface jolting Kess from a half-sleep into raw awareness. Her wrists tingled where the cuffs bit into the skin, the metal cool and impersonal against the soft flesh of her arms. She could hear nothing but her own shallow breaths, punctuated by the occasional rattle of the chain at her waist, and the soft thump of tires on gravel as the vehicle slowed to a crawl. A hood pressed close around her face, trapping her in a world of darkness and fabric, forcing each sense to work overtime.

The air beneath the hood was close, saturated with her own scent—sweat, nerves, a faint trace of the lotion she’d rubbed onto her arms that morning, as if it would matter. With her sight taken, every other detail swelled: the stale tang of her fear, the prickle of anticipation dancing up her spine, the way her heart stuttered as the van lurched and came to a stop.

For a moment, nothing. No voices. No movement. Just the vibration of the idling engine and her pulse thudding in her ears.

Then the world jolted into motion. The van’s rear door groaned open, letting in a gust of air so fresh it shocked her, scented with dew, hay, and the faintest trace of manure—a memory of distant fields, not the city grit she’d left behind. Hands—efficient, silent—unclipped her seat belt, guided her gently but firmly from her seat. Kess tensed, but she knew better than to resist. The contract had been clear: she belonged to them now, at least for a year, and any struggle would only add to her humiliation.

The gravel bit at her knees through the thin fabric of her trousers as she was maneuvered out, her boots scraping over the barnyard path. She stumbled but was steadied by a grip at her elbow. A second set of hands touched her shoulders, re-checking her cuffs, then pressed lightly at the base of her neck—a wordless command to kneel. She obeyed, lowering herself until the rough stones pressed against her legs and shins, body trembling not with cold but anticipation.

Somewhere nearby, a bell chimed—a bright, high note, startling in the open air. The sound reached her through the hood, electrifying. The handlers spoke in low, efficient tones, ignoring her except to check the padlocks one last time. A clipboard snapped, boots crunched on the gravel, and Kess felt the barn’s gravity settle over her: the knowledge that whatever life she’d known before had just become irrelevant.

Inside her chest, fear and a strange, low heat wrestled for space. She remembered the language of the ad—community, care, discipline, purpose—and wondered, for the hundredth time, what she’d truly signed up for. The hood muffled her exhale; she tasted her own anxiety on her tongue, metallic and bright.

The air shifted again as someone approached—a scent of soap, clean leather, and something floral. Gentle fingers brushed her jaw, steady and clinical, pausing at her pulse.

“She’s here,” a woman’s voice said, not unkind. “Let’s begin.”

The words had a finality that made Kess’s skin prickle.

She inhaled, trying to fix this moment—the last of her freedom—deep inside, even as the hood stayed tight and the barnyard came alive with distant bells, morning sun, and the scent of straw.

A gloved hand fumbled with the buckles behind Kess’s head. She flinched at the faint tug in her hair, then felt the slackness as the hood loosened, cool air spilling down her scalp and neck. Light dazzled her closed eyes, and when she finally blinked them open, the world had changed.

For a moment, all she could see was sky—a raw, endless blue framed by tangled wisps of early sun and a stretch of weathered fence. She squinted, her vision swimming with afterimages. Then, slowly, the rest of the farm came into focus.

The yard was larger than she’d imagined: a neat gravel drive lined with whitewashed stones, a pair of ancient brick barns squatting to either side. Paddocks fanned out beyond, enclosed with high wooden rails and gleaming wire, dotted with fresh straw, heavy troughs, and—impossibly—women. Some knelt on the grass, some shuffled on all fours, and a few peered at her over the top bar, their bells chiming as they moved. Their bodies were variations on a theme: big, soft, and proudly displayed, breasts swinging heavily beneath harnesses or loose shifts, thighs as wide as tree trunks, every inch of skin dappled in the gold of morning.

Kess tried not to stare but couldn’t help it. Her own body—BBW, thick through the belly and hips, DD breasts stuffed inside a bra that had grown too tight in the weeks before her intake—suddenly felt both monstrous and small, caught between shame and the strange, reluctant pride that had led her here.

The handlers barely noticed her hesitation. One—a woman in farm-branded coveralls and battered boots—unclipped the cuffs at her wrists, not as kindness but efficiency. “You’ll walk from here,” she said, not unkindly. “Dr. Fell’s waiting.”

Kess stood shakily, feeling the weight of her body in this strange, new air. Every part of her tingled with the embarrassment of being observed, even in these plain travel clothes, the memory of the hood still hot on her skin. Somewhere behind her, she heard a low laugh—a man’s voice, dry with amusement.

“Fresh meat, eh?”

A woman’s face appeared behind a fence post: round, freckled, with dimples bracketing a sly grin. A bell around her neck glinted in the sun. She nudged another woman beside her, whispering, “Look at the tits on this one. She’ll do well.”

Kess flushed, mortified and, beneath it, something darker—curiosity, maybe even hope. It was happening: her world, once vast and uncertain, was shrinking to this farm, these fences, these bodies, this new hierarchy. She was on display already, the centre of a small but hungry universe.

A handler—tall, ruddy-faced, with eyes that missed nothing—gestured her forward. “Come on, love. Let’s get you weighed in.”

The bell chimed again, somewhere overhead, and Kess stepped forward, past the gate, into the heart of her new life.

The barn’s main doors swung open with a complaining groan, and the handlers steered Kess inside—a cool, cavernous space lined with racks of leather tack and gleaming metal equipment. The floor was swept clean but smelled richly of hay, disinfectant, and the faint, tangy undertone of old milk. Dust motes swirled in golden shafts from the high windows. Every detail spoke of order and routine, but also of use: this was a place designed for bodies, not secrets.

A sturdy table waited at the centre, draped with a disposable sheet and ringed with simple medical tools. Beside it stood a woman in her fifties, tall, plump, hair pinned back under a neat kerchief—Dr. Iris Fell. She wore a crisp, branded tunic, the sleeves rolled to her elbows, hands already gloved and holding a clipboard. Her eyes, when she looked up, were calm and sharp.

“Welcome, Kess.” Her voice held a note of brisk kindness. “Let’s get you processed. You’ll feel better when it’s over.”

Kess swallowed. The handlers stripped away her jacket and shoes, then her top, then—without ceremony—her leggings and underwear, leaving her bare except for her too-small bra. She tried to cover herself instinctively, arms crossing her belly, but the handlers moved her arms away. One eased the bra straps from her shoulders, freeing her breasts to the air, heavy and marked with faint red indentations from weeks of swelling.

The chill hit her all at once: goosebumps prickled her skin, nipples stiffening, her whole body feeling both massive and helpless under so many eyes. Dr. Fell made a note, then stepped closer, her gloved hands brisk and impersonal.

“Height—five foot five. Good. Let’s check your weight.”

Kess stepped onto the scale as ordered, feeling the platform shift beneath her. Dr. Fell read the numbers aloud, and a handler jotted them on a laminated intake sheet. Her heart hammered as she was turned—once, twice—before the camera. A flash; another. Kess stared straight ahead, trying to hold herself tall, conscious of every wobble and crease and the proud heaviness of her breasts.

“Lift your arms, please. Good. Now open your legs for me—wider. Thank you.”

Dr. Fell inspected her, quick but thorough: fingers prodding her belly, measuring her bust with a tape, noting old scars and stretch marks. She murmured about “excellent fullness” and “potential yield,” pausing to gently roll each nipple between thumb and finger, checking for sensitivity and milk duct readiness. Kess gasped at the touch, unable to decide whether it was more mortifying or electric.

“Very promising,” Dr. Fell said, glancing at the handler. “Her tissue response is quick—she’s well primed. We’ll start her on standard dosage.”

A brief, efficient exam followed: a quick look between her legs, gloved fingers checking for hygiene and compliance. Then, with a nod, Dr. Fell motioned for her to face the camera again—this time for a series of profile photos, hands at her sides, then behind her head, then on her knees, breasts hanging forward, her entire body catalogued for the farm’s records.

Throughout, the handlers commented quietly, sometimes appreciatively, sometimes with clinical detachment.

“She’ll fill out more, just you watch.”

“She’s got the hips for it. Those are real breeder’s thighs.”

Kess burned under the attention, caught between humiliation and the odd, stubborn pride that came from being measured, appraised, and found acceptable.

Finally, Dr. Fell stepped back, stripping off her gloves and handing Kess a robe—a plain, scratchy thing, but a mercy all the same.

“You did well,” she said, voice softening just a touch. “The first time’s the hardest. You’ll find your place soon.”

Kess nodded, grateful for the scrap of fabric and the hint of kindness. She was sore, flushed, and trembling, but beneath the anxiety, a new certainty was beginning to take root.

This was real. Her body—her size, her curves, her milk—would matter here.

The barn’s main doors swung open with a complaining groan, and the handlers steered Kess inside—a cool, cavernous space lined with racks of leather tack and gleaming metal equipment. The floor was swept clean but smelled richly of hay, disinfectant, and the faint, tangy undertone of old milk. Dust motes swirled in golden shafts from the high windows. Every detail spoke of order and routine, but also of use: this was a place designed for bodies, not secrets.

A sturdy table waited at the centre, draped with a disposable sheet and ringed with simple medical tools. Beside it stood a woman in her fifties, tall, plump, hair pinned back under a neat kerchief—Dr. Iris Fell. She wore a crisp, branded tunic, the sleeves rolled to her elbows, hands already gloved and holding a clipboard. Her eyes, when she looked up, were calm and sharp.

“Welcome, Kess.” Her voice held a note of brisk kindness. “Let’s get you processed. You’ll feel better when it’s over.”

Kess swallowed. The handlers stripped away her jacket and shoes, then her top, then—without ceremony—her leggings and underwear, leaving her bare except for her too-small bra. She tried to cover herself instinctively, arms crossing her belly, but the handlers moved her arms away. One eased the bra straps from her shoulders, freeing her breasts to the air, heavy and marked with faint red indentations from weeks of swelling.

The chill hit her all at once: goosebumps prickled her skin, nipples stiffening, her whole body feeling both massive and helpless under so many eyes. Dr. Fell made a note, then stepped closer, her gloved hands brisk and impersonal.

“Height—five foot five. Good. Let’s check your weight.”

Kess stepped onto the scale as ordered, the platform creaking beneath her. Dr. Fell squinted at the dial, then read aloud, “One hundred and twenty-six kilos.” The number landed with a strange finality. Kess felt heat rush to her cheeks, both mortified and oddly grounded by the honesty of it. A handler jotted the number onto a laminated intake sheet.

“Arms up, please.” Dr. Fell measured her biceps and thighs, voice matter-of-fact. “Upper arm—forty centimetres. Thigh—seventy-one.” Her tape moved around Kess’s waist, noting, “One hundred and ten at the narrowest.” Hips, wider still. “One hundred and forty-six at the widest.”

“Let’s get your bust next.” Dr. Fell’s hands were steady as she wrapped the tape around Kess’s chest, just above the areolas, giving it a gentle tug. “Bust—one hundred and twenty-four. DD, as noted.” She made another note, then tested the underbust—“One hundred and five. Good projection. These will respond very well to the serum, I expect.”

Kess stood for the camera as instructed, trying to ignore the way her breasts sagged and swayed, the creases on her belly, the thick rolls above her hips. A flash; another. Dr. Fell had her turn in profile, hands at her sides, then behind her head, then on her knees so her breasts would hang free and full for the lens.

“Lift your arms, please. Good. Now open your legs for me—wider. Thank you.”

Dr. Fell inspected her, quick but thorough: fingers prodding her belly, measuring her bust with a tape, noting old scars and stretch marks. She murmured about “excellent fullness” and “potential yield,” pausing to gently roll each nipple between thumb and finger, checking for sensitivity and milk duct readiness. Kess gasped at the touch, unable to decide whether it was more mortifying or electric.

“Very promising,” Dr. Fell said, glancing at the handler. “Her tissue response is quick—she’s well primed. We’ll start her on standard dosage.”

A brief, efficient exam followed: a quick look between her legs, gloved fingers checking for hygiene and compliance. Then, with a nod, Dr. Fell motioned for her to face the camera again—this time for a series of profile photos, hands at her sides, then behind her head, then on her knees, breasts hanging forward, her entire body catalogued for the farm’s records.

Throughout, the handlers commented quietly, sometimes appreciatively, sometimes with clinical detachment.

“She’ll fill out more, just you watch.”

“She’s got the hips for it. Those are real breeder’s thighs.”

Kess burned under the attention, caught between humiliation and the odd, stubborn pride that came from being measured, appraised, and found acceptable.

Finally, Dr. Fell stepped back, stripping off her gloves and handing Kess a robe—a plain, scratchy thing, but a mercy all the same.

“You did well,” she said, voice softening just a touch. “The first time’s the hardest. You’ll find your place soon.”

Kess nodded, grateful for the scrap of fabric and the hint of kindness. She was sore, flushed, and trembling, but beneath the anxiety, a new certainty was beginning to take root.

This was real. Her body—her size, her curves, her milk—would matter here.

The robe was a mercy only in theory. Its thin fabric barely reached mid-thigh, gaping at the chest and tight across her hips, more a symbol of transition than protection. Kess clung to it for a moment, then realized—by the handlers’ expectant gazes—that the gesture itself was another test. She lowered her arms and let the robe fall open, surrendering again to scrutiny.

A handler—Tom, she learned from the stitched tag on his shirt—stepped closer, a new collar gleaming in his hand. “This is your temporary,” he said. “White plastic, yield tag forty-three. You’ll wear it until the Bell Rite.” He circled behind her and snapped it shut at the nape of her neck. Kess felt the gentle pressure and the strange, proprietary thrill that came with it.

Tom pressed lightly between her shoulder blades. “On your knees.”

The command left no room for negotiation. Kess knelt, knees spreading instinctively on the cold floor, the robe falling away completely. Her hands hovered awkwardly at her sides.

“Posture,” Dr. Fell instructed, voice low but firm. “Arms behind your back, chest up. Eyes on me.”

Kess shifted, folding her arms behind her, shoulders rolling back to push her breasts high and forward. The pose was at once humiliating and strangely ceremonial; she felt her cheeks burn, but also a small quiver of anticipation deep in her belly.

Tom produced a large plastic bottle—thick, cold, and filled with frothy milk. He crouched in front of her, unscrewed the cap, and held it to her lips.

“Drink. All the way. Get used to it.”

Kess hesitated only a heartbeat, then opened her mouth. The milk was cold, thick, almost sweet, and she had to gulp to keep up as Tom tipped the bottle higher. Some spilled, dribbling over her chin and down her chest, pooling in the valley of her breasts. He wiped her mouth roughly with a thumb, leaving her sticky and shivering.

“Good girl,” he murmured, almost kindly. “That’s the first of many.”

The handlers circled her now, their voices blending into a background hum. They tested her, instructing her to crawl a few paces forward, then back, watching her form. Her arms, still behind her back, forced her to balance on her knees and belly, making her movements clumsy and exposed.

“Head up. Chest out. Keep those hips steady.”

The floor was cold, each shuffle a reminder of her size, the weight of her breasts swaying beneath her. She felt their eyes everywhere—appraising, critical, clinical, but not unkind. The humiliation pressed at her, hot and dense, but there was a current of something else: a growing awareness of her own submission, her obedience, the simple fact that her body, shaped by softness and surrender, was being molded to fit a new world.

Dr. Fell approached, her tone softer. “You’re adjusting well. In a few days, it’ll feel natural. For now, just breathe and obey.”

Kess managed a nod, her cheeks still burning, but a small, desperate pride had begun to seed itself at the core of her shame.

She lowered her head, letting the collar and the taste of milk remind her: she was here to be used, and already, she was learning to yield.

They left her on her knees for a moment, sticky with spilled milk, the collar a constant pressure at her throat, as if waiting for something inside her to settle. When Tom finally gave the signal, Kess struggled upright, hands at her sides. One of the female handlers gathered the loose folds of her robe and fastened them closed, not for modesty but to keep her presentable. Then, a hand on her upper arm, she was led through a side door and out into the light.

The communal stall sat at the heart of the farm—a low, airy barn with deep straw beds, a long water trough, and rings for tethers. As Kess approached, the heads inside turned as one, a chorus of faces with varying degrees of curiosity, amusement, and frank assessment. The scent here was richer—sweet hay, warm milk, the living musk of so many bodies kept close and active.

She saw the others more clearly now: a dozen or so women, most built on the same grand, full scale as herself, with pendulous breasts and heavy limbs. Some were lounging on their sides, others stretched out on hands and knees, bells at their throats, arm or leg harnesses visible under their light shifts. Conversation stilled, replaced by a chorus of soft chiming as the women sized up the newcomer.

The handler cleared her throat. “New girl, this is the herd. You’ll get to know everyone in time—Rhea there’s our top yielder. Silver bell. Don’t let her scare you.” She nodded toward a tall, imperious figure reclining at the centre, gold hair braided tight, posture regal even on the straw. Rhea’s bell rang with a deeper, more resonant tone; she looked Kess up and down, a glint of appraisal—and something like challenge—in her eye.

Kess tried not to shrink away, standing as tall as she could in her ill-fitting robe. Several of the herd exchanged murmured jokes and speculative glances, openly measuring her with eyes and whispers. A redhead grinned, tapping her own bell. “Got a good look at you already. Those’ll fill out in no time,” she said, voice teasing but not unkind.

One of the smallest, her cheeks flushed, leaned close to a friend. “She’s bigger than I was, even after my first month.”

“Don’t worry,” another called out, “We all looked scared on day one.”

Kess’s pulse hammered in her throat, but there was something oddly reassuring in the frankness of their attention—a sense that every body here was offered up for the same scrutiny, the same ritual appraisal and, perhaps, eventual acceptance. She sensed that these first impressions mattered; that she was being measured not only by staff, but by her future sisters.

Rhea finally rose, slow and deliberate, and approached. Up close, she radiated authority—her body broad and lush, her collar fitted with a glinting silver bell. She circled Kess once, gaze cool but not hostile, then gave a small, satisfied nod.

“You’ll do,” Rhea said, the briefest smile flickering at the corner of her mouth. “If you keep up.”

Kess found herself wanting—desperately—to impress her, to prove she was worthy of a place among these women. The fear and humiliation of her intake began to settle into something new: the need to belong.

A bell chimed again, softer this time, and the handlers led Kess away, her introduction complete. The sounds of the herd swelled behind her, the low chorus of laughter and bells following as she was brought deeper into the routine of her new life.

The handlers guided Kess to the center of the barn, where a low wooden bench was lined with leather cuffs, mitts, and straps, polished to a soft sheen. Sunlight slanted through the high windows, glinting off brass buckles and casting long shadows across the straw-strewn floor. Her stomach fluttered with a mixture of apprehension and fascination. This was no ordinary fitting—this was the first step toward becoming part of the herd.

Dr. Fell moved close, clipboard tucked under her arm. “We begin with the arm and knee harness,” she instructed. “You’ll find it restrictive at first. That’s intentional.”

Kess felt a sudden shiver as a handler gently bent her forward, knees pressing into the padded mats. Her elbows were guided together in front of her chest, leather cuffs sliding over wrists, snug but not painful. Thick mitts enclosed her hands completely, straps running across her palms and over the back of her hands, locking them in place. The effect was immediate: her forearms forced inward, her elbows slightly bent, unable to pivot, leaving her dependent on the harness for support.

Next, leather cuffs encircled her knees, secured with small buckles on the outside, connecting to a flexible strap that ran behind her calves. The tether was short enough to prevent her from standing, long enough to let her crawl, forcing her onto elbows and knees. Every shift forward required conscious effort; she could not rise, could not straighten. Her thighs and hips pressed into the floor, soft padding under her knees absorbing some weight, though the contact was firm enough to make her acutely aware of every movement.

A wide leather belt wrapped around her torso, clipped to the arm cuffs at the back. This kept her shoulders from sagging forward too far and stabilized her chest, which now swung heavily under its own mass. She instinctively tried to adjust, but every motion was resisted by the harness, forcing her into a deliberate, measured crawl.

Finally, Tom clipped the velvet lead to her nose ring. The slight tug guided her head down and forward, aligning her posture. Kess looked at the floor, elbows bent, knees splayed just enough to allow motion but not upright stance, and felt the full reality of her restriction. Even a step forward became a carefully calculated maneuver, each push of her elbows against the straw, each drag of her knees, a reminder that she was no longer free to walk or stand like she used to.

She tried a tentative forward shuffle. The harness held her firm: arms and elbows locked, wrists encased, chest supported but heavy. The knees and ankle tethers meant she could only advance in a crawling motion, her breasts bouncing slightly, the straps holding her torso just high enough to prevent slumping. Each motion sent a subtle vibration through the leather, reminding her of the constraint and of the deliberate obedience it demanded.

Dr. Fell circled her, adjusting buckles and tightening straps where necessary. “Good,” she said. “Keep your elbows bent, chest forward. You’ll find your rhythm soon, but every motion must be conscious. That’s the point.”

Kess swallowed hard, sweat prickling at her temples. Her body ached almost immediately, muscles unfamiliar with the enforced crawl. But even as embarrassment burned her cheeks, a strange, quiet thrill threaded through her. She was being molded—her limbs, her chest, her weight—into a new pattern of movement.

Tom tugged lightly on the velvet lead. “Forward,” he commanded. She obeyed, moving on hands and knees, the leather harness forcing every step to be deliberate. She shivered as her breasts swung in rhythm with her elbows, hips rising and falling with each cautious crawl. The mitts prevented her hands from gripping, leaving her entirely at the mercy of her elbows and the padded tethers. Her knees pressed into the mat with a gentle ache, the leather straps holding her thighs just right so that even standing on tiptoe was impossible.

She stumbled once, catching herself only because the arm harness prevented her from toppling completely. The sensation was both humiliating and grounding—every inch of motion a negotiation with her own body, a surrender to the rules of the farm.

Dr. Fell’s voice broke through the whirl of new sensations. “Well done. You’re learning faster than I expected. Keep your head down, chest forward, elbows bent. Move slowly and deliberately. That’s how you’ll become part of the herd.”

Kess exhaled sharply, forehead almost brushing the mat, heart pounding. Her body, full and heavy, was fully contained, guided, and disciplined. Each careful crawl forward impressed upon her the truth: she was now a participant, bound to the farm’s rhythm, her own body made into an instrument of obedience. And somehow, beneath the humiliation and strain, a small spark of pride began to flicker.

The barn was quiet now, the midday bustle having subsided. Kess sank to the straw floor in the corner of the communal pen, her body sore from the long day of walking, stretching, and balancing herself. The sun slanted through the high windows, dust motes drifting lazily in the golden beams, painting the barn in warmth that contrasted with the cool chill of the morning.

She pressed her palms to the straw, feeling its rough texture beneath her fingertips. Every muscle in her legs and shoulders ached, reminding her of the unfamiliar demands placed on her today, but there was also a strange comfort in the heaviness, a rhythm to the barn that she could sense even without moving. Her breath slowed as she watched the other women settle around her—some lying quietly, others murmuring softly to one another. There was no judgment here, only the quiet companionship of shared experience.

Dr. Fell walked past, clipboard in hand, noting the women in the pen. She paused briefly by Kess, offering a small nod of approval. “First day done,” she said softly. “You handled it well. Rest now—tomorrow, it will feel more natural.”

Kess nodded, letting her eyes follow the older woman as she moved on. She exhaled deeply, the tension in her shoulders unwinding slightly. Despite the exhaustion, she felt a flicker of pride. She had arrived a stranger, unsure of herself, and now, after the inspections, the walks, and the first lessons of posture and routine, she had made it through. Her body was tired, yes, but it had obeyed, adapted, and survived.

She glanced around at the other women. Their faces were relaxed, some smiling softly in her direction. Even the most imposing among them, Rhea, had given her a small approving nod earlier, a subtle acknowledgment that Kess had earned a place in this early hierarchy. The thought warmed her chest, and she allowed herself a small, private smile.

The sounds of the barn—the distant rustle of straw, the faint jingling of bells as some of the women adjusted themselves, the soft sigh of air through the open doors—settled into her mind. She realized that, despite the strangeness, the uncertainty, and the embarrassment she had felt earlier, she was beginning to understand the rhythm of this place. There was a logic, a structure, and in that structure, a kind of safety. She belonged here now, at least for the moment, part of the quiet cadence of the herd.

Kess leaned back against a straw bale, letting her body rest fully on the floor. Her eyes drifted to the far barn doors, sunlight falling in a golden arc. She thought of the days to come, the routines, the lessons, the long path of adjustment and acceptance ahead. And for the first time since arriving, she felt something soft take root beneath the fatigue and nerves: the fragile, thrilling seed of anticipation for the life that awaited her here.

As the afternoon stretched on, the barn fell into a gentle quiet. The other women settled around her, the subtle hum of shared presence wrapping her in warmth. Kess closed her eyes briefly, allowing herself to absorb the feeling of belonging, however small, however new. She had arrived alone and uncertain, and now, as she listened to the barn and the women within it, she understood that she was part of something larger—something steady, structured, and waiting for her to find her place within it.

For the first time that day, she allowed herself to hope.


Chapter 2: First Milking

A bell rang somewhere overhead, clear and bright, pulling Kess from a restless, aching sleep. She lay curled on her side, cheek pressed into the straw, muscles stiff from a night spent in unfamiliar positions. Around her, the barn began to stir—soft grunts, the rustle of bodies shifting, the faint chime of bells as the other women began to wake. For a moment, she didn’t move, letting herself adjust to the dim, cold light that leaked through the high windows and settled over the herd like a thin blanket.

Her body protested as she straightened, shoulders tight, thighs and arms sore from the restraint and crawling of yesterday. The air was sharp with the mingled scents of straw, sweat, and milk. She tasted dryness in her mouth, the memory of thick, sweet milk from her forced bottle still lingering on her tongue. Every nerve seemed to buzz with anticipation and uncertainty.

She sat up carefully, the rough wool blanket slipping from her shoulders. Her arms ached, wrists still marked from the cuffs, and her knees throbbed dully. As she looked around, she saw other women rising as well, their faces pale with sleep, hair wild, bodies already settling into the new day’s routine. Bells at their throats jingled softly as they moved, a herd summoned by ritual rather than alarm.

Handlers entered the barn, voices brisk and practical. “Up, girls. Let’s move!”

Boots thudded on planks. The barn’s great doors slid open with a shudder, letting in a flood of cold morning air and the pale promise of sunrise. Kess felt goosebumps crawl over her skin as she drew herself upright, tugging the robe closed out of habit, though she knew modesty was little use here.

Rhea was already up, her silver-belled collar gleaming, hair neatly braided, body radiating confidence even in the sleepy half-light. She flashed Kess a knowing look—a challenge, perhaps, or the faintest glimmer of encouragement.

“First outdoor milking,” Rhea murmured. “You’ll remember this one.”

Kess’s heart thumped as she pushed herself upright, muscles protesting, her mind reeling with nervousness and curiosity. She had no idea what the morning would hold—only that her place now was with the herd, her role dictated by routine, her fate as much about discipline as surrender.

The handlers called the herd by number, bells chiming in reply. Kess moved slowly, learning to balance her weight, to keep her movements careful and contained. Her restraints, though lessened for the night, still left their ghostly pressure on her wrists and knees—a constant, subtle reminder that her body’s rhythm was no longer her own.

She shuffled forward, breath steaming in the cold, following the others as they gathered in the center of the barn. The morning was beginning, and with it, the first real test of her life on the farm.

The barn doors opened wide, dawn’s pale light spilling across the straw-strewn floor as the handlers moved among the herd, calling numbers and checking collars. Kess was already on all fours, the harness and padded restraints a constant, shaping presence: arms bound tightly together in front, thick mitts locked over her hands, leather cuffs securing her knees and limiting her stride. The padded belt around her middle kept her posture correct—back arched, hips lifted, chest hanging low and heavy with the weight of her own breasts.

She’d slept like this, curled in the straw, shifting as best she could when her limbs grew numb. The harness had become a second skin, equal parts prison and reassurance. Now, as the other hucows stirred and assembled, Kess shuffled in line, the movement slow, deliberate, and awkward. The herd waited for the handlers’ commands, discipline and ritual governing even the smallest gesture.

Tom approached with a velvet lead, his steps unhurried. He crouched to Kess’s level, clipping the lead to her nose ring with a soft, practiced touch. “Come on, Forty-three. You know the drill. Line up outside.”

Kess pushed forward on her elbows and knees, each movement dictated by the leather and the short tethers at her knees. The barn’s cool air raised goosebumps across her belly and thighs. Her breasts swayed heavily with each shuffle; the weight was a constant, intimate pressure, making her hyperaware of her body’s size and softness.

She followed Tom out onto the yard, the herd snaking behind their handlers in a procession of flesh, leather, and bells. Dew clung to her knees and shins, the cold seeping up as she crawled across the stone threshold and onto the grass paddock. The world outside was bright and open—a stark contrast to the barn’s shadows—and the sensation of being so exposed, so thoroughly on display, sent a hot flush through Kess’s cheeks.

One by one, each hucow was positioned in the line along sturdy wooden posts, the handlers tethering collars or nose rings to short chains, keeping them spaced but connected. Kess’s own chain was clipped close to the ground, limiting her movement to the stretch between her elbows and knees. Her harnessed arms and padded mitts forced her weight forward, hips high, shoulders low, her body perfectly presented for inspection.

The herd settled quickly, bells chiming as they adjusted their stances. Handlers checked fittings, gave murmured instructions, or offered a quick pat for reassurance. Rhea, at the front, was already posed perfectly, eyes forward, silver-belled collar glinting in the morning sun. She cast Kess a glance—half challenge, half approval.

Kess breathed deeply, the scents of grass, earth, and bodies around her grounding her in this new routine. She was fully contained, fully seen, and, despite the deep ache of exposure and submission, a kernel of pride began to stir inside her. Here, staked out with the others, she was no longer an outsider. She was part of the herd.

A handler knelt to check her restraints and the chain at her nose ring. “Hold steady, Forty-three. First milking’s about to begin.”

Kess bowed her head, heart pounding, the reality of her place settling over her as the sun climbed higher, promising both humiliation and, perhaps, a strange comfort in what would come next.

Handlers moved methodically down the line, the early sun gleaming on their clipboards and the polished brass fittings of the milking gear. Kess watched them from her fixed position, heart thumping in her chest, feeling the lead tug slightly at her nose ring each time she shifted with nerves. Her body ached from crawling, knees wet and cool in the grass, breasts heavy and pendulous beneath her.

A handler—one she’d seen the day before, her hair in a neat braid and her expression brisk but not unkind—paused beside Kess, setting down a basket of wide leather straps, plastic pump cups, and soft cloths. “Let’s see what you’re working with, Forty-three,” she said, voice practical, and knelt beside her.

The first step was the harness: a broad leather band slid beneath Kess’s chest, its buckles resting between her shoulder blades. The handler eased Kess’s breasts into padded supports, each one cupped and lifted, their weight now pronounced and exposed. The leather was cold at first, the straps firm but not cruel, framing her body and forcing her chest to hang lower, presented for the machine and the eyes of the staff.

“Arms forward. Head down.” The handler’s voice was quiet but insistent. Kess obeyed, burying her chin in the grass as the harness was buckled tight around her ribs, just under the bust, then secured behind her back. Her arms remained fixed in their mitts and cuffs, elbows bent to keep her shoulders forward. Every muscle tensed with the awkwardness and the enforced openness of her posture.

Next came the cups: cool, slick plastic, swabbed with antiseptic before being pressed to her nipples. Kess shivered, a jolt of sensation shooting through her as each cup was fitted and adjusted. The handler checked for a seal, giving a gentle tug to test the suction. “Deep breath,” she said, and Kess complied, feeling the first hint of pressure as the pump was activated with a soft whir.

The sensation was at once deeply intimate and utterly public. As the suction began, Kess felt the cups draw her nipples deep, a slow, insistent pull building with every pulse of the machine. Her breasts ached, the weight now multiplied by the steady rhythm of the pump. The handler offered a quick rub to her upper back—almost a gesture of comfort—then moved on, leaving Kess exposed, bound, and pulsing with mingled shame and anticipation.

All along the line, she heard similar reactions—soft gasps, low moans, the whirr and click of pumps. Handlers offered murmured encouragement, adjusted harnesses, or praised those who settled quickly into the routine. Over the hum of machines and the chime of bells, staff voices rose in commentary:

“Fullness is good this morning.”

“She’s swelling fast—should yield nicely.”

Kess closed her eyes, heat flooding her cheeks as the suction intensified. The exposure, the handling, the weight and the pressure of the milking harness—all of it reminded her of how much had changed. Yet, somewhere in the physical intensity and public scrutiny, a thread of comfort began to weave through her shame. She was no longer merely a visitor or a project. She was being made useful, her body claimed and shaped by the farm’s needs.

She pressed her face to the grass, breath coming slow and heavy, the rhythm of the pump syncing with her heart. All she could do was yield.

The air was alive now with the steady pulse of pumps, a chorus of gentle whirring and the low, wordless sounds of the herd—soft moans, shuddering breaths, the muted chime of bells as each woman shifted in her bonds. Kess’s world had shrunk to the weight of her body, the ache in her chest, and the relentless suction of the cups tugging milk from her swollen breasts. The sensation was overwhelming: at first a slow burn, then building to a bittersweet relief as her letdown began, warmth flooding through her and into the waiting jars.

Handlers walked the line, jotting figures onto clipboards as the milk flowed, calling out names and numbers with the calm precision of those who measured value by the litre. At each post, a staff member would pause, squint at the level in the jar, and announce the yield loud enough for all to hear.

“Number twenty-six: two point nine litres.”

“Number thirty-four: three point two. Good start.”

Each announcement brought a fresh ripple of reaction from the herd. Some women grinned, trading glances of pride or mock rivalry; others ducked their heads, cheeks burning, stung by their lower output. The ritual was part humiliation, part contest—a public weighing of worth that cut straight to the bone.

Kess, staked near the middle of the line, felt her turn approaching like the tightening of a snare. The pressure in her breasts had turned to a constant, dragging ache, but the cups drew steadily, coaxing milk in rhythmic pulses. Her body wanted to resist, to shy away from the exposure and the shame, but the harness made resistance impossible. All she could do was yield.

Finally, the handler paused beside her, knelt to inspect the jar, and called over her shoulder, “Forty-three: one point eight. Not bad for a first session.”

There was a ripple of polite applause from the staff, a few approving nods, and the odd teasing remark from the herd—“You’ll double that by next week,” someone called, laughter rippling along the line. Rhea, at the far end, met Kess’s eyes with a subtle, prideful tilt of her chin, her own yield already announced as the day’s highest. The staff praised her for it, making no effort to hide their approval.

Kess’s cheeks flamed, caught between humiliation at her public measurement and the odd, fierce pride that she had produced, that her body was worthy of the ritual. She felt emptied and full all at once—drained of milk, yes, but charged with the strange energy of being seen, ranked, and claimed. Here, her abundance was no longer shameful; it was her proof of place.

The handlers finished their circuit, pumping sessions winding down. The air grew quieter as the machines were shut off, leaving only the soft panting of the herd and the occasional, congratulatory pat from staff. Kess sagged in her harness, a wave of exhaustion and satisfaction passing through her. This was her new world—a place where every yield was measured, every body valued for what it could give, and every humiliation paved the way for a deeper kind of belonging.

The milking cups were removed with a gentle pop, the sudden absence of pressure leaving Kess’s breasts tingling and tender. Cool air licked at her damp skin as a handler wiped her chest with a soft, warm cloth, cleaning away any stray drops of milk. The touch was practical, not unkind—no longer a clinical inspection, but something closer to care.

Along the line, the herd exhaled in collective relief. There were quiet sighs, the muted shuffle of knees in grass, and the slow, satisfied hush that followed a hard, public effort. Kess sagged in her harness, letting her forehead rest against her forearms, feeling the lingering ache of fullness gradually give way to a sense of lightness and calm.

The handlers moved from one woman to the next, offering each a drink of cool water, checking for red marks or sore spots, and murmuring a brief word of praise or encouragement. “Good first showing, Forty-three,” Kess’s handler told her. “You kept steady, and your body knows what to do. You’ll be proud of your numbers soon.”

Rhea, her silver bell glinting in the morning light, offered Kess a nod as the line was released from their tethers. “Not bad, new girl,” she said, a hint of approval in her voice. “You’ll catch up.”

The women began to shift back toward the barn, handlers leading them gently by their leads or collars. Kess moved with the herd, each slow crawl feeling easier, her body buoyed by the support of routine and the warmth of post-milking camaraderie. The paddock, with its fresh-cut grass and open sky, felt less like a stage and more like a place of possibility.

Inside, the barn was dim and welcoming. The herd settled onto straw beds, some chatting quietly, others simply resting, the tension of the morning giving way to the comfort of shared exhaustion. Kess stretched out, her body sore but strangely satisfied, milk-warmth still tingling through her chest.

Dr. Fell appeared, her eyes soft as she moved through the pen, checking each woman with a gentle touch or a quiet word. When she reached Kess, she knelt beside her, pressing cool fingers to her brow and then her wrist.

“You did well, Kess. The first is always the hardest. You’re strong, and you belong here.”

Kess met her gaze, a flicker of gratitude passing between them. She allowed herself to relax, the noise of the barn fading to a hum, her body heavy and content. For the first time, she truly believed that she might belong—not just as a number or a body, but as part of something steady, shared, and real.

Outside, the sun climbed higher. Inside, the herd settled, and Kess, tired and at peace, closed her eyes, ready to face the next challenge as one of their own.


Chapter 3: Fitting

The barn had settled into its late-morning lull, the air warm and heavy with the scents of straw, sweat, and fresh milk. Kess lounged on her side among the herd, muscles pleasantly sore from the morning’s exertion, eyelids drifting half-shut. Conversation among the women was low and lazy—a few jokes, some playful teasing about yield, the kind of easy camaraderie she’d once only imagined from the outside.

A sharp jangle of bells snapped her back to attention. Tom’s voice, commanding as ever, rolled down the length of the pen: “Novices, up. Line along the central rail. It’s time for your fittings.”

A flicker of nerves ran through the group. Kess sat up, feeling the ever-present weight of her harness and cuffs. Around her, other new arrivals shifted uneasily, exchanging uncertain glances. There was no confusion about what “fitting” meant; rumors had already circulated—plugs, gags, hoods, the next level of discipline and display.

Handlers swept through, their movements brisk and practiced, collecting the novices and guiding them to the long, polished rail at the center of the barn. Kess found herself standing between Yuli and the red-haired novice who had teased her on arrival. They were arranged in a line—bare knees on straw, arms folded behind their backs, chests lifted by the gentle pressure of their harnesses. The barn’s quiet grew tense, anticipation hanging thick in the air.

Dr. Fell entered, her expression as calm and assured as ever, clipboard tucked under one arm. She surveyed the line with sharp eyes, her gaze lingering on Kess for a moment longer than necessary.

“Today you’ll receive the full novice kit,” Dr. Fell announced. “Plugs, gags, hoods, cuffs—the uniform of the herd. You are here to learn discipline, unity, and your place. Submission is not punishment, but the path to belonging. Remember that as you are fitted.”

A murmur of nerves and curiosity rippled through the line. Kess felt her heart beat faster, a sweat prickling at her brow despite the barn’s cool shade. She didn’t know whether she wanted to prove herself brave or to vanish into the straw. She looked at Rhea, who stood a few paces away, posture relaxed but eyes watchful. Rhea nodded once, just enough to signal solidarity—or perhaps, a challenge.

The handlers laid out an array of implements on a nearby table: smooth silicone plugs, leather gags with sturdy buckles, hoods of soft black leather lined with cool satin, and pairs of heavy cuffs. Everything gleamed in the dappled sunlight, symbols of the farm’s unique order.

Kess swallowed, nerves jostling with curiosity. She tried to keep her head high and her breath steady, remembering Dr. Fell’s words from the night before: Rest now—tomorrow, it will feel more natural. She wondered what “natural” would mean after today.

A handler beckoned the first novice forward, and the line began to move. Kess felt the anticipation in her bones: embarrassment, excitement, and the dawning realization that there was no turning back.

The line moved with slow inevitability, each novice nudged forward in turn. Kess watched as Yuli was guided to a padded mat, handlers murmuring instructions with the familiar mixture of firmness and care. There was no cruelty in their actions—just the routine certainty of people who’d done this a hundred times before. Kess’s heart thudded as she waited, feeling the gaze of the herd and the subtle, nervous energy that radiated from the other newcomers.

“Number forty-three,” a handler called.

Kess swallowed and crawled to the designated spot, settling on her knees and elbows as instructed. The straw prickled her bare skin, cool and scratchy. The handler knelt behind her, lifting the hem of her harnessed hips with professional ease. The plug—solid, smooth silicone, wide at the base and heavy in the hand—was shown to her first, a silent warning and a symbol of her new reality.

“You’ll wear this as part of your daily uniform,” the handler said, voice matter-of-fact. “It keeps you aware of your posture and helps you hold your place in the herd. Relax.”

Kess forced her breath slow as gloved hands prepared her, a dab of cool lubricant followed by the gentle, insistent pressure of the plug pressing into place. She flinched at the stretch and fullness, the sensation both deeply humiliating and unavoidably intimate. Once the plug was secure, the handler adjusted the tail—soft, faux fur, the same brown as Kess’s own hair—so it draped naturally behind her, swaying with each movement.

The ritual moved on. Kess’s mouth was wiped clean, and a handler produced a leather gag, fitted with a wide, firm bit. “Open up, Forty-three.” The command left no room for resistance. Kess obeyed, parting her lips. The bit was eased between her teeth and buckled snug behind her head, holding her mouth open just enough to muffle speech but not to hurt.

The taste of leather, the stretch of her jaw, the feel of the plug—all of it combined into a heady rush of vulnerability. Her cheeks burned, eyes watering slightly, but she kept her posture as best she could, arms folded behind her back, chest presented to the room.

Across the line, the other novices were fitted in similar fashion. There was the low sound of stifled whimpers and sniffling, but also the beginnings of a strange, submissive pride: a sense that to endure this was to truly join the herd. Rhea’s approving glance, quick and subtle, was more comforting than anything the handlers could offer.

The handler patted Kess’s shoulder, her voice quieter now. “You’re doing fine. The first time is the hardest.”

Kess nodded as best she could, the bit muffling her reply, and felt the reality of her new uniform settle around her shoulders like a mantle. She was claimed, displayed, and marked as one of them—her place and her surrender made public, and strangely, that knowledge didn’t frighten her as much as she’d expected.

With the gags fitted and tails swaying behind, the novices knelt in a subdued line, the barn filled with the subtle sounds of breath through parted lips and the faint chime of bells from more experienced cows watching. Kess’s cheeks still burned from the humiliation and the peculiar intimacy of the plug, but the weight of her new uniform was also grounding. She drew slow breaths, letting herself be present—one of many, marked and molded by the farm.

A handler approached with the next item in the ritual: a soft leather hood, supple and black, lined with satin that caught the light. It was fitted with a small brass bell at the throat and neat openings for eyes, nostrils, and mouth. “For discipline, for sensory focus, for unity,” the handler recited softly, almost as a rite. “The herd is seen together, and learns to look through the same eyes.”

Kess felt the hood settle over her head, cool and oddly comforting. Her vision narrowed to the openings, muting the world to a tunnel of straw, sunlight, and shifting bodies. The smell of leather mingled with her own warmth, creating a cocoon that was both isolating and strangely safe. The handler’s fingers worked deftly at the base, drawing laces snug beneath her jaw and buckling the collar so that the bell rested directly over her collarbone.

With her sight partially obscured, sound became sharper—the low hum of the herd, the distant calls of birds outside, the muted instructions of the staff. Each novice was fitted in turn, the subtle ritual transforming their appearance from a scatter of individual women into a row of nearly identical, kneeling hucows. The occasional jingle of a bell or soft shuffle of knees in straw signaled their unity more than any words.

Cuffs were next: broad leather bands, buckled around wrists and ankles for uniformity. The handler adjusted each with practiced care, testing for fit and comfort but ensuring escape was impossible. Kess felt her arms and legs grow heavy with the combined weight of leather, padding, and the knowledge that every movement from now on would be witnessed, measured, and controlled.

Rhea moved down the line, her own hood resting loose on her shoulders, her silver bell gleaming. She paused at Kess’s side, eyes flicking over her form with a hint of pride, then adjusted the younger woman’s wrist cuffs with a gentle, confident touch. Her fingers lingered just long enough to reassure and remind.

The handler finished, running a last check along the line, then stepped back to survey the group. “Good,” she said, voice ringing with finality. “You look ready. The herd is strongest when it moves and yields together.”

Kess knelt in her hood and cuffs, the world muffled and close, body thrumming with the mingled sensations of restraint, exposure, and the first whispers of belonging. The barn felt smaller, but she no longer felt alone within its walls.

When the handlers stepped back, the barn took on a hush, thick with expectation. Kess knelt at her place in the line—hooded, gagged, cuffed, plugged—barely able to move, her world reduced to the grain of the straw beneath her and the warmth of bodies close on either side. Her sight tunneled through the mask, she could just make out the other novices, now as uniform as herself. It was impossible to tell who was trembling, who was proud, who was fighting tears. In this ritual, they all became the same: the herd.

Staff moved slowly down the line, pausing at each novice, checking cuffs and hoods, tugging gently at collars and tails, ensuring every buckle was secure and every posture correct. Each was subject to a brief appraisal: a nod of approval, a small adjustment, or in one case a whispered admonition to “lift your chest, chin high.” Any resistance was met not with harshness but with a steady, practiced patience—the clear expectation that the farm’s discipline was absolute, and that their surrender was not only demanded but assumed.

The seniors watched too. Rhea, her own hood now secured and her silver bell ringing with each step, paced down the line with the air of a queen reviewing her court. She stopped here and there to offer a wordless touch—a squeeze of a shoulder, a gentle nudge at the elbow. When she reached Kess, she knelt and pressed her forehead briefly to Kess’s, her bell chiming softly between them. In that moment, Kess felt a bolt of recognition: not rivalry, but acceptance. The gesture told her she was not being measured against Rhea, but measured up to her.

The line held steady as Dr. Fell and the handlers finished their circuit. Each novice was given a mark—a quick tap on the shoulder or a murmured “well done”—or, for the slowest to comply, a reminder that the real test was how they responded to correction, not how perfectly they performed at first.

“Very good, girls,” Dr. Fell announced, her voice carrying a hint of warmth. “You’ve passed the first true test of the herd: discipline, endurance, and trust. You are no longer just new arrivals. You are part of something larger—responsible to each other as much as to yourselves.”

A small swell of pride rose in Kess’s chest, pressing against the restraints. She felt the sting of humiliation, yes—the public nature of her submission, her body bared and measured and adorned—but within that shame, something transformative had begun to take root. Surrounded by the line of hooded, restrained women, under the approving gaze of Rhea and the staff, she could sense the first glow of acceptance—a feeling of being seen, appraised, and, perhaps, even valued.

The inspection ended, and the staff loosened the line, preparing the group for rest and aftercare. Kess’s limbs tingled with relief and exhaustion, but when her name was softly spoken and she was praised for her steadiness, the feeling of pride lingered, softer but more enduring than the shame.

The ritual of inspection complete, the handlers moved down the line once more, loosening cuffs and gently unbuckling gags. The hoods came off last, cool air flooding over Kess’s damp brow as her vision cleared and sound returned to full volume. The barn seemed larger and brighter, every small sound—laughter, sighs, the soft brush of straw—magnified after the hood’s isolation.

Kess drew a deep, shaky breath, flexing her hands as the mitts were removed. Her arms tingled from the restraint, but it was not an unpleasant sensation—more like the pins-and-needles of a limb awakening after sleep, the body reminded of its own aliveness. Her mouth felt tender where the bit gag had rested, jaw working experimentally as she licked her lips and tasted the faint tang of leather.

She glanced sideways and saw the other novices in similar states: flushed, blinking, catching their breath. Yuli offered a watery grin; the red-haired girl, voice husky, managed a joke that drew tired laughter from the group. The older women—their hoods and gags already stowed—came to kneel among the novices, offering water, gentle pats, and soft words of encouragement.

“First time’s the hardest,” said one, draping an arm around Kess’s shoulders. “After that, you know you can handle anything.”

Rhea approached last, her silver bell glinting as she knelt in the straw beside Kess. She didn’t speak at first—just pressed a cool, steady hand to Kess’s back and held it there, solid and reassuring. The contact was simple, but it spoke volumes: You’ve survived. You’re here. You’re one of us now.

Dr. Fell circulated with a tin of salve, smoothing it over wrists, ankles, and any places where the cuffs or straps had pinched. Her touch was clinical but gentle. “Take a drink,” she murmured, pressing a bottle of water into Kess’s hands. “Breathe. Let yourself settle.”

The barn filled with the soft, unhurried sounds of women recovering: muted chatter, the sighs of relief, bells chiming as bodies shifted and relaxed. Kess found herself at the centre of it all, not isolated but surrounded—her exhaustion eased by shared laughter, the supportive touch of others, and the unmistakable comfort of belonging.

For the first time since her arrival, Kess realized she wasn’t just enduring the rituals of the farm. She was beginning to trust them—and, more surprisingly, herself. The line between humiliation and pride, pain and pleasure, was blurring in the light of camaraderie and care.

She closed her eyes, letting the warmth of the herd and the soothing balm on her skin carry her into a quiet, contented rest. Whatever tomorrow held, she would face it not alone, but as part of something strong, strange, and—perhaps, in time—beautiful.


Chapter 4: Group Discipline

Kess woke to the soft jangle of bells and the restless movement of bodies shifting in the straw. Her jaw ached dully from the gag that still pressed between her teeth; her lips tingled, her mouth dry, every breath drawn through parted lips. Around her, the herd was already stirring, the older cows rolling stiffly onto their knees, their movements practiced and sure even within the confines of harnesses and cuffs.

No one spoke—only a hush of low, wordless noises: the muted hum of breath, a stifled grunt as someone stretched, the faint clack of a collar against a water bowl. Expressions passed from face to face—quick glances, raised brows, the quirk of a mouth beneath the strap of a bit. The novices watched the seniors, copying their motions as best they could, falling into the silent rhythm of morning.

Nerves were palpable. Kess could sense it in the fidget of hands inside mitts, the tension in shoulders, the way some women’s eyes darted to the barn doors, wide and anxious. She saw the red-haired novice glance at Rhea, who sat tall and composed in the golden patch of sunlight, her silver bell perfectly still. Even with her own vision narrowed by sleep and the pressure of the harness, Kess could read the anticipation in the room—an electric charge that needed no words to communicate.

Handlers moved among them, checking collars, adjusting straps, tightening a belt here or tapping a thigh to correct a posture. Their voices were low and clipped—“That’s it, keep still,” “Heads up, show me your bell”—but the real message was clear in their efficiency, the way they paused to double-check the novices’ gags and cuffs, the glint of discipline in their eyes.

One handler, passing by with a crop tucked under her arm, made deliberate eye contact with Rhea, then let her gaze linger on the row of novices—Kess included. The message was unmistakable, even without words: today would be a day of testing.

All around, the herd prepared in silence, posture growing more formal, every movement sharpened by the expectation of inspection. Some braced themselves in place, others fidgeted nervously. Kess’s own stomach fluttered, both anxious and oddly eager for whatever ritual might come.

When the barn doors finally opened with a deep, echoing rumble and a voice called out, “All herd members, outside for lineup—move with purpose,” the response was instantaneous. No one needed to speak. The herd simply moved, driven by the silent choreography of discipline, anticipation, and the rules they all now obeyed.

Kess followed, heart pounding, knowing that today, everything would be seen.

At the handler’s command, the herd shifted as one, bodies moving in the wordless choreography they were learning by repetition and necessity. Kess pressed her forehead briefly to her forearms, then rocked back on her knees and began to crawl toward the paddock entrance. The restraints made every movement awkward and deliberate—mitts muffling her fingers, knee cuffs guiding her stride, the familiar drag of her tail and the persistent ache of the plug grounding her in her own submission.

Outside, the morning air was brisk and bright, sunlight gilding the dew on grass and turning the steel gates to silver. The paddock was already set: a line of posts for tethering, an open space of bare earth and grass for group exercises, a table holding water buckets, balm tins, and—more ominously—a crop and paddle. The other cows took their places in the lineup, guided by handlers’ hands, nudges, and clipped gestures.

One by one, collars and nose rings were clipped to short leads at the posts, bells chiming softly as each woman settled into place. The seniors took their spots at the head of the line, posture perfect, bodies still as statues. The novices followed behind—Kess among them—her heart thudding as the handler knelt beside her, double-checking the cuffs at her wrists and knees, smoothing a hand over her head as if to calm her.

Kess glanced sideways, meeting the gaze of the red-haired novice for a fleeting instant—both of them wide-eyed, breaths fast, bound in parallel uncertainty. Behind her, Rhea dropped into her own place, regal and calm, her bell’s deeper chime a signal of confidence and command.

The air in the paddock felt charged, tense with expectation. Every movement was watched: the twitch of a hip, the way a head was bowed, the subtle adjustments as handlers checked lines and postures. For a moment, there was nothing but the sound of breathing, the soft jangle of bells, the quick, staccato steps of boots on packed earth.

A handler walked the length of the line, crop in hand, pausing now and then to tap a thigh, lift a chin, or offer a silent correction. Kess forced herself to keep still, to meet each touch with calm compliance, to show she was ready for whatever test would come.

As the last of the herd was secured and the lineup was pronounced complete, Kess let her breath out slowly, shoulders tense but head high. She could feel the eyes of staff, of the herd, of Rhea herself—all waiting to see who would endure, who would break, and who might surprise them all.

The discipline ritual was about to begin.

The paddock was silent except for the faint shuffle of knees in grass and the low chime of bells. Kess knelt in line with the herd, posture tight, her skin prickling with a mixture of cold and dread. The staff moved down the row with an air of ceremony, each step measured, the handle of a crop or paddle glinting in the sunlight as a silent warning.

At the head of the line, Rhea set the standard—her back straight, arms steady at her sides, eyes fixed ahead. The handlers paused to demonstrate: a soft tap at her thigh, a signal. With practiced grace, Rhea dropped her head, arched her back, and presented herself, posture perfect, tail raised and still. She became the model for submission, her composure radiating through the herd. Even the senior cows seemed to watch her, taking cues from her movements.

One by one, the staff turned their attention to the novices. Kess’s heart hammered as a handler approached, boots crunching in the dew. A gloved hand checked her harness, tugged her knee cuffs into line, and then tapped her lower back with the crop—correction. She had drifted slightly out of posture, arms not quite straight enough. The handler’s gaze was neither cruel nor sympathetic; it was expectant.

Without words, Kess corrected herself, pressing her chest lower and hips higher, mimicking Rhea’s poise as best she could. She felt the vulnerability of her position, every curve and flaw exposed, every mistake made public. Around her, the herd watched—seniors impassive, novices shifting in place, breaths quick and shallow. The staff made their way down the line, dispensing swift, symbolic discipline: a short, sharp smack to the thigh for one; a forced crawl forward and back for another; a brief, pointed pause to correct posture for a third.

When it was Kess’s turn, the handler tapped her twice with the crop—first at her thigh, then at her shoulder. The message was clear: Pay attention, hold steady. She tensed, cheeks burning as her name was called aloud and her mistake noted for all to hear. The handler delivered a crisp, open-handed smack to her flank—not vicious, but firm enough to sting and leave no doubt she’d been singled out.

Humiliation washed over her. She bit down on her bit, jaw tight, breath shaking. The sting of the slap was eclipsed by the knowledge that every eye was on her. Yet, as she returned to position, she caught a flash of approval in Rhea’s gaze—a silent acknowledgment that she’d endured the moment and stayed in place.

The ritual continued. Novices endured their corrections, seniors demonstrated with stoic grace. The group discipline was public, thorough, and—Kess realized, as she fought to hold her composure—strangely bonding. Enduring together made each shame a little easier to bear.

As the last punishment was delivered and the staff nodded in approval, Kess felt the flush of humiliation begin to give way to something else: a fierce, unexpected pride. She had endured. She had not broken. And she was not alone.

At Tom’s sharp command, the novices started crawling—elbows and knees grinding through the cold, muddy grass, mitts and cuffs forcing them low to the ground. Each lap was a test: posture checked by staff, seniors barking nonverbal corrections with a tap or a nudge, bells chiming every time someone lagged or faltered.

Kess felt sweat and mud streak her arms and thighs. Her body ached, her jaw throbbed around the gag, but she dared not slow. The handlers stalked the fence-line, crop and paddle at the ready; whenever a novice let her hips drop or her head sag, a sharp smack landed—thigh, rump, even the back of a trembling calf. The sting was sharp, and the humiliation sharper still with the whole herd as witness.

On the second lap, fatigue set in. Kess’s breathing was ragged, her elbows and knees burning. Ahead, one novice slipped, collapsing in the mud. Instantly, a senior’s hand yanked her upright, and a handler’s crop corrected her posture. No one was spared—every mistake was seen and punished. Kess gritted her teeth, forcing her body onward, muscles shaking, eyes stinging with tears she wouldn’t allow to fall.

Each time she faltered, the fear of public failure drove her to keep going. The seniors—Rhea most of all—circulated, their presence both threat and encouragement. Rhea’s glare dared the novices to slacken, but when Kess matched her pace, the older woman gave a single, sharp nod—approval won through pain.

By the third lap, the world had shrunk to the sound of bells and the sharp crack of the staff’s discipline. Shame burned in every nerve, but so did a stubborn pride: she would not be the one who broke.

Finally, at the signal, the herd was ordered to halt. The novices collapsed where they were, chests heaving, arms shaking, faces streaked with sweat and dirt. There was no applause—just silence, broken only by the slow approach of Tom and Dr. Fell.

Kess lifted her head and looked at the women beside her. They were all battered, all punished, but all still there. In that moment, the discipline had done its work: they were a herd, not by comfort, but by ordeal.

The paddock was silent except for the sound of heavy breathing and the faint tremor of bells. The novices knelt or slumped where they had finished, bodies aching, knees and elbows streaked with mud, cheeks burning with the memory of discipline. For a long moment, no one moved—every woman too spent, too raw from the ordeal, to do anything but breathe and gather herself.

Boots approached, slow and deliberate. Tom and Dr. Fell strode the line, staff and seniors flanking them, faces impassive as they inspected the herd. Tom’s gaze was sharp, pausing on every novice in turn. “You will remember this,” he said, voice low but carrying. “Discipline is not about pain—it is about learning your limits, and moving past them.”

Dr. Fell knelt at Kess’s side, her hands gentle as she checked for abrasions and swelling. Her touch was clinical, but not unkind—balm applied to raw skin, a cool hand on Kess’s brow. “Good,” Dr. Fell murmured, almost to herself. “You endured. You all did.”

One by one, handlers offered each novice water, helped them wipe sweat and mud from faces and limbs, and murmured a word of praise or necessary correction. “Hold your head high,” one said. “You kept your place.” For those who had faltered, the message was clear but fair: “You finished. That’s what matters.”

Rhea moved among the group, her posture easy and self-assured, the ring of her bell a low counterpoint to the quiet voices. She offered Kess a look of unspoken respect—a subtle nod that, more than any handler’s approval, felt like a real welcome into the herd.

The group was finally allowed to rest, sinking into the straw and grass near the fence, the pain and fatigue giving way to a bone-deep relief. The herd’s older members moved closer, sharing water and scraps of bread, some tending quietly to wounds, others simply offering warmth and closeness. Kess leaned back, body throbbing, exhaustion settling in—but within it, a quiet pride began to grow.

She glanced around and caught the eyes of the other novices: battered, muddy, but unbroken. In their tired smiles and exchanged glances, she saw not just suffering, but the roots of something new—a solidarity that only discipline and shared ordeal could bring.

As the sun climbed higher and the paddock slowly emptied, Kess closed her eyes and let herself rest. She was still sore, still humiliated, still a little afraid of what more the farm could demand—but she knew, now, that she would not face it alone.


Chapter 5: Morning Inspection & Plug Check

Dawn crept over the barn in a slow wash of cold blue light, creeping through the cracks and bathing the herd in shadows and silver. Kess stirred awake in the straw, her body still humming with soreness from yesterday’s discipline. Each muscle ached—a dull, satisfying ache that had become strangely familiar in her short time on the farm. She could hear the quiet breathing of the women around her, the soft chime of bells as some began to stretch and shift in their harnesses.

The air was crisp, every inhalation sharp in her chest, laced with the scent of hay, sweat, and the faint tang of leather and milk. The herd moved slowly, careful not to jostle one another, mindful of lingering bruises and the stiffness of knees and elbows. Kess rolled to her side and pushed herself upright on her knees, feeling the drag of her restraints and the heaviness of her own body as she found her place in the familiar rhythm.

A sudden, authoritative clatter—a metal rod rapped against a fencepost—cut through the barn. The handlers’ voices followed, brisk and unmistakable: “Up! All herd, line up for inspection—collars out, bells forward, move with purpose.”

The women roused, shaking off sleep and fatigue, crawling or shuffling to assemble in a line before the long central rail. There was little talk, just a hush of movement and the thump of bodies settling into position. Kess took her place among the novices, settling between Yuli and the red-haired girl, heart fluttering with nerves and anticipation.

As the line formed, handlers moved down the row, checking collars for tightness, bells for shine, harnesses for proper fit. Each woman was made to kneel up, chest forward, arms folded neatly behind or at her sides, head high. The cold air teased exposed skin, goosebumps rising along Kess’s arms and thighs as she waited for the ritual to begin.

Her mind flickered with the memories of the previous day—crawling laps in the mud, the sharp sting of correction, the quiet comfort of aftercare and the approving look from Rhea. She felt the echo of that pride now, tempered by anxiety about what fresh scrutiny this morning’s inspection would bring.

A bell rang, sharper than the others, signaling the staff’s approach. Kess straightened, breath held, and focused on the rhythm of her heart and the steady, living presence of the herd at her side.

Today, like every day, would begin with surrender—and with the hope of being found worthy, again.

The barn seemed to hold its breath as the handlers advanced, clipboards in hand, Dr. Fell moving at their center with her calm, implacable gaze. Sunlight filtered in through the slats, striping the row of kneeling bodies in gold and shadow. The air was heavy with anticipation and the faint, nervous scent of bodies pressed close.

“Plug check,” came the command, routine but absolute.

Starting at the head of the line, handlers knelt behind each hucow, their movements brisk and practiced. One by one, plugs were removed—cool air rushing in, a shock after the long night’s pressure—inspected for cleanliness, and replaced just as quickly, with a fresh dab of lubricant and a tug on the faux-fur tail to ensure it swayed as intended. For those whose plugs showed any sign of neglect or discomfort, the staff murmured corrective notes and, sometimes, offered a stern look or a promise of extra drills later.

When it was Kess’s turn, she tensed as Tom’s gloved hands checked her restraints and eased the plug free. The sense of exposure was acute—her body open, vulnerable under the scrutiny of both staff and herd. Tom inspected the plug with a quick, approving nod, then replaced it with a firm but careful hand, adjusting her tail so it draped neatly down the backs of her thighs. “Clean, compliant,” he remarked, marking his clipboard. Kess felt the flush of embarrassment, but also a tiny glimmer of pride.

Dr. Fell followed, pausing to check each cow’s overall condition. She pressed a cool hand to Kess’s lower back, then tapped her hip. “Harness up. Time for a morning test.”

Handlers moved efficiently, fastening the milking harness over Kess’s chest, cupping and lifting her breasts with the familiar, clinical touch. Suction cups were attached, and a short, controlled round of pumping began. The sensation was as public as it was practical—Kess’s body bared, handled, and made to perform with all eyes present. She focused on her breath, the hum of the pump, the brief ache as her chest let down and the first trickles of milk flowed into the measuring jar.

Staff called out numbers as they moved down the line—“Yield holding steady. Good work, thirty-four.” “Slower today, but clean.” For Kess, the handler announced, “Forty-three—point eight litres. Not bad, keep up the hydration.” Another note on the clipboard, a pat on her shoulder, and the harness was unclipped, leaving her tingling and faintly relieved.

For some, there were mild corrections: a plug that needed extra cleaning, a harness refitted for better comfort, a stern reminder about posture. But for many, especially those who had suffered discipline the day before, the tone was one of approval—survivors of ordeal, now proving themselves in the rituals of the farm.

As the staff moved on, Kess shifted back into line, her body still humming from the touch of hands, the rush of exposure, and the satisfaction of passing this small, public test. She was beginning to learn that on the farm, even the most intimate parts of herself could become a source of pride—if she met the standard.

The line inched forward, nerves settling into routine. As Dr. Fell moved on, Handler Tom lingered at Kess’s side, clipboard tucked under one arm and a sly, easy smile just for her. He crouched to her level, his presence somehow both reassuring and unsettling.

“Doing well, Forty-three,” Tom murmured, his tone warm but edged with appraisal. He ran a practiced hand along the edge of her harness, testing the straps for give. “Getting used to all this yet?”

Kess managed a nod, cheeks heating as his fingers lingered at the sensitive curve beneath her breast, adjusting a buckle with unnecessary thoroughness. The pressure of his touch, the subtle firmness of his voice, made her acutely aware of every inch of her exposed skin. She forced herself to stay still, posture perfect, knowing the herd and the staff all watched—even if their attention was divided.

Tom’s hand moved lower, checking the plug’s base, his fingers careful but undeniably intimate. “Still snug? No pinching?” he asked, voice pitched low so only she could hear. Kess shook her head—no discomfort, just the warm flush of embarrassment and the odd, flickering pride that she was being noticed, singled out, cared for in her own way.

He leaned in, his breath stirring the fine hairs behind her ear. “You’re fitting in fast, you know. Some girls never really adapt—too soft, too stubborn. But you—” His gaze held hers for a moment, searching, then approving. “You’re built for this place, Kess. Keep showing me that.”

She couldn’t answer—not with the bit still in her mouth—but her eyes met his, wide and steady, and he grinned as if she’d spoken. He gave her hip a brief, possessive squeeze, then reached up and tugged her bell, making it chime for the staff’s benefit.

“Forty-three—compliant, responsive, and best posture this morning,” Tom announced, voice raised for Dr. Fell and the others. “Could be a contender for the next promotion if she keeps this up.”

The praise landed like a secret between them, half reward and half challenge. Kess sat a little taller, pride mixing with heat and the barest trace of longing. The humiliation of the inspection lingered, but it was softened by something else: the knowledge that she could earn approval, even affection, through her endurance and adaptation.

As Tom moved on, Kess exhaled slowly, her skin tingling, her heart steady. She felt a subtle current of confidence—a sense that she could not only survive, but thrive, if she learned how to please the people who mattered here.

With individual inspections completed, the handlers shifted the herd’s focus to the larger drill. Tom’s whistle pierced the barn’s soft murmur, a clear signal for attention. “Obedience drill—parade formation. Seniors up front, novices follow. Heads up, bells forward.”

The herd moved as one, bodies aligning in two neat rows across the center of the barn. The morning light fell across their harnesses, making metal glint and leather shine. Each hucow shuffled to her designated spot, settling into posture—on all fours, arms and knees fixed by cuffs, backs straight, chests lifted, and bells positioned to chime at every movement.

Handlers and staff moved among them, giving clipped instructions: “Hold still, keep that tail raised, elbows under shoulders, eyes on your marker.” The drill was relentless in its precision, every error caught and corrected—sometimes by a quick touch, sometimes with a firm tap from a crop or paddle, sometimes by simply calling out a number for all to hear.

Kess focused on her body’s alignment, the feel of leather guiding her shape. She could hear Tom’s voice moving along the line, praising seniors for “textbook poise” and “clean lines,” correcting novices—Yuli for sagging her hips, the red-haired girl for dropping her gaze, and another for letting her knees splay too wide.

When the command came—“Advance in parade!”—the entire herd shuffled forward in unison, heads high, bells chiming in a slow, orchestrated wave. Kess found herself at the heart of the formation, trying to move with the others, matching their rhythm. The walk was awkward and exposing, the padding of her restraints making every step a deliberate act, but she felt a growing sense of unity: a group moving as one body, each individual effort contributing to the seamless whole.

For those who excelled, praise was public and specific—“Forty-three, best posture again. Good discipline.” For those who lagged, correction was swift and visible: a pause, a quick rebuke, and a demand to repeat the movement until it met the standard.

Kess’s muscles burned, sweat breaking on her brow despite the morning chill, but she kept her form, mindful of Tom’s earlier words and the approving nod she caught from Rhea at the front of the line. When the final command—“Hold!”—rang out, the herd froze, every body poised and breathless, waiting for the staff’s review.

In that moment, Kess felt the pressure of scrutiny and the unexpected satisfaction of rising to it. Public, exposed, but steady among the herd, she sensed she was no longer simply a novice enduring the farm’s demands—she was earning her place, step by step.

As the final command faded, the herd exhaled as one—shoulders slumping, arms and knees trembling from the morning’s effort. Handlers moved swiftly down the line, unbuckling restraints, loosening harnesses, and removing gags and mitts. The release was a cascade of sensation: cool air brushing over sweat-slick skin, muscles prickling and flexing as they were finally allowed to stretch.

Kess drew a slow breath, rolling her jaw and flexing her aching hands. Her body was heavy, tired, and thoroughly used—but the exhaustion felt earned, not merely endured. She glanced sideways and saw relief mirrored in Yuli’s quiet smile and the redhead’s exaggerated sigh. A ripple of soft laughter broke out as the seniors offered water, bread, and the kind of casual, wordless touch that only comes from shared struggle.

Dr. Fell passed through the ranks, checking wrists and knees for marks, offering a gentle word to the most battered, and pressing a tin of balm into the hands of those who needed it. She knelt beside Kess, her voice pitched low for privacy. “You held up well today. Stay hydrated, and don’t be afraid to lean on the others when you need it.”

Kess nodded, gratitude swelling in her chest. Rhea eased herself down beside her, arms draped across her knees, her silver bell glinting in the light. For a long moment, they sat in companionable silence, letting the barn’s quiet enfold them. Rhea’s presence was solid and grounding; a quiet anchor after the chaos of drills and inspection.

Across the straw, the herd relaxed into a loose huddle. Jokes and stories trickled through the group, some about the farm, others about life before. The new and the old mingled, boundaries blurred by effort and sweat, and the line between novice and senior grew softer for a moment.

Kess stretched out, feeling the gentle ache in her body and the warmth of shared belonging. The tension of inspection faded, replaced by a sense of relief and, unexpectedly, pride. She was here, she was holding her own, and—most of all—she was not alone.

As the barn settled into the lull between morning chores and midday routine, Kess allowed herself to close her eyes, the soft sound of laughter and bells drifting around her. For the first time, she truly felt herself a part of the herd, shaped and supported by hands that both disciplined and cared.


Chapter 6: Yield Parade

The energy in the barn was different—electric, urgent, and restless. Kess sensed it the moment she woke: the older women already alert, smoothing their hair and oiling their skin, handlers moving briskly through the pens with brushes, cloths, and buckets of warm, scented water. Today was not just another routine; it was the day of the Yield Parade.

A handler’s call—“Up, herd! Time to shine!”—sent a ripple of activity down the line. Kess hauled herself upright, still sore but now tingling with anticipation. Her body felt huge and heavy, skin sensitive beneath yesterday’s faint bruises, but there was no time to dwell on aches. A handler knelt at her side, undoing her restraints and easing her into a sitting position on a low milking stool. With swift, practiced hands, they began to work—brushing tangles from Kess’s thick hair, scrubbing her limbs clean with a warm cloth, and working a sweet, almond-scented oil into her skin. The touch was brisk and businesslike, but it made her shiver; she knew the presentation was for others, not herself.

All around her, other hucows were similarly prepared: tails brushed, bells and collars polished until they shone, arms and legs wiped free of mud and straw. Novices giggled or fidgeted with nervous energy, while seniors offered short, quiet encouragements—“Chin up, chest high, don’t let them see you sweat.” The handlers inspected every inch of them, checking tails for fullness, bells for shine, even the curve of breasts and hips to ensure everyone looked their best.

Kess’s harness was tightened and adjusted, a fresh tag with her yield number pinned in place. The old leather felt snugger than ever, the swell of her chest nearly bursting from the constraints. She flushed as a handler commented on her “growth spurt,” fingers testing the harness straps with clinical interest. “Might need to size you up by the end of the day,” the woman murmured, making a note on her clipboard.

Dr. Fell passed among the group, her expression sharp but encouraging. “You’ll all be judged, not just on yield, but on discipline and presentation. The buyers and visitors notice everything. Hold your heads high.”

Kess swallowed hard, trying to remember her posture drills, the feel of her collar and bell, the way Rhea always carried herself at the front of the line. As her tail was brushed out and arranged to fall neatly behind her, she met Rhea’s gaze across the pen—a subtle nod, not quite a smile, but enough to steady Kess’s nerves.

At last, the announcement came: “Parade begins in five minutes—final checks!” The herd was lined up for inspection, bodies gleaming, tails and bells set perfectly, the handlers making quick, final corrections. Kess could feel her heart pounding, her skin alive with anxiety and a faint, reluctant thrill.

Today, there would be no hiding—every flaw, every triumph, every drop of milk would be put on display. And as the doors to the paddock were flung wide, Kess took a breath and prepared herself for the gaze of the world beyond the barn.

The barn doors opened wide, sunlight flooding the corridor as the handlers ushered the herd out into the paddock. The air was fresh and cool, thick with the scent of new grass and the faint sweetness of hay bales stacked along the fence. Kess crawled forward, her harnessed arms and knees aching, body heavy and polished, her bell chiming with every movement. The parade line moved in slow procession: seniors at the front, their posture immaculate, tails and bells gleaming; novices behind, less steady but striving for perfection, faces flushed with nerves and anticipation.

The paddock had been transformed for the occasion. A raised wooden platform stood at the far end, where staff and a handful of visiting buyers watched with clipboard in hand. Along the fence, a small but attentive audience gathered—staff, a few outsiders in crisp shirts and boots, even some farmhands’ children peering through the rails. Every pair of eyes was trained on the herd, studying their bodies, their gaits, their discipline.

Handlers positioned each hucow at marked spots in the grass, aligning them in careful rows according to status. Rhea was placed at the head of the line, her silver bell catching the morning sun, shoulders back and gaze forward—a standard for the rest to emulate. Kess found her place near the end, pulse hammering as she knelt on the damp earth, aware of every brush of grass and every tight pinch of her harness.

As the last hucow was settled, the staff moved down the line, checking posture, smoothing tails, and issuing whispered reminders. “Keep your eyes ahead.” “Breathe—don’t fidget.” “When your number is called, crawl up proud.”

Kess’s skin prickled with anxiety, but also with a longing to be seen, to prove herself. She felt the scrutiny of the visitors—eyes running over her arms, her hips, the fullness of her breasts under the harness. She could hear quiet, clinical commentary from the buyers: “Good projection on the red one. That novice—see her chest? She’s grown quick.” There was pride and humiliation in equal measure.

The parade began with the handlers calling numbers in turn, each hucow crawling forward to the center post, body measured, harness checked, milk yield about to be tested before all. The audience watched every move, some with curiosity, others with open interest, a few whispering into phones or jotting notes. The air was alive with the blend of nerves, hope, and the ever-present possibility of both praise and public correction.

Kess waited her turn, heart pounding, knowing she would soon face the gaze of strangers and the collective judgment of the herd. She braced herself, trying to remember every lesson, every drill, every small bit of advice Rhea had ever given her.

Today, her body—her effort—would be counted for all to see.

The parade line moved forward in ritual order. Each time a number was called, a hucow crawled to the post, knees and arms trembling with effort and nerves, posture on full display. Handlers secured them to the central ring, checked harnesses and tails, and announced their names and previous yield figures for the crowd. The audience murmured, eyes following every detail—how the women moved, how they held themselves, the curve and swell of their bodies as they settled for the test.

Kess watched as Rhea took her place first, the handlers attaching the suction cups with the practiced care of a show. The pump’s hum was audible even above the crowd, and as milk flowed, staff checked the measure and called out the results: “Rhea—four point three litres, up from last week. New personal best!” There was a ripple of applause and approving commentary from the buyers; Rhea’s poise never faltered, pride radiating from her even in such exposure.

One by one, others followed—some receiving quiet praise, others gentle correction for sagging posture or hesitant movement. Novices fared variously: a few were celebrated for early progress, others blushed deeply as yields were called out with “room to improve” in the staff’s polite but unmistakable tones.

When her own number was called—“Forty-three, to the ring”—Kess felt her whole body tense. She crawled forward, every step feeling magnified by the eyes upon her. A handler guided her into position, checked her harness, and with a quick, practiced motion, attached the cups to her breasts. The cold plastic made her gasp; her flesh tingled and ached from anticipation and from the heavy fullness she’d carried all morning.

The pump whirred to life. Kess squeezed her eyes shut for a moment as the suction built, her chest responding quickly, milk surging down the tubes in a slow, rhythmic flow. She fought to keep her posture, remembering every drill—chest forward, arms steady, head up, bell chiming with each breath.

The staff leaned in, checking the yield as it accumulated in the glass jar. “Look at that,” one murmured for all to hear. “Yield’s jumped since last week. Impressive output for a novice.” Another handler marked the figure on a clipboard. “Forty-three—two point seven litres. Significant increase.”

The announcement echoed across the paddock. Kess felt her face flush—a mix of humiliation and swelling pride. The buyers watched, some nodding, some murmuring notes. She caught snippets of commentary: “That one’s growing fast…already outgrowing her harness,” “Full, healthy yield for such a new addition…”

Her harness, stretched tight by her recent growth, creaked as she shifted. The handler gave her a quick, appraising look. “You’ll need a new kit, Forty-three—this one’s not going to hold you much longer.”

She burned with embarrassment at being discussed and measured so publicly, but underneath, a fierce pride welled up. Her work, her submission, her body—all of it was paying off. She was becoming not just another number, but a rising prospect in the herd.

The suction eased. The handler detached the cups and wiped her skin with a gentle cloth. “Good work, Kess,” she murmured, quiet enough for only her to hear. “You should be proud.”

Kess blinked, fighting the urge to smile and to cry at once. This was what it meant to be seen, to be used, to be valued—her body, her milk, her progress, all counted before the world.

No sooner had Kess’s yield been measured than the handlers’ focus shifted to her harness. The lead handler, clipboard in hand, knelt to inspect the fit. The leather stretched tight over Kess’s swollen chest, edges digging into her skin, the seams visibly strained. She heard the staff murmuring—clinical, but not unkind. “She’s outgrown this one already. Look at that swelling. It’s impressive, but we’ll need her in the next size up for the next parade.”

Before she could process the words, she felt gentle but firm hands unbuckling the straps. Her old harness was eased off, leaving her bare from the waist up for a moment in the cool air. Every eye was on her—buyers in their crisp shirts, staff with pens poised, even the other hucows—watching, whispering, appraising. Kess’s cheeks flamed hot as the handlers called out details for the record.

“Forty-three—rapid tissue response, chest measuring one hundred and twenty-eight centimeters. Prepare the large harness.”

Another handler brought out a new harness—broader, heavier, with deeper cups and a wider band to support her fuller bust. The straps were softened by fresh oil, but the metal buckles clinked with the sound of something final, ceremonial. As the handlers fitted it around her chest and lifted her breasts into the new supports, Kess felt acutely the shift: she was being remade, her abundance no longer just tolerated but displayed, enhanced, expected.

The staff adjusted the fit, tugged and checked, then turned her for all to see. “Fits well,” one handler announced to the gathered crowd. “This is the sort of progress we want to see. Mark her for yield potential; she’s outpaced her cohort.”

The buyers’ commentary was a mixture of clinical curiosity and open admiration. “That’s a dramatic change in a week.” “She’ll need even more support if she keeps this up.” A few seniors in the herd exchanged knowing glances, and Rhea—at the front—smiled, her gaze both teasing and congratulatory.

Despite the deep embarrassment—her body not only exposed but upgraded before everyone—Kess felt a strange, swelling pride. Every comment, every glance, every tug of the new harness was proof of her place here, the farm’s transformation working on her for all to see. Even the gentle teasing from the herd—“Big girl now,” “You’ll need help getting up soon”—carried with it a current of respect.

When the handlers finished, they stepped back to admire their work, the new harness fitting Kess’s changed body like a badge of progress and belonging.

She knelt, head bowed and cheeks flushed, but inside her, pride and acceptance warred with the sting of exposure. She was no longer hiding—her growth and submission, once a private battle, had become her identity, her value, her claim to a place in the herd.

The parade drew to a close with the last hucow’s yield announced and a final sweep of the staff’s approving gaze. The handlers ushered the herd into a loose semicircle, the buyers lingering along the fence to finish their notes, a few staff clapping softly. The tension in Kess’s shoulders eased as the ritual ended, replaced by a sweeping fatigue—her body sore from effort, her skin still tingling from the eyes and hands that had measured, changed, and displayed her.

Handlers moved down the line, offering each hucow water, gentle words, and, for those who’d struggled, a discreet pat or squeeze of reassurance. Dr. Fell pressed a cool cloth to Kess’s chest where the new harness had chafed, applying a thin layer of balm before securing the last buckles. Her touch was clinical but gentle, a small anchor after the storm of public attention.

“Well done, Kess,” Dr. Fell murmured, her voice pitched low for only Kess to hear. “That’s a big jump for a novice. Your body is strong, and you’ve earned the right to be seen.”

Kess could only nod, throat tight with relief and the swirl of pride and embarrassment that still lingered. She glanced sideways and caught Rhea’s eye—her senior’s smile warm, the smallest tilt of her chin a signal of pride and approval. Kess let out a breath she hadn’t realized she was holding, feeling the herd’s quiet support settle around her like a blanket.

Nearby, the novices who had struggled or been shamed received soft encouragement from seniors: a gentle hug, a murmured promise that next week would be better, a hand held in solidarity. There was no mockery now—only a sense of mutual survival and shared belonging.

As the buyers drifted away, handlers led the herd back to the barn, voices softer now, the air fragrant with balm and straw. The parade was over, but its effects would linger: pride for the high yielders, resolve for those at the bottom, and for all, the knowledge that their bodies and their efforts were valued—seen, measured, celebrated, and cared for.

Kess let herself sink onto her straw bed, the weight of the new harness and her own exhaustion settling deep. Her chest was sore, her face still flushed, but as she felt Rhea’s hand on her shoulder and the herd gather close, she allowed herself to close her eyes. For the first time, the sting of exposure felt less like humiliation and more like acceptance—a new rhythm in the endless routine of farm life.

Tomorrow, it would begin again. But for now, she was cared for, and she was not alone.


Chapter 7: Night Discipline at the Whipping Post

Dusk fell slowly over the farm, softening the paddocks and turning the barn’s whitewashed walls to gold and then grey. Inside, the air was thick with the smell of straw, oil, and the faint ache of bodies worn by the day’s display. Lanterns cast long, flickering shadows that danced across the rafters and the backs of resting women. The herd was quieter than usual—no laughter, no stories, only the muted hum of breath through gags and the subtle clatter of restraints as bodies shifted on their beds.

Kess felt it before she saw it: the prickle of tension rising in the pen, the way even the seniors moved more carefully, posture growing formal and expectant as the evening deepened. Gagged, their mouths were silent, but their eyes spoke—glancing sidelong at the doors, then down, then across at one another. Bells chimed dully as women adjusted their collars or nudged their knees in the straw, each movement full of restless energy.

No one needed to say anything. The clues were everywhere: the handlers moving with unusual deliberation, voices kept low and clipped; a coil of rope carried past the pen, the sight of the old wooden post being wiped down and the lanterns arranged to pool their light at the center of the yard. Kess’s heart beat faster. Her body was heavy with fatigue, skin still sensitive where the new harness had chafed, but the anticipation—dread, yes, but also a strange thrill—overpowered everything else.

She caught Rhea’s eye, just for a second. The senior’s gaze was level, steady, and faintly resigned. A slow blink, a tiny shake of the head—nothing more, but enough to tell Kess that everyone felt it, that the ritual was not just rumor, but certainty. Someone—maybe her, maybe another—would be called out tonight.

The barn’s hush grew more pronounced as the lanterns outside the door were lit one by one, casting golden halos over the grass and illuminating the old whipping post at the center of the paddock. Boots sounded on planks. A handler appeared in the doorway, crop in hand, and paused to survey the line of waiting bodies, all still, all breathless, all silently bracing for what was to come.

Kess’s muscles tensed, her jaw ached around the bit, and her thoughts narrowed to a single point: she would endure whatever was asked. She would not give them the satisfaction of seeing her break.

A heavy quiet settled over the barn as the handler’s boots echoed on the floorboards, the crop swinging idly at his side. The herd tensed as one—bodies straightening, bells and collars chiming with nervous motion. Faces turned toward the doorway, eyes wide in the lamplight, but no one dared move or make a sound. Even the seniors watched with a mixture of resignation and somber attention.

The handler stopped before the pen and swept the line with his gaze, clipboard in hand, lips set in a thin, unreadable line. Without a word, he reached for Kess’s lead, unhooking her chain from the stall ring with slow deliberation. The gesture was clear as any spoken accusation. She swallowed hard, cheeks burning, every muscle taut with dread and the desperate urge to prove herself strong.

With practiced hands, the handler clipped a new lead to her collar and gave a gentle, insistent tug. Kess climbed awkwardly to all fours, her body stiff and sore from the day’s efforts. The hush deepened as she crawled out into the open barn, the herd’s eyes fixed on her, faces cast in golden shadow. She felt the weight of their silent sympathy—the fear that tonight it was her, the relief that, for now, it was not them.

Lanterns flickered at the paddock’s edge, throwing sharp, wavering light over the whipping post at the center of the grass. The handler led her in slow procession across the yard. Her bell chimed softly at every motion, tail dragging through the dew, new harness creaking under her full, tender chest. The night air was cool against her flushed skin, but sweat prickled at her brow.

The herd watched from the barn, their line a silent wall of bodies—gagged, still, heads bowed in ritual submission. Not a sound broke the air: only the crunch of boots, the soft jangle of Kess’s bell, and the lonely whistle of a night breeze across the paddock.

At the post, the handler halted, making a show of unclipping her lead and positioning her for all to see. He gestured for her to kneel upright, arms drawn overhead and secured to the crossbar, legs parted and tail lifted, her body framed perfectly by the lanterns’ glow.

For a long moment, nothing moved but the flame of the lanterns and the pounding of Kess’s own heart. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and yet determined—her shame and fear subsumed by a single vow: she would not break, no matter how many eyes watched.

The world shrank to the circle of lantern-light and the rough wood beneath Kess’s knees. Her arms were stretched high, wrists bound firmly to the crossbar; her legs parted, harness and tail fully displayed. The handler moved with practiced ceremony, checking every strap and buckle, making sure she was framed for the whole herd and the cluster of staff gathered beyond the post.

For a moment, there was only silence. The air was cold against her flushed skin, but the heat of anticipation burned deeper—a knot in her chest, the sharp sting of humiliation that she had been chosen, exposed, and claimed before everyone. She tried to steady her breath, jaw aching around the gag, bell chiming softly at every tremor.

The handler paced a slow circle around her, crop in hand. He paused for the briefest instant, holding up a gloved finger for the audience to count. Five, then ten, then twelve—each number marked with a flick of the wrist, and the staff watched as if the strokes themselves were ritual, not merely punishment.

The first blow landed across her upper thighs—a sharp, hot line of pain that made her hips jerk and her eyes fly open. The bell at her throat sang out in sympathy, the sound muffled by the hush of the herd watching from the barn. A second stroke followed, then a third—each one measured, not brutal but unyielding, marking her with the promise of discipline and the certainty of her place.

She shivered with every strike, breath catching, body rocking with the rhythm of the punishment. The pain blurred with the cold and the humiliation, a tide of sensation that washed over her and left her raw, skin blazing where the crop had kissed her flesh. Every muscle trembled; her face burned with shame, but she kept her head high, refusing to look away from the lanterns or the faces in the shadows.

Between strokes, the handler paused, letting the lesson sink in—each moment of waiting stretching into eternity. The herd watched, still and silent, some faces tight with sympathy, others inscrutable behind their gags and the flicker of lamplight. Rhea’s gaze found Kess’s across the paddock—a look that was equal parts challenge and encouragement. Endure, it seemed to say. Let them see your strength.

When the final stroke fell, the handler lowered the crop and circled her slowly, checking her breathing, the marks rising on her skin. Her chest heaved, sweat glistening on her brow, but no tears fell. She had endured—every lash, every second of exposure—without breaking.

A long, heavy silence hung in the night air before the handler finally released her arms and offered a steadying grip as she sagged forward, trembling but upright. The discipline was over, but its mark lingered—in the ache of her body, the eyes of the herd, and the slow, blooming pride that grew beneath the humiliation.

The handler’s hands were firm but gentle as he untied Kess’s wrists from the post. Her arms dropped heavily to her sides, shoulders aching with the return of blood and the exhaustion that always followed restraint. She wavered on her knees, legs numb, skin smarting with each new wave of sensation as air cooled the stripes on her thighs.

He offered a steadying grip beneath her arm, guiding her down to a patch of soft grass beside the post. Kess leaned into his touch for a moment—just long enough to find her balance—then folded herself forward, forehead nearly touching her knees, breath coming in slow, shuddering bursts.

Dr. Fell appeared, kneeling beside her with a tin of balm and a damp cloth. Her hands were clinical but kind, smoothing cool salve over every welt and bruise with practiced care. She pressed a bottle of water to Kess’s lips, tilting it until she drank. The cold slipped down her throat, clearing the last of the salt from her tongue and helping her breath steady.

As the herd watched, some with wide eyes, some with slow, knowing nods, Rhea moved from the shadows and crouched nearby, her presence a silent anchor. She didn’t touch, but her gaze lingered—solid, unjudging, accepting.

Handlers drifted among the herd, loosening restraints, offering similar care to those who needed it. For Kess, the aftercare felt like a second ritual: balm for the sting, water for the heat, the murmur of approval from staff and herd a quiet balm for shame. Even the act of being watched, of her ordeal witnessed and survived, became less a mark of failure than a passage.

Gradually, the tremor in her limbs faded. Her cheeks were still flushed, skin marked with fresh stripes, but the overwhelming sense was not humiliation—it was relief, and a pride won by endurance.

The night was quiet again, broken only by the soft sounds of straw, the murmur of handlers, and the slow, communal exhale as the herd gathered closer around the cooling glow of lanterns.

Night settled deeply around the farm, the lanterns burning low as the last of the discipline ritual faded into memory. The paddock was quiet, the grass cold beneath Kess as she rested, arms tucked close and the aftercare balm cooling her stinging skin. Her muscles throbbed with exhaustion, but the sharp ache of humiliation had softened, replaced by a strange and steady calm.

One by one, the herd drew closer, their movements careful in the darkness. Rhea knelt at Kess’s side, her presence an unspoken comfort. She didn’t speak—no one could—but she pressed her shoulder gently to Kess’s, their bodies sharing heat against the chill. Another senior hucow settled nearby, offering a water bottle and a faint, reassuring nod. Even in silence, their support was tangible: the way they angled their bodies to shelter her from the night air, the light brush of a hand on her back, the quiet rhythm of their breathing in the straw.

Kess let her head rest on her arms, closing her eyes as the herd’s warmth closed in around her. For a long time, they simply existed together—no need for words, only the solidarity of bodies that had all endured, all been marked and mended in turn. The ache of the flogging lingered, but it was softened by care, by presence, by the shared truth that this was a trial all would face and survive.

The lanterns guttered low, and eventually the handlers herded everyone inside, the herd moving slowly but together, bells chiming softly in the darkness. Kess settled into the straw, Rhea at her back and the other women forming a loose ring around them. The pain in her body ebbed, replaced by the peace of belonging—hard-won, quietly celebrated in the hush of night.

She drifted toward sleep with a sense of pride: not only for enduring the punishment, but for being seen, accepted, and supported when it was done. In the silence, in the press of the herd, Kess understood that this, too, was the heart of belonging—not just obedience and ordeal, but the promise of never being alone.


Chapter 8: First Breeding Session

Dawn broke slowly over the farm, pale light washing over the paddocks and casting long shadows into the barn. Kess stirred from her restless sleep, the aches from yesterday’s parade and discipline still lingering in every muscle. Her harness creaked faintly as she adjusted on the straw, mitts and knee cuffs already in place, tail swishing lazily behind her. The barn was quieter than usual, the herd still tense from the previous night, bodies shifting with muted jingles of bells and the rustle of straw.

A handler’s gloved hand rested on her shoulder, steady and insistent, guiding her upright. Her jaw ached from the bit, and her lips tingled with dryness, but she forced herself to take a deep breath. Today was different—today marked her first ritual session in the breeding pen. Not a punishment, not a parade—but an assessment, a trial that would measure her readiness, her compliance, her endurance.

The handlers moved with precise efficiency, checking every strap, buckle, and line of the harness. Her tail was brushed and positioned carefully, the plug in place and secure, mitts snug over her fingers. Every detail mattered; every movement was observed. The leather straps hugged her shoulders, arms, and torso, reminding her of the constraints she had learned to navigate.

Rhea passed by, her silver bell catching the light, posture perfect. She offered no words—none were needed—but the nod of her head was a silent acknowledgment. Kess straightened, shivering slightly from the cold morning air on her bare skin, and aligned her body with deliberate care. The harness held her firmly, reminding her of both her vulnerability and the weight of expectation.

A final inspection from Dr. Fell ensured that Kess’s harness, plug, collar, and bell were properly adjusted. The clinician’s touch was firm but practiced, her eyes scanning Kess’s form with both scrutiny and care. “Ready,” Dr. Fell murmured, though her voice carried no warmth. It was a statement of fact: the session was imminent, and there was no turning back.

Kess’s pulse quickened. Every nerve felt alive—the cold air on her skin, the weight of her chest in the harness, the pull of the lead on her nose ring, the subtle sway of her tail. She felt the quiet presence of the herd around her, each woman observing, tense and silent, her position noted in their collective awareness.

The procession to the pen would begin soon. Kess swallowed, adjusting her stance, and allowed herself a final deep breath. She would face the trial like she had every other challenge on the farm: with full awareness of her body, her restraint, and the eyes watching her every move.

Kess lowered herself carefully onto all fours as the handlers guided her toward the center of the breeding pen. The wooden floor was cold beneath her knees, the leather of her mitts pressing snugly against her hands, elbows locked just beneath her shoulders. Her chest was heavy and forward, supported by the harness that had been adjusted several times already, the straps biting gently into the curve of her shoulders and underbust. The bell at her collar jingled softly with each movement, announcing her presence.

A handler knelt beside her, running gloved hands over the harness, tail, and plug, checking alignment and tension. Every strap was inspected: the torso belt snug around her midsection, the knee cuffs aligned perfectly to force her crawl stance, elbows bent and immobile. The harness molded her body into a precise shape—presented, framed, disciplined. Kess shivered at the constriction, a mixture of discomfort and awareness flooding her.

“Good,” murmured Dr. Fell, crouched behind her. She adjusted the mitts once more, smoothing the leather over Kess’s fingers, ensuring they couldn’t grasp but still allowed for minor support. Another hand tugged lightly at her tail, arranging it to sweep perfectly behind her hips. Every movement was meticulous, ceremonial—each adjustment emphasizing her exposure, her compliance, and the ritual’s formality.

Kess’s knees pressed into the cold floor, muscles trembling under the strain of her own weight. Her elbows locked, forcing her shoulders to bear the tilt of her upper body. Each shift forward required effort; she could feel the stretch in her thighs, the tightness in her back, the sway of her full chest supported by the harness. The leather straps creaked slightly as she moved, the sound magnified in the hushed pen.

The masked bull, a silent and imposing presence, was guided into the pen by another handler. Its form was clinical and ritualized; it stopped a short distance from Kess, observing only, a neutral figure in the ceremony. Kess’s attention was drawn to the rhythm of her breathing, the pulse in her chest, the subtle pressure of the harness as it held her in position. She could hear the hushed shuffle of other hucows in their places, the low jingle of bells, the precise commands of the staff communicated through touch and gesture.

Every adjustment reminded her of the ceremonial nature of the moment. Hands smoothed her back, nudged her hips into line, ensured her head was tilted correctly to maintain posture. Her full chest was lifted and centered, her tail arranged to flow naturally, her arms and knees fixed in perfect alignment. The harness, the cuffs, the mitts, the tail—all worked together to create a tableau: Kess, disciplined, exposed, and framed for observation.

Rhea stepped forward briefly, assessing her posture. Her silver bell chimed lightly as she circled, offering a precise tap to Kess’s shoulder—a subtle but unmistakable signal that her alignment was correct. Kess’s breath caught at the scrutiny, muscles tightening involuntarily, but she held steady, each motion deliberate, conscious, and compliant.

As she settled fully into position, Kess felt the weight of the ritual pressing down: the public observation, the precise framing, the ceremonial presence of staff and herd. She was vulnerable, every line of her body catalogued by the ritual, yet grounded by the familiarity of the harness and the structure of the pen. She exhaled slowly through the bit gag, muscles trembling but posture unwavering, aware that this was the culmination of her obedience and endurance.

The stage was set. Every strap, cuff, and bell confirmed her place. The ritual would now proceed.

Kess shuffled forward, guided by two handlers—one at her head, one at her hips—until she was precisely positioned on the heavy wooden mat in the centre of the breeding pen. The floorboards were cool, smooth and freshly scrubbed, but still held the scent of animals and the faint tang of antiseptic. She paused, heart thudding, feeling the tight grip of the harness where leather crossed over her back and ribs, every buckle and edge now a familiar part of her body’s language.

The handler at her head cupped her jaw, gently but firmly turning her face forward and downward, aligning her gaze with a painted ring on the floor. The pressure at her nose ring made her flinch—a reminder of how little agency she held now. Her bell chimed dully, echoing in the quiet, clinical space. Another handler knelt by her side, double-checking the mitts on her hands—ensuring each digit was flattened, useless, and encased in padded leather, the straps buckled tightly around her wrists so her arms could bear weight but never grip.

Next, her elbows were guided into a deep, enforced bend. Padded straps looped above and below each joint, locking her arms at a precise angle—forearms parallel to the floor, elbows pointing out and slightly behind, triceps straining with the effort. The harness around her chest was unclipped at the sternum, the staff murmuring to one another as they slid a broader, deeper support beneath her breasts, lifting and separating them, before rebuckling the leather over her back. The change was immediate: the new strap pushed her chest forward and up, breasts fully on display, nipples just brushing the cool air. She could feel the weight of them—bigger now than when she’d arrived—forced into prominence by the meticulous fitting.

Her knees were next. The handlers gently nudged them apart, settling each one onto a thick, circular pad fixed to the mat, straps buckled above and below to hold her thighs open at a calculated distance. Kess’s tail swished reflexively, and the handler at her rear tugged it, arranging the faux-fur so it arched perfectly over the curve of her back and then draped downward, a visual signal of readiness and submission.

Then, with practiced ease, the handler’s gloved fingers slid along the base of the tail, gathering the soft fur and lifting it firmly up and out of the way. He tucked the length of her tail high, looping the end through a dedicated ring on her harness—leaving her exposed and unobstructed, everything on show for inspection and ritual. Kess blushed as she felt the tail’s weight settle against her back, heat rising along her spine as she realized there was now nothing hidden, nothing shielded, her most private flesh fully bared in the chill air and the gaze of staff and herd alike.

The handler’s hand lingered for a moment, checking that the tail was secure and would not slip to cover her, then gave a final, gentle pat—an unspoken signal that the preparation was complete.

Her feet, bare except for cuffs at each ankle, were nudged back until her toes pointed outward, soles pressing against the rough wood. A short hobble strap was clipped between her ankles, restricting any movement to an awkward, helpless shuffle…

A hush fell over the pen as the handlers stepped back, signaling that the ritual was about to begin in earnest. Kess knelt—secured, displayed, and trembling with anticipation—her world reduced to sensation and sound. The ring of the collar tugged at her neck, spine bowed in perfect submission, tail tucked high and out of the way, leaving her exposed and utterly accessible.

Dr. Fell moved into view first, clipboard and pen in hand. She circled Kess with slow deliberation, pausing at each angle to make notes, her gaze flicking from harness to chest to the subtle tremor in Kess’s thighs. Behind her, two other staff members watched, their faces neutral but attentive, taking in every buckle and line of flesh, every tremble and flush.

A handler leaned in to check the tautness of the straps, adjusting a buckle at Kess’s shoulder, then smoothing her hair flat beneath the edge of the hood. Another handler gently pressed her knees wider against the pads, ensuring her hips stayed lifted, her body perfectly open for observation. With each adjustment, Kess’s sense of exposure only grew—she felt as if her every breath, every shiver, every ripple of skin was being catalogued and weighed.

The masked bull, present in the background, stood silent and ready. His presence was more symbolic than personal; he was a living part of the ritual’s machinery, not a man but a function—a requirement of the ceremony, never the center of it.

Dr. Fell murmured instructions to a handler, who stepped forward to gently press along Kess’s spine, feeling for tension, posture, and muscular response. Another handler checked the bell at her collar, making sure it faced forward for the benefit of the observers and the records. Kess could hear the sound of notes being written: “Yield lines good… posture improved… rapid breast expansion, harness fit checked, tail secured out of path…” The litany of facts was cool and impersonal, yet each word branded her more deeply as a product of the farm, her transformation and training made public and permanent.

Rhea and a few other seniors looked on from a designated bench at the pen’s edge, their own posture immaculate. Their presence added to the gravity; Kess knew they were judging too—her discipline, her courage, the way she endured the scrutiny and ritual of the session. Rhea gave the barest nod of encouragement, eyes unreadable but not unkind.

One handler adjusted the plug at her hips, testing the security and angle, making a quiet note on Dr. Fell’s clipboard. Another smoothed a gloved hand down the inside of Kess’s thigh, checking for swelling or bruising, their touch clinical and efficient. Kess shivered—not from pain, but from the heightened awareness that she was being examined by so many eyes, each touch recorded, each detail measured and compared.

All the while, the silence of the herd hung heavy. Kess felt the press of their attention, their presence both a comfort and a further humiliation. She focused on her breath, the gentle squeeze of the harness, the heat in her cheeks, the echo of her own bell chiming softly in the cold air. Her heart pounded with a strange mixture of dread and pride. She knew she would be judged on more than flesh—on her poise, her compliance, her ability to submit without protest.

When the observation reached its end, Dr. Fell announced with calm authority, “Assessment complete.” The handlers stepped back, and Kess was left kneeling in the center of the pen, drained, exposed, but filled with a fierce sense of having met the ritual’s challenge.

She had been seen, measured, and—though she would never hear the word spoken—found worthy.

Kess knelt in the pool of lantern-light, her body trembling with the anticipation of what she knew was coming. She was stripped, bound, exposed by layers of harness and restraint—arms encased in padded leather, elbows bent and lashed, her chest thrust forward by the sternum strap and the weight of her own swollen breasts. Her knees were spread wide, hips lifted and held by taut leather, ankles tethered so she could do nothing but kneel and wait.

She heard his approach before she saw him: the bull’s steps were measured, deliberate, and each one made the air in the pen vibrate with tension. The handlers stepped back, leaving them together at the center of the ritual space. For a moment, he stood behind her, close enough that she could feel the heat of his body but not his touch. His breath grazed the side of her neck, a warm counterpoint to the cold air on her flushed skin. Her bell trembled with her every breath.

He crouched to her level, hands gliding over her shoulders—strong, sure, gloved in black leather. He did not rush. His fingers traced the lines of the harness, testing the security of each buckle, tugging gently to remind her who controlled every part of her. She exhaled, the bit in her mouth forcing her breath to come out soft and shallow, her jaw already aching but her mind alive with raw hunger.

He shifted, one hand splaying across the curve of her hips, guiding her just a fraction higher, so her body arched in perfect offering. The cool edge of his mask brushed her cheek as he leaned in, lips almost—but not quite—touching her neck. She could feel his own breath hitch, the heat of his anticipation mingling with her own. Her world narrowed to sensation: the press of her knees into the mat, the ache in her thighs, the delicious helplessness of her bondage, the sharp pulse of desire radiating from her belly outward.

With slow, deliberate care, he let his fingers roam. They traced the length of her spine, pausing to tug her tail higher, making sure she was as open as possible. His other hand gripped her breast, testing its fullness, kneading the flesh until her breath came sharp and urgent through the gag. The weight of his touch was both promise and possession—a claiming, a silent contract, written on her skin.

His hands slid lower, gripping her hips firmly, steadying her against the relentless press of his body. He took his time, letting her feel the tension, the helpless spread of her knees, the utter surrender of her position. The leather of her restraints creaked, her bell chimed, and the air was thick with the musk of arousal and anticipation.

He pressed in closer, his body fitting to hers with expert, practiced certainty. The sensation was overwhelming: she could feel his heat, the firmness of his thighs, the push of his desire through his clothing and hers, the pressure that promised everything and withheld nothing. Every nerve in her body screamed for him to close the distance, to claim her, to use her exactly as she’d been prepared.

He paused just at the threshold, holding her hips tight, his body poised over hers. For a moment, nothing happened—just the sound of their breathing, the tension between them, the heady knowledge that she was wanted, seen, and about to be taken. She moaned, muffled by the bit, and pushed back helplessly, every inch of her pleading for release.

When he finally moved, it was with a slow, inexorable force—his hands guiding, steadying, possessing. She felt herself filled, stretched, claimed; her body sang with the relief of finally being used, the ache of denial dissolving into the raw ecstasy of submission. She arched, pressing herself back into him, helpless to do anything but take what he gave.

Their bodies moved together in a slow, relentless rhythm—him thrusting, her bound and bracing against the mat, every inch of flesh alive and burning. The leather dug into her skin, her bell sang with every motion, the bit muffled her cries into soft, desperate sounds. She lost all sense of time, lost herself in sensation and power, the world shrinking to the press of his body and the pulse of her own surrender.

He was merciless, never letting her forget how she was held, displayed, offered up and used. Yet there was tenderness in his grip—a hand at her waist to support her, fingers tangled in her hair to guide her head, the careful way he pressed his chest against her back, molding his body to hers. Her orgasm crept up on her slowly, a rolling wave of pressure that built with every thrust, every helpless squirm against the bonds.

When she finally broke, it was silent—her cry lost in the gag, her body shaking, her vision swimming with tears of release and relief. He held her through it, rocking her hips in slow, shuddering movements, pressing his lips to her shoulder as she trembled and collapsed in the harness.

After, he withdrew, leaving her kneeling and spent, sweat cooling on her skin. The handlers returned, voices low, hands gentle as they unbuckled the restraints, massaged her arms and legs, and lowered her carefully onto her side. Dr. Fell’s hand stroked her hair, water was pressed to her lips, and balm soothed every mark the harness and his touch had left.

The world returned slowly—the barn, the lanterns, the warm press of bodies as the herd drew close. Kess drifted in a haze of exhaustion and satisfaction, her body marked by use and her mind floating in a sweet, wordless pride.

Tonight, she had been seen, chosen, taken. And in her surrender, she had found belonging.

She was left kneeling in the soft straw, sweat cooling on her bare skin, body heavy with exhaustion and the lingering tremor of release. The world narrowed to the steady rush of her own breath, the thud of her pulse echoing in her ears, and the gentle hum of the lanterns that cast golden light around the pen. The handlers moved quietly now, their presence no longer authoritative but soothing, practiced in the rituals of recovery.

Dr. Fell was the first to approach. She knelt at Kess’s side, her hands steady as she unbuckled the chest strap and eased the weight of the harness away. The relief was immediate—pressure released, skin allowed to breathe again, and every deep red line of the leather gently inspected. “Easy,” she murmured, soft but clinical, pressing a cold tin of balm to the worst of the marks, rubbing it in slow circles until the sting ebbed and the flesh cooled.

Another handler brought a bottle of water, tipping it carefully so the cold trickle slid between Kess’s lips, her jaw still sore from the bit but grateful for the taste. She drank, swallowing in small, greedy gulps, then licked the last drop from her lips, eyes drifting closed. Her whole body ached: arms and legs tingling with returning sensation, her breasts swollen and tender, the muscles of her hips and thighs warm from exertion and the aftermath of use.

One of the senior hucows settled close, offering her the warmth of shared presence. Rhea crouched at her side, a hand resting on Kess’s back, not saying a word—just the silent, anchoring weight of solidarity and approval. The rest of the herd gathered in a loose ring nearby, some already drifting to sleep, others keeping quiet watch as the handlers completed their post-ritual checks.

The barn air was thick with the mingled scents of sweat, oil, and balm, the sounds of water pouring and soft, exhausted breathing. Kess let herself sink deeper into the straw, letting Dr. Fell’s gentle hands move over her, checking every bruise and mark, re-buckling her harness in a looser setting so she could sleep with support but not pain.

“You did well,” Dr. Fell said at last, voice pitched low for Kess alone. “Rest. Let your body recover. You’ve more than earned your place here tonight.”

The words were clinical but—just for a moment—carried a rare, almost maternal warmth.

As the lanterns dimmed and the barn grew quiet, Kess drifted on the edge of sleep, the warmth of the herd settling in around her. Every ache and bruise was a mark of survival, every gentle touch a reminder that she was cared for, not just as a body, but as one of the herd. She let her eyes close, knowing she would wake sore, maybe even raw, but whole—and not alone.

In the hush of aftercare, Kess felt her pride settle beneath the fatigue, and for the first time since arriving at the farm, she truly believed she belonged.


Chapter 9: Outdoor Milking in Adversity

Kess woke to a darkness deeper than usual—the kind that lingered even as the first hint of morning crept into the barn. Rain tapped at the slate roof above, steady but soft, the distant thunder of heavier drops promising more to come. The air was thick with the smell of damp straw, mud, and something sharp and metallic—the scent of a storm pushing against the boundary of the day.

Around her, the herd stirred uneasily. Harnesses creaked, bells jangled dully, bodies shifted closer together, as if seeking warmth or reassurance. Kess lay curled in her usual spot, aches blooming fresh along her hips and chest where the night’s harness had pressed tight. She stretched, testing her arms and legs, feeling the dull protest of muscles still tired from the ritual and the breeding pen. The memory of hands, voices, and the tight embrace of leather lingered in her skin.

The handlers entered earlier than usual, boots thudding on the planks, rainwater dripping from their coats. “Up—out, all of you,” Tom called, voice brisk and clipped, more urgent than the slow drawl of clear days. “Milking’s outside this morning. We beat the worst of it or not at all.” No one argued; even the seniors simply pushed upright and began to shuffle into formation, shoulders squared, faces set with a mixture of resignation and readiness.

Kess clambered to all fours, a familiar heaviness in her limbs, her tail swishing with a mix of irritation and focus. Her body was sore, but she found a grim pride in that soreness—proof of her effort, her place, and what she’d endured. She glanced at Rhea, who met her gaze and offered a single, slow nod: a silent promise that they’d face whatever came together.

A cold draft slipped through the barn doors as they were pushed open, the wind carrying the first real drops of rain inside. Kess felt the chill instantly—prickling over every patch of exposed skin, making her shiver as she crawled to the line, bell chiming softly with each movement.

The sky outside was the color of slate, thick clouds swirling overhead. The handlers moved quickly, checking cuffs, tightening harnesses, and securing the herd for the march out into the paddock. Kess’s heart thudded with anticipation and anxiety, but her mind sharpened to the routine: she would hold her place, follow every instruction, and face the morning as one of the herd.

As the lead tugged at her collar, guiding her into the rain, Kess squared her shoulders, steeling herself for what she knew would be a test not just of endurance, but of belonging.

The paddock was sodden, earth churned to mud by days of rain and the trampling of many bodies. Kess felt the chill climb her arms and legs as handlers led the herd out in single file, each woman crawling or shuffling on all fours through the grass slick with dew and early puddles. The cold bit into her knees, the leather of her harness stiff and unyielding, and every shift pressed the ache of the previous day’s trials deeper into her bones.

Handlers moved efficiently, moving down the row of posts that ringed the open-air milking ground. Kess was guided into her usual spot, a thick post driven deep into the ground, its base packed with straw and mud. Her collar was clipped low, tethered short so she could move only enough to settle on her elbows and knees. Beside her, Rhea settled in with practiced calm, offering a quiet, steadying presence.

Rain spattered down, fat drops growing more frequent. The handlers worked with brisk hands, checking the fit of cuffs and the alignment of harnesses, tightening straps that had loosened overnight. Kess gritted her teeth as her tail was arranged, the plug’s base adjusted to ensure her hips stayed lifted, her posture perfect for milking and on full display for all. The bell at her throat was tested, making sure it would chime with every shift.

A basket of harnesses was set at the handlers’ feet. One by one, they fitted each hucow with her milking gear: a wide, supportive chest band that framed and lifted swollen breasts, soft cloths tucking under for comfort and to soak up any stray rain. Suction cups were pressed to each nipple, the cold making Kess gasp despite herself. The hoses snaked back to glass jars set in a row at the base of each post, rain already pooling around them.

The paddock was alive with the sounds of restraint and preparation: the soft grunts of discomfort, the chime of bells, the brisk instructions from staff, and the steadily growing rush of rain. Each woman was handled quickly but not carelessly, the staff moving to minimize the discomfort of the wet and the chill while making sure the routine was never skipped.

By the time the last harness was fitted and the pumps set to whirring, the herd was fully exposed to the grey, soaking world. Rain streamed down Kess’s back, plastering her hair to her hood, pooling in the hollows of her spine, trickling down the slopes of her breasts. Her skin prickled with cold, but she drew comfort from the bodies on either side—Rhea’s solid presence, the familiar hum of the herd, and the shared resolve in every posture.

As the milking began, Kess gritted her teeth and focused on the rhythm of her breath, determined to endure the morning no matter what the storm brought.

The first fat drops turned suddenly to a steady downpour, the rain drumming against Kess’s bare back and shoulders, running in cold rivulets down her arms and legs. Within seconds, her hair was plastered to her hood, and every inch of exposed skin prickled under the chill assault. The paddock transformed into a landscape of puddles and streaming mud, straw sinking under the weight of water, the air filled with the splatter and hiss of rain on earth and flesh.

The handlers moved quickly, adjusting harnesses and suction cups as the weather worsened. Some pumps sputtered and slipped, the vacuum weakened by the rain, but the staff pressed them back into place, pressing towels around exposed tubing, urging the herd to stay still. Kess gritted her teeth against the cold as the suction cups tugged at her nipples, the chill biting more fiercely with every passing minute.

Her breath came in sharp, visible bursts. Milk trickled slowly down the tubes, glass jars filling with each rhythmic pulse of the pumps. The rain blurred her vision, stung her cheeks, dripped from her chin and elbows. Her knees slipped on the wet mat, her elbows numb from supporting her weight, but she forced herself to hold the posture—chest forward, hips high, tail raised and lashed securely out of the way, every muscle tense against the elements.

Around her, the other hucows endured the same storm. Kess caught flashes of their suffering—red faces, shivering shoulders, the occasional whimper muffled by bits or gags. But there was no complaint, no breaking of formation. When a cup slipped free and a handler stooped to replace it, Rhea met Kess’s eyes over the battered rim of her own harness. The senior’s look was pure, steadying challenge: Hold on. Don’t let the cold break you. We endure together.

Handlers shouted instructions above the hiss of the rain, their own coats soaked through. “Steady, now! Head up—don’t sag your chest!” The routine was relentless. Every minute in the storm stretched into an ordeal, the discomfort almost overwhelming—but for the presence of the herd. Bells chimed in a strange, unsteady music, sometimes blending with the rain, sometimes standing apart as if each note was a small act of defiance.

Kess tried to lose herself in the rhythm of the milking, focusing on the squeeze and release of the cups, the dull ache in her chest, the mud squelching under her knees. She felt tears sting her eyes—half from pain, half from the humiliation of being so exposed, so helpless, in the eyes of staff, herd, and sky alike.

But as she blinked the water away, she realized she was not alone in her suffering. Shoulders pressed closer together, glances offered strength, and when she faltered, Rhea’s bell gave a sharp chime—a call to endure.

Rain beat down, mud swallowed her knees, and still, Kess held her place. She was not just surviving the storm; she was earning her place within it.

Minutes dragged on, every second marked by the hammer of rain and the mechanical thrum of the pumps. The world outside the paddock vanished in grey and white noise; only the herd, the handlers, and the relentless sky remained.

Kess felt her arms shaking from fatigue, her knees slick and raw from shifting in the puddled straw. Milk pulsed through the tubing in slow, fitful streams. The rain stung every patch of exposed skin, but the urge to collapse, to sag into the mud, was kept at bay by the presence of the bodies to her left and right. She could feel Rhea’s warmth and steadiness—a silent anchor—as well as the shivering resolve of the red-haired novice at her other side.

Some hucows faltered: a moan muffled by a gag, a slip as a knee slid sideways in the mud. When it happened, the nearest handler or senior was there—righting, steadying, pressing a cold hand to a shoulder in warning or support. Rhea caught Kess’s eye every so often, a flick of her gaze speaking volumes: Don’t break. We’re together.

The staff moved briskly down the line, resetting cups, wiping cold water from exposed breasts and faces, offering a murmured, “Almost there, just a little longer.” Kess gritted her teeth, holding on not just for herself but for the others. Every time she heard another falter, she summoned her remaining strength to square her shoulders, arch her back, and chime her bell—a signal that she was holding, enduring, present.

The herd responded to each other in kind: bells chimed, shoulders touched, glances met and held as long as the posture allowed. In the misery of cold and mud, unity was forged. No one wanted to be the first to collapse, and no one would be left alone to fail. The storm was no longer just something to be endured, but something that bound them—novices and seniors alike—in stubborn, wordless solidarity.

At last, a handler’s whistle cut through the rain: “That’s enough—let’s get you inside!” The suction eased, cups popped free, and handlers unclipped collars and tethers, their hands gentler now than at the start. Kess collapsed back onto her heels, muscles quivering, soaked and shivering—but with a surge of exhausted pride. Around her, the herd sagged as one, battered but still whole, their collective silence saying more than any speech could have.

Handlers moved swiftly down the line, their coats streaming with rain as they unbuckled collars and untethered leads. The suction cups were eased from aching breasts, each touch careful despite the rush. As soon as she was freed, Kess nearly collapsed in the mud, her limbs trembling and numb. A handler caught her elbow, hauling her gently upright, and guided her toward the barn.

The herd shuffled inside, a sodden procession of bodies dripping water and mud onto the straw-strewn floor. Inside, the warmth hit like a shock—close, damp, and scented with hay and balm. Towels were pressed into hands and over shoulders, thick blankets draped around backs. Kess could barely feel her own fingers as a handler knelt to wipe mud from her calves, another using a rough towel to dry her hair and hood.

Hot drinks—sweet milk and broth—were passed down the row. Kess accepted a cup with shaking hands, the heat spreading through her chest and banishing some of the bone-deep chill. She watched Rhea nearby, her posture slumped but her face unbowed, offering a tired but genuine smile.

Dr. Fell moved from hucow to hucow, checking for bruises, pinched skin, or early signs of chill. She knelt before Kess, pressing cool fingers to her jaw, inspecting her for any marks beyond the expected. “Good,” she murmured, voice both clinical and kind. “You held up well. Take the afternoon to rest.”

Kess nodded, unable to find words even if her jaw were free. Exhaustion dragged at her, but so did relief. Around her, the herd settled into loose piles on fresh straw, towels wrapped tight, heads resting on each other’s shoulders. The air was thick with tired laughter, sighs of relief, and the soft, low clinking of bells.

Rhea crawled over and settled at Kess’s side, her body warm even through the damp. She nudged her shoulder, and Kess, finally, let herself relax—pressed against the herd, sharing breath, warmth, and the pride that came not from comfort, but from enduring together.

As Kess sipped the last of her hot drink, eyelids growing heavy, she realized something had shifted: hardship had melted some invisible barrier. In the storm’s aftermath, they were no longer just bodies in harness and mud. They were a herd, unified by trial, and she was part of them—marked by rain, pain, and belonging.


Chapter 10: Bell Rite

The barn felt different on Bell Rite mornings—a hush of reverence threaded through the routine, blending with nervous excitement. Lanterns were strung along the beams, throwing warm pools of light onto the swept floor and glinting off the rows of polished brass bells lined up for inspection. The air was thick with the scent of oil, fresh straw, and the faint tang of excitement and anxiety.

Handlers moved through the stalls with unusual formality, voices soft but clipped, dressed in crisp aprons marked with the farm’s sigil. Kess was woken earlier than usual, her body still sore from yesterday’s storm and milking, every muscle heavy but tingling with anticipation. She knew today would not be ordinary—not just another round of discipline or routine inspection, but something ceremonial, public, and final in its judgment.

The herd was assembled for bathing, the ritual beginning with a long, cold rinse under the pumps in the stone washroom. Kess stood with the others, shivering as handlers scrubbed the mud from their knees and elbows, soaped and rinsed every trace of straw and sweat from skin and hair. When it was her turn, Kess lifted her arms obediently, letting the handler’s fingers slide beneath her straps, carefully undoing the harness and peeling it away. She gasped at the rush of air on her bare skin, hyperaware of how her chest now seemed even fuller—weightier, heavier—than even a week before.

Once clean, she was toweled off, her hair brushed smooth and plaited tight. Bells and collars were wiped and buffed until they shone. The handlers worked with brisk efficiency, but their glances lingered on her chest—assessing, comparing, clearly expecting change.

As Kess knelt with the rest of the herd, waiting for inspection, she felt eyes sliding her way. Some novices glanced with wide-eyed awe, a few seniors offered quiet, knowing smiles, while others—her rivals—looked on with thinly veiled curiosity or envy. Rhea, ever poised, met Kess’s gaze with an approving nod, her silver bell glinting like a promise.

A handler approached, clipboard in hand. “Kess, you’ll be called forward for measuring and review,” she murmured, not unkind. “You’ve made quite an impression.”

Heat flushed Kess’s cheeks—part pride, part dread. She was not sure which feeling was stronger: the terror of standing exposed before the entire herd, or the fierce, swelling pride at having earned this attention.

As the final touches were made—bells checked, collars straightened, skin oiled to a soft gleam—the anticipation sharpened. Somewhere deep inside, Kess felt a new certainty settle in her chest: she would not flinch from what was coming. She had earned her place in the light.

The hush inside the barn thickened as the ceremony began.

Kess knelt in her place near the centre of the assembled herd, her knees pressing into the straw-covered floor, body straight, chin lowered in deference. The air was warm from the lanterns and the press of bodies, yet a chill still moved down her spine—part nerves, part anticipation. Around her, the rest of the herd waited in lines of six, polished bells gleaming at every throat, tails neatly combed and lifted, gags in place. The silence was absolute, broken only by the soft footsteps of Dr. Fell as she paced the row of kneeling women with a clipboard and a cloth-bound measuring tape.

The Bell Rite was always performed publicly. This was the farm’s law: if a body was to be marked for advancement, it had to be seen, catalogued, and confirmed before the eyes of those who shared her straw and punishment.

“Kess Al-Hadid,” came the voice. Calm. Formal. From the front of the barn.

A soft chime rang out as a handler struck a small hanging bell.

She moved forward immediately, guided by a tug at her nose ring lead. Her arms were bound as usual—encased in mitts and fixed behind her back by a leather strap at the elbows—and she crawled on elbows and knees to the padded dais in front of the gathered herd.

The barn lights seemed brighter here.

Handlers flanked her on either side. One adjusted her posture—knees wide, back arched, tail high and neatly secured—while another unbuckled her chest harness with slow, deliberate care. The leather straps came away slick with sweat and oil. Her full breasts, freed, swayed under their own weight, the air cool and humiliating against damp, sensitive skin. She could feel how much they’d grown. Everyone could.

Dr. Fell approached, the cloth tape unrolled in her hands. Her voice rang out clearly for the assembled observers.

“Bust: one hundred and twelve centimetres.”

A pause. Pens scratched on clipboards.

“Underbust: eighty-eight.”

Another pause.

“Cup conversion: UK size… 36HH.”

A soft wave of reaction rolled through the watching herd—some bells jingled with small shifts, some eyes widened. A few of the newer novices blinked in disbelief, while the seniors exchanged quiet, knowing looks. Kess’s face burned.

Dr. Fell continued without pause. “Initial entry: 36DD. Growth: three cup sizes since admission. Milk volume increased by 42%.”

The handlers moved around her again, checking the contour of her breasts, the shape and elasticity of her skin, the swell at the curve of each hip. Every touch was clinical, but her cheeks flushed hotter with each passing second. She felt sweat pool at her lower back, her thighs trembling not from exertion but from sheer vulnerability.

“She’ll require a new harness for milking—custom fit. Current output places her in the upper quartile. Not yet rivaling Rhea, but…” Dr. Fell’s glance turned momentarily to the barn queen, then back to her clipboard. “Promising.”

A handler stepped forward, producing a silver-plated collar on a velvet cushion. The metal gleamed beneath the lanterns, a fresh bell hanging beneath the front loop—engraved with Kess’s number and a new insignia: a stylised crescent and pail, the mark of a rising cow.

The room was silent.

“Promotion approved.”

With practiced ease, her old collar was unclasped and removed. Her neck felt briefly naked, the air cool against skin unused to exposure. Then the new collar was buckled into place, snug, heavy, the bell chiming softly as she adjusted to the weight. The handlers stepped back. The moment hung.

Kess kept her head bowed, heart hammering. Her breasts ached with exposure. Her thighs were slick with sweat and humiliation. And yet beneath the nerves, there was something else blooming, undeniable and warm: pride.

She hadn’t broken. She had grown. And they had seen it.

The barn held its breath.

Kess remained motionless on the padded dais, her elbows locked, knees wide, the new silver collar gleaming at her throat. The weight of it was undeniable—slightly heavier than the old brass ring, its cool metal resting firmly against the base of her neck, the bell at its centre swaying gently with every shallow breath.

A handler stepped forward with a cloth-wrapped box. Inside lay the polished wooden mallet and brass plaque used for the rite—the traditional tools of elevation.

“Kess Al-Hadid,” Dr. Fell began, turning to address the gathered herd. Her voice echoed beneath the rafters. “Entered the herd six cycles ago. Submitted to full training protocol, endured milking, breeding, discipline, and inspection without dereliction. Yield and physical transformation exceed expectations. Attitude: improving. Compliance: rising. Bond to herd: strengthening.”

Kess flushed, unsure whether to shrink under the praise or lean into it. She held still, posture perfect, face lowered to the straw.

Dr. Fell crossed to her, knelt beside her flank, and pressed the brass plate to the leather of Kess’s hip harness. A second handler followed, holding the mallet.

“The bell rises,” Dr. Fell intoned softly.

A clean clack of brass on brass echoed through the barn as the mallet struck the plate. Once. Then twice. A third time.

Each strike sent a tremor through Kess’s bones. Each was a public confirmation: she was no longer a nameless body. She had been measured. Accepted. Advanced.

The moment the mallet withdrew, a ripple passed through the herd. Not with words, but with breath, posture, presence. A subtle shift of deference, recognition, even awe. Bells chimed in low, accidental harmony.

Rhea rose from her kneeling position. With slow, purposeful movement, she crossed the straw floor, stopping just beside the dais. She knelt again, this time beside Kess, lowering her head in the smallest of bows. It was not submission—but it was something close: acknowledgment.

Her hand reached out—not to correct, not to punish, but to gently adjust the strap beneath Kess’s breasts, ensuring it sat cleanly now that her measurements had changed.

Kess’s throat tightened.

It was the smallest gesture. But it meant everything.

The ceremony moved on. Another name was called. Another hucow crawled forward.

But Kess remained at the dais for several minutes, displayed beside the plaque, her collar chiming softly as the ceremony continued around her. She was no longer just enduring the ritual. She was part of it—anchored to it, a living example of what the herd could become.

When she was finally led back to her position, the bell at her throat rang more confidently than before.

And this time, when the straw scratched her knees and the cold brushed her bare chest, she didn’t flinch.

Kess knelt back in her usual place, the new collar still cool against her throat, the bell chiming softly with each breath. She could feel the difference—both in the weight of the metal and in the air around her. Something had shifted. She wasn’t imagining it.

The herd had noticed.

As the ceremony continued, Kess kept her head lowered, but her eyes flicked subtly sideways, tracking the unspoken conversation happening in glances and posture. Some of the newer hucows stared at her openly now—wide-eyed, unsure whether to envy or fear her. Their bells hung still against their chests, some trembling faintly. One novice, the pale blonde with the nervous twitch in her shoulder, looked away quickly the moment Kess caught her gaze.

Others weren’t so quiet.

To her right, Nyra—compact, curvy, always restless—shuffled closer, her posture informal enough to draw a glance from the nearest handler. Her eyes landed on the silver ring at Kess’s throat, then drifted pointedly to her chest. She gave a small smirk. Not cruel, but clearly assessing.

You’re bigger now. But I’m not far behind.

It wasn’t said aloud. It didn’t need to be.

A few feet away, the red-haired novice from the storm milking gave Kess a different look entirely: soft, almost reverent. Her bell barely made a sound, but her knees edged closer in the straw, and her posture lowered—just slightly. Deference, unprompted. Kess swallowed.

The weight of their attention didn’t feel like praise alone. It was expectation. She had risen—now she had to carry it.

But then Rhea passed by, silver collar flashing in the light, and slowed for just a heartbeat. Her hand—bare, steady—reached out and gently tapped the front of Kess’s new bell. Just once.

I see you.

The chime it made was rich and clear, ringing out over the soft murmurs and shifting straw. Several heads turned.

It was not a warning. It was permission.

When Dr. Fell called the last name, closing the ceremony, the herd shifted as one—collars jingling, bodies easing from tension into release. But for Kess, the bell still rang in her ears. Not just the sound of metal—but the recognition, the approval, the challenge embedded within it.

A handler passed by, offering a flask of warm milk. Kess drank deeply, wiping her chin on her shoulder, her mind still spinning. Her thighs ached. Her chest was raw from the measuring tape. Her breath tasted of metal and pride.

She had been seen. Praised. Marked.

But most importantly, she’d been measured against the herd—and held her place.

The barn had fallen into a subdued calm.

The bells no longer rang in ceremony, but in softer, looser rhythms—occasional chimes as the herd settled, exhaled, and shifted back into the straw. The lanterns were dimmed, the echo of Dr. Fell’s voice faded, and the handlers moved slowly now, their pace unhurried, voices low.

Kess was led to the side chamber—a private stall used for post-rite care. She crawled on aching limbs, every muscle sore from the tension of display, every inch of her chest still flushed from exposure and handling. Her new collar sat heavy and cool against her neck. It felt almost too real—like something she should have to earn again every time she wore it.

Inside the stall, the straw was fresh, and the low-burning brazier filled the space with comforting warmth. A thick blanket was laid down, and Kess was guided onto it, her arms still bound but her posture finally allowed to soften.

Dr. Fell knelt beside her without a word.

She carried a tin of balm, a soft cloth, and a water flask. The air smelled of mint, lavender, and sweat.

Kess didn’t speak. She couldn’t. Not from the gag—she had long since accepted that—but from the weight of the moment itself. Instead, she lowered her gaze as Dr. Fell began her inspection.

The older woman’s fingers were skilled and efficient, but gentle now. She ran them along Kess’s ribs, across her underbust, testing for inflammation or strain. She spread balm along the tape marks left by the measuring ritual, massaging it into the tender skin beneath her breasts with slow, circular motions. Kess flinched once—more from the intimacy than the pain.

“You’re swelling again,” Dr. Fell murmured. “You’ll need a deeper harness cut by week’s end. Possibly a side-support band. We’ll monitor.”

Kess nodded faintly.

Warm water was pressed to her lips. She drank slowly, the liquid sliding down her throat in cooling waves, grounding her. When the flask was removed, Dr. Fell lifted her chin—not roughly, not kindly either, just firmly—and studied her face.

“You held your posture. You accepted the numbers. You wore the shame. That matters.”

The words struck something deep.

She wanted to hide from it—how much she had wanted the collar, the promotion, the moment of praise. But there was no hiding now. Not with the herd’s eyes still in her memory. Not with the new bell chiming every time she so much as breathed.

Dr. Fell adjusted her blanket and gave her a final nod. “You’re not a novice anymore, Kess. You’re a cow in standing. You’ll be watched more closely now.”

She stood, leaving Kess alone on the soft straw.

A moment passed. Then another.

Outside, she could hear the rest of the herd being settled—bells chiming softly in the quiet, soft sounds of breathing and bodies folding into each other for warmth. Rain tapped against the high barn roof again. Another storm coming, or the same one lingering.

Kess curled in on herself, her body warm from balm and blanket, her chest sore, her thighs still damp with the memory of exposure.

And yet… for the first time, she wasn’t unsure. She didn’t need to ask if she belonged.

The weight at her throat told her the truth plainly.

She did.


Chapter 11: Auction Show

Kess knew it wasn’t just another milking the moment she was woken.

The barn felt wrong. Too quiet. Too focused. She stirred from the straw with a handler already at her side, tightening her elbow cuffs and giving her a nudge that said: You’re not just another body today. Her limbs ached from the Bell Rite the day before, skin still raw where the measuring tape had pressed and the new collar had rubbed. But there was no time to stretch or shake it off.

She was led with five others, crawling on elbows and knees through the back corridor and into the tiled preparation wing—one of the cleanest, brightest rooms on the property. She hadn’t seen it since her intake. But now the lights were warmer, lanterns strung in tall iron hooks, glass scrubbed until it gleamed. The scent of polish and citrus disinfectant filled her nose.

The assistants were already there—men and women in black coats and white gloves, moving with quiet precision. No barked orders. No teasing. Everything was different when buyers were coming.

Kess took her place on the grooming mat beside Rhea, who was already seated in perfect form: chin up, shoulders back, tail braided and gleaming. There was something unspoken in Rhea’s bearing today. Not just poise. Preparation. She knew this routine. Kess didn’t.

Across the glass, behind a velvet rope, the viewing room was beginning to fill. Men in suits. Women with clipboards. Silent figures in dark robes who spoke only in gesture to the handlers. The glass was two-way, but Kess could feel their gaze through it—like pressure on her skin.

Behind her, the handler clicked open the case of display equipment.

Kess’s collar bell gave a muted chime as she shifted in place. It was happening. She was about to be displayed. Assessed. Offered.

“Lot One,” the assistant said softly, eyes flicking over her chart. “Silver collar. Ten-day milk volume peak. High adaptability. Visual posture score—excellent.”

Kess held still, heart pounding. Her mouth was still free, her tail light from the night shift. But not for long. She could feel it in the room: she was about to be fitted. Shaped. Presented.

The other girls were silent, obedient. Each had been selected for a reason: yield, body, compliance. Kess scanned their faces—Rhea’s calm certainty, Nyra’s smirk smoothed away into something unreadable, the blonde novice with panic barely hidden in her breath.

None of it changed the fact: they were the show.

From behind the glass, a soft chime rang—a signal.

The handlers moved forward as one.

And Kess lifted her chin, ready for whatever the showroom required.

The handlers worked in silence.

Kess remained perfectly still on her elbows and knees, legs spread, hips lifted high by the posture cuffs cinched tight at her thighs. The mat beneath her was padded but cold, and each breath steamed faintly against the polished tile. Her new collar gleamed under the preparation lights, the bell swaying gently with every shift of her chest.

“Lot One,” a handler said softly—referring to her, not by name, but by designation. “Begin fitting.”

Kess exhaled through her nose. She didn’t fight it. She didn’t flinch.

The first item was the gag.

One of the assistants approached, holding a thick leather strap with an enormous, gloss-black ball gag secured at its centre. It was nearly the size of her fist—obscene, intimidating, clearly designed more for display than comfort. She had seen others wear it during past parades, but never herself. It was used to silence and stretch, to render them wide-eyed and speechless for the benefit of watching eyes.

The handler crouched, gently lifting her chin. “Open.”

She obeyed. Slowly. Carefully. Her jaw ached before the ball even passed her lips.

It pressed in relentlessly, the rubber stretching her mouth wide—too wide—forcing her tongue down and flooding her nose with the scent of latex and leather. The strap was buckled at the back of her head, high and tight. A second strap ran beneath her chin, cinched snug to lock the ball in deep. Her jaw throbbed instantly.

She breathed shallowly through her nose. A soft whimper escaped her—more from pressure than protest—but the handler didn’t pause. He checked the buckle, ran a thumb along the edge of her jaw, then stood.

One of the buyers tapped something on a screen behind the glass.

Next came the plug.

Her previous tail—already thick, already heavy—was removed with efficient, gloved hands. She had grown used to its presence: the subtle drag at her hips, the familiar sway of the weighted strands. Its absence left her oddly exposed.

But the replacement was unmistakable.

The new plug was longer, broader, and gleamed with a polished metal core. The base flared into a custom-forged ring, anchoring a high-set tail made of thick, glossy synthetic hair—black with streaks of silver, clearly marking her as a featured lot. The assistant slicked it thoroughly, then began the slow, firm press inward.

Kess’s body shuddered, shoulders twitching beneath the restraint harness.

It was wider than anything she’d worn before, stretching her open until her knees strained against the cuffs. Her breath came fast through her nose, her mouth sealed around the unyielding gag, her bell chiming erratically with every twitch. When it finally seated, she sagged forward with a muffled groan, tail arching up and out behind her in a perfect display posture.

“There,” the assistant murmured. “Now she’s ready.”

The breast harness followed—a wide, chest-framing piece with lift straps and a built-in suction base. Her engorged breasts were arranged into it like offerings, full and round, nipples left bare for the suction demonstration to come. Metal rings cradled the undersides and buckled tight across her upper ribs, forcing her posture even higher.

Her arms remained bound behind her back, elbows laced together with no slack. Nose chain attached. Bell wiped clean. Final oil touch to her thighs, shoulders, and the backs of her calves.

She could barely think. Her jaw throbbed. Her hips ached. Her breasts tingled.

But she was ready.

She was display-grade.

And through the glass, the buyers watched.

The turntable sat in the centre of the showroom—raised, padded, silent.

Kess was led to it by a short nose chain clipped to the ring threaded through her septum. The assistant didn’t pull sharply, but firmly enough to make her crawl without hesitation. The tail plug swayed with every movement, brushing the insides of her thighs, its thick base pressing with every shift of her hips. The oversized gag kept her lips stretched wide, jaw locked, her mouth wet and helpless. Her bell sang with every crawl.

She could feel the glass walls around her, sense the hum of buyers beyond—pens clicking, murmured notes, the occasional shift of weight as someone moved to get a better angle.

She was on display.

The platform’s surface was matte black, slightly textured to keep knees and elbows from slipping. Two padded elbow posts and two cushioned knee dips were built into it, forcing Kess into a high, supported presentation once she was positioned. A handler guided her up the low ramp and into place, adjusting her limbs until her posture was perfect—back arched, tail raised, chin lifted, breasts hanging heavy in the open harness rings.

Then the platform began to turn.

Slow. Deliberate.

A full rotation took just over a minute.

Kess tried not to tremble. Her muscles were sore from the restraint. Her nipples were tight, her core slick with heat and humiliation. She couldn’t see the buyers behind the one-way glass—but she knew they could see every inch of her. Her face held wide and silent by the gag. The fullness of her breasts. The swell of her belly. The slow, swaying arc of her tail. Every movement was deliberate, measured, ritualised.

A soft chime sounded. Another signal.

Two assistants approached the platform.

One fitted suction cups to her nipples with smooth, practiced pressure. The cups hissed to life, drawing her engorged flesh into rhythmic, pulsing grips. Kess whimpered behind the gag, her bell chiming, knees trembling against the restraint dips. Her milk flowed easily now—rich and quick—drawn down the tubes into the clear catch jars mounted beneath the platform’s edge. One of the buyers made a sound through the glass. Another tapped a stylus against a screen.

The second assistant knelt behind her and checked the plug—gripping the tail base and lifting sharply, tilting her hips higher. The move made Kess moan, her thighs twitching. Her body was helpless to hide it: how sensitive she was, how easily her body betrayed her arousal.

The platform continued its slow spin.

Everything about her was measured. Her yield. Her control. Her posture. Her stillness.

Another chime.

The suction deepened. The rhythm changed—faster now, more demanding. Kess’s breath caught. Her hips bucked against the restraint grooves, the plug grinding inside her. Her nipples throbbed under the pressure. Milk pooled faster into the jars, steam curling inside the glass.

She could hear her own bell ringing in time with the suction. Her humiliation bloomed into heat. Her arousal was unbearable—aching, visible, undeniable.

She wanted to hide. She wanted to be seen. She wanted the rotation never to end.

Another chime. The suction stopped.

Kess sagged in place, shaking. Her breasts ached, her thighs burned, her jaw throbbed around the massive gag—but she didn’t fall. She held her posture. Her head remained lifted. Her nose chain gleamed in the light.

The platform slowed. The rotation completed.

There was a pause.

And then the bell on her collar chimed a single, clean note—struck by the handler’s gloved finger.

Approved.

The moment Kess was unbuckled from the turntable rig, her limbs nearly gave out.

Her shoulders ached, her thighs were slick and shaking, and her jaw throbbed where the gag had stretched her to silence. The suction pressure still tingled deep in her chest, her nipples red and pulsing, her milk yield noted and measured and displayed. But there was no rest. No pause. Her bell hadn’t stopped chiming since she’d been lifted onto the platform.

A short tug on her nose chain brought her back to the present.

Rhea waited at the far end of the showroom floor, already positioned—kneeling in a perfect brace posture, tail braided high and bell at rest. Her collar shimmered under the high lights, the silver more worn than Kess’s new one, but no less bright. She didn’t blink as Kess approached. She didn’t smile. But there was something alive in her eyes—some spark of recognition. Or challenge.

They were paired for the final demonstration.

Two cows. Two collars. Two bells.

The handler motioned for Kess to take her place beside Rhea. The pads beneath them were pre-marked, their spacing exact. As Kess lowered herself into position, she adjusted her posture automatically—hips tilted just-so, tail lifted and arranged, thighs apart at the perfect angle. Her nose chain gleamed. Her plug throbbed. She settled beside Rhea with the smallest possible nod.

The glass wall darkened slightly.

From behind it, the audience was leaning forward.

The cue bell chimed.

Both women lifted their heads in unison.

The handlers gave no verbal instruction—just a subtle flick of the cane against the straw at their feet. Kess and Rhea began to crawl.

Synchronised. Four elbows. Four knees. Two tails swaying in rhythm. Two bells chiming in soft, overlapping harmony.

They crawled a tight circle along the display perimeter, their bodies aligned, their movements matched. Where Rhea lifted, Kess lifted. Where Rhea paused, Kess held. When Rhea dipped her hips in submission, Kess mirrored it with equal fluidity. It wasn’t about showiness. It was about obedience. Precision. Control.

The floor beneath them was smooth and cool, the straw under their knees brushed aside to emphasise cleanliness, form, posture. Their gags muffled every sound, turning breath into a faint rhythm, snorts of effort into background music.

Halfway through the circuit, Rhea pulled ahead—barely. A challenge.

Kess pushed her hips higher, let her breasts sway just a little deeper with each crawl step. Not enough to outpace her, but enough to remind the room: I’m not following. I’m keeping up.

Rhea’s eyes flicked to her. Just once.

Then came the turn.

The two crawled side-by-side again, chests out, tails aligned, posture perfect. They held at centre. Posed. Waited.

Another cue bell.

In perfect tandem, they sank low—brows pressed to the straw, asses high, bells swinging gently.

Submission.

A murmur rolled behind the glass. One buyer’s stylus tapped. Another turned away, lips tight, clearly impressed.

Kess didn’t move. Her body was screaming, but her mind was still.

You’re one of them now.

Not beneath her. Not above her.

Alongside.

The handlers didn’t speak when the showcase ended.

A soft bell was rung once—low, final—and the herd was unhooked in reverse order. No praise. No numbers. Just the slow, careful removal of straps and suction, the clink of metal tools dropped into sanitising trays, the quiet creak of leather gear being folded away.

Kess remained kneeling as her nose chain was unclipped, her gag loosened.

When the thick rubber ball was finally pulled from her mouth, a strand of saliva clung to her lip, and her jaw cracked audibly as she eased it closed. Her tongue pressed into the inside of her cheek, numb and trembling from the strain. She didn’t moan. She didn’t thank them. She simply exhaled—slow, shaky, grateful.

The heavy plug remained in place. So did the collar. So did the silence.

The handlers led her and the other display cows back to the rear corridor, crawling past crates, spotlights, and water buckets. The moment they passed through the threshold of the viewing hall, the air shifted. The room was cooler, darker, scented with straw and familiar things.

Buyers no longer watched her. But she still felt exposed.

In the grooming stall, Kess slumped onto a fresh mat. Rhea lay across from her, back against a padded post, her body steaming gently from exertion, her own breasts flushed and raw from multiple rounds of suction.

Neither woman spoke. Neither needed to.

Kess’s limbs trembled. Her tail plug throbbed. Her mouth was dry and aching. And yet… something inside her was calm.

She had walked into that hall with a silver collar and a hundred reasons to doubt herself. She’d left it not with confirmation, not with applause—but with the absence of reprimand. The absence of correction. In this place, that was its own kind of honour.

Across from her, Rhea reached up and flicked her own bell gently with one finger. A clear, confident chime.

Kess lifted her hand, slowly, and mirrored her.

Two notes. Not in unison. But not far apart.

And in that gap, something new settled between them. Not rivalry. Not affection. Something quieter. Something earned.

Kess let her head rest on the mat, tail curled to the side, chest rising and falling with slow, milk-heavy breath. Around her, the sounds of dismantled spectacle faded into the soft rhythms of the herd re-forming.

Tomorrow, there would be milking. Punishment. Yield checks.

But tonight, there was silence.

And in that silence, Kess no longer felt unsure.

She had been displayed. Measured. Judged.

And she had been enough.


Chapter 12: Belonging

The barn was dim now.

The oil lanterns along the rafters had been lowered to their lowest flame, their golden glow barely enough to touch the edges of the sleeping herd. The last of the assistants had long since gone, boots silent on the planks as the door latched with a final, heavy thud.

And still, the room swayed with breath.

Kess lay in her familiar place along the left flank of the herd, curled loosely on her side, her arms still bound softly at the elbows, resting between straw and hip. Her knees were bent, tail draped carefully over her thigh, the weight of the plug anchoring her even in stillness. The silver collar sat snug at her throat, bell settled against her skin, quiet now in the hush of rest.

The ache in her muscles had dulled to something distant, rhythmic. Her breasts were still full, sore from the turntable suction and the long display, but warm towels had been pressed to them before sleep, and the lingering sting had faded into something bearable. The oil left on her skin from aftercare still smelled faintly of rosemary and almond.

Around her, bodies shifted gently—subtle breaths, the soft clink of bells as someone turned in the straw, the rustle of harness leather stretching with slow, exhausted motion. No one spoke. Even if they could, there would’ve been no need. The silence tonight wasn’t discipline.

It was reverence.

A long, slow exhale slipped from Kess’s nose. Her jaw still ached from the gag, the memory of how wide she’d been stretched echoing in the soreness of her face. But she welcomed it. Like every ache in her thighs, every bruise on her knees, every warmth pressed into the underside of her breasts.

She was still.

She was quiet.

She was part of it now.

The straw was warm beneath her cheek.

Kess had lost track of time, lulled by the heat of the barn and the steady rise and fall of bodies all around her. She wasn’t fully asleep—just drifting. Her mind empty. Her muscles no longer tense from vigilance or pain. Just… still.

Then, a presence shifted against her.

The body behind her moved closer—slowly, carefully, silently. A soft press of skin against the curve of her back, a breath warming her shoulder. Rhea. She didn’t speak. She didn’t need to. Kess’s bell chimed faintly as she exhaled and let herself lean into the touch, their spines aligned now, warmth shared in both directions.

From the front, another brush—delicate fingertips tracing along her ribcage, no higher, no lower. It was the red-haired novice. Her posture tentative, her eyes half-lidded. She wasn’t touching to take, only to offer. An apology, maybe. Or a thank you. Or simply recognition.

Kess didn’t flinch.

The girl pulled back, then reached again—this time with a small tin of balm. Her hands were clumsy at first, clearly unsure, but she dipped her fingers into the salve and gently began smoothing it over Kess’s chest. The skin there was tender, flushed from hours of suction. The balm was cool and sweet-smelling—lavender and calendula. Kess gasped once through her nose, but didn’t pull away.

Every touch was reverent. Ritualistic.

She could feel others shifting, too—hucows tucking themselves around each other, tangling limbs, pressing thighs to thighs, elbows to waists. A slow unfurling of touch without speech. One girl rested her forehead against another’s hip. Another used her shoulder as a pillow. They weren’t huddling for safety anymore.

They were folding into each other. Choosing proximity. Choosing warmth.

The barn echoed faintly with breath and bell. Nothing more.

As the novice finished her careful circles across Kess’s breasts, she hesitated—then pressed her forehead gently to Kess’s shoulder, remaining there just long enough to be felt. Then she pulled back into the straw, her presence still close but no longer reaching.

Kess let her body sink.

Rhea’s breath moved against her spine. The novice’s hand rested lightly near her ankle. Kess’s own arms, still bound at the elbows, rested soft and useless against her belly—but she didn’t mind.

She didn’t need to touch to feel held.

They weren’t individuals anymore. Not tonight.

They were herd.

She heard the footsteps before she saw the shadow.

Soft-soled. Unhurried. Confident.

The herd didn’t stir as Dr. Fell entered the barn. She didn’t need to announce herself. Her presence was part of the rhythm—one final pass through the rows, clipboard in hand, gaze clinical, movements exact.

Kess stayed still. She knew better than to shift, even under the dim amber light of the lanterns. Her bell remained quiet against her breastbone. Her breathing slowed.

Dr. Fell moved from one body to the next with calm precision—checking the silver gleam of collars, the sheen of milking-slicked skin, the marks of recent discipline. She paused here and there to adjust a strap, reapply balm, or tug gently on a tail to check for seating. One whimper rose from a girl with a fresh welt along her thigh, but it faded instantly. No one protested. No one asked.

When the doctor finally reached Kess, her presence pressed down like a second blanket. Warm. Heavy. Undeniable.

The light shifted as Dr. Fell knelt.

She didn’t speak. Instead, her gloved hand touched the edge of Kess’s tail plug—pressing gently at the base to test its hold. Satisfied, she reached for Kess’s shoulder, fingertips finding the ridge of her scapula beneath the skin. There was no roughness in it. But there was weight.

Kess breathed out.

Her jaw still ached. Her breasts throbbed faintly. Her thighs were slick and her wrists had long since gone numb in their binding. But under the doctor’s touch, she felt none of that. Only the solidity of her body. The confirmation of it. The rightness of its transformation.

Dr. Fell leaned close, voice low, meant only for her.

“You’re stable.”

A pause. Fingers brushed beneath the bell at Kess’s throat.

“Yield is consistent. Hormone uptake optimal. Collar sits properly. Tail hasn’t shifted. No sores. No signs of refusal.”

The language was neutral. Cold, even.

But the meaning was clear: you’re doing everything right.

Kess didn’t nod. Didn’t dare.

But inside, a quiet bloom of something close to joy rose through her ribs and settled under her skin.

Dr. Fell adjusted the blanket draped across Kess’s thighs, smoothing it with surprising tenderness. Her hand lingered just long enough to be felt.

Then she stood, her shadow folding back into the aisle, footsteps already moving to the next girl in the line.

Kess remained where she was—breathing slowly, feeling the finality of the moment settle like dust.

There would be no ceremony. No speech. Just this. A body checked. A bell tested. A tail secured. A shoulder touched.

And for Kess, it was enough.

The barn returned to stillness.

Dr. Fell’s footsteps faded. The lanterns guttered low. Somewhere far down the row, a hucow shifted in her sleep and her bell chimed faintly—barely more than a whisper of metal. Then silence again.

Kess lay awake.

She wasn’t tense. She wasn’t aching. She wasn’t waiting.

She simply… was.

Her body had adjusted to the weight of the collar. It no longer felt foreign, no longer like a costume or restraint. It had warmth now—holding her as much as binding her. Her tail plug pulsed softly with each heartbeat, the muscles around it sore but trained. Her arms were still secured behind her back in the padded binder, but she didn’t test the limits of its grip anymore. She knew them.

She wasn’t calculating escape. She wasn’t imagining anything beyond the barn.

Instead, her thoughts curled through the weeks.

She saw herself again at the intake room, bruised with doubt, breasts still soft, posture unsure. She saw her first milking—how she’d trembled at the suction cups, how the handlers had laughed at her yield. She saw the gag, the tail, the sting of the crop, the sting of the praise.

And she saw Rhea.

Not as a rival anymore, not even as a queen.

As something else. A marker of what was possible. And now, maybe, an equal.

Her eyes traced the shadowed beams of the ceiling. The old wood above her, the lanterns swinging faintly, the smell of sweat and straw and oiled leather. The things she had once flinched from were no longer punishments.

They were… place. Structure. Belonging.

Her bell was silent against her chest, but it no longer needed to chime.

Everyone knew.

Her place wasn’t claimed by volume. It was earned in stillness. In posture. In yield.

She was still. She was full. She was herself.

Just… not the self who arrived here.

And for the first time, Kess didn’t miss who she had been.

A distant door creaked.

It wasn’t loud. Just a low groan of iron hinges and slow-moving wood. But in the hush of the barn, the sound sliced cleanly through the dark.

Kess blinked. She wasn’t sure she’d been asleep.

The herd didn’t stir. A few bells gave sleepy murmurs, but the bodies remained tangled and still. The scent of milk and sweat lingered beneath the lanterns. The heat of the day clung to their skin.

Then came the footsteps.

Hesitant. Uneven.

She turned her head just slightly, shifting her cheek against the straw, and saw the outline of a handler leading a new figure through the barn’s side corridor. Smaller. Slower. The movement unfamiliar. The rhythm off. They stopped at the intake post near the far stall, silhouetted by the low light of a single desk lamp.

The novice’s arms were bound at the wrists. Her head was lowered. Her hair had not yet been shaved or tied. Her collar was leather—temporary. Unmarked.

Kess watched.

There was no part of her that wanted to warn the girl. No envy. No superiority.

Just… understanding.

The handler spoke softly. The girl nodded. Something was clipped to her nose. Something was whispered in her ear. She knelt.

And Kess turned her eyes back to the ceiling, the silver bell at her throat pressing against the skin of her breast as she breathed out, slow and full.

Her place in the herd no longer needed defending.

She had passed through the fire. Through the suction. Through the silence. Through the shame.

Now it would be someone else’s turn.

And Kess would be here—watching. Yielding. Waiting.

Not because she had no choice.

But because this was who she was now.


Stay With Me A Little Longer
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Thank you for returning to the herd.

The Creamery Farm opened the warmer, rougher, more communal heart of Bell & Brand — the place where routine becomes ritual, where hierarchy matters, and where every woman learns her place beneath the bells. But as winter settles over the farm, those rituals become even more elaborate.

And Christmas at Bell & Brand is not a holiday.

It is a trial.

In Twelve Days of Yield, Milly arrives for her first true winter rite. The barn has been transformed with snow, lanterns, pine, ribbons, and a great wooden calendar board. Each day opens a new door. Each door brings a new challenge. Each challenge tests obedience, endurance, shame, pride, service, and hunger for approval.

For Milly, the Twelve Days are more than a seasonal tradition. They are her chance to prove she belongs. Veterans of the herd already know what the winter rite can demand. Some are there to support her. Others are watching to see whether she will break. And at the end waits the coveted title of Christmas Cow — honour, humiliation, and desire bound together beneath the winter bells.

The farm is beautiful in the snow.

That is what makes it dangerous.

Continue with Book 4: Twelve Days of Yield — a Christmas ritual of bells, trials, rivalry, and one unforgettable crown. https://a.co/d/06NaykkN
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Thank you for reading.

If you found something here to crave — something intense, tender, unsettling, or impossible to forget — I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review.

Every review helps other readers discover my work and keeps these dark, daring stories reaching the people they were written for.

— Roman Vale
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Year of Denial – Quarter One - Teased & Tormented: Teased & Tormented: Femdom Chastity, Erotic Denial, and the First Three Months of Submission - 3 Books in 1 Collection

https://a.co/d/03cTDc3m

One contract.

Three months.

No release.

Adam thought he agreed to a simple challenge.

One month locked in chastity to prove he could change.

Rachel knew better.

What begins in January as a relationship ultimatum quickly transforms into something far more deliberate — a carefully structured system of control, denial, and obedience.

Each month tightens the rules.

Each evaluation strips away another layer of resistance.

Each moment without release reshapes Adam’s body, his thoughts… and eventually his identity.

Quarter One: Teased & Tormented collects the first three volumes of the Locked for the Year saga:

	January Jail – The cage closes for the first time.

	February Frustration – Adam learns there is no early release.

	March Meltdown – Denial becomes psychological.



Catch up on the series so far now! New book every month.
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The Glass Slipper: A Dark Fairytale of Power, Desire, and Possession

https://a.co/d/06Ay4M91

The Glass Slipper is a dark Cinderella retelling that transforms a familiar fairytale into something far more intimate, dangerous, and psychologically charged.

Ella has spent most of her life surviving quietly. In a house that was never truly hers, she has learned to be useful, obedient, and easy to overlook. She knows how to make herself small. She knows how to endure. What she does not know is what it means to be fully seen — not as a servant, not as an inconvenience, not as a burden, but as something wanted.

Everything changes with the invitation to the royal ball.

But this is no innocent celebration, and the palace is not glittering with romance. Beneath the beauty and ceremony lies something older, darker, and far more deliberate. The women invited are not simply guests. They are being observed. Assessed. Measured. Every glance means something. Every interaction is part of a design. And at the centre of that design is the Prince — a man who does not chase, does not guess, and does not charm in the way the storybooks promise.

He chooses.
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Do Your Worst: She said she could take it. He never promised to stop - A Dark Romance of Power, Control, and Surrender

https://a.co/d/0gpb7SX1

She said she could take it. He never promised to stop.

Kate wants more than date nights and polite kisses. She wants the tremble that starts in her belly when she kneels; the hush that turns the world soft when he says good girl. One reckless whisper at the kitchen table—do your worst—becomes a contract neither of them can forget.

Sam doesn’t bargain with desire; he builds it. Rules arrive like gifts wrapped in ribbon: how she stands, how she speaks, how she waits. Mornings taste of obedience; evenings taste of consequence. And when he decides her devotion should be worn, not just spoken, Kate feels the first cool brush of metal and understands: this isn’t a phase. It’s a life.
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14-Day Lock: A Valentines Day Ritual Femdom Romance of Chastity, Control, and the Pleasure of Obedience

https://a.co/d/0a10F8dm

Fourteen days.

Fourteen keys.

One lock she controls completely.

Isla Mercer does not play games.

Every February, she begins the same ritual—carefully measured, deliberately unromantic, and absolutely unyielding. A glass heart sits in the centre of her living room, filled with fourteen identical keys. Each one represents a day of control. Each one must be earned through obedience, service, and restraint.

Theo has agreed to submit.

From the moment the lock clicks shut, his pleasure is no longer his concern. Isla does not offer mercy, reassurance, or reward. She offers structure. Rules are spoken once. Failure resets everything. Desire is allowed only as fuel for obedience, never as a bargaining tool.
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The Valentine Handler: A Dark Valentines Day Romance of Chastity, Control, and Surrender

https://a.co/d/06ezmhIH

Every February, she takes one man.

Powerful crime families don’t call Valentina Moreau to kill their problems.

They call her to reassign them.

Known only as the Valentine Handler, Valentina specialises in bloodless victories—contracts instead of bullets, devotion instead of destruction. Her methods are elegant, discreet, and irreversible.

This year’s assignment is Luca De Santis: a reckless syndicate heir whose charm, excess, and entitlement are destabilising the city’s fragile balance of power. Killing him would start a war. Letting him live unchecked would be worse.

[image: ]

Til Denial Do Us Part: A Femdom Marriage Contract Romance of Chastity, Power Exchange, Denied Pleasure, and a Wife’s Awakening into Control

https://a.co/d/0gpRLjMm

On the night before their wedding, Elena and Daniel sign a joke “Marital Control Contract.”

What begins as laughter quickly becomes the most dangerous kind of truth.

When fiery, athletic, red-haired Elena slips the velvet pouch with the key into her bag, she tells herself it’s only a game. But once the ring is on her finger and the vows are said, something shifts inside her—something bold, hungry, and impossibly powerful. Daniel expects a perfect wedding night. Instead, his new wife gives him a soft kiss, a teasing smile… and the first denial.


Also by Roman Vale

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale

💋 Slutty Little Secrets

Confessions too filthy to stay hidden.

This addictive collection dives into the minds of women and men who’ve done things they swore they’d never admit. From drunken dares and public hookups to forbidden affairs and voyeuristic thrills, each story reads like a whispered confession in the dark. Shameless, risky, and raw, Slutty Little Secrets is for readers who love to peek behind the curtain—and find someone moaning on the other side.

🪞 The Glass Room

Desire has nowhere to hide when the walls are made of glass.

Inside a sleek, anonymous space where no one’s truly alone, strangers step into fantasies that blur the line between private and exposed. Some come to watch. Some come to be watched. Others discover something darker in the reflection. The Glass Room is a voyeuristic, intimate, and atmospheric exploration of what happens when we stop pretending no one’s looking.

💼 Workplace Sluts

They’re meant to be professional—but temptation doesn’t clock out.

This provocative anthology series explores women caught between ambition and desire, where office walls, hotel corridors, and after-hours flights become stages for surrender. Each story blends psychological tension with raw eroticism, revealing what happens when control, curiosity, and risk collide behind closed doors. Whether it’s a colleague’s gaze, a boss’s order, or the thrill of being caught, Workplace Sluts turns everyday professionalism into dangerous intimacy. Bold, addictive, and unapologetically hot.

💎 Becoming Porcelain

Perfection isn’t given—it’s engineered.

This haunting trilogy follows Madison Cole through the Dollhouse, an elite finishing institute where beauty, obedience, and desire are sculpted into one flawless ideal. Across months of conditioning, modification, and display, she surrenders her will piece by piece, learning that stillness can be devotion and pleasure can be control. Lush, psychological, and unflinching, Becoming Porcelain transforms sensuality into ritual and submission into art. A story of obsession, discipline, and the erotic cost of perfection.

💠 In Her Custody

Control is care. Obedience is intimacy.

Inside Harrowick Hall, submission isn’t a fantasy—it’s a system.

Elias enters as a volunteer, seeking the discipline he’s always feared to name. Under the cool authority of Sabine and the nurses who serve the Hall’s regime, his surrender becomes a clinical ritual: restraint, silence, obedience, and reclassification.

Each volume traces his descent through the institution’s tiers—from assessment to conditioning, observation to utility—where every gesture is measured, every failure logged, and every trace of desire becomes data. Sabine watches from behind the glass, her absence as controlling as her touch once was.

Elegant, claustrophobic, and erotically psychological, In Her Custody explores the line between consent and containment, and the strange peace that comes when resistance finally ends.

Coming Soon:

Decoration by Design

Silken Chains
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