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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


Prologue

Rain hammered the aluminium roof of the transport van so hard it sounded like gravel hurled by an angry god. Mira Reyes braced her shoulder against the ribbed wall, fighting both the sway of the chassis and the stench of oilskins and wet leather. Links in the floor chain rattled against her cuffs with every pothole, each metallic clink a metronome counting down to something she refused to name.

When the vehicle finally lurched to a halt, the abrupt silence of the engine idling felt louder than the storm outside. She caught the handlers’ murmured codes—“Dock two… strip-bay intake… priority collaring”—through the roar of rain. Then the latch released and the twin doors yawed wide, spilling fluorescent glare and cold air into the pitch-black hold.

Two silhouettes stepped up onto the lip of the bay, faces masked by rain-slick hoods. Their boots glistened under the vapour lamps that ringed the loading yard like predatory eyes. Beyond the fence, fields lay drowned beneath October darkness, but Dominion Farm glowed: a sheet-metal silo crowned by a turning bronze bell-weather-vane, perimeter floodlights bleaching the world to monochrome.

“Come on.” A gloved hand clamped the back of Mira’s neck. Even through latex the touch felt intimate, possessive. She gritted her teeth, breathed through her nose, and kept her gaze fixed on the ground as they uncoupled the chain from her ankle ring.

Wet gravel bit through the soles of her worn trainers when she jumped down. Wind flung rain sideways, stinging her arms and plastering her black T-shirt to her skin. She flinched, half from the cold and half from the clang that rolled overhead as the dominion bell struck once—hollow, slow, patient. The note reverberated in her diaphragm and in the marrow of her resolve.

This place is real. The stories were true.

A second handler took her elbow and steered her toward a corrugated walkway connecting the loading bay to the main barn. Mira forced her breathing calm, counting each sensory fragment: the chemical tang rising from disinfected concrete, the black-iron railings slick beneath her shackled hands, the way floodlights threw raindrops into brief diamonds before they shattered on steel.

Inside the passageway, sodium lamps flickered, bleeding orange over waxed panels. A safety light pulsed every three metres, each rhythmic flash reflecting in puddles on the vinyl floor, so the corridor seemed to beat with its own slow heart. Between pulses Mira caught hints of deeper machinery—a low hum like distant turbines, a hiss of hydraulics preparing for something methodical.

Halfway down, the handlers halted. Mira’s escort shifted his weight, tugging her chin upward so her line of sight met a black glass panel set into the wall. Its matte surface looked dead until a hidden projector brightened, revealing ghost-pale reflections: three hooded figures, one bare-armed woman, her dark hair matted to her cheek, shoulders squared as if defiance could substitute armour.

A lock clacked. A narrow viewing shutter—no more than a hand’s breadth high—slid open at eye level. Cool, hospital-clean air seeped through.

“Observe,” a deep voice said from behind her, smooth as satin split by a blade. Cain Hart, then—the name whispered through city back-alleys by people who passed warnings like contraband. Mira hadn’t dared believe he truly existed until that moment.

A gentle pressure at her nape guided her closer. From the other side of the glass came light: stark, surgical, showing an elevated platform draped in wipe-clean polymers. At first she saw only polished chrome arms angling over the dais, each tipped with a translucent suction cup pulsing in measured rhythm. But as her eyes adjusted she made out skin—flushed, sleek with perspiration—beneath those cups, and the silhouette of a bowed head between rolled shoulders.

The woman was restrained on all fours atop a padded bench, knees parted, wrists lost inside padded cuffs fixed to anchor loops. Her torso swayed minutely with every mechanical draw. LED counters above each breast ticked up—31 ml… 34… 37—while pale milk spiralled through narrow tubing into labelled beakers below. A collar of white nylon hugged the base of her throat, its tiny bronze bell chiming in sync with the suction, a cruel lullaby.

Mira’s stomach lurched. The sound barely penetrated the glass, yet she felt each chime brushing her spine. She swallowed hard, tasting copper beneath her tongue.

The blindfolded woman shivered, lips muffled by a leather bit gag laced behind her neck. No scream, no word: only that bell, the pump’s greedy thrum, and a raw, involuntary whine each time vacuum released then sealed again.

Mira’s pulse thundered loud enough she feared the men would hear it. She could not tear her gaze from the bruises blooming violet around the cups’ rims, the faint tremor in the stranger’s thighs, the rivulet of warm cream sliding through crystal tubes. Fascination twined with horror—a double helix of dread and aching curiosity. Is that what they’ll do to me?

Behind them, Cain spoke as though reading her mind. “Forty minutes into a new session and still producing. Admirable, don’t you think?”

Mira forced herself to respond. “She looks broken.”

“Efficient,” Cain corrected mildly. “Conditioned to purpose. Output defines value here, Reyes. Sooner you accept that, the sooner you’ll thrive.”

“I won’t become her.” She meant it as steel; it left her lips as smoke.

Cain’s reflection caught hers in the glass—tanned skin, eyes like burnished brass, mouth tilted in something too subtle for a smirk. “Productivity has a language. Your body will learn its grammar.”

He nodded; the shutter whispered shut, returning them to dim corridor light. Yet the phantom rhythm of suction—thump … thump … thump—echoed inside Mira’s ears, as if her heartbeat had synced to machinery.

They moved on. The corridor widened into the Strip Bay, a cavity of antiseptic white and stainless-steel shine. Fluorescent tubes buzzed overhead; extractor vents exhaled a steady draught that smelled of chlorine and milkfat. Hoses hung on retractable reels, nozzles still beaded with water from an earlier wash-down. Their drip, drip, drip kept time with distant thunder.

A grated floor sloped imperceptibly toward a central drain where a chemical solution fizzed, dissolving older stains. Mira caught her reflection in a puddle: pupils dilated, cheeks hollow from three sleepless days running. She straightened, jaw set.

Off to one side, a magnetic rack displayed collars in ascending tiers. The first row—pure white—bore micro-injector ports at four o’clock and eight o’clock positions, each armed with a compressed-gas capsule. A lab technician, corseted under a stark coat, lifted one by a gloved fingertip. The nylon strap made a small, innocent tick as she flexed it, then another as the quick-release tested. The bell beneath the injection module wobbled, offered a polite chink.

“That’ll be yours,” Cain said. “Tier I ensures compliance, monitors vitals, delivers L-92 serum in micro-doses. Efficient, painless—unless you resist dosage, which I recommend you do not.”

L-92. Mira had heard rumours: an engineered peptide that stimulated mammary tissue, rewiring endocrine feedback until the body craved release the way lungs craved air. The first injection was said to feel like a soft buzz beneath the skin; the second like a tightening; the third like a dam breaking. By the fourth, legend claimed, the need to be milked eclipsed pride, fear—sometimes even the memory of life before.

The technician pressed a valve; vapour hissed white, then cleared. Satisfied, she returned the collar to its cradle with the delicacy of a jeweller.

Mira’s fists clenched involuntarily, fingernails half-moons in her palms. Remember every detail. Strip Bay ceiling height—approximate three metres. Ventilation louvers reachable if she had adequate lift. Two doors: one they’d entered, another marked MED WING – AUTH STAFF. The second likely led to storage of serums, scalpels, whatever horrors they refined.

“On your knees,” one handler ordered.

She stayed standing.

Cain didn’t raise his voice. He didn’t need to. He swung the crook staff forward, its lacquered shaft ending in a brass hook smoothed by years of use. The hook slid under her chin, tipping her face back until vertebrae stretched. Her skull throbbed at the base where high-buzz fear met dizzy anticipation.

“Down, Mira,” Cain said, almost kindly. “It’s only ceremony until you fight it.”

Her knees struck the stainless grate. Pain flared and vanished beneath adrenaline. Across the room a hose snapped back into its reel, slapping framework with a gunshot pop. Mira jerked despite herself, wrists tugging against cuffs.

Cain walked a slow circle. Drops of rain still dotted his leather coat, glimmering like mercury. He rapped the staff once on the floor—an echo that felt strangely familiar, as if she’d dreamt it before and woken tasting iron.

From the corridor they’d left, faint machinery sounds shifted tempo: the unseen woman’s pump accelerating. Mira pictured counters now at eighty, ninety, one-hundred millilitres. She imagined the stranger’s thighs trembling at a plateau of sensation, a point where humiliation collapsed into something darker and sweeter. The bell would be frantic now, tiny clapper flicking in time with needy flesh.

A low cry leaked through ventilation ducts. Mira’s pulse answered, mortified at how her own body responded to fear—nipples drawing tight under wet cotton, breath coming faster. She clenched her jaw until molars ached.

Cain stopped behind her. The crook pressed at the junction of neck and shoulder, then withdrew.

“Uncuff her,” he told the handlers. “She won’t run. The storm has the fences live.”

Sparks danced in Mira’s vision at the mention of fences. She recalled rumours of electrified wire laced with conductive polymer, triggered by body heat. A rabbit could pass unharmed; a human would seize and drop within seconds.

Cold metal left her wrists. She flexed fingers, blood surging back till they tingled. The liberty was cosmetic—she knew that—but she rolled shoulders, valuing each micro-freedom while it lasted.

The technician approached with the collar cradled in both hands, the way a midwife might carry an infant’s first blanket. Peppermint breath drifted from her lips. She knelt, bringing herself level with Mira’s bowed head—a curious inversion of power that lasted only a heartbeat before she spoke.

“Straight neck, please.” Her voice held none of Cain’s lazy threat—only clinical focus.

Mira met her eyes—cool hazel, curious rather than cruel. Something inside Mira sparked at that humanity. It scared her more than hatred would have.

Metal clicked. Nylon slid against damp skin. The collar’s interior felt deceptively soft, like memory-foam at a hotel she’d never afford. A faint electrical hum tickled her pulse. Then the ring locked, and Mira felt the world narrow to the diameter of that band.

“Vitals reading green,” the technician said to Cain. “Shall I dose?”

“Stage-one only,” he replied. “No boosters until baseline metrics at morning weigh-in.”

A hiss. Two micro-needles pierced flesh so quickly Mira barely flinched. Coolness spread under her jaw, then receded, leaving a tingling echo like champagne bubbles under the skin. Not painful—but the promise of something growing.

As the technician withdrew, Cain crouched eye-level. “There now,” he murmured. “You’re already ahead of schedule. Try not to disappoint.”

Mira stared at him. “Where’s the girl I just saw?”

“One of many,” he said. “She started as you start now. In three weeks she’ll earn her bronze collar. Output always tells the story.”

He tapped the bell at Mira’s throat. It chimed—a single, fragile note swallowed by the Strip Bay’s emptiness.

Beyond the wall, the unseen hucow’s pump climaxed, a crescendo of suction fades, valves sighing, a last drawn-out moan. The handler in the observation room must have detached the cups, because Mira heard milk trickling unimpeded into glass. Moments later a bell chimed twice in quick succession—perhaps signalling session completion.

Cain cocked his head, listening, the way a shepherd tracks flock bells on a hillside. Satisfied, he stood and extended the crook, hooking Mira beneath an elbow to pull her upright.

She rose, muscles trembling more from adrenaline dump than exertion. The collar’s bell settled against her sternum, each breath nudging it so it kissed metal to skin. The sensation felt intimate, intrusive—ownership in miniature.

“Time to wash off the rain,” Cain said. “You’ll want to be presentable when Dr Vane evaluates dosage uptake. First impressions are invaluable.”

He guided her toward a recessed shower bay where heated jets hissed behind frosted partitions. Steam wafted, carrying hints of pine disinfectant and aloe. Mira’s reflection blurred in the glass—nothing more than a dark smudge wearing a stark white ring.

She allowed herself one final backward glance at the corridor—a narrow view of the path she had come, now empty but for red pulsing safety lights. Somewhere beyond those turns, behind that pane of one-way glass, the unknown woman rested in all her enforced productivity, bell gone silent for the moment.

Mira exhaled slowly. I am not her, she vowed again, though her collar’s melodic answer felt like the farm’s whispered retort: Not yet.

And the storm outside raged on, drumming time for both of them.


Chapter 1 – Hook & Capture

The city’s veins shimmered with cold rain and sodium glare, threading Mira Reyes through a maze of alleys that stank of last night’s trash and the raw tang of ozone. The storm was relentless. Each time she ducked beneath a fire escape or vaulted a puddle, the downpour redoubled, lashing exposed skin and soaking her through to the bone. A battered duffel bag, stuffed to bursting, thudded against her thigh with every stride—her entire life boiled down to what she could carry and what she dared not leave behind.

Mira had always been a runner. The city was her element: a place of a million hiding places, of angles and thresholds, of silent pacts between those who wished not to be seen. Yet tonight every step seemed marked, every shadow a threat. Her trainers, once white, were sodden and grey, squelching as she dodged a rank stream spilling from a broken gutter. Her breath came in ragged clouds, sharp and metallic in her mouth.

She paused for half a heartbeat at the mouth of a narrow side street, pressed flat to a graffiti-tagged brick wall slick with moss and rain. Head craned, she scanned the maze behind her. The only movement was the pulse of blue police strobes ricocheting off glass far off in the main avenue, and the shiver of discarded cans. Yet something prickled beneath her skin—a certainty built over weeks of wary nights and nervous mornings. She wasn’t alone.

A distant siren wailed, then died away, replaced by the hush of tyres rolling through deep water. Mira ducked her head, forcing herself on. Her arms ached; the strap of her bag dug into a raw groove at her shoulder, skin already abraded from hours of friction. With each step, fear coiled tighter, ratcheting her nerves to the brink.

A memory flickered behind her eyes—her flat, door left swinging after she’d fled, key still in the lock. The face at her window, impassive, unreadable, before vanishing into the dark. She hadn’t slept more than snatches in three days. Her body was already at the edge, a trembling mess of exhaustion and caffeine. But stopping was not an option. Not with the stories she’d heard. Not with the price on her head.

She cut left into a service lane behind a shuttered takeaway, her footfalls muffled by trash bags swollen with rainwater. The acrid stench of old frying oil and vinegar clung to the air. Mira’s stomach rolled, empty but too twisted with dread to complain.

Overhead, neon signs from a pawn shop blinked in and out, reflected in the river running along the curb. For a brief moment, she caught her own face in a puddle—pale, eyes wide, hair slicked to her skull, lips bitten raw. The image startled her: she looked feral, haunted. Nothing like the girl who, only months ago, had laughed over drinks with friends or danced at the edges of city raves.

The streets were a labyrinth designed for those who belonged. But Mira no longer belonged anywhere. Every sound—every shift of a cat in the gutter, every clink of glass—set her pulse thumping. She forced herself to recall escape routes, bridges to nowhere, the shortcut through the abandoned car park that, if she could make it, would give her a full city block’s head start.

She gripped the duffel tighter, every tendon standing out in sharp relief. Her hands were slick, not only from the rain but from the sweat that pooled under her jacket sleeves. She cursed herself for packing too much, for not leaving the damn thing behind. But it held the only things she had left—her battered ID, a burner phone with too few credits, and a single faded photograph whose edges she traced whenever the terror threatened to undo her completely.

A white van cruised past at the mouth of the alley, its windows dark, its pace too slow to be casual. Mira shrank back, heart stuttering in her chest. The van rolled on, tires hissing over the tarmac, but she waited for a count of thirty before moving. Shadows folded over her like wings as she pressed deeper into the night.

Her thoughts twisted. If I can just make the river… the railway bridge… maybe I can disappear. Maybe this time I’ll get far enough. But even as she clung to that hope, she felt the weight of every eye, every watcher paid to report, every contact burned.

A sudden noise—a bottle rattling out into the open—made her jump. She spun, chest heaving, eyes searching the darkness. Only a rat, bold and fat from city waste, vanished into a storm drain. She almost laughed, the sound ragged, then choked it off.

But the illusion of safety was gone now. Paranoia seeped into her bones. She darted into the narrowest passage she could find, scraping knuckles on brick and squeezing past a fence layered in razor wire. Even the rain seemed to hush as she slid along the wall, listening for footsteps, voices, anything that might betray pursuit.

Thunder rolled above, the city’s heartbeat matching her own. Mira flattened herself in the darkest recess she could find and waited, counting her breaths, counting the seconds until she’d have to move again. Every muscle in her body tensed and trembling, she became nothing but senses—listening, watching, feeling the city’s pulse as if it could offer her some mercy.

But the city, tonight, was nothing but teeth.

The rain slackened for just a moment, leaving a raw silence so complete Mira could hear the drip of water from her hair and the skitter of grit beneath her battered trainers. Her back pressed flat to the clammy brick, she let her pulse slow—if only a fraction. For the first time in what felt like hours, she risked stopping, sinking low between a stack of sodden cardboard and a pair of plastic bins brimming with rainwater and city debris.

Above her, a rusted fire escape loomed, its rungs slick with grease and the ghost of a thousand cigarettes stubbed out by ghosts she’d never meet. The metallic smell of rust mingled with rotting food, vinegar, and old oil. She closed her eyes, inhaling the filth, letting it center her—if she could disappear in this stench, maybe her pursuers would move on, convinced she’d slipped their net.

Mira’s thoughts skipped, unbidden, to the stories she’d heard—the women who vanished from these very streets. Names whispered, faces on lamp posts. No one disappears on accident, not anymore. She’d laughed when a friend once joked that the city’s vanishing girls were snatched up by some mad scientist or cult. But now, crouched in the alley’s filth, heart pounding so hard she felt it in her tongue, the stories lost all their absurdity.

She risked a look around the edge of the bins. The main road was half-hidden behind the haze of streetlights and rising mist. Traffic was sparse; only the occasional car prowled by, tyres slicing ribbons through the flood. The city’s energy was different this late—less hope, more hunger. It was a time for predators.

Her duffel bag, heavy and slick, slid lower on her arm as she tucked herself tighter into her hiding place. She tried to remember every self-defense lesson she’d ever learned, every city hack, every trick picked up from other girls who made a game out of surviving the night. She unclipped a tiny canister of pepper spray from her bag’s zipper and tucked it into her fist, thumb on the trigger. It made her feel braver, but only just.

That was when she heard it—the low, rumbling growl of an engine, too slow to be passing through. Her heart froze. She ducked lower, barely daring to breathe, willing herself invisible. The sound grew louder, then steadied, then paused. Headlights spilled through the mouth of the alley, painting the rain-washed brick silver and blinding her night vision.

The van was back. Not just any van—the van. The one with blacked-out windows, its license plate half-masked in mud. It had circled around, its patience as chilling as its precision.

A new terror rooted Mira to the ground. Her body screamed run, but her mind screamed wait. She listened, senses straining, heart slamming against her ribs. Two figures stepped from the front. The driver moved first—tall, broad-shouldered, hood pulled low, every movement efficient. The passenger was slighter, but his hands flexed open and closed with the promise of violence. Both wore gloves.

The doors at the rear of the van opened and closed in near-perfect silence. The interior light, a dull red glow, showed only shadows. Mira shrank back, trying to merge with the sodden detritus behind her. Her hand tightened on the pepper spray until the edge bit into her palm.

For a moment, the men simply stood—listening, scenting the air. One of them tilted his head, as if picking up some note that only a predator could hear. The other glanced up at the fire escape, then scanned the alley with the kind of slow thoroughness that comes with certainty. They weren’t searching; they were confirming. She was here, and they knew it.

Mira’s breath fogged in front of her. Her fingers twitched, half an urge to leap up and bolt, half the memory of the pain that would come if she failed. The alley was too narrow for a quick sprint, too cluttered for a fight to go her way. She was boxed in.

A pair of footsteps sloshed through a puddle, the sound impossibly loud. She heard a voice—low, professional, British-accented, calm as stone. “There. By the bins.” The words landed with the certainty of a verdict.

She had seconds—no, less. Her mind mapped every possible escape: up the fire escape, over the bins, through the wire fence. None offered hope. But terror breeds action. She sprang upright, hurling the pepper spray at the taller man’s face and bolting past the bins, feet slipping on the slick concrete.

A rough arm closed around her waist. She twisted, slamming her knee into flesh, clawing for exposed skin. The man grunted, but didn’t loosen his grip. The canister skittered away, lost in the grime. Mira screamed, raw and wordless, a sound that bounced off the bricks and was swallowed by the city’s indifference.

“Easy,” the second handler murmured, stepping close. “Don’t make it worse for yourself.” His voice was not cruel—just flat, efficient, as if he were wrangling livestock.

Rain sluiced down her face, blinding her as she thrashed. She tasted blood—hers or theirs, she couldn’t tell. Her fists flailed, connecting with bone, jacket, nothing at all. In that scramble of limbs, she felt her duffel torn away. A gloved hand snapped a plastic tie around her wrists, yanking them behind her back. The plastic bit in, unyielding.

Her knees buckled, but the men did not let her fall. One gripped her upper arm so tightly she knew there would be bruises. They pressed her forward, ignoring her curses, her struggles. The world shrank to the sounds of rain, her own ragged breathing, the steady, terrible certainty of being handled by men who had done this a thousand times before.

The van’s open door loomed. Red light splashed across her face. A boot kicked her legs apart, making space. A heavy palm landed on her shoulder and forced her down until she knelt, soaking wet, on the van’s steel floor.

The last thing she saw before the doors slammed shut was the alley’s end—a neon sign, half-lit, spelling out the word DREAMS.

Then darkness, and the engine roared.

As the van’s doors slammed shut, Mira’s mind split between fight and freeze, every instinct scrabbling for control. Her knees ached from the cold, wet metal, but adrenaline still burned through her veins. In the stuttering red glow, she glimpsed her duffel tossed aside, the only proof of her old life vanishing into shadow.

A rough hand gripped the back of her neck, shoving her face-first against the van’s ribbed floor. Her cheek pressed to the icy steel, slick with rainwater and the sour residue of bleach and rubber. Plastic zip ties sliced into her wrists, holding her fast, but the handlers weren’t careless—they moved with frightening economy, every gesture practiced and silent.

For a heartbeat, everything was muffled—the drum of rain against the roof, her own ragged gasps, the muted thud of boots on metal. Then the engine snarled, lurching the van into motion and throwing her off balance. Her shoulder slammed into a toolbox bolted to the wall; pain flashed bright, driving away the fog of shock.

She twisted, trying to crane her neck and glimpse her captors. The one nearest was built like a rugby forward: wide-shouldered, gloved hands, eyes hidden beneath the brim of a soaked cap. The other, smaller but no less solid, kneeled over her legs, searching her pockets with quick, impersonal touches. They found her phone, her meagre stash of cash, and flung them into a lockbox up front. The pepper spray—lost in the alley—was gone for good.

A moment of wild calculation: Two men, one in front, one behind. Doors locked. Driver up front. Must be a third man. Or maybe more. Every story she’d ever heard pressed against her memory, a parade of warnings: Never let yourself be taken to a second location. Never stop fighting.

Mira lashed out, bucking her body upward with all the strength she could muster. Her head connected with a jaw, a satisfying crack, and a grunt of surprise. She kicked backward, heels finding soft tissue, then metal. For a split second, she thought she might have created an opening—enough to scramble to her knees, maybe to the doors, maybe—

But a gloved fist slammed down across her shoulders, pinning her. The man’s weight pressed the breath from her chest. She snarled, teeth bared, but another hand found her hair, twisting cruelly until her neck arched and her voice turned to a whimper.

“Settle down,” one handler muttered, voice close to her ear. Not cruel—simply inevitable.

The van jerked, cornering hard. Mira rolled, vision spinning, ribs scraping against the grooves in the floor. She sucked air through her teeth, tasted blood. Her wrists throbbed against the plastic bonds, skin already raw.

She took stock. Her body—aching but unbroken. Her mind—fractured, yes, but still her own. I won’t be cargo. Not for them. Not for anyone.

She drew her knees up, ready to strike again, when something heavy landed on her thigh—a coiled length of thick, oily rope, cut from a storage hook. The smaller handler straddled her calves, using his body as a vice. The other man leaned over, his weight a mountain on her back.

She twisted, thrashed, fought the bite of rope as it circled her ankles, pinning them together. Each knot was precise—no wasted motion. Every sense screamed: move, MOVE, but the reality was inescapable. These men weren’t improvising; they’d done this before.

A cold, familiar dread pooled in her gut. The stories weren’t just true—they were rehearsed. Practiced. Efficient.

The van’s cabin flickered with radio static. The driver’s voice drifted through, calm and bored. “Intake ready. Ten minutes to silo.”

A hand clamped over Mira’s mouth—scent of leather, rain, and something sharp like disinfectant. She bit down, but the glove held fast. She screamed anyway, the sound muffled, swallowed by engine noise and the city’s oblivion.

The vehicle sped through turns, engine roaring, rattling the frame. Mira felt every pothole in her bones, every lurch grinding her shoulder deeper into the floor. She imagined the route—main roads to the edge of town, then gravel, then nothing. Every second that passed took her further from rescue.

Her captors checked the knots, checked her bindings, checked their own positions. In a different context, the choreography might have been almost beautiful—a violent ballet, each movement honed by repetition and need.

She heard the scrape of something metal—a syringe? A gun? Panic seized her throat. The handler pressed her head down, a warning, and she smelled alcohol, the faint sting of medical wipes.

No. Not yet. Not like this.

But Mira was spent. Her legs cramped, her chest burning from the effort of resistance. The men did not speak except for brief, coded exchanges: “Pulse?” “Fine.” “No bleeding.” “Good grip.” Even their concern was clinical, not personal.

The last thing she saw before her head was forced down and her eyes squeezed shut was a glimmer of the city’s skyline, neon bleeding into darkness through the van’s rear window. For a moment, she felt herself split—one part frantic, animal, feral; the other eerily calm, cataloguing every detail for some future escape.

She had always survived. She would survive this.

She had to.

The van’s world was small, metallic, and merciless. Mira lay pressed against the ribbed floor, the oily taste of steel and disinfectant sharp in her nose and mouth. Every rattle of the frame shivered up her spine, vibrating through the bonds pinning her wrists and ankles. The compartment stank of sweat, chemical cleansers, and something heavier—animal, maybe, or fear left to ferment.

She blinked, forcing her eyes to adjust to the gloom. The van’s rear section was lit only by the sullen, flickering glow of a red utility bulb, mounted behind a mesh partition. Each time the vehicle braked, the bulb swayed, throwing the handlers’ silhouettes into monstrous shapes across the ceiling. Mira’s mind tried to impose order on the chaos: Count bodies, count seconds, note direction. But everything blurred together, a series of disconnected moments all soaked in adrenaline.

One handler—the larger one, with a boxer’s bulk and an accent that lilted when he swore—had taken up station by her hip, back to the side wall. His gloved hand never left her shoulder, an anchor and a warning. His partner, the smaller handler with restless energy and clipped speech, was inventorying her things. He unzipped her duffel with surgical precision, pulling free items one by one—a pair of shoes, a phone charger, the spare jumper, Mira’s old ID card. Each object was dropped in a plastic crate with a dismissive flick of the wrist, as if the possessions themselves offended him.

The driver was barely visible, a pale face in the glow of the dashboard’s LEDs. The van rattled through turns, bouncing through potholes, and Mira’s body shifted involuntarily, scraping her skin raw against the grooves in the floor. With every jolt, the handlers’ boots braced and flexed, perfectly balanced. They were ready for anything—except, it seemed, a change of heart.

Her senses were heightened, everything louder, harsher, more present than ever before. The roar of the engine filled her skull, drowning out her thoughts. The slap of rain on the roof, the clink of gear in the side bins, the static fuzz of a radio channel set to some private frequency—all of it pressed down on her like water, crushing and total.

Through a slatted panel, Mira could just make out the front of the van—the thin blue glow of instrument clusters, the flick of the wipers, and now and then, the shadow of a gloved hand tapping the steering wheel in time with some internal rhythm. The driver, she realized, was humming—a low, tuneless drone that vibrated in her bones. It sounded almost like a lullaby, twisted into menace by the context.

Her wrists throbbed against the plastic ties. She shifted, testing the bonds—not with hope of escape, but to reassure herself that she could still move, that she was not yet fully helpless. The ties bit deeper, plastic digging into her flesh. The handlers noticed, but did not react. She felt their eyes, measuring, cataloguing, maybe even judging, but offering no comfort.

A voice crackled from the front: “Five minutes out. Silo lit.”

The larger handler grunted. He leaned closer, his breath hot through the filter of his mask. “Almost there, sweetheart. You’re not the first, you won’t be the last.”

The words were meant to intimidate, but there was no triumph in his tone. It was simply fact, a truth worn smooth by repetition. Mira felt herself shrink inside, a layer of cold settling over her heart. How many? How many before me? The question hung in the air, unanswerable.

The smaller handler finished his inspection of her bag, zipping it shut with finality. “Nothing dangerous,” he said to the driver. “All clean. No tracker.”

The driver’s response was just a grunt, the van’s engine rising as they turned onto what Mira guessed must be a gravel path. The vibration changed—softer now, muffled by mud and sodden earth. The van slowed, rolling to a crawl. Mira felt the shift viscerally: not just the change in motion, but the transformation of the air. City smells faded, replaced by something older, earthier. She caught a whiff of hay, manure, and ozone. The rain had stopped. Silence pressed in, broken only by the metallic tick of the cooling engine.

Suddenly, the interior lights snapped on, harsh white that made her flinch and squint. The handlers moved quickly, businesslike. The larger one unlooped a heavy canvas hood from a hook by the door and tugged it over Mira’s head. The darkness was total, the fabric stifling and sour with old sweat and faint antiseptic. Her world shrank to the sensation of hands—steady, impersonal, surprisingly gentle—checking her bonds one final time, then lifting her to her knees.

She heard the doors unlock, felt the cold lick of outside air as they slid open. The soundscape shifted again: no traffic, no sirens, just the whine of distant floodlights and the endless chorus of insects in wet grass. Boots crunched on gravel, echoing against what must be metal siding. Mira’s knees struck the van floor, then something rougher—earth, or perhaps a grated ramp. She fought the urge to vomit as hands guided her forward, every step marked by the clink of cuffs, the press of gloved fingers, the bell’s faint jingle at her throat.

A voice—different this time, cool, female, crisp—spoke above her. “Intake: one. Tag her and bring her through. Dr Vane is waiting.”

Mira froze. She knew the name, though she could not remember where from. The handlers exchanged a murmur, then one knelt to fasten a thick plastic tag around her ankle. It clicked into place with a sound that felt final, ceremonial.

Someone squeezed her shoulder. “Walk, or be carried.”

She walked.

With each uncertain step, her mind scrolled possibilities—escape, rescue, bargaining, violence. But all her fantasies crashed against reality: she was in their world now, and the city, with its crowds and lights and police, was another universe away.

The gravel gave way to a hollow clang: metal on metal, a steel threshold crossed. Mira stumbled, caught herself. The air inside was thick, damp, redolent of bleach, livestock, and electric ozone. Far away, she heard the chime of a bell, the echo of boots on concrete, and the faintest murmur of a voice calling out a name she did not recognize—yet.

The chemical stink of the hood mixed with Mira’s sweat, growing thicker with every panicked breath. She counted her steps—three, four, five—her calves trembling, each muscle screaming rebellion. The handlers’ hands never left her, steering her through a world of sound and texture she could barely comprehend. Underfoot, metal shifted to rough concrete; the air cooled, humming with electricity and faint notes of ammonia.

She let herself sag, feigning exhaustion, so that the grip on her arm loosened a fraction. Her wrists ached against the plastic ties, but she flexed her fingers, coaxing blood back to numb skin. Her heart pounded in her throat. Somewhere inside the hood, she bit her tongue until she tasted iron. Now or never.

They paused, shifting their weight. Mira heard doors sliding open, the whir of mechanical locks. She felt the vibration of machinery through the soles of her feet, the cold echo of a vast, empty chamber waiting ahead. One handler squeezed her bicep—impatient, maybe bored. The other stepped away, a radio crackling at his belt.

Mira moved.

She twisted, bringing up her knee with all the force she could summon. She hit something soft, a grunt following—a target found. The hand on her arm slipped. She lurched sideways, nearly toppling herself, but managed to pivot. With wrists bound, she snapped her elbows back, aiming for anything—a jaw, a gut, a throat. The hood slipped sideways, filling her vision with smeared light.

She bolted, feet slipping on slick concrete, pulse roaring in her ears. Somewhere a siren blared—maybe real, maybe only in her head. She crashed into something solid, bounced off, kept going. The slap of her trainers on the floor was deafening. Her world was a blur of motion and pain. The hood bunched at her chin, letting in a crack of light: bare walls, a steel door ahead, a grated floor sloping to a drain.

She heard a curse—one of the handlers, voice thick with annoyance, not fear. Boots thundered behind her. Mira flung herself toward the door, shoulders lowered, ready to slam through if it gave. But the door didn’t budge. Her breath left her in a whoof, pain blooming along her collarbone.

Hands caught her from behind, dragging her backwards. She screamed, raw and desperate, kicking at shins, trying to bite the nearest wrist. Her teeth closed on glove—rubber and sweat. She shook her head, refusing to let go until a hard blow cracked across her cheek, snapping her sideways.

For a moment, stars exploded behind her eyes. Then the world snapped into ugly focus. She was pinned to the floor, one handler pressing a knee into her back, the other straddling her ankles. The hood was wrenched off, leaving her blinking in the harsh fluorescent light of a windowless chamber: all white tile and stainless steel, ceiling high and cold. On the far wall, a row of shackles hung, open and waiting. A hose trailed water onto the drain, steam rising in the humid air.

The handlers said nothing. One forced her head to the side, pressing her cheek against the wet tile. She gasped for breath, pain stinging through every nerve ending. Somewhere above, a bell chimed, its note distant but clear—like a signal to begin.

The smaller handler retrieved something from a cart: a cloth, a small brown vial. He uncorked it with a practiced flick of the wrist. Mira’s mind screamed warning, but she had no leverage, no defense left. The cloth pressed over her mouth, the sharp sweetness of chloroform invading her senses.

She struggled, legs thrashing, but her body was slow now, sluggish. The world wobbled at the edges, brightness blooming at the corners of her vision. The larger handler held her still, murmuring something she couldn’t parse—words, or perhaps just the rhythm of his breath. The floor seemed to tilt beneath her. Her lungs heaved, then softened.

Darkness swept up, inexorable, swallowing the light. Mira’s last thought, as the bell chimed again, was not of escape but of what came next—of the stories, the rumours, the lives lost behind these doors.

As she slipped under, the steel, the water, the bell’s chime, and the handler’s hands all became one—an overwhelming certainty that she had truly left the city, her old life, her freedom, far behind.

Sound vanished first—then the world’s edges. Mira drifted in a pale, chemical fog, her limbs disconnected, her breath coming shallow and slow. She hovered at the blurred line between memory and dream: cold tile against her cheek, the sour-sweet bite of chloroform, distant voices warping in and out of focus. She wanted to fight, to scream, but her body had forgotten her. She floated.

A hand brushed her forehead, cool and impersonal. She sensed movement—her own body, limp and weightless, lifted, rolled, packed away like luggage. The air changed: from humid chemical tang to a draft of sharp, outdoor chill. Water struck her skin, shocking and electric. Maybe it was rain, or maybe the aftertaste of the shower nozzles she’d glimpsed in flashes before the darkness took her.

A voice muttered close by—male, bored, precise. “Dosimeter clear. No tags. Next batch for Med Wing.” Another, female, older, impatient: “Get her scanned and processed. I want baseline before the next lot arrives.”

A world of sound pressed around her: metallic screeches, the clatter of boots on walkways, the thunder of a heavy door rolling back. Mira’s mind tried to swim upward, surfacing only for moments at a time—brief, hallucinatory glimpses. The night sky split by floodlights, a bronze bell spinning on its weathervane, its toll echoing across fields gone silver in the rain. The crunch of gravel beneath a gurney’s wheels. Electric hums, hydraulic whines.

She drifted back down, deeper this time, and the world receded into warmth—steam coiling up her arms, a distant siren of voices calling out codes and numbers she couldn’t parse. Hands prodded her, lifted each limb with methodical care. The bite of scissors: fabric sliding away, her clothes cut free, leaving gooseflesh where cool air met bare skin. She gasped, lips parted, but no sound came. She was laid out—naked, vulnerable, the world an endless loop of hands and light and machinery.

The next surge of consciousness brought smell first: antiseptic layered over animal musk and ozone. Her eyelids flickered. Through slitted lashes, the world appeared in fragments—a ceiling crowded with cables, shadowed pipes trailing along the upper walls, condensation pooling in the crevices of a white-tiled chamber. A drain gurgled softly nearby. Mira’s breath stuttered, the air wet and cold. Someone turned her on her side, checked her pulse, then rolled her back.

She blinked, and her vision cleared for a moment. Overhead, a rack of collars—white nylon bands threaded with micro-injector ports, bells dangling beneath—caught the sterile light. Nearby, a chrome tray gleamed with tools Mira didn’t recognise: syringes, glass vials, a stethoscope, bandage tape, an electric clipper. The faces of the handlers and technicians moved in and out of view, masked and impersonal, their voices muffled by breath and distance.

A woman’s face bent close. Pale eyes, no-nonsense hair tucked under a mesh cap. Her gloved hands smelled of peppermint and latex. “Vitals are strong,” she said. “No signs of acute distress.”

A man’s voice—Cain Hart’s, she would realise later—rumbled behind her, full of clinical authority: “Good. Note time of arrival, mark for baseline exam. Dr Vane wants her up for first collaring within the hour.”

Somewhere, a bell chimed. Mira shivered, the sound crawling beneath her skin. She tried to move, but only managed a weak twitch of her fingers.

The rest of the world was a rush of sensations: a thick blanket laid across her naked form, the sharp prick of something against her upper arm—a blood draw, maybe, or a sedative to keep her compliant. Someone wiped her forehead, more brusque than gentle. There was the slap of rubber boots retreating, the high, haunting echo of water running over tiles, the clang of a rack being adjusted.

As she slipped in and out, she caught the rhythm of her own breath, a mantra against the swelling dread: In. Out. In. Out. But there was no comfort, only the certainty that her life had been compressed to these endless, clinical moments—her identity distilled to a series of numbers, stats, and protocols.

Her final, flickering memory before the blackness took her again was the sound of a collar’s bell, swinging from a handler’s belt as they passed. It tolled once, soft and inevitable.

And Mira knew, somewhere in the haze, that she was through the gates now. She was inside. Whatever came next would be no dream.

Gravity returned in stuttering jolts—first a thud as Mira’s body was hoisted from the gurney, then a chill as bare skin met the unfamiliar texture of steel grating. She was awake, but the world was too bright, too cold, every sense peeled raw. The hood was gone, ripped away in a motion so rough it yanked her head sideways, forcing her to blink against the Strip Bay’s fluorescent onslaught.

The ceiling here stretched impossibly high, ribbed with rusted pipes and crisscrossed cables. Light pooled on wet concrete, making the chamber’s surfaces slick and mirror-bright. The air stung with a tang of bleach, animal musk, and the iron memory of rain. It was nothing like a police station or a hospital—nothing like anywhere she’d ever been. It was a place meant for breaking bodies down to their simplest pieces, a place where no part of you would go unclaimed.

Her chest heaved. She tried to curl away from the light, but hands kept her flat, legs extended, arms forced above her head. Each finger felt swollen, as if already swelling to fit new cuffs. Mira’s mind swam in and out of clarity. Between flickers of consciousness she caught flashes: the glint of a steel hose coiled on a wall hook; a drain running with pale pink suds; a technician’s hand guiding a tray of labeled vials.

A distant bell chimed—a call-and-response with the ring she’d heard in dreams, its note echoing off tile and bone. Somewhere outside the bay, she thought she heard low voices—other handlers, perhaps, or the ghosts of women who’d come before. Mira’s thoughts fractured, drifting toward old fears, half-remembered warnings from a childhood spent dodging trouble. Never let them take you to a second place. Never trust a man who calls you by your full name.

But here, there was no trust to gamble, no place left to run.

She tried to twist away as someone pressed her wrists into cool, unforgiving cuffs. They clicked home with a metallic certainty, pinning her arms apart. Her breath caught, heart shuddering with animal panic. Her eyes darted, seeking anything—anyone—who might offer help or even a moment of softness.

Instead, a new shadow loomed above her. Cain Hart.

He crouched, boots glistening with the last of the night’s rain, crook staff slung across his knees. The floodlights caught in the lines of his tanned face, in the wet gleam of his leather gloves. Up close, Mira could smell him: cedar and cold iron, sharp peppermint just under the skin. His gaze swept over her, calm as a surgeon, certain as a farmer eyeing new stock.

“Mira Reyes,” he said, and the sound of her name cut through her haze, a line drawn in salt.

She flinched. His voice was low, almost gentle, but it rang with the authority of someone who never needed to raise it. “Welcome to Dominion.”

He let that word hang, heavy as a verdict. The handler at her head adjusted her position, forcing her chin up so she was forced to meet Cain’s eyes. They were a colour she couldn’t name—something old and relentless, shining with the faintest interest, the way a craftsman might study an uncarved block of wood.

A hand—a woman’s, slender and quick—tugged the blanket tighter over Mira’s body. But the gesture, though almost kind, was transactional, not comfort. “Vitals are steady,” the technician said. “No complications.”

Cain’s gaze never left Mira. He tapped his crook staff once on the grating. “Rest while you can,” he murmured. “This part’s the easiest.”

She wanted to spit in his face, to scream, to fight. But she could only close her eyes as darkness began to swell at the edges of her vision. The bell chimed again—closer this time, a promise or a warning.

Somewhere, water dripped, marking time. The Strip Bay’s silence pressed close, not empty but dense with the weight of anticipation.

Mira’s last sensations blurred together: the sting of disinfectant, the ache in her limbs, the echo of Cain Hart’s words trailing her into unconsciousness. She felt herself sinking, the world unhooking from meaning. Her final thought, half-formed and already dissolving: This is how it begins. This is what the stories never told you.

Light, sound, pain—all slipped away, leaving only the bell’s fading toll to mark the border between what she had been and what she was about to become.


Chapter 2 – Clinical Shock

Consciousness trickled back in fits and starts—a world built of fluorescent glare, echoing water, and the sharp sting of disinfectant in the air. Mira tried to move, but her limbs responded sluggishly, every muscle slow to obey. The chill that crawled along her skin was not merely physical; it was the cold of exposure, of being seen and handled by strangers with no softness in their eyes.

Hands gripped her under the armpits and hauled her upright, the cuffs at her wrists biting anew. The hood was gone, but the world felt just as suffocating. She squinted against the light, saw white tile running from floor to ceiling, slick with condensation and striped with chemical residue. Steel drain channels cut the floor in grids, funnelling dirty water toward a gurgling sump.

She tried to twist away, but the handlers were professionals. One pinned her shoulder with a gloved palm while the other sliced through the remains of her clothes—T-shirt, jeans, even underwear—leaving only shreds of wet fabric sliding from her skin. The air felt impossibly cold, prickling every inch exposed. Goosebumps rose along her arms, her nipples stiffening under the gaze of indifferent eyes. The only warmth came from the flush of humiliation that spread from her cheeks to her chest.

She wanted to speak, to scream at them, but her voice caught. There were two handlers—one tall and blocky, the other with restless eyes—both in featureless coveralls. Their gloved hands were impersonal, businesslike. Nothing in their faces said this was anything more than a task, a box to tick before the real work began.

The taller handler angled a nozzle, and a burst of hot water struck Mira’s shoulder, blasting steam and shock down her side. The spray was strong, almost punishing. She gasped as it hit her skin, then flinched again when the jet moved to her lower back, then her thighs. The water ran brown and grey at first, swirling with city grime and what little dignity she had left. The force of it drove her backward until her spine pressed against cold tile, a shudder running through her as she braced herself.

They washed her like livestock—deliberate, efficient, thorough. One handler massaged soap into her hair, working it in with fingers so methodical she might as well have been a mannequin. She closed her eyes, let her mind float above the shame. But the world would not let her escape: the rough drag of a cloth across her ribs, the tickle of water under her breasts, the slip of suds between her legs. Each gesture erased a little more of who she’d been, reducing her to a thing to be scrubbed and processed.

The clippers came out next. The smaller handler yanked her head forward by the roots, forcing her chin to her chest. She caught a glimpse of herself in a narrow strip of polished steel on the wall: eyes hollow, lips split, body hunched, hair plastered to her skull. Then the buzzing started—a hungry drone that vibrated through her skull. She felt the clippers race along her nape, peeling away the last of her old life in strips. Wet locks slid down her spine, pooling at her feet. The rest of her hair was left longer on top—a calculated undercut, not a total shearing, but just enough to mark her as “new,” as property.

The collar—her collar—waited on a metal tray at the edge of the stall, its nylon gleam already beading with water. Mira’s eyes fixed on it. She felt its presence like an accusation, a promise. The bell attached to it was no larger than her thumb, but its weight seemed enormous. She imagined the sound it would make when fastened at her throat, how it would announce her every movement, her every humiliation, to the world.

She tried to remember the last time she’d felt clean on her own terms—her own shower, her own hands, privacy. It felt impossibly distant now, another girl’s memory. The water here was too hot and too cold, the soap too harsh, the hands too many. When they were done, Mira was left shivering, hair short and uneven, skin red from scrubbing and exposure.

One handler dropped a thin hospital towel across her shoulders, not as comfort but to blot away excess water. The air seemed to snap around her, alive with the crackle of her nerves. Somewhere close by, a handler jotted notes on a clipboard, recording details Mira couldn’t fathom. “Patient cleansed. No visible marks, no bruising inconsistent with intake. Proceed to collaring.”

Her legs wobbled as she was led from the shower stall to a plastic chair bolted to the floor, the collar’s bell ringing softly with every step she took. The sound seemed to follow her, echoing the beat of her heart, promising that the stripping of her past was only the beginning.

The towel was ripped away almost as soon as Mira left the shower’s spill, leaving her exposed and shivering in the corridor’s manufactured chill. The air outside the shower bay was thick with the scent of antiseptic and ozone, shot through with the lingering bitterness of bleach. White tile gave way to pale blue vinyl, the floor lined with faint scuffs—footsteps of others who had walked, or been dragged, through this ritual before her.

Mira’s feet left damp prints behind her as she was marched along the corridor, one handler gripping her upper arm with a possessive firmness. Her skin, still slick from the hasty wash, prickled under the overhead LEDs. She tried to cover herself with her hands, but they slapped her wrists down, steering her toward a waiting chair that looked more like a device than a seat. The restraint chair was molded plastic, molded grooves for arms and legs, black nylon straps dangling from anchor points, the surface cold even after so many bodies had passed through.

“Sit,” the taller handler ordered, nudging her forward with a knee against the back of her shin.

She perched, tense, on the edge, knees clamped together, shoulders rounded, trying to preserve some fragment of dignity. It was useless. The smaller handler grabbed one ankle, buckled it into place, then the other. Wrist restraints followed, firm but not brutal—just tight enough to keep her still, to make movement a memory.

A tray was wheeled in by a third attendant, this one in the same bleach-white coat as before. She set the tray at Mira’s shoulder with the gentle, precise clatter of someone used to working with breakables. On it rested the collar—white nylon, an LED dose counter set in the band, two stainless steel micro-injector ports gleaming under the fluorescent light. A miniature bell, burnished and silent for now, hung from a reinforced D-ring at the throat.

Mira’s eyes locked on the collar, unable to look away. The attendant lifted it, turning it so the interior was visible: the lining soft and rubberized, but dotted with the fine points where the micro-injectors would press against her skin. She imagined the cold kiss of metal, the pressure at her pulse, the inevitable prick as whatever chemical fate awaited her was delivered with mechanical certainty.

Her heart pounded so hard she thought the collar might register it. She strained against the straps—one final surge of useless rebellion. The handlers held her fast, practiced and indifferent. A clipboard was presented at her eye level, covered in checklists and empty spaces waiting to be filled.

“Reyes, Mira,” the attendant read aloud. “Age: twenty-three. No known allergies. No chronic illness. Intake status: new.”

The clinical recitation felt like erasure, as if each word chipped away another layer of who she’d been. Mira tried to find her voice, to spit some defiance back at them, but only a hoarse rasp came out, “Don’t. Please—”

“Protocol,” the taller handler interrupted, his tone as blank as stone. “Compliance ensures safety. The collar is required for your own well-being.”

They didn’t meet her gaze. The process was not about her—she was a template, a unit, a new entry in an endless procession of the farm’s intake. Even their movements seemed calibrated to minimize meaning: the tightening of each strap, the way the attendant positioned the collar just so on the tray, the click as a micro-injector cartridge was slotted home. A faint hiss marked the loading of the serum, cold vapor escaping into the air.

The collar itself was heavier than it looked. The attendant held it above Mira’s chest, reading numbers from the LED. “Dose counter zeroed. Ready for application.”

Mira swallowed, throat tight. She caught her own reflection in the attendant’s visor: wet hair shorn to an undercut, eyes wide and bloodshot, collarbones jutting. She looked like someone else already—like a version of herself she’d once pitied in rumors and news stories, before she’d ever believed such places existed.

The taller handler placed a steadying hand at the back of her neck, thumb pressing into the hollow at the base of her skull. “Hold still,” he said quietly, not unkind, as if speaking to an anxious animal.

Mira wanted to scream. Instead, she squeezed her eyes shut, feeling the collar close around her throat. There was a finality to the gesture—a soundless click, a tug as the D-ring settled into place, a chill as the lining met her skin. The bell jangled faintly, its first note more felt than heard.

For a long moment, nothing happened. Then the micro-injectors primed, making a mechanical whirr that vibrated against her pulse. She opened her eyes just as the technician leaned in, pressing gloved fingertips to her jaw, tilting her face to check the fit.

“Secure,” the attendant reported. “Subject ready for baseline.”

A hush fell over the room. Mira heard only her own breath, the echo of the bell, and the slow, deliberate movements of people who did not see her as a person, but as a project to be managed and measured. The humiliation was complete. There was nothing left of the world she’d known—only the certainty that whatever came next would be dictated by the rhythm of machines and the whims of strangers.

The restraint chair kept Mira immobilized: wrists angled outward, ankles pinched just short of pain, collar snug as a verdict at her throat. For a minute, there was only her own shuddering breath, the faint aftertaste of soap and bleach, and the tick-tick of the dose counter’s LED. The handlers faded to the periphery, replaced by a new, sharper presence—the one all the others deferred to.

Dr Liora Vane arrived without drama, her entrance as silent and certain as a change in barometric pressure. She wore a white coat belted tight over a corseted waist, the cuffs crisp, the collar sharp enough to draw blood. Her lips were pressed thin in concentration, eyes pale as fog behind frameless glasses. Her every movement announced a mind used to being obeyed, a body that operated like clockwork.

Mira tensed as Vane approached, instinctively pulling against the restraints. The doctor ignored the struggle; she was already scanning the clipboard, reading data aloud in a tone halfway between a scientist’s focus and a judge’s dispassion. “Intake: Reyes, Mira. Age: twenty-three. Height, one-six-eight. Weight, fifty-four point four.” Each word was measured, as if already inputting Mira into some vast, invisible ledger.

“Baseline, zero. No prior L-series exposure. No augmentation, no previous lactational protocol.” Vane set the clipboard aside and leaned in, peppermint breath a cold note above the latex and disinfectant. She produced a penlight, lifting Mira’s eyelid with clinical precision. “Follow the light, please.”

Mira tried to glare, but found her pupils tracking automatically, her brain short-circuiting into compliance. Vane’s gaze was everywhere—cataloguing the faint bruises at Mira’s wrists, the healing scabs along her knees, the tired, hollow skin beneath her eyes. “Intake stress: moderate. Good muscle tone. No significant malnutrition. You’ve kept yourself fit, Mira.”

Mira’s cheeks burned. There was nothing in the doctor’s tone that acknowledged personhood—only raw potential. She felt as if she were being scanned for weaknesses, like a machine ready to be optimized or discarded.

Vane unfastened a blood pressure cuff, wrapped it around Mira’s upper arm, and pressed a stethoscope to her chest. Her hands were steady, brisk. “Heart rate elevated, as expected. Adrenaline high. This will pass.” The words were neither comforting nor cruel—merely an observation. Vane marked numbers on her chart, clicking her pen in punctuation.

Next came a series of body measurements: tape run under arms, across the chest, around each thigh and upper arm. Vane paused, noting the dimensions with quiet satisfaction. “We expect rapid response to L-92. You have suitable mammary volume for your cohort. Baseline: zero. That will be remedied.”

Mira’s skin prickled as Vane prodded and examined her breasts—firm but impersonal, as if appraising a livestock specimen. The touch was clinical, brisk, and humiliating in its thoroughness. “No prior ductal stimulation. Glandular tissue unremarkable, but responsive. This is promising.” Vane checked the collar’s micro-injector, ensuring the chamber was primed and the ports aligned with Mira’s carotid.

She produced a fresh syringe, drawing up a small vial of clear solution labeled L-92. The liquid caught the light, refracting it into a prism on the stainless tray. “The L-92 serum will facilitate rapid transition. Initial dose: two milliliters, intradermal. Booster as required.”

Mira’s hands curled into fists, the restraints creaking. “What does it do?” Her voice was a rasp, thin and desperate.

Dr Vane regarded her as one might a child asking about surgery. “It encourages tissue adaptation. Increases yield. Suppresses unwanted cycles and optimizes neurochemistry for compliance and productivity. You may feel warmth, tingling, perhaps a sense of pressure in the chest. This is normal. The more you accept the process, the more comfortable your induction will be.”

The words landed cold and final. Mira’s mind churned. Yield. Compliance. Productivity. All the things she’d once heard in the rumors, now quantified in this room, inside her own body.

Vane prepared the collar’s injector, placing a reassuring hand on Mira’s shoulder—not comfort, but control. “Most subjects acclimate quickly. You will be monitored throughout. Your data will contribute to the next generation’s improvement.”

There was pride in her tone—not for Mira, but for her own system, her own designs. Mira stared at the ceiling, searching for cracks, for something human in all this cold, mechanized certainty. She found nothing but the unyielding geometry of the lights.

“Baseline vitals stable,” Vane concluded, logging one last number. She leaned close, her voice dropping almost to a whisper. “The first hour is always the hardest. Let the protocol work. Fighting will only make it worse.”

With that, she pressed a thumb to the collar’s port, ready to deliver Mira’s new reality.

The world contracted to a single moment: Dr Vane’s thumb poised over the collar’s injector port, the subtle pressure at Mira’s throat, the low mechanical whirr vibrating against her pulse. For a heartbeat, nothing happened—just a tense, waiting silence. Mira stared at the far wall—at the sterile glare of the lights, the reflection of her own wide eyes in polished steel—and braced herself for whatever came next.

The click was almost gentle. There was a soft pneumatic hiss, and then two cold pinpricks bit into the tender skin just beneath her jaw, right where her pulse leapt and fluttered. The sensation was almost surgical, too fast for real pain, but Mira gasped—a sound that died in her throat as the L-92 serum pushed beneath her skin. There was a blooming warmth, spreading outward in slow, widening rings from her neck, chasing away the chill that had been clamped to her chest since the van.

It didn’t hurt. Not really. It was stranger than that: a tingling that started at her collar, seeping through her veins with an artificial clarity. It was a fizzing energy, subtle at first, almost like pins and needles crawling over her skin, but deeper—like something coiling under her flesh, moving with uncanny purpose. The sensation followed the line of her collarbones, then slipped downward, a heat pooling in her chest.

She became aware of her breasts as if for the first time. A tightening started at their base—at first a gentle pressure, then a pulsing, insistent fullness. She drew a sharp, involuntary breath. It felt as though the tissue itself was swelling, expanding with every beat of her heart. The skin prickled, hypersensitive to the brush of air and the rasp of the restraint chair’s back against her shoulders. Her nipples contracted, tightening to hard points, sending jolts of sensation with every shallow breath.

Mira blinked, confused and mortified by the intensity of it. There was a visible flush rising across the tops of her breasts, pale skin mottling pink. She saw her chest subtly rise and fall, the swell growing with a pace that was too quick to be natural—her breasts not ballooning, but rounding, becoming fuller, heavier, with a slow, deliberate inevitability. She felt the slight pull of gravity as new weight settled there, the fullness pressing outward, tight and aching, the areolae tightening and seeming to darken by a shade.

She whimpered, horrified at the helplessness of her body’s response. The collar’s LED blinked, a tiny digital heart beating at her throat. Dr Vane watched the display, then leaned in, studying Mira’s chest with a clinical, appraising eye. “Response is pronounced. Glandular tissue swelling—ideal. Capillary activity increased. Sensitivity normal to high.”

The doctor’s gloved hand brushed across one breast, lifting and weighing it as if calibrating a laboratory instrument. Mira’s breath stuttered at the touch—her nerves lit with both embarrassment and a dull, building pleasure that shamed her deeply. “Tenderness?” Vane asked, as if the question were about a bruised muscle.

“Yes—” Mira hissed, unable to hide it, her body arching despite herself. She felt heat radiate outward, a kind of pressure and tingling that made her want to squirm away from both the doctor’s gaze and her own body. She could almost feel the ducts and tissue beneath her skin, pulsing with energy, the transformation not only visible but deeply, undeniably felt.

Her nipples ached now, the flesh tight, almost throbbing in time with her pulse. There was a glistening beading of moisture at each tip—a physiological response, nothing more, she told herself desperately, but one that brought a fresh wash of humiliation. The sensation was overwhelming: her breasts felt almost swollen, the skin feverish and glassy-smooth, as if every nerve ending had been heightened, tuned for the process that was about to begin.

“Initial milk letdown unlikely on first dose,” Vane commented, her voice drifting, lost in her notes. “But secondary sensitivity is robust. Continue monitoring.”

Mira shuddered, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes. She tried to pull away, but the chair held her fast, straps biting into her skin. The tingling expanded outward but never vanished, replaced by a slow, throbbing fullness—a continuous, low ache that marked her as changed.

The handlers hovered nearby, noting the flushed skin, the shifting rise and fall of Mira’s chest, the tiny, involuntary whimpers that escaped her lips. “Subject compliant,” one murmured, as if this humiliating surrender of her own flesh was the desired outcome.

She risked a glance at Dr Vane, searching for some flicker of pity, but found only analytical detachment. The transformation was not a violation, not to these people—it was data, progress, proof of process.

Mira could only gasp, each breath swelling her aching, tingling breasts against the restraints. The bell at her throat gave a single, tiny chime.

She shut her eyes, trying to shrink down to nothing. But the bell marked her now, just as the fullness in her chest promised that her body, her life, and her purpose were no longer her own.

Silence, when it came, was like a punch. For the first time since her capture, Mira was alone.

The handlers had finished their notes and left her strapped to the chair, the last echo of the bell fading from the room. The overhead lights hummed. Every surface gleamed with water and chemical polish, the air thick with a scent that was no longer merely clean but invasive—something clinical, inhuman, a signal that her old life was sealed away.

Her body felt wrong. Alien. She could feel the weight on her chest, a tightness and tingling that had no comparison in her memory. The collar at her throat, once only a threat, was now a physical anchor—its soft rubber biting just enough to remind her with every swallow that she belonged to someone else. She tried to shift, to ease the ache in her arms and back, but the straps gave no slack.

She looked down, chest rising and falling in shallow, cautious breaths. Her breasts were visibly fuller now, skin pink and luminous in the fluorescent glare. The flesh felt feverish to the touch—though her fingers couldn’t reach, she imagined the heat radiating from them, the subtle heaviness that pulled at her shoulders. Even the air seemed to caress her, each passing current heightening the sensitivity in her nipples, making her want to shrink into herself and hide.

Her mind rebelled, refusing to accept what she saw. These weren’t her breasts, not the ones she’d grown up with, not the ones she’d known in moments of pleasure or shame. They felt transformed, tuned for a purpose she could only guess at—a purpose whispered in every clinical phrase, every data point jotted in Dr Vane’s neat script.

She clenched her jaw, fighting the tremor in her chin. Tears came in a slow, unstoppable tide—hot, silent, so unlike the furious sobbing she’d imagined if she ever reached this point. The emotion was raw: grief, humiliation, terror. She’d been stripped not only of her clothes and her name but of her autonomy, her flesh changed before her eyes, every part of her made subject to a schedule and a purpose not her own.

The room felt huge, echoing with the faintest noises—her breathing, the buzz of the LED, the almost subsonic click from the collar as its microprocessor polled her vitals. Occasionally, somewhere in the building, another bell chimed, a soft reply from a distant cell or hallway. The sound was maddening, both a threat and a comfort, proof that she was not the only one.

She tried to pull her thoughts together. Think, Mira. Survive. But her body wasn’t listening. The pressure in her chest grew subtly, as if each breath fed the swelling, and her skin felt stretched and tender, demanding attention. She remembered Dr Vane’s promise—you’ll adjust—and shuddered, wondering how long it would take for this new need to erase her resistance entirely.

A mirrored panel hung high on the far wall. From where she sat, Mira caught the reflection of herself: a girl with short, uneven hair, eyes rimmed red, body collared and marked. The bell at her throat gleamed, trembling with every gasp. She barely recognized the person in the glass, saw only an animal waiting in a holding pen, primed and ready for the next stage.

She squeezed her eyes shut, willing the tears to stop. A wave of exhaustion rolled through her—deep and bone-heavy, a narcotic fog from the serum or simply the crash after hours of fear. The urge to sleep warred with the fear that if she closed her eyes, she’d wake to find herself changed even further, deeper into whatever process had begun.

A faint, insistent throbbing lingered in her breasts, a dull ache that radiated outward and seemed to pulse in time with the bell’s last echo. Her nipples felt unbearably sensitive; the lightest shift in the air sent them tingling, desperate for relief she could not give herself. She knew, in some animal part of her mind, that this was only the beginning.

For a few minutes—or was it an hour?—she simply drifted, the world narrowing to pain, fatigue, and the strange, secret pull at her chest. When footsteps finally sounded in the hallway, and the handlers returned to release her from the chair, she let herself sag, no fight left in her limbs. The collar’s bell chimed softly as she was lifted, each note a reminder of her new reality.

Mira stumbled to her feet, led away to whatever came next, tears drying on her cheeks. Behind her, the room was reset for the next intake, every trace of her existence wiped clean except for the echoing chime that marked her passage.


Chapter 3 – First Restraints

They came for Mira as she sat on the cold bench in the aftercare alcove, her legs still unsteady, her chest a mass of strange, lingering ache. The handlers—two men in pale scrubs and plastic visors, faces obscured, movements brisk—approached with the same airless efficiency she’d already learned to dread. A tray rolled between them, wheels squeaking faintly on the concrete, bearing an array of objects whose purpose seemed at first only to intensify her confusion and fear.

Mira tried to brace herself, but there was no time for questions. One handler seized her under the arm, his gloved grip implacable as stone, and hauled her to her feet. She barely managed to stay upright; her legs trembled, equal parts exhaustion and the new, awful pressure in her breasts. The bell at her throat chimed with each step, a cruel, childlike sound echoing in the barn’s high rafters.

The tray was positioned directly before her, and now Mira saw the implements in detail. There were two large, padded mitts—more gauntlet than glove, the exteriors stitched with glossy, wipe-clean vinyl, the insides lined with thick foam and a strange, medical-smelling fabric. Each mitt was cut short at the wrist, fastened with wide Velcro straps and heavy buckles, the sort of restraints she’d seen only in internet nightmares. The handlers worked in silence: one gripped her right wrist, twisting her arm palm-up, while the other threaded the mitt over her hand and forearm. Mira tried to ball her fingers into a fist, but the mitt’s rigid shell forced her hand flat, immobilizing her thumb alongside the rest. The padding pressed between her knuckles, separating and encasing every part of her hand, until she could do nothing but flex helplessly within the mitten’s confines.

She fought to pull her hand free, wriggling in panic, but the handlers were patient, methodical. The first mitt was secured with a rough yank of the Velcro, then the buckle, the pressure ratcheting tight. The second followed, just as inexorable. Mira found her arms lifted and turned so that she could see both mitts side by side—blunt, oversized, the glossy black of laboratory tools, her fingers invisible beneath the foam and vinyl. She tried to spread her arms, to will her hands to open or close, but the mitts rendered them useless: heavy, clumsy, and unmistakably animal.

Her breathing hitched. She looked down and saw not hands but hooves—tools for livestock, not people. The realization brought a flush of shame so deep she felt it pulse in her cheeks, her throat, the backs of her eyes. “Hold still,” one handler murmured, voice low and practiced, already moving to the next item on the tray.

It was a tail plug. Mira recognized the shape from adult shops and the wilder corners of late-night browsing: a teardrop bulb of polished silicone, slick and glistening, attached to a length of black synthetic hair and a sturdy base flared wide for safety. A thin tube of clear lubricant lay beside it, already uncapped. The handler squeezed a generous stream of cold gel along the bulb, spreading it with gloved fingers, his motions brisk but not cruel.

Mira’s mouth went dry. She tried to step away, to twist from their grip, but the handlers maneuvered her easily, one securing both mitt-clad hands behind her back—pinning her wrists together, forcing her to arch her spine. The other knelt behind her, lifting the tail plug into view.

“This will be more comfortable if you relax,” the kneeling handler intoned, as if reciting a line from a manual. He spread her cheeks, the clinical touch startlingly devoid of eroticism, and pressed the cool, slick bulb against her entrance. Mira gasped, humiliated, her body clenching against the intrusion, but resistance only made the process longer. The handler paused, letting the lube work, then applied gentle but relentless pressure. The plug’s widest point stretched her, a sensation both burning and numb, before it slid past the final barrier and settled into place with a sense of fullness that made her knees buckle.

The tail—silky, synthetic, weighty—hung low between her thighs, brushing her calves. The base of the plug pressed against her flesh, the flare wide and snug, locking it inside her no matter how she shifted. Mira clenched her teeth, mortified, blinking against a hot, helpless sting of tears. She could feel every inch of the plug: the stretch, the ache, the foreignness. She was acutely aware of how her body was being marked, shaped, claimed.

When they finished, the handlers stood her up straight, hands on her shoulders, making sure she didn’t collapse. The mitts were now locked behind her, wrists cinched close with a short strap, her arms gently forced into a pose of uselessness and compliance. She could not scratch, could not fight, could barely balance as the fullness in her chest vied with the plug’s pressure and the humiliating brush of synthetic hair. Every movement reminded her of her new limits—her new shape.

The handlers gave her a final inspection, checking the fit of the mitts, the lock on the strap, the position of the tail. Then one stooped to clip a small tag onto her collar, a printed code to identify her among the others. Mira’s breath trembled; she stared straight ahead, seeing her own distorted reflection in the stainless curve of the tray.

The bell at her throat rang softly as she was turned to face the next door—leading, she sensed, to her first public display. She was no longer simply restrained. She was transformed: mitts for hooves, a tail to mark her, and a fullness in her chest that pulsed with every beat of her heart. And beneath it all, a shame so deep it felt like a fever, burning away any hope of waking from this nightmare.

The handlers marched Mira through a set of double doors into the Training Pen—a cavernous hall ringed by steel and glass, lit from above by panels that gave the space a cold, perpetual daylight. Her steps were awkward, forced into a new gait by the mitts locking her wrists behind her back and the tail plug shifting with every stride. The bell at her throat announced her progress with soft, taunting chimes that seemed to echo from every surface.

The air in the Training Pen was muggy and slightly sweet, thick with the scent of hay, antiseptic, and something animal—a musk that pressed in on Mira’s senses, reminding her of stables she’d visited as a child, only here the order was clinical, calculated. At the far end of the pen, a broad display block waited, its surface polished to a near-mirror finish, raised a foot off the rubber-matted floor and illuminated from below by a ring of LED spotlights. Surrounding the block, waist-high glass panels separated the pen from a gallery space where handlers and staff gathered, clipboards in hand, murmuring among themselves. Their eyes gleamed with bored curiosity, their faces framed by reflections in the glass.

The handlers positioned Mira at the foot of the block, giving her a moment to sway and find her balance. Her arms, held tight behind her by the hoof-mitts, throbbed with pins and needles. The fullness in her chest made her unsteady, her posture altered by the new weight. The tail swished behind her with each involuntary shift of her hips, and the plug’s pressure was a constant, silent reminder that nothing about her body belonged to her now.

“Up,” one handler barked, nudging the back of her calf with his boot. Mira managed, awkwardly, to climb onto the block, the mitts forcing her to use her knees and shoulder for balance. The surface was cool and slick, reflecting her trembling legs and the pale, vulnerable curve of her body. As she rose to her feet, the gallery’s conversations fell into a hush.

She stood exposed in the harsh light, every detail magnified by the glass and the ring of mirrors that lined the Training Pen’s far wall. She could see herself from all angles—a girl made strange by the mitts and the tail, hair shorn to an undercut, skin blotched red from restraint and the aftershocks of the L-92 serum. Her breasts, still swollen and sensitive, jutted from her chest, the skin taut and fevered, areolae flushed dark. The bell on her collar gleamed, a note of silver in a world of steel.

From the gallery, a new figure emerged: Cain Hart, the head handler, crook staff tapping the floor in time with his unhurried steps. He wore his authority easily—weather-tanned skin, eyes sharp, every movement deliberate and economical. He made a slow circle around the display block, the handlers retreating to the edges as he approached. His gaze slid over Mira, assessing, cataloguing, as though she were a sculpture to be corrected or a tool to be re-set.

“Lesson one,” Cain announced, his voice low but clear enough to carry through the hall. “Posture.”

He set the crook staff on the block and nudged her ankles apart, positioning her legs shoulder-width. The tail tugged uncomfortably at her body, making her shift. He used two fingers to lift her chin, forcing her head up, then pressed lightly between her shoulder blades, drawing her chest out, her back straight. Each correction was measured, firm but not brutal—just enough to make it impossible to disobey without obvious defiance.

Mira stared at her reflection in the mirror wall, seeing herself as they must: objectified, stripped of volition, a body to be displayed and inspected. She bit the inside of her cheek, willing herself not to cry, not to react. The bell chimed with every micro-movement.

Cain stepped back, crook in hand. He tapped the inside of her left knee. “Knees locked but not hyperextended. Balance on the balls of your feet.” His voice was quiet, but the room listened. He tapped the bell with the crook, producing a crystalline note. “The collar should remain centered, visible at all times. When your head drops, your value drops.”

Mira tried to comply, her body fighting the unnatural pose, her muscles burning with the effort. The mitts made her arms heavy, her shoulders tight. Her breasts tingled with each deep breath, sweat prickling between them. The tail’s presence seemed designed to make her constantly aware of her hips, her posture, the involuntary sway that came with every shift of her weight.

Cain turned her, gently but inexorably, so the gallery could see every angle. He tapped her feet farther apart, adjusted her elbows to rest against her back, corrected the angle of her chin. All the while, the gallery’s eyes never left her. She heard the faint scratch of pens on paper, the click of a camera lens, the murmurs—“Good symmetry… swelling within expected range… responsive to correction…”

He stopped, standing before her. “Eyes forward,” he instructed. “A heifer who looks at her handlers is a heifer who learns. Pride and modesty are for your old life. Now you show what you are, and you do it well.”

Mira swallowed hard, her throat constricted by the collar. She forced herself to meet his gaze, even as shame scorched her cheeks. The glass panels reflected not just her image, but the entire apparatus of the farm: the tools, the handlers, the silent, observing staff. She could see the bell at her throat, see the mitts pinning her arms, see herself as they had made her.

The silence in the room was total. Even the machines seemed to wait. Mira’s chest ached from holding the pose, her legs trembling, sweat running down her sides. The only sound was the faint, persistent chime of her collar’s bell—proof of her transformation, her subjugation, her utter exposure.

Cain stepped back and surveyed his work. “Hold,” he said, and she did, every nerve screaming, every muscle on fire, held together only by the fragile thread of willpower.

Above it all, Mira felt the crushing certainty: she was property now, shaped by hands not her own, measured and displayed like livestock, and whatever dignity remained to her was only what the farm allowed.

The burn in Mira’s legs built relentlessly, muscles trembling as she tried to hold the impossible posture. Sweat beaded at her temples and slid down her spine; her tail brushed the backs of her thighs with every micro-adjustment, a constant reminder of her altered body and the humiliating plug anchoring it. Her breasts felt heavy and taut, the aftereffects of the serum swelling them, amplifying every heartbeat into a throb of heat and ache.

Cain circled her with measured steps, crook staff tapping the raised block’s surface—a metronome that reminded everyone, Mira included, who was in control. The gallery was silent, but she could feel their collective scrutiny: the glint of phones and pens, the careful, clinical notations, the sense that her suffering was a lesson and her endurance a spectacle.

She forced herself to stare straight ahead, jaw clenched, neck straining against the collar’s unyielding embrace. The bell at her throat shivered with every breath, amplifying her anxiety for all to hear. Behind her, the hoof-mitts trapped her hands in padded oblivion, robbing her even of the comfort of clenching a fist.

Her calves began to spasm. The pose Cain demanded was not designed for comfort or even display—it was meant to test, to break, to teach obedience by wringing out the last of her resistance. Her knees wobbled, but she fought to keep them locked, shifting her weight from one foot to the other in minuscule increments, hoping no one would notice.

Cain did.

He stepped closer, crook raised, and pressed the tip to the inside of her left knee, forcing it outward again. “Weight distributed, Mira. We train for stamina, not appearances.” His tone was casual, almost bored, but there was iron beneath the words.

She tried to obey, but her legs trembled uncontrollably. The strain in her lower back spread upward, her shoulders on fire from holding her arms tight. She blinked sweat from her lashes, vision blurring with the sting of frustration and humiliation.

Her heel slid half an inch—one small, desperate attempt to relieve the burning in her calf. The movement was almost imperceptible, but Cain’s head snapped around. He spoke, not to her, but to the gallery. “Observe: deviation from protocol. Even the best need reminders.”

Mira barely had time to flinch before the crook staff whipped through the air—a blur of polished wood and cold intent. The curved tip landed sharply across the top of her thigh, just below the hip bone, with a crack that echoed in the high-ceilinged pen.

A blinding jolt of pain shot through her leg. For a heartbeat, she couldn’t breathe. Her knees buckled and she staggered, nearly falling from the block. The handlers closed in at once, catching her shoulders, steadying her but not comforting. Her vision flashed white, then narrowed to a hot, pulsing welt already rising beneath the skin. Tears sprang to her eyes, but she bit them back, jaw clenched until it ached.

Cain’s voice was low but carried across the pen, pitched for the benefit of every observer. “A single slip is all it takes. Correction is immediate. This is how we teach, and this is how they learn.”

He circled her again, staff held loosely at his side. Mira could sense the eyes in the gallery—some indifferent, some hungry for the spectacle, a few perhaps even sympathetic, though none would speak up for her. The humiliation was as sharp as the pain: she was property, a training tool, her body a canvas for lessons in discipline.

The handlers repositioned her, setting her feet apart once more, straightening her spine. Cain pressed two fingers to the raw welt, not gently, holding her in place while she whimpered behind gritted teeth. Her skin was already raised and darkening, the shape of the crook leaving a stark brand that would last for days.

“Again,” he said. “Hold.”

Mira’s legs shook, but she forced herself upright, every nerve flaring in protest. The pain radiated outward—through muscle, through bone, through the last tattered shreds of her defiance. She felt exposed and helpless, an animal forced to learn its place.

Time warped in the aftermath. Each second stretched and ached, her thigh throbbing, her pride in tatters. Still, she held the pose. She would not give them the satisfaction of collapse, not yet. Her eyes glistened, but she did not let a tear fall.

The bell at her throat chimed with every shallow breath, the echo drifting up to the steel rafters—a signal to all present that discipline had been delivered, and the lesson had been learned.

The handlers vanished from the pen as swiftly as they had arrived, their footsteps fading behind heavy doors that hissed shut with finality. The last thing Mira heard from the world beyond was the muted chatter of staff, the tail-end of a conversation about quotas and yields, and then nothing—just the hum of the lights and the ghostly echo of her own breathing.

The training pen, vast and high-ceilinged, felt suddenly infinite and empty. The gallery’s glass reflected her solitary figure: a trembling woman perched on a raised block, knees shaking, body marked by the sting of a fresh welt. Her collar’s bell was the only sound now, chiming softly with each breath, each movement, each shift of pain in her thigh. Even the tail seemed to drag in shame behind her, as if it too had learned its lesson.

Mira’s body ached in every way. The crook’s strike radiated fire through her thigh, a sharp-edged memory that would not fade. The mitts crushed her hands into padded impotence, locking her arms behind her in a posture meant for display, not comfort. Her shoulders burned, trapped in an unfamiliar, punishing angle. The tail plug filled her, a deep and relentless pressure—at first a violation, now an inevitability. Even her breasts, still heavy and tender from the serum, felt alien, tingling and sensitive to every wisp of air in the chilled space.

She tried to shift her weight, to find relief, but the posture demanded by Cain’s lesson offered none. Any attempt to rest her arms or hunch her back only increased the ache. The mirrors showed her every twitch, every awkward attempt to regain dignity, every exposed inch of skin. She caught sight of her own face: cheeks blotched with sweat and shame, hair sticking up in uneven tufts, eyes rimmed red from stifled tears.

The urge to cry threatened to overwhelm her now that she was alone. Mira bit it back, but a single sob forced its way up—a sound torn from her throat, raw and voiceless. The bell caught the vibration, ringing with a pitiful clarity. The sound startled her, snapping her from collapse, and she bit down hard on her lip, forcing herself back to silence.

You will not break. Not here. Not for them.

She tested her restraints, the mitts squeaking faintly as she twisted, searching for any give in the Velcro or buckles. There was none. Her fingers were reduced to numb stubs, clumsy and useless. She tried to pull her hands apart, to slide the mitts from her wrists, but the strap binding them behind her held fast. Her shoulders protested, muscles quivering with the effort. She was locked, displayed, powerless.

A wave of grief rolled over her—grief for her lost name, for the city and the nights that had once belonged to her, for the friends who would never know where she had gone. Grief for the body that no longer answered to her will, for the mind she feared might soon follow. She remembered the rumors she’d heard, the horror stories traded over drinks or in nervous whispers. She had laughed at the time. She did not laugh now.

The pen was not silent, not really. The hum of the overhead lights, the distant rattle of machinery behind the walls, the hiss of an automatic feeder somewhere in the stalls—all these filled the space with the machinery of routine, of the institution, of the farm. In the stillness, these sounds became reminders: there would be no rescue, no outside world. Only the rhythm of days and nights spent in obedience and transformation.

Mira’s eyes drifted to the gallery glass, searching for movement, for any sign of the handlers or staff. There was nothing—only her own warped reflection, flickering in the cold light. She felt, suddenly and sharply, the weight of being observed, of having her every failure and every act of compliance recorded and catalogued for some distant ledger.

Her breathing slowed. She let her head drop forward, chin brushing the bell’s rim. The sound was softer now, an intimate, private chime. Mira watched the shadows lengthen on the floor, watched the outline of her tail sway with every small tremor. Her pain ebbed, dulling into a persistent ache. Her shame settled in beside it, deep and stubborn.

Yet even in the rawness of defeat, a splinter of will flickered in her chest. The memory of pain was nothing new. She had survived worse, she reminded herself, though nothing had ever been so thorough, so public, so designed to erase resistance. She would endure. If she could not escape, she would endure.

Time passed unnoticed, marked only by the slowing of her breath, the steady, involuntary chime of the bell, the fading sharpness of the welt on her thigh. Her tears dried on her cheeks, and she sat motionless—an object left on a shelf, catalogued and forgotten for a time.

As the lights dimmed overhead, casting long, pale bars across the pen, Mira raised her eyes to the mirrors. She saw herself as she was: a collared, tailed, trembling thing—yet alive, yet thinking, yet her own in some hidden, stubborn corner. She breathed out, quiet but steady.

The bell’s echo faded into the silence. And in that silence, a cold, defiant resolve began to grow—thin as a hair, sharp as wire, but hers and hers alone.


Chapter 4 – Induction Ritual

The barn was nothing like Mira remembered. She had glimpsed its shadowy interior only in flashes—while being hustled from van to bay, a vague space of corrugated metal and concrete. Now, stripped and shivering, she was marched through its yawning double doors with ceremony, her feet scraping hay and straw instead of sterile tile. The world inside was darkness, broken only by wavering torchlight and the odd, sharp gleam of metal from the rafters.

Her senses reeled. The barn ceiling stretched high above, lost in darkness. Dust motes drifted through shafts of torchlight, swirling with the movement of handlers and staff. The air was thick with the smell of animals: sweat, leather, hay, and the deeper, earthier tang of bodies and bedding. It was not a place for comfort—it was a stage for transformation.

Handlers waited in a silent crescent near the center of the barn, dressed in ritual white, each holding a prop: a staff, a bundle of ropes, a shallow brass basin, a tray bearing the Bell Rite kit. In the shadows, the gallery filled—staff clustered behind a barrier, their faces half-lit, voices kept low, as if in a church. The sound was a constant undercurrent: soft murmurs, the shifting of boots on straw, the metallic clatter as a bell was tested or a chain dragged into place.

Mira’s handler guided her to the center of a straw-strewn ring outlined by thick black rope. She tried to count the bodies, to mark faces, but the flickering torchlight made everyone indistinct—masked and anonymous, all eyes fixed on her. Her tail swished with each nervous step, the mitts holding her hands pinned behind her, her collar’s bell chiming with every tremor. Her skin prickled in the cool barn air, still flushed and sensitive from the serum, marked with the faint red lines of her earlier restraints.

They made her kneel on a pile of fresh hay, the scratchy stalks poking her bare legs and the sore welt on her thigh. The chill from the stone floor seeped through, making her shudder. Her chest felt tight and full, the brand on her hip still a threat waiting at the edge of her imagination. One handler wiped sweat from her brow with a rough, impersonal handkerchief, while another pulled her shoulders back, forcing her spine straight and her chin high.

She tried to swallow her fear. The barn’s air was electric with anticipation, the weight of ritual pressing down on her. Every movement was watched, every breath counted. Someone poured water from a silver ewer into the brass basin, the sound loud and final in the hush. Another knelt beside her, sponging her skin, muttering low words that sounded like a blessing or perhaps a threat—Mira could not tell the difference.

Around her, handlers took their places. Eight formed a circle, each spaced precisely, heads bowed for a moment before straightening in unison. At a signal, one lifted the tray holding the Bell Rite kit: the bronze bell, the leather thong, the branding iron, the crook staff. Another handler tested the bell, its note sharp and clear, echoing up into the barn’s rafters and drawing a low, appreciative murmur from the watching staff.

A hush fell. In that instant, Mira felt more naked than ever before—her body exposed, every flaw magnified, every line of muscle and curve of breast displayed for all to see. She realized that even the trembling of her limbs, the raggedness of her breath, were part of the ceremony. This was not punishment or private discipline; this was spectacle, transformation, and acceptance. She was not just being processed—she was being claimed.

Her heart hammered, pulse throbbing against the collar. She heard her own bell ring with every quick inhalation. The gallery was silent now, the handlers unmoving. The smell of hay and sweat and the metallic tang of the branding iron waiting in the coals all mingled in her nose. Everything narrowed to this moment: the straw under her knees, the eyes upon her, the ache in her body, the anticipation that something irreversible was about to happen.

A handler stepped forward, voice deep and formal. “We gather for the Bell Rite. By the order of the master and the craft of the farm, we mark new stock and welcome her into the herd. None enter unmarked. None leave unchanged.” His words, echoed by the circle, made Mira shudder. There was power in ritual, power in repetition. She felt it in her bones—the ancient, inescapable weight of it.

Hands gripped her shoulders, steadying her. The tray was presented to Cain Hart, who stood at the head of the circle, staff in hand. He lifted the bell, held it aloft so all could see, then turned his gaze to Mira.

“This bell,” he said, voice soft but carrying, “is not just a mark of ownership. It is a promise: you will be seen, you will be heard, you will be counted. Tonight you are no longer lost. You are claimed. You are ours.”

Mira’s breath hitched, eyes stinging. She felt the truth of it settle in her, a chill and a warmth all at once. The handlers waited, silent, the circle unbroken. Somewhere behind her, a second bell chimed, faint and distant—a reply, a call to witness. The ritual had begun, and there was no turning back.

The air inside the barn seemed to hold its breath. Mira knelt, spine held straight by the handler’s grip, her pulse throbbing in her throat and the brand on her hip already aching in anticipation. The flicker of torchlight played over the ceremonial tray, and over Cain Hart’s face as he approached, carrying the branding iron like a scepter of old authority.

The iron rested in a brazier filled with orange coals. Its business end—a stylised, looping sigil of B&B—glowed with the molten promise of pain. The heat shimmered in waves, carrying with it the sharp scent of scorched metal and burning hay. Mira’s eyes fixed on the glowing tip, dread pooling in her belly. There was a hush from the gallery; every face was turned to her, eyes reflecting fire and the possibility of transformation.

Cain spoke, his voice reverberating through the hush, slow and solemn. “Every animal on this land bears the sigil of Bell & Brand. We mark what is ours, and we honor that mark. Pain is the price of belonging. Endure, and be welcomed.”

Handlers encircled Mira now, hands light but unyielding—one at each shoulder, another bracing her hips, two more securing her knees apart so she could not flinch away. Someone lifted her hair from her neck, exposing her left hip, the skin pale and trembling. Mira could not suppress a sob as the cold air touched her bared flesh, the vulnerable spot just above the curve of her thigh.

Cain crouched beside her, the iron’s tip crackling softly as he lifted it from the coals. The light made the branding sigil gleam, outlining its curves in fierce orange. “Breathe,” he instructed quietly, almost gently, his eyes meeting hers for a heartbeat—a strange moment of calm before the storm.

Mira inhaled, chest tight. The handlers pressed her still.

Then the iron came down, and time unraveled.

Pain arrived first as a bright, impossible flash—white-hot, so intense it wiped away every other sense. Her body jerked, legs kicking uselessly against restraint, a scream clawing its way up her throat. She could not hear herself; she could only feel the agony as the sigil bit into her skin, burning nerve and memory alike. The scent of her own flesh joined the acrid tang of the iron, sharp and animal and final.

The iron was lifted away, but the pain did not ebb—it surged, a tidal wave that made her vision blur, every heartbeat pulsing in the new wound. She sobbed, chest heaving, shame burning as bright as the pain itself. Tears stung her cheeks. Hands held her steady, not letting her collapse, not letting her hide.

Cain’s voice cut through the haze. “It is done. She is claimed.”

The barn seemed to exhale. The handlers withdrew, leaving Mira trembling, splayed and marked, the branded skin throbbing with every pulse. Someone dabbed at the wound with a cloth dipped in salve—cooling but not soothing, the pain still raw and overwhelming.

From the gallery, applause began—not raucous, but insistent, a rising tide of claps and cheers. Staff and handlers alike celebrated the mark, voices merging in a chant: “Ours! Ours! Ours!” The sound crashed over Mira, both humiliating and strangely enveloping. She was not simply injured; she was transformed, welcomed, her suffering made into ritual.

Through tears and haze, she became aware of the bell still waiting on its tray, the promise of further ceremony lingering in the air. Her hip throbbed, flesh already swelling around the lines of the sigil. She pressed her forehead to the hay, overcome by the magnitude of what had been done to her—pain and shame, but also a perverse certainty that she now belonged to something larger than herself.

As the applause faded, Cain leaned down one last time, his voice pitched only for her. “You endured. Remember this. The brand is not the end—it is the beginning.”

The bell on her collar chimed faintly as she was helped to her knees, pain radiating through her body, the air alive with the scent of burning and ritual. The handlers prepared for the next phase, the barn’s hush swelling with anticipation. The mark on her hip was proof: there would be no going back.

The pain from the brand pulsed through Mira’s hip, a hot and living thing, as handlers gently eased her up from the straw and helped her stand. The barn’s haze spun with smoke and sweat and the sharp, metallic taste of burned skin. Her legs threatened to give, but she was kept upright by calm, impersonal hands—her body not allowed even the mercy of collapse.

The world narrowed to the ritual’s circle. Torchlight flickered on the brass tray, where the Bell Rite kit gleamed, every object carefully arranged for display. The bronze bell, polished to a mirror finish, sat at its center—innocent and inevitable. Leather thong, engraved band, the tools of her final marking. Around her, staff and handlers pressed closer, a living wall of white coats and eager eyes. The applause and chant from her branding had faded into expectant silence, as if the whole barn waited for her next surrender.

Cain Hart stepped into the center ring, every movement deliberate. He took the bell and its leather tie in his hands and turned, showing it to every witness. The barn was so quiet now that Mira could hear the snap of the leather as he flexed it, the click as the bell’s clasp opened. He gestured for her to kneel again, and—body raw and shaking—she obeyed, the hay crackling beneath her knees.

“By this bell, you are known,” Cain intoned. His voice filled the space—calm, resonant, impossible to ignore. “It is the voice of the herd, the mark of your purpose, and the promise of your place. Wear it well. Sound it true. Remember, always, that you belong.”

He bent close, and for a surreal instant Mira could see her own reflection in the bell’s surface—hollow-eyed, sweat-sheened, transformed. She felt the tickle of the leather at her throat as Cain looped the thong through the collar’s D-ring, cinching it snug but not choking. The handlers held her head steady while Cain fixed the bell’s clasp, his hands brisk and practiced.

The moment the bell was fastened, Cain flicked it with one gloved finger. The sound was impossibly clear—bright and musical, a single note that cut through the barn’s gloom. The assembled staff and handlers responded in unison: a cheer, then a swell of scattered clapping, voices calling her by a new title: “Heifer! Welcome, heifer!”

Mira flushed with humiliation, shame burning as she was displayed, not simply for discipline but as a success—a prized acquisition. The handlers lifted her to her feet and guided her, still trembling, to walk a slow, halting circle around the ring. The bell chimed with every step, the sound chased by applause and whistles, voices offering welcome and crude jokes, laughter and ritualized celebration. Each time she passed the gallery, she caught faces: a few cold, most impassive, some—disturbingly—smiling in approval.

As she walked, the pressure of the tail plug, the ache of her swollen breasts, and the throbbing burn of her brand melded with the new, insistent pull of the bell. She was aware of every swing and ring—each note a reminder that she could not hide, could not pass unseen. She belonged to the herd now, her every movement marked and noticed.

Halfway through her forced parade, another handler joined her side—a young woman with a serene smile, chrome bell shining at her own collar. She touched Mira’s arm, squeezed gently, and whispered, “Let it happen. They love you more when you accept.” The contact was strangely soothing, even as it stung. Mira nodded, mute, the echo of the bell and the warmth of the stranger’s hand flooding her with confusion—a mix of shame, strange comfort, and the dizzying relief of no longer struggling alone.

When the circuit was complete, Mira was guided back to the center, made to kneel once more as the staff and handlers pressed in with their final cheers. A staff member snapped a photo—Mira’s branded hip, the bell at her throat, the eyes glazed but unbroken. The image would become a record, another entry in the farm’s ledgers, a moment of humiliation immortalized for others to study.

The ritual was ending. The barn’s lights brightened, the crowd’s voices rose, and Mira, dazed and battered and utterly changed, felt the bell’s weight settle against her collarbone. The world pressed close and then receded, leaving her raw and vibrating, a creature not quite herself and yet, now, fully claimed.

The handlers gathered the kit and began to usher the crowd away, their faces alight with satisfaction. The bell’s note lingered in the rafters as Mira slumped, exhausted, into the hay. The ritual was complete.

As the barn emptied, the echoes of celebration faded, replaced by the gentler clatter of cleanup and the low, focused voices of handlers restoring order. Mira was left kneeling on her hay-strewn island, sweat cooling on her skin, the pain of her new brand a hot, pulsing signature at her hip. Her bell still vibrated from the last parade, the metal’s chill at her throat a reminder of all that had changed. The barn’s light, no longer tinged with ritual fire, seemed clinical and flat.

She barely registered the handlers as they lifted her, every muscle in her legs weak and unsteady. The ache in her thigh, the dull burn of her breast tissue, and the stretching fullness from the tail plug made each step feel disjointed—her body no longer entirely hers. Her reflection caught in the polished metal of a feed trough: face streaked with tears, hair wild, the collar and bell prominent, the pink-edged sigil standing out on her hip like a brand on livestock. There was something both alien and heartbreakingly familiar about the image. She looked—at last—like one of them.

They led her from the barn’s main floor through a side door and into the Aftercare Alcove, a small room dressed in soft shadow and relative peace. Here, the air was scented with aloe and warm milk, a hint of fleece and soap overlaying the barn’s harsher notes. The lights were lower, indirect, casting gentle halos on the tiled floor. It might almost have felt safe, had Mira not been aware of how carefully the place was curated for recovery—like a pen for wounded stock, not a sanctuary for people.

A handler guided her to a bench of warm stone, its surface wrapped in thick, cloud-soft fleece. She eased down with a grateful sigh, the pressure on her battered hip relieved, if only a little. Another handler—female, gentle-handed, with a voice like cool water—knelt beside her. She unscrewed the cap from a jar of white aloe cream, scooping a generous dollop and smoothing it over the brand. The touch was brisk, neither cruel nor kind, but it soothed the angry skin, drawing some of the heat and throb away.

Mira flinched at first, then relaxed. The woman dabbed a fresh cloth at her brow and cheeks, cleaning away sweat and grime, humming quietly under her breath—a lullaby, perhaps, or a memory of easier days. Someone else draped a fleece blanket over Mira’s shoulders, cocooning her in warmth that she hadn’t realized she craved. The ache in her chest, her hip, her arms slowly ebbed, replaced by a hollow exhaustion that reached all the way to her bones.

The bell at her throat gave a faint, intermittent jingle as she breathed, the note softer now, not quite so cruel. A warm bottle—glass, wrapped in flannel—was pressed into her hands. The teat at the top felt childish, but when she sucked, sweet cream filled her mouth, thick and comforting. Her eyes stung again, this time not with humiliation but with relief. For the first time since her capture, her body was cared for without agenda. She let herself drink, let her head rest against the stone, let her hands—still mittened and useless—be supported by the handler’s gentle grip.

In the near distance, the voices of staff murmured, and the barn’s noises faded to a memory. Only the low, constant hum of machinery, and the faint, rhythmic beeping from a nearby monitor, broke the hush.

Cain Hart entered the alcove, the door swinging quietly shut behind him. He regarded Mira for a moment, arms folded, crook staff resting against his knee. His presence was less threatening now, his posture almost paternal. “You did well,” he said quietly, as the handler tucked the fleece more snugly around Mira’s shoulders. “Few hold their nerve through the full rite.”

She met his gaze, pain and exhaustion blurring the edges of her anger. “It wasn’t a choice,” she whispered, voice raw. “I didn’t have a choice.”

Cain nodded. “No one ever does. But endurance is its own kind of decision. There are easier ways to break than you chose.” He crouched beside her, close enough for Mira to smell the cedar and cold iron clinging to his coat. “The first night is the worst. After this, it becomes routine. You’ll sleep. You’ll wake. You’ll serve, and eventually, you’ll forget there was ever another way to live.”

The words chilled her more than any blow. Yet as he spoke, the handler’s hands continued their work—dabbing cream, readjusting the bell, stroking hair from Mira’s eyes. The world shrank to sensation: the warmth of fleece, the soft pulse of cream on her tongue, the cooling balm on her brand, the gentle pressure at her shoulder.

Mira found herself floating, untethered, numb. Pain, exhaustion, humiliation, and comfort blurred together into a single, shimmering unreality. The collar and bell felt heavier now—not just as objects, but as the final markers of all she’d lost, and all she would need to become to survive. She let her eyes fall closed, not sleeping but suspended—held between the memory of her old self and the uncertain outline of what she was now.

Cain’s voice softened as he rose to leave, “Sleep, Mira. Tomorrow you join the floor.”

The bell at her throat rang softly, once, as the lights dimmed. The fleece grew warm, her breathing slowed, and the ache of the brand faded to the background. For a brief, impossible moment, Mira almost believed that this, too, was survivable.


Chapter 5 – Early Resistance

The quiet of the pen was always deceptive. Mira lay on her side atop a thin fleece mat, eyes half-lidded, watching the dust swirl in a beam of filtered morning light. The world outside the training hall was impossibly far, reduced to a memory of old routines—alarm clocks, buses, endless coffee. In here, time ticked by in measures of pain and ritual. Yet beneath the exhaustion, her mind never stopped working.

Her brand throbbed in pulses beneath its protective bandage, a dull ache that flared each time she shifted her hip. The mitts—her so-called “hooves”—locked her hands uselessly against her stomach, arms swaddled in synthetic fur. The tail plug felt heavier after hours at rest, the weight a constant, humiliating pressure at her core. But it was the bell at her throat, swinging gently with every swallow, that grated hardest on her nerves: it marked her every movement, an impossible secret to keep.

No one had spoken to her since dawn. A handler had checked the bandage and replaced her water bottle, offering no words of comfort or threat—just the cool efficiency of staff in a system that did not care about hope. She’d been left alone, “to acclimate,” as they called it. Mira knew what it really was: a test. Watch the subject. See if she tries anything. See what she will do when she believes no one is watching.

So she watched in return. The pen’s layout was simple—deliberate. A wide rectangle, half rubber matting, half hard concrete, its boundaries marked by steel mesh fencing on three sides and a service corridor on the fourth. At the far end, a rolling door led to the milking floor; to her left, the main barn doors stood chained shut. Small things, almost unnoticed at first—a faint seam in the concrete by the drain, a subtle gap under the farthest mesh panel—became objects of fascination.

She sat up, teeth gritted against the lingering pain, and edged closer to the mesh, listening. Footsteps echoed now and then from the gallery overhead, but the staff mostly watched from behind mirrored glass, invisible until they wanted to be seen. Her breathing slowed as she catalogued the noises—distant bells, the thrum of the ventilation fans, the regular chime from another collar in a neighboring pen.

The air was thick with the scent of hay and animal, tinged with the sharp sweetness of chemical cleansers. Mira pressed her mittened hands to the mesh, testing its give. Nothing. She shuffled along the wall, eyes fixed on the service door at the far side—painted a faded red, fitted with a handle that looked almost ordinary, as if it belonged in a warehouse and not a prison.

Hope, absurd and fragile, budded in her chest. She remembered all the advice she’d ever heard—count doors, remember turns, map the territory. If she was going to survive, it would start with knowledge. If there was a gap, a weakness, a moment when the system’s gaze flickered, she would be ready.

She waited. Listened. Counted.

Finally, with her pulse a low drumbeat in her ears, she rose on shaking legs and limped across the pen. Each step made her bell ring, a traitor to every stealthy intention, but she pressed on. The tail tugged between her thighs; her brand burned against the cool air. She reached the service door, breath caught tight in her chest.

She listened. The hall behind it was silent. Mira pressed her shoulder to the door, testing for give. The handle turned—a surprise—and for a moment her heart soared. It’s not locked. Oh god, it’s not locked. She pressed, feeling the heavy latch shift, the tiniest gap open to a strip of fluorescent-lit corridor beyond.

The sound that followed was a blaring, merciless alarm. A klaxon split the air, red lights blooming along the edges of the pen. Mira staggered back, the bell at her throat chiming frantically, the mesh vibrating with the sound. Doors at either end of the hall burst open; handlers flooded in, boots pounding, voices raised in clipped, rehearsed commands.

She ran anyway, one last surge of desperate hope. She bolted for the gap, feet slipping on the rubber mat, the world a chaos of red light and noise. Two handlers caught her before she reached the door, grabbing her by the arms and spinning her to the floor. The impact knocked the breath from her lungs; her vision flashed white with pain.

Pinned, struggling, Mira screamed wordlessly, but the handlers only tightened their grip. They rolled her onto her back, arms splayed and useless in the mitts, bell ringing in time with her frantic heartbeat. One handler pinned her legs while the other radioed for the “protocol discipline kit.”

The alarm cut out as suddenly as it had begun. The handlers worked in silence, their faces calm, efficient. One pressed a gloved hand to her brow, steadying her as she thrashed. The other unfastened a pouch at his hip and withdrew a length of rope and a pair of thick rubber cuffs.

Mira’s hope curdled into dread. She watched the handlers’ hands move with practiced speed and knew: she had been watched the whole time. Her rebellion was just another part of their protocol, another step in her breaking.

Her breath slowed, terror settling in as the handlers began to secure her ankles together, readying her for whatever lesson they meant to teach next. All her hope—brief, bright, now bitter—drained out with each click of the cuffs, each final, irrevocable restraint.

Mira’s world shrank to the sound of the handlers’ breath and the tightness of the cuffs at her ankles. Her wrists, still locked in the hoof-mitts, were pinned together at her stomach by one handler’s broad hand, rendering her utterly powerless. The rubber mat, once a modest comfort beneath her knees, felt slick and alien. With the klaxon silenced, the barn returned to an eerie stillness—broken only by the scrape of boots, the metallic jingle of harnesses, and the faint whimper she refused to let become a sob.

They wasted no time making an example of her. One handler knelt beside her hip, anchoring the length of rope to the thick D-ring at her ankle cuffs. The other fitted a padded harness around her waist and thighs, checking the straps for slack. Every movement was practiced, ritualized, and unhurried—humiliation delivered with the same professionalism as any feeding or medical exam.

She tried to resist—thrashing weakly, arching her back—but her efforts only earned a warning squeeze of the mitts and a flat, unbothered “Still.” The handlers worked in silent tandem, lifting her by the harness until she was sprawled on her back, the bell at her throat swinging wildly as her hair tumbled across her face. She caught a glimpse of the gallery windows above, reflections shifting behind the mirrored glass. She was on display, as always.

The rope, cool and rough, bit at her bare ankles as it was clipped to a cable snaking down from a pulley in the ceiling. A small control box was produced, and with a low hum, the winch engaged. The floor fell away beneath her, and Mira was hoisted up, body inverting until her world tilted on its axis. Blood rushed to her face; her hair dangled toward the mat below; the pressure in her chest, already heightened from the serum, felt unbearable. The tail plug pulled and stretched, her legs forced wide, the plug’s base visible and obscene beneath the sway of her new tail. The bell at her throat gave a helpless, frantic chorus of rings, announcing her vulnerability to every corner of the pen.

Gravity pressed into her temples. Each heartbeat roared in her ears. The world spun with every slight swing of her body. She tried to curl inward, to hide, but the harness pinned her open, her arms pinned by the mitts, her ankles tethered high above. Her stomach threatened to revolt as the handlers locked the winch, leaving her dangling, upside-down, in the pen’s bright spotlight.

Below her, handlers and staff gathered, forming a semi-circle. Some carried clipboards, others simply crossed their arms, their faces impassive. In the gallery, silhouettes gathered—watchers, perhaps other trainees, or supervisors observing the protocol. There was a hush, broken only by her own ragged breath and the relentless chiming of the bell.

A handler stepped into view, crook staff at his side, and addressed the small crowd in a tone meant for all to hear. “Resistance is expected,” he said, his gaze flicking over Mira’s dangling form. “But rebellion without purpose only brings pain. All new stock learns that the herd is protected, and that protocol will be enforced.”

He made a gesture, and another handler moved behind Mira, checking the bindings at her ankles, ensuring no slip, no risk of escape. The crowd’s eyes never left her. Shame burned through her, hotter than the ache in her hip or the strain in her back. She hung exposed, tail and bell on display, legs parted for every gaze to study. Even her breath sounded like an animal’s—harsh, panting, driven by panic.

The blood pooling in her head made her dizzy. Every detail was magnified: the grit of the mat below, the bright spots of light in her vision, the sweat trickling down the back of her neck. The bell’s note seemed crueler, mocking, a constant chorus marking her as a lesson.

She tried not to cry out, to keep her face blank, but a whimper escaped as the winch creaked, shifting her just enough to remind her of her helplessness. The handlers began to speak quietly among themselves, reciting data points—duration of suspension, response to restraint, pulse and respiration. Even her fear, she realized, was being measured, catalogued, prepared for a file she would never read.

Time slowed, stretched thin by adrenaline and mortification. Mira’s limbs began to tremble—not just from fear, but from the strain of holding herself together. She felt each beat of her heart echo through the rope, the bell, the pulsing brand on her hip. She was an object now, a living warning to any who watched.

And still she hung, blood throbbing in her temples, waiting for the next lesson to begin.

Suspended and helpless, Mira could do nothing but endure the blood rushing to her face and the ache stretching through her hips and shoulders. Her view was a whirling, inverted world: handlers’ boots, the blurred lights above, her own body marked and displayed, legs parted, tail hanging obscenely. The bell chimed on every gasp, each movement an announcement of her shame. Time had lost its meaning, measured only by the throb of her brand and the slow, sickening swell of humiliation that made her skin burn hotter than the air.

A hush fell. A handler approached, gloved hands already busy with a tray of instruments—gleaming steel and rubber, wipes, and something small and ominous: a pair of thick, heavy clamps, joined by a dangling cord. The crowd leaned in, clipboards poised, as if this were a demonstration rather than a punishment. Mira struggled, but with her wrists locked in mitts, arms pinned by her own weight and the harness, resistance was a farce.

The handler’s touch was impersonal, clinical. He knelt at her chest, his hands cool against her feverish skin. With brisk efficiency, he rolled her nipples between thumb and finger, pinching and tugging until they stood taut and swollen. The serum’s aftereffects had made her breasts painfully sensitive—each touch sent a jolt through her, a sick blend of mortification and involuntary response.

“Subject’s tissue response: normal to high,” he said, for the record, voice dispassionate. “Clamp at mark one, delayed-release protocol.” He positioned the clamps—cold, wide-jawed, each one biting down just behind the areola with a solid, unyielding pressure. The pain was sharp and immediate, a burning throb that grew as the handler twisted the tension dials. Mira’s breath hitched, her face flushing deeper as the clamps took hold, every nerve ending focused on that punishing grip.

The crowd murmured approval; a few notes were scribbled down. The handler stepped aside, letting her swing and tremble in the air. The clamps, designed to tighten incrementally, would increase their pressure with every passing minute. Mira’s nipples pulsed with agony—first a distant ache, then a needlepoint intensity, each throb synchronizing with the frantic beat of her heart.

A voice rang out—Cain’s, from below. “She will remain suspended until the release cycle completes. This is her lesson, and your reminder: the herd is watched, and no rebellion escapes discipline.”

The handlers set a timer, its digital beep echoing in the hush. For the next endless minutes, Mira hung upside-down, clamps gnawing tighter with every second. The sensation was relentless: a growing, twisting pain that spread from her nipples through her chest, deep into her core, until even the pressure of the harness and tail seemed distant by comparison. Her bell’s chime grew erratic as she gasped and whimpered, each cry only earning another data point for the clipboard.

Sweat beaded on her upper lip, trickled down her forehead, stung her eyes. The pen’s air was thick, the scent of latex, rubber, and hay oppressive. The crowd watched, silent but attentive, bearing witness to her punishment. Mira stared at the blurry lights above, jaw clenched, teeth aching from the effort not to scream. She felt herself slipping between moments: between pain and numbness, between public shame and a terrible, lonely isolation.

Each minute ticked by with glacial slowness. The clamps gnawed, then bit deeper; her skin throbbed, swollen and stretched, the pain both local and all-consuming. At first, she shook in small, helpless sobs, the sound muffled by gravity and the pressure on her chest. But as the cycle lengthened, her body’s shudders stilled. She hung limp in the harness, the clamps her entire world, the bell’s distant music a taunt she no longer heard.

Handlers circled, observing her with the detachment of scientists. One checked her vitals, another noted her endurance. A third offered a clinical commentary: “Good compliance under stress. Pain threshold within projected limits. Recommend continued cycle training.”

Finally, after an eternity marked only by the digital timer’s countdown, a handler pressed a release. The clamps snapped open, flooding Mira’s body with a wave of returning blood—a fresh, searing agony that sent her hips twisting and a scream bursting from her lips. The pain was blinding, white-hot, all-encompassing, then faded as swiftly as it had come, leaving her sobbing and slack, nipples red and swollen, chest heaving with each raw breath.

A round of approving nods and murmurs drifted from the staff. The lesson, it seemed, was complete.

Mira hung limp, body stripped of even the dignity of resistance, mind reeling in the haze between humiliation, pain, and exhaustion. Her bell chimed softly in the hush, as if ringing out the final note of her defeat.

The handlers let Mira hang for a long minute after the clamps released, letting her gasping breaths echo across the pen. Her body swung gently, loose and limp, every muscle trembling from the ordeal. Sweat trickled down her hairline to her forehead, gathering before falling in fat drops to the mat below. Her nipples pulsed, raw and swollen, each heartbeat sending a flare of afterpain through her chest. The bell at her throat gave a hollow, defeated chime with every labored breath.

Her world had contracted to sensation and emptiness—a void where hope and fight had once lived. The blood throbbed in her temples, gravity anchoring her shame. The voices of the handlers receded, replaced by the distant hum of machinery, the clink of equipment being tidied away. She heard the click of a timer being reset, the snap of a harness unbuckled.

At last, with a curt command, the winch hummed to life. Mira felt herself lowered, the pressure in her head easing as her legs drifted toward the floor. Hands gripped her waist and shoulders—steady, businesslike, no comfort in their touch—and guided her down. The room righted itself with a dizzying swing; her cheek pressed to the mat, the surface damp and rough against her skin. Her body curled reflexively, knees tucking toward her chest, mitts thudding dully against her ribs.

The handlers worked quickly. One unclipped her ankle cuffs, another undid the waist harness and checked her pulse. They examined her breasts, not for sympathy, but for data—thumbs pressing to assess blood flow, eyes noting swelling and color. “Good response,” one murmured, jotting something on a tablet. “No broken skin, no excessive bruising. Recovery within tolerance.”

No one spoke to her directly. She might have been equipment, not a woman—her pain a measure, her humiliation just another step in a prescribed protocol.

When the handlers were satisfied, they stepped away, their presence fading like the last echoes of the punishment. They left her alone on the mat, her breath ragged, skin slick and goose-pimpled. The tail brushed her thigh, the bell pressed to her collarbone, its metal cold and accusatory.

Mira shuddered, curling tighter, tears slipping silent and hot down her cheeks. The urge to sob rose, but she choked it down, afraid of what would come if she made more noise. Instead, she pressed her forehead to the mat, letting the ache of her body blur with the ache in her mind.

She lingered in that numb limbo—somewhere between exhaustion and despair, humiliation and surrender. For a while, the pain was all there was: the throb in her nipples, the dull pulse of her brand, the raw ache where the harness had dug into her hips. Her muscles twitched and cramped, protesting the ordeal she’d endured. Her skin still remembered the clamps, the rope, the cold indifference of the eyes that had watched her suffer.

But gradually, as the pain faded to a bearable thrum, a new awareness crept in. She was still breathing. Her heart still beat. The humiliation, though unbearable in the moment, had not killed her. She felt hollowed out, scraped raw—but somewhere, beneath the numbness, a grim, flickering spark survived. Not hope, exactly, but a kind of animal stubbornness—a refusal to vanish, no matter how hard they tried to erase her.

She turned her face to the side and stared at the wall, watching the light from the gallery spill in thin lines across the mat. Somewhere, a distant bell chimed, not hers, but another’s—an echo of ritual, a call to order. She understood, with a cold certainty, that her resistance had been seen, measured, and filed away. There would be no easy escape. They had watched her, punished her, and would do it again if she dared defy them.

Mira let her breath slow, blinking away the last tears. Her body, marked and aching, settled into a posture of forced rest. The bell at her throat stilled. The handlers’ voices faded to memory. In the hush, she felt the slow, creeping edge of submission—an adaptation, not acceptance, but the awareness that survival meant learning when to bow, when to wait, when to save her strength for another day.

Alone in the pen, Mira let herself drift—pain softening, shame settling, the lesson of the day etched into her nerves. She would not forget, but she would endure.


Chapter 6 – Breakthrough Leak

The numbness after punishment was a kind of mercy. Mira drifted on her fleece mat in the training pen, her cheek pressed to scratchy fabric, eyes half-shut. The ache in her chest and between her legs had faded to a background throb, her nerves dulled by exhaustion and the hours spent weeping silent, defeated tears. The bell at her throat rested heavily on her collarbone, the metal warmed by her skin but still cool enough to remind her she was claimed, owned, inventoried.

The world shrank to sensation: the faint hum of overhead lights, the shuffle of movement far beyond the pen, the low, intermittent chime of another collar echoing through the barn. For a long, unmeasured time, no one spoke to her. No voices called her name. Even the surveillance—she felt sure—was content to leave her curled and quiet, a lesson marked “complete.”

But the farm’s routines never slept. The stillness fractured as the main door opened with a hydraulic sigh, a line of white light breaking across the mat. Two handlers entered, boots squeaking on tile, the scent of latex and antiseptic heralding them before they spoke. Mira tensed, the memory of the hoisting and the clamps flaring up as a fresh pang of dread. She barely lifted her head, eyelids gritty and swollen, but she forced herself upright as they drew near.

One handler knelt at her side, scanning the RFID on her collar with a handheld device. The other busied himself arranging items on a small stainless tray—syringes, gauze, sterile alcohol wipes, a vial of clear fluid that glittered in the light. Their movements were brisk, businesslike. If they saw the fresh streaks on her cheeks or the mottled bruises at her wrists and thighs, they gave no sign.

The door at the back of the pen opened again. Cain Hart’s shadow filled the frame before he stepped in, his boots soft on the mat, crook staff left at the threshold. He carried himself with a calm that seemed even more chilling in contrast to the handlers’ practiced efficiency. His eyes took her in—disheveled, shorn, marked—and for a moment Mira thought she saw a flicker of approval, as if this was the outcome he’d expected all along.

“Vitals?” Cain asked quietly, and the kneeling handler rattled off numbers: pulse elevated, blood pressure high but falling, temperature within target. “Good,” Cain said. “Protocol can proceed.”

Mira shivered, exhaustion replaced by fresh anxiety. The handlers each took an arm and lifted her to her knees, not roughly but without patience. The tail plug shifted inside her, her muscles cramping at the movement. She tried to swallow, but her mouth was dry, tongue thick with fear and anticipation.

Cain crouched to her level, voice pitched low enough to be intimate, but not so soft as to invite trust. “You’re behind on schedule, Mira. The initial response was promising, but production hasn’t begun. That’s not a failure—yet. We’ll help you along.”

She shook her head, the bell chiming in protest. “Please…” Her voice was barely audible, hoarse from disuse.

Cain’s gaze was steady. “This isn’t punishment. It’s your body’s new function. The sooner you accept that, the easier it becomes.”

He nodded to the handlers. “Booster protocol.”

Before Mira could protest again, her arms were pinned behind her—mitts still on, the old helplessness returning in a rush. The handlers maneuvered her onto a low plastic stool, legs spread, chest exposed to the barn’s cool air. The stainless tray was moved closer, and Mira saw the vial up close now: L-92, BOOSTER inscribed in clinical lettering. The sight brought a wave of heat and cold—a flush of fear, of dread, of helplessness so total it made her want to scream and sleep at once.

She jerked, trying to twist away, but Cain’s hand closed around her shoulder—steady, not cruel, but immovable. “Still, Mira. You’ll only make it harder on yourself.”

The handlers worked in synchrony, prepping her arm with cold alcohol, drawing up the serum, readying the injector. Mira watched her own chest rise and fall, watched her breasts swell and tighten with each anxious breath. The shame of exposure, the memory of the staff’s eyes, the certainty that her body was nothing but a project to be measured, made her want to vanish. But there was nowhere to go.

Cain’s hand lingered at the nape of her neck. “After this, you’ll rest. If your body responds, you’ll be moved to the next phase.”

He didn’t say what the next phase would be. Mira closed her eyes as the handlers positioned her, waiting for the next command, the next indignity. The bell at her throat was silent, but her heart beat loud enough for all to hear.

The world became a narrow field of sensation: cold plastic beneath Mira’s thighs, the rattle of metal tray against tile, the electric prickling of fear crawling beneath her skin. She kept her eyes on the floor, watching the ghosted outline of her own form shiver in a slick of spilled light. Her chest rose and fell, each breath stretching her tender skin. She could smell herself—sweat and old pain, the antiseptic tang of recent punishment—and now, new scents: alcohol, latex, the faint medicinal sweetness of the L-92 vial uncapped for use.

Cain’s hand remained firm at her nape, the weight of his authority impossible to shrug off. “Breathe in,” he instructed. “Let it happen, Mira. Your body will know what to do.”

The handlers moved with quiet precision. One steadied her elbow, rotating it outward; the other swabbed the crook of her arm with icy alcohol, the cold sting shocking her halfway to alertness. She flinched at the touch, feeling the bell at her throat give a small, nervous tremor. The light in the barn seemed to pulse—sharper, crueler than ever before.

She dared a glance upward and saw Dr Vane at the far edge of the pen, clipboard in hand, glasses glinting in the overhead glare. Her coat was spotless, the corset beneath stark white, her posture ramrod-straight. She made a small note, nodded to Cain, and spoke in her crisp, accentless voice: “Booster, two milliliters. Observe for hypersensitivity.”

A handler drew up the serum, the clear fluid rising into the barrel with a high-pitched hiss. The needle gleamed in the torchlight—a thin silver line, impossibly sharp. Mira’s skin puckered as the handler found the vein, pressing down, waiting for the right moment. She tried not to look, but the anticipation was almost worse than the pain itself.

She forced herself to focus elsewhere: the slow, precise tick of the LED monitor attached to her collar, counting down her pulse, her breath. The low, businesslike exchange of staff—“Ready? Good stick? Monitor live.” The hum of machinery in the barn’s dark corners, and the distant, mocking echo of a bell not her own.

The needle slid in—a brief, bright sting, more pressure than pain. Mira’s breath caught; the handler depressed the plunger. Cold flooded her arm, trailing fire up her veins. It was a chemical sensation—unnatural, deep, a liquid sharpness that chased all the way to her shoulder, then diffused throughout her chest. For a second, Mira thought she might retch. Her skin prickled and flushed, the world going fuzzy at the edges as the booster began its work.

“There,” the handler murmured, withdrawing the needle and pressing a wad of gauze to Mira’s skin. “Good response.”

Cain eased her back against the chair’s plastic curve, making sure her chest was exposed, her shoulders squared. “Let it work. We’re going to help you, Mira—one way or another.” He nodded to a second handler, who pressed a fresh alcohol wipe to each of Mira’s nipples, chilling them to points, the sensation brutal in its precision.

Mira shuddered, her face burning. She felt her breasts swell, the skin tightening, a low ache blooming behind the areolae. Her heart raced, every beat sending a new wave of tingling and heat through her chest. Dr Vane’s pen scratched on her clipboard; the staff murmured, eyes on her bare, blushing flesh. “Sensitization beginning,” someone announced. “Monitor for letdown, ten-minute interval.”

A technician clipped a small wireless sensor to the band of Mira’s collar, its LED blinking in sync with the monitor. The device registered every tremor, every twitch, every minute change in blood pressure and skin temperature. She was a data point now, her flesh nothing but a field to be surveyed.

Mira struggled to hide her distress, jaw clenched as handlers palpated her breasts—checking for swelling, nodularity, the first signs of milk production. Their hands were clinical, methodical, never lingering. But the shame was immense. Each touch sent a new ripple of heat and humiliation through her, the bell chiming low at her throat.

Dr Vane stepped closer. “Excellent,” she said, peering over her glasses. “The booster is working. Don’t fight it, Mira. This is what you’re here for.” The words landed like a sentence, cold and final.

For a moment, time stuttered. The staff worked around her, tracking numbers, making notes, prepping for whatever was next. Mira’s body ached—her breasts tight, sore, nipples peaked and hot. She was being made ready for something she did not choose and could not stop, her resistance reduced to a flicker of anger that felt more and more abstract as the serum spread and took hold.

She squeezed her eyes shut, tears gathering. In the hush, the only sound was the monitor’s steady beep, and the faint, dreadful chime of her own bell—a note that seemed to promise the end of everything she had been.

Cain waited until the silence in the pen was thick, then signaled the handlers to begin. Mira, still strapped in the molded chair, could barely catch her breath—her chest was a furnace of ache and tingling, the heat from the booster curling beneath her skin. Her nipples throbbed, tight and erect from the cold wipes, and her breasts felt swollen, taut, the skin drawn thin as if stretched to its limits. It was as though her body were on the brink of something—some response she could sense, but not control.

A handler approached with latex gloves, snapping them on with a quiet, businesslike efficiency. He squeezed a bead of pale lotion onto his palms, working it between his fingers, the sharp scent of menthol cutting through the haze of sweat and antiseptic. He nodded to Cain, then to Mira herself. “Try to relax. This is necessary.”

He cupped her left breast, lifting it slightly, the gloved touch cold but thorough. He began to knead gently at first, using the flat of his fingers to press and roll the tissue in slow, deliberate circles. Mira tensed—her entire body wanted to flinch away from the contact, to hide, to fight—but the chair and the mitts held her in place, her arms pinned and her legs spread. The humiliation of being massaged so openly, so clinically, was like a fresh slap; she could feel the eyes of the staff and Dr Vane, their clipboards at the ready, her pain and shame just more data.

With each pass, the handler increased the pressure, working his way from the base of her breast toward the nipple, using a steady, rhythmic motion. The tingling intensified—no longer just heat, but a kind of fizzing beneath the skin, as if tiny currents of energy were racing through her ducts. The serum’s effect made her hypersensitive, every nerve awake and shouting. Her breath hitched, chest rising and falling, the bell at her throat trembling with every shallow gasp.

Cain stood at her side, his presence calm, almost soothing in its inevitability. He spoke in a low tone, as if reciting instructions for a test. “This is the body learning its function. Let the response happen. Don’t fight the sensation, Mira.”

The handler switched to her right breast, repeating the massage: fingers working deep, palm pressing in, rolling tissue in practiced arcs. Mira felt a wave of sensation crest—painful at first, then hot, almost pleasurable in a way that horrified her. She felt her nipples tingle and pulse, each brush of the gloved hand making her flinch, the anticipation of what was coming making her want to cry out.

She could sense the swelling deepening, the ducts inside her breasts beginning to throb in time with her heartbeat. Her chest felt impossibly full, a pressure building that demanded relief, that made her squirm against the restraints. Sweat prickled across her brow, the humiliation of her own body’s betrayal mounting with every passing moment.

Dr Vane stepped closer, peering over the edge of her clipboard. “There it is,” she said softly, not to Mira, but to the staff. “Volume is shifting. Watch for letdown.”

The handler pinched gently at her left nipple, rolling it between his thumb and forefinger. Mira whimpered—a high, animal sound she could not suppress. Then, at last, she felt it: a subtle, aching release, a trickle of warmth seeping from her nipple. It was so slight at first she thought she’d imagined it, but then it happened again—a bead of white fluid, creamy and thin, gathering at the tip before slipping down over the handler’s glove.

“First droplets,” the handler announced, voice clinical, almost satisfied. “Right side—follow protocol.”

He repeated the same gesture on the other breast. This time the sensation was stronger—a rush of heat, then a sudden, slippery dampness. Mira gasped, the shame overwhelming, as milk leaked and smeared over her skin and the handler’s fingers. It was an alien, helpless feeling; she was producing, she was leaking, she was being remade by science and the farm’s relentless will.

Applause came from the staff—soft, polite, but unmistakable. Mira squeezed her eyes shut, tears streaming down her cheeks. She could feel the warm streaks running down her breasts, could see the evidence of her body’s betrayal reflected in the metal tray at her side. The bell at her throat quivered with every sob, its note clear and lonely.

Cain leaned in, voice low and measured. “This is what you’re for now, Mira. You fought well. But the body doesn’t lie.” His gloved thumb brushed away a droplet from her breast, almost gentle, then he stepped back and let the handlers record every drop.

For a long moment, Mira sat in silence as the handler’s touch faded, replaced by the chill of air on her wet, sensitive skin. Her breasts ached, now softer but sore, the relief and humiliation indistinguishable. The milk kept beading at her nipples, leaking slowly as if to mock her attempts at control. Staff moved around her, noting quantities, marking time.

She hung her head, the bell ringing softly, the taste of tears bitter in her mouth. She was changed. There was no going back.

The session ended not with ceremony, but with a quiet flurry of clinical routine. The handlers moved around Mira, dabbing at her leaking nipples with sterile wipes, their touches brisk and impersonal. The sticky warmth of the milk mingled with the lingering lotion and sweat, her skin stinging where nerves had been worked raw. One handler checked the swelling of her breasts, palpating for tenderness, while another cleaned her chest with a damp cloth, efficient and thorough, as if wiping down a valuable but inanimate tool.

Dr Vane made a few last notes on her clipboard, not bothering to look Mira in the eye. “Yield is within range. Watch for volume increase after the next booster. Monitor for signs of infection or tissue breakdown.” The words barely landed—Mira was too hollow, too stunned to take them in. Her breath came shallow and shuddering, her heart knocking like a trapped bird. The collar at her throat suddenly felt impossibly heavy, the bell a brand-new weight.

She was released from the chair, her body slow to respond. The handlers unfastened the mitts, then lifted her gently but firmly to her feet. She wobbled, catching herself against the back of the chair, the blood returning to her limbs with painful pins and needles. Her breasts throbbed—empty now, but still so sensitive that the lightest brush of fleece or air made her want to cry out.

One handler wrapped a towel around her chest, tucking the edges in with practiced hands. Another knelt to check the bandage on her branded hip, replacing it with a fresh dressing. “Good healing,” he muttered, half to himself, then made a note on his device. The routines were endless—details checked, supplies restocked, Mira’s presence acknowledged but never addressed.

As soon as she could stand, they led her back to the corner of the pen, returning her to her mat and offering a clean water bottle and a nutrient bar. The gesture was not kind—just protocol, another ticked box on the daily chart. Mira accepted the bottle with shaking hands, the bell at her throat chiming dully as she moved.

She sat down heavily, the towel falling loose around her shoulders. The pen felt colder now, emptier. Her skin crawled with memory—the touch of latex gloves, the sudden, unstoppable rush of leaking milk, the applause that had marked her first humiliation. She tried to gather herself, to find a center, but her mind spun helplessly. Tears rose again, this time silent and hopeless.

Her body was the site of a betrayal she could not process. She stared at her hands—still shaking, still pink from restraint—then down at her chest, the towel stained faintly with the last beads of milk. The shame was deep and wordless, a pit at the bottom of her stomach. She wanted to claw at her skin, to scream, to beg for her body back. But she was exhausted, wrung out, every muscle humming with the ache of overuse and humiliation.

She pressed her knees to her chest, curling up on the mat as if to shrink away from herself. The bell pressed against her jaw, an unyielding reminder of her new reality. She rocked slightly, tears running in steady streams, her sobs muffled by the towel and the pen’s stale air.

In her mind, a terrible realization took shape: it didn’t matter that she fought, that she hated, that she longed for freedom. Her body was becoming what they wanted. The serum, the routines, the discipline—none of it left space for willpower. Even her most intimate self was a thing to be manipulated, observed, used.

The light in the barn shifted, growing dimmer as evening approached. The other pens were silent; even the distant bells had faded. Mira drifted in and out of awareness, lost in exhaustion and grief. At some point, a handler returned to check her collar, murmuring something about “good compliance” and “promising yield.” She didn’t answer. She couldn’t.

Time moved strangely, each minute stretching and folding back on itself. The ache in her chest dulled to a ghost of sensation. Her tears dried on her cheeks, leaving her empty, cold, and lightheaded. She let her eyes close, shutting out the world, her body curling tighter around the shame and the faint, lingering pulse of what she’d become.

As the barn lights flickered low, Mira slipped into a restless sleep, haunted by the knowledge that her body now belonged to the farm—and that the next time they woke her, she would be just a little easier to control.


Chapter 7 – Training Escalation

Sleep was a shallow, uneasy thing. Mira woke to the cold click of the pen door, handlers’ voices muted and businesslike. She was barely upright, aches radiating through her shoulders and thighs, when they approached—no pleasantries, no chance for defiance. One unlatched her collar chain, the other slid mitts over her wrists before she could blink away the grit in her eyes. Her body, stiff with yesterday’s soreness, obeyed out of exhausted reflex. She rose, the bell chiming at her throat, and followed as they guided her into the corridor beyond.

The air outside was colder, laced with the sharp tang of ammonia and rubber. Strip lights overhead glared off steel walls and the damp sheen of early-morning floors. They marched her past closed doors, clipped orders echoing in the empty hall: “Milking floor, asset six. Protocol mark.” Her heart began its now-familiar climb toward panic, but her feet carried her anyway, the shame of yesterday’s session heavy as a stone in her gut.

The milking floor was nothing like the pens. It was vast, circular—a gallery of glass and stainless steel, with three tiers of benches for staff and onlookers, all staring inward at the stage. The center was dominated by a raised, rubber-matted dais, ringed with chrome railings and outfitted with mechanical arms that arched and gleamed, waiting. The gallery’s silence was broken only by the faint hum of idle machines and the soft footfalls of handlers moving in and out of view. Every surface shone, immaculate and unforgiving.

Handlers led Mira to the dais, standing her at its center. She blinked, eyes watering against the harsh lights, feeling the eyes of the gallery on her back. Her tail dragged limply between her thighs; the bell at her throat chimed with every anxious breath.

Cain stood waiting, dressed in a white coat and dark gloves, clipboard in hand. He surveyed her as if inspecting a piece of machinery. “You know why you’re here,” he said, voice calm, almost bored. “Production begins today.”

She flinched. Her hands balled inside the mitts, useless. She wanted to speak—to plead, to protest—but the words lodged in her chest. The handlers had her by the shoulders, guiding her out of her robe, leaving her bare under the gallery’s gaze. The air, chilled and stale, raised gooseflesh along her arms and thighs. Her breasts, still swollen from the last serum, felt exposed and heavy, the skin stretched and tingling with anxiety.

Cain nodded. “Prep.”

The handlers moved in with quiet coordination. One wheeled forward a tray fitted with coiled tubing, a pair of chrome suction cups, and a set of alcohol wipes. The cups were larger than she’d expected—polished, almost beautiful in their cruel precision, the edges lined with thick, clinical-grade silicone. The sight made her stomach tighten with dread.

A handler swabbed her breasts with cold alcohol, making her shiver. Another fitted an elastic harness around her ribs, guiding her arms behind her back and cinching the strap beneath her shoulder blades. The bell at her throat swung wildly as she was positioned, every motion on display for the gallery above.

She stared at her reflection in the polished chrome—hair cropped, eyes wide, collar prominent, breasts pink and exposed. The shame was so deep it bordered on numbness; she couldn’t meet her own gaze.

Cain lifted one of the cups, testing the suction with a squeeze of a hand pump. The hiss echoed in the open space. “Relax,” he said, not unkind but implacable. “You’ll feel pressure at first. Then the machine will set its rhythm.”

A handler braced her from behind as Cain pressed the first cup to her left breast. The suction was immediate—a tight, insistent pull that made her gasp and arch against the harness. The silicone rim bit in, forming a perfect seal. The sensation was not pain, exactly, but a deep, inexorable pressure, as though her breast were being drawn outward, shaped to the will of the machine.

The second cup followed, affixed to her right breast with the same methodical care. Tubing was clipped to ports on her harness, running in shining coils down to a waiting collection unit beside the dais. The handlers checked for leaks, adjusted the straps, then stepped back to let Cain inspect their work.

He crouched to her level, his eyes level with her chest. “You’ll stay like this until the first yield is recorded. The machine will do its work. You will not touch the cups. You will not resist. You will watch, and you will learn.”

A handler flicked a switch. The cups pulsed with a low, rhythmic suction—sixty beats per minute, relentless as a metronome. Mira’s breath caught as the milking arms began their work, the pressure building and easing in waves. The tubes quivered in the artificial light, waiting for the first drops to appear.

She stood helpless, the bell at her throat chiming in time with every pulse, every involuntary shiver. Around her, the gallery watched, silent but attentive, as Mira Reyes—no longer a woman, but an asset—became part of the farm’s machinery for the very first time.

The machine’s rhythm took over, a slow and steady pulse—tight, then release; pressure, then a slight, almost pleasurable ache that echoed down into the pit of Mira’s stomach. The suction cups tugged at her breasts in perfect time, their grip relentless, inescapable. At first, Mira tried to hold herself rigid, muscles tense, back pressed to the harness. She clenched her teeth and tried to pretend the gallery was empty, that Cain was not watching, that she was not a display for bored technicians in a ring of glass.

But the machine would not be denied. Each cycle pulled at her, drawing the flesh forward, then relaxing just enough to let her skin remember its old shape before the next wave began. The cups sealed tight, their pressure growing with every minute, the sensation so foreign and intimate it stole her breath. She felt heat building in her chest, a slow bloom of sensation behind her nipples. The memory of Cain’s gloved hand, the handlers’ massage, the humiliating leaks—each returned now in sharper, more mechanical waves.

A whir and hiss signaled the next stage. The tubes snapped to life, transparent spirals flickering as they waited to collect. A small monitor above the collection unit flickered with zeroes, ready to count every drop. Mira watched the numbers with dread, her heart pounding in her throat, the bell at her collar trembling in time.

Handlers circled, making notes. “Yield pending… suction at baseline… tissue response strong.” Their voices were impersonal, each data point a verdict Mira could not escape.

The suction grew bolder, and Mira’s body—despite her best efforts—began to react. Her nipples swelled and tingled, sending ripples of sensation through her core. The serum’s effect was still in her system: her breasts were hypersensitive, her skin burning. The pressure became a need, the ache transformed into a shameful anticipation that curled her toes and tightened her thighs. The harness kept her upright, tail brushing her calves, bell chiming with every shift and shiver.

She wanted to resist, to fight, to hold herself back from what she felt building. But the machine was tireless, patient. The pulses coaxed, demanded, and finally—inevitably—won.

With a shudder, she felt the letdown. Warmth surged in her breasts, the ducts finally giving way. Milk began to bead inside the cups—thin at first, then creamy, pooling around her nipples before being drawn down into the tubing. The sound was subtle, but unmistakable: the soft hiss of liquid moving, the clink as drops hit the bottom of the glass beaker, the whirr as the monitor flickered up, counting every milliliter.

A handler murmured approval. “First yield established. Collection underway.” Cain’s face betrayed nothing, but Mira saw his eyes fix on the tubes, watching her surrender made visible and measurable.

She felt herself flush with humiliation, cheeks burning as the evidence of her body’s betrayal spiraled away in the glass. She watched the milk travel, ashamed and transfixed, unable to look away. The pressure in her chest eased minutely with each new pulse of the suction, relief tangled with self-loathing and something deeper—an unwanted pleasure, a sense of completion so alien it was frightening.

The gallery was silent, the only sounds the machine’s steady pulse, the gurgle of milk, and Mira’s shallow, shamed breaths. Her legs shook, sweat slicked her forehead and chest, and the bell at her throat chimed with every tremor. She tried to focus on anything else: the glare of lights, the coldness of the floor, the memory of life before all this. But the machine kept her in the present, her body a prisoner of rhythm and yield.

Minutes passed, each one marked by the rising numbers on the monitor, the tightening of the cups, the ache of overused nerves. Mira’s mind spun—helpless, ashamed, and, worst of all, aroused against her will. There was no hiding the way her body pulsed in answer, no way to deny that, even as she wept, the milk kept flowing.

A handler adjusted the cups, ensuring no leaks, his touch as indifferent as ever. Cain stepped forward, his voice low but cutting through the hush. “Watch the yield, Mira. See what you are.”

She could not reply, could not even look at him. The machine thrummed on, pulling milk and pride from her in equal measure, until at last her legs buckled and only the harness kept her upright. She was milked, drained, made useful—her value and humiliation exposed to all.

And when the session finally ended, she was left trembling, the bell at her throat singing the last, lonely note of her defeat.

The milking arms finally slowed, the suction easing as Mira slumped in the harness. For a moment she hung there, spent and trembling, the last beads of milk slipping down the tubing and echoing in the glass. The handlers didn’t release her. Instead, Cain gestured, and one moved to roll a heavy, wall-mounted mirror on its silent track to the edge of the dais.

“Look,” Cain commanded, voice low and absolute. “See what you are now.”

The handlers shifted Mira—just enough that she faced her own reflection, stark and impossibly clear beneath the gallery lights. The image was almost unrecognizable: a woman harnessed and collared, bell trembling at her throat, chrome cups clamped to her reddened breasts. Tubes spiraled from the cups, milk still trickling through them, beaker half-filled with the proof of her transformation. Her face, tear-streaked and pale, hovered above it all, eyes wide and glassy with shock.

Mira stared, transfixed, the room falling away. The shame she’d felt during the session redoubled, now made visible and inescapable. The bell at her throat rang a soft, mocking note, matching the tremor in her hands as she tried—and failed—to look away.

Cain moved to stand beside her reflection, his gaze fixed on her eyes in the glass. “Do you see, Mira? This is not punishment, not anymore. This is what you are now. You produce. You yield. And you will keep doing so, until you learn to do it willingly.”

The handlers didn’t flinch or look away. They watched her watch herself, recording data, noting her responses: the way her shoulders hunched, the shivers coursing through her frame, the way her lips quivered as if she might sob or snarl. Every aspect of her humiliation was catalogued, every movement measured.

Mira couldn’t escape her own image. The mirrored glass reflected the machinery, the spectators, the raw, animal vulnerability of her body under the machine’s command. Her breasts looked larger, flushed and glistening with the last streaks of milk, her nipples red and swollen from suction. She saw the brand at her hip—a stark, angry signature. The tail hung down between her legs, brushing the inside of her thigh, its presence now as much a part of her as the collar.

She wanted to scream that this wasn’t her, that she was not a thing, not an asset, not stock to be measured and monitored. But the evidence in the glass was overwhelming. She had been milked. She had produced. Her body had answered the call—no matter how hard her mind tried to resist.

Cain leaned in, his voice just for her, so close his breath fogged the glass. “Watch, Mira. See what happens when you give in. You are not the first, and you will not be the last. The only choice left is how much you suffer on the way.”

The words, so calm and cold, broke something loose inside her. For a moment, anger flared—bright and useless. She dug her nails into the mitts, teeth clenched, wishing she could shatter the mirror, the machine, everything. But the rage fizzled, smothered by exhaustion and the inescapable truth of her reflection.

The handlers unclipped the suction cups one by one. Mira watched as her breasts, marked by the machine’s pressure, returned slowly to their natural shape—if anything about her could still be called “natural.” Milk beaded at her nipples, streaking down her belly before being wiped away by a handler’s cloth.

Her eyes locked with Cain’s in the mirror. He held her gaze, steady and relentless, until she had to look away, ashamed and exposed. The gallery’s silence was absolute. In that silence, Mira understood: she was an asset, a function, a vessel. There was no hiding from what she had become. Every humiliation was a lesson, every lesson recorded.

Her collar’s bell rang a lonely, fragile note. For the first time, Mira saw the whole of her new self—body, machine, shame, and all—and knew that whatever came next, this moment would haunt her long after the milk had dried and the gallery emptied.

The aftermath of the milking was clinical, almost antiseptic in its routine. The handlers unclipped Mira from the harness with brisk, unceremonious hands, each movement practiced and precise. The chrome cups were eased off her breasts, leaving behind red rings where the suction had pressed her flesh; the air rushed cool over her skin, and she shivered involuntarily, the sensation equal parts relief and exposure.

She was made to stand while they wiped away the last streaks of milk from her chest and belly, the towels rough and impersonal. Her breasts ached—tender, tingling, marked by the faint imprints of the machine. Milk still beaded at her nipples, evidence of her body’s obedience to protocol, of her new, unchosen purpose.

Cain remained at the dais, clipboard in hand, recording yield as the beaker was measured and labeled. “Four hundred and twenty milliliters, first cycle,” he said, the numbers like a sentence. One handler read out notes on Mira’s “letdown latency,” “peak flow,” “compliance under observation.” Another checked her vital signs, cold fingers pressed to her wrist and throat.

Dr Vane entered the circle for a final inspection, her gaze critical. “No sign of trauma. Tissue integrity holds. Sensitization in normal range.” She addressed Mira at last, her voice flat: “You’ll acclimate. Your body will continue to adapt.”

The staff finished their data entry, transferring digital files with quiet beeps. The tubes were rinsed and the chrome cups set aside, ready for the next subject. Mira was given her robe—stiff, pale fabric, barely enough to cover her shame—and led from the dais, the bell at her throat chiming with every step.

As they left the milking floor, she caught one last look at her reflection in a glass panel: eyes dull, hair cropped, cheeks wet with a drying sheen of tears and sweat. The brand on her hip was raw, her posture slumped, her arms heavy and limp at her sides. For all the cold efficiency, she felt hollowed out, less person than process.

Handlers guided her back through the corridors, past polished doors and silent staff, and returned her to the pen. The familiar space seemed alien—smaller, colder, the light harsher than before. They gave her water, a thin blanket, and a nutrient bar, then locked the gate and left her to her solitude.

Mira sat on the mat, robe pooling around her. The bell’s note was muffled by her own body as she hunched, arms wrapped around her legs, forehead pressed to her knees. Her chest still ached with the ghosts of the machine’s rhythm; her nipples tingled, the phantom pressure of suction and the drip of milk refusing to fade. She pressed her thighs together, seeking some comfort, but found none.

Her thoughts circled endlessly—memory of the beaker filling, the mirror’s brutal honesty, Cain’s calm directive to “see what you are.” The numbers, the data, the careful notes on her compliance—all of it added up to a life rewritten, a new existence measured in volume and yield.

As the pen dimmed for night, Mira felt tears prick her eyes once more—not the wild, desperate sobbing of resistance, but a quieter, more exhausted grief. She had been transformed, made an asset, a thing for their records and their machines. The shame was a weight inside her, dragging her deeper, making even hope feel brittle and dangerous.

Yet, beneath the humiliation, a stubborn filament of self flickered—a refusal to disappear completely, even as the farm tried to grind her down to compliance. She clung to it, small and hidden, as her body throbbed with the memory of the milking and her mind replayed every humiliating detail. It wasn’t hope, not yet—but it was the beginning of something like survival.

The bell chimed as she shifted, the sound softer now, private. She let her breath slow, surrendering to the quiet. Tomorrow would bring more—more machines, more eyes, more data. For now, she curled on the mat and stared at nothing, her mind adrift between the woman she remembered and the asset they were shaping her to become.


Chapter 8 – Public Showcase

Mira barely remembered the handlers’ voices as they roused her. She’d barely slept—each time she drifted off, she was haunted by the memory of glass, chrome, and the relentless, pulsing suction of the milking machine. When the handlers arrived, their hands were gentler than she expected, but there was no warmth in it, only efficiency: unbuckling her from the pen’s chain, peeling away her robe, leading her naked and shivering to a narrow bench in a side corridor.

The prep was brisk and ritualized. A cloth, warm and damp, swept over her body, erasing sweat, dust, and yesterday’s shame. A clean collar was fastened, its bell polished to a new brightness. Her hair—what remained of it—was brushed and tucked behind her ears. A handler knelt to check the dressing on her brand, swapping the bandage for a neat, fresh one. Another inspected her breasts, thumb pressing to test for tenderness, then swabbed her nipples with alcohol until the skin tingled, cold and tight. Each motion stripped her further of self, whittling her down to something smooth, anonymous, “presentable.”

In the corridor’s blue shadows, Mira felt herself drifting out of her body, mind floating above the scene. It was safer to dissociate than to fight. The only sounds were the soft click of buckles, the hush of fabric against skin, the ever-present bell as she swallowed. Somewhere down the hall, she could hear the distant hum of the gallery—voices layered and overlapping, a ripple of laughter, the metallic ping of glasses raised in toast. The air was thick with perfume and anticipation.

The handlers worked in silence, until the last fastener was tightened and Mira was deemed ready. Then, without warning, the door ahead of her slid open. A blast of light poured through—a corridor lined with mirrored panels and high, slatted windows. At the end of it, the gallery yawned, a vast and dazzling amphitheater ablaze with spotlights.

A handler took her elbow, guiding her forward. Her feet were bare on the cold tile. Each step sent a pulse up her calves, her tail swishing behind her, the bell at her throat trembling with every breath. As they crossed the threshold, the crowd’s murmur rose and fell like the tide—hundreds of eyes, hundreds of half-hidden faces peering down from the tiers of benches, their features lost in shadows and the dazzle of stage light.

The scent of the room was overwhelming: sweat, cologne, champagne, the faint coppery tang of blood and machinery. Cameras flashed from the VIP boxes, white-hot stars that left afterimages dancing behind Mira’s eyelids. She fought not to shrink away, to hold her head high as she’d been taught, though every muscle screamed for cover.

A velvet voice echoed through the gallery, impossibly smooth, carrying over the murmurs with theatrical weight:

“Esteemed guests, please direct your attention to the main floor. Dominion is proud to present our newest addition. Debuting tonight—a rare specimen, exceptional in both yield and comportment. Welcome the New Heifer!”

The crowd broke into polite applause, the sound filtered through layers of glass and uncertainty. Mira’s cheeks burned. Her collar’s bell rang a bright, delicate note that carried farther than she’d dreamed possible. Every movement, every step, every involuntary shiver was amplified for the gallery’s entertainment.

Handlers guided her to the center of the milking dais—a raised, circular platform ringed with glass. The spotlights converged on her, bathing her in harsh, unforgiving brilliance. She blinked up at the balconies, unable to make out individual faces, seeing only a sea of dark silhouettes and glittering eyes.

In the hush, Mira’s senses sharpened. She felt the coolness of the tile beneath her feet, the slight dampness where nervous sweat pooled along her brow and chest. Her heart hammered in her ears, pulse echoing in the bell’s trembling music. The heat of the lights prickled her skin, and the tail’s brush was suddenly as real and humiliating as the memory of the machine.

Another voice, softer, reached her from the periphery—a handler’s whisper: “Head high. Eyes forward. Remember: you are not alone.”

But she was. Utterly alone, the focus of a hundred appetites and curiosities. Her breath came shallow as the velvet voice boomed again:

“Ladies and gentlemen, let us begin. Asset B&B-6 is on display—her first public yield is yours to witness. Cameras are permitted. Questions to the floor, please.”

The handlers stepped back, melting into the gallery’s shadows. Mira stood, raw and naked, feeling every heartbeat in her chest, every bead of sweat on her skin, every hungry gaze as the public showcase began.

The handlers retreated to the margins, leaving Mira alone in the hard circle of light. The hum of the gallery pressed in from every side—a living wall of curiosity and hunger. She tried to square her shoulders, remembering Cain’s training, but the weight of hundreds of eyes made her skin crawl. The glass walls around the dais caught and refracted her image from every angle, multiplying her humiliation. She saw herself: collared, tailed, branded, the bell at her throat a small, persistent metronome.

The velvet-voiced auctioneer—Marlo Bett—continued his measured narration, never breaking stride as the spectacle unfolded. “Our new asset stands before you: healthy, robust, showing excellent early yield. Dominion’s care and innovation on full display. Observe the clarity of skin, the vigor of musculature, the docility—this is the standard to which all herdmates aspire.”

Mira’s cheeks burned as his words washed over her. A handler approached, carrying a tray laden with chrome—milking cups, tubing, a sterile collection beaker. The crowd leaned forward, murmurs crackling through the tiers. Some VIPs lifted their phones, the soft click and flash of cameras slicing the air. Others simply watched, lips pursed, heads bent together in appraising conversation.

A second handler knelt, guiding Mira to the center of the platform and positioning her feet on marked rings. The floor vibrated faintly beneath her, alive with hidden machinery. She tried to steady her breathing as her arms were guided behind her and clipped to the harness. The tail brushed the backs of her thighs, the bell at her throat singing with every swallow.

Without warning, the first cup was pressed to her left breast, suction hissing as the machine formed its seal. The second cup followed. The chill of the metal made her flinch. The handlers worked with clinical efficiency, checking the fit, securing the tubes. Every touch was a reminder of her helplessness—a property to be fitted out, not a person to be comforted.

A camera’s lens glinted. Marlo’s voice boomed, “Observe, if you will, the precision fit of the auto-milking system: silicone rims for comfort, chrome bodies for hygiene and efficiency. The process is monitored in real time; yield is measured, health assured. This is care by design, not accident.”

Mira’s vision blurred with shame. The milking machine’s arms extended from the dais, locking into place, chrome and tubing gleaming in the spotlights. The crowd seemed impossibly close now, their eyes appraising, dissecting her body as it was rendered into protocol and spectacle.

Whispers echoed up from the VIP seats:

“She’s smaller than the last—look at her letdown.”

“Do you think she’ll fetch as much as the silver-tiered girl last spring?”

“She’s trembling—fresh stock always does best.”

Mira wanted to shrink inside herself, to become invisible, but the glass, the lights, and the machine denied her any cover. Even her own body was beyond her command; her skin flushed and prickled, her nipples hardening against the cups as the cold air swirled around her. The bell at her throat rang with each involuntary movement—a humiliating soundtrack to her exposure.

The auctioneer continued, voice honeyed and relentless. “Our audience today includes valued collectors, investors, and connoisseurs. Questions may be directed to the handlers, or to Dominion’s medical director. We are proud to demonstrate our standards openly—there is no detail hidden here.”

Mira stared at the mirrored wall beyond the crowd, trying to anchor herself to something, anything, that might keep her from shattering. Her legs quivered as the suction began to pulse—gentle at first, then stronger, a familiar ache rising in her chest. She could feel her milk being drawn, the pressure in her breasts giving way to the machine’s rhythm. Her humiliation was total: not just the loss of privacy, but the public acknowledgement of her body’s new purpose.

A handler stepped forward to adjust the cups, tightening the seal. “Very good. Her response is strong,” he announced. “Yield will be recorded in real time on the gallery screens.” A digital display flickered to life overhead, the numbers starting from zero and ticking up, milliliter by milliliter, as Mira’s body complied.

The crowd applauded, some politely, others with genuine delight. Marlo’s voice purred, “Yield has begun. Note the clarity—no signs of distress, only the pride of productive stock. This is the promise of Dominion.”

Mira shuddered. Her humiliation was no longer just a private agony, but a shared, communal pleasure. Every drop, every flush of her skin, every chime of the bell became part of the spectacle. She was an exhibit, a living promise, her shame a form of value in their eyes.

She focused on her breath, on the steady, mechanical pull of the machine, as if holding still might spare her from dissolving altogether. The dais vibrated, the gallery roared, and Mira, for the first time, understood what it meant to be nothing but a product—visible, praised, and entirely claimed.

The suction built with merciless patience, drawing Mira’s milk in pulsing waves. The crowd’s attention, already sharpened by the velvet narrative of the auctioneer, now honed itself on every detail: the digital yield climbing milliliter by milliliter, the way Mira’s chest lifted with each breath, the tense set of her jaw as she struggled to remain composed. The machine’s grip was total—a firm, insistent pull that left her aching and hot, every nerve awake, her shame exposed for the gallery’s consumption.

Mira tried to lose herself in the glare, to float above the scene as she’d done in training, but the noise pressed in—applause, laughter, the low hum of voices debating her prospects. Camera flashes strobed. Her bell gave a bright, brittle chime. The milking cups clung tight, and she felt her breasts swell and yield, the hot letdown answering the rhythm of the machine. Milk coiled into the tubes, spiraling down to the glass beaker in slow, humiliating streams.

The auctioneer’s voice was everywhere. “Note the discipline—asset B&B-6 responds promptly, demonstrating the farm’s signature training. This is not just yield, ladies and gentlemen, but promise: a body that obeys, a mind that can be shaped. Her composure in front of you all is as valuable as any number on the monitor.”

The humiliation became dizzying, unreality stacking on unreality. Mira’s legs trembled. Her nipples, already sore, burned under the relentless suction. Every cell in her body longed for escape, for the gallery to look away, for the whole machinery of spectacle to malfunction and set her free. But the world pressed in, more present than ever.

And then, unexpectedly, someone knelt at her side—a presence at once calming and unfamiliar. Kaya, the silver-collared hucow she had glimpsed in passing, offered her a steadying hand, squeezing her mittened fingers with a gentleness that defied the moment’s brutality. Kaya’s chrome bell gleamed under the lights, her expression serene and knowing. She leaned close, voice pitched low so only Mira could hear: “Let it happen. It’s easier if you don’t fight. You’re not alone. I promise.”

The words, simple as they were, landed like a lifeline. Mira blinked, fighting back a sob. Kaya’s touch was grounding—a small, human warmth in a world of glass and chrome. The crowd saw only another part of the show: a senior hucow offering “support,” the promise of Dominion’s training made visible in the solidarity of its herd. But to Mira, it was real—a pulse of comfort that kept her upright.

The auctioneer drew the crowd’s attention to Kaya: “Our silver-tier asset demonstrates the benefits of compliance. Herd solidarity is one of Dominion’s greatest strengths. Watch as the new asset is welcomed, not just by us, but by her sisters.”

Kaya squeezed Mira’s hand again, nodding in time with the machine’s rhythm. “You can do this,” she whispered, her voice fierce and soft at once. “They want your milk, not your spirit. Don’t let them have that too.”

Mira’s body complied with the machine’s demands. The beaker filled, numbers rising as her milk was claimed before the hungry, appraising eyes of strangers. But something shifted. The humiliation remained, sharp as ever, but so did the strange, giddy relief that she was not, in the end, invisible. The shame of her leaking, the spectacle of her display, were not entirely hers to bear alone.

Applause swelled as the yield passed a certain threshold, VIPs murmuring their satisfaction. Cameras snapped. Mira shut her eyes, letting the world dissolve into a blur of touch and sound: the vibration of the machine, the thrum of the bell, Kaya’s hand anchoring her as she endured.

The machine finally slowed, suction fading. Kaya brushed a strand of hair from Mira’s face and whispered, “Breathe.” Mira obeyed, chest heaving as the last trickles of milk were collected. The crowd’s attention shifted; the auctioneer began to address questions about protocols and bloodlines, the spectacle already moving on.

But Kaya stayed close, hand on Mira’s shoulder, steady and strong. “You survived,” she murmured. “We all do. You did well.”

For a fleeting, surreal moment, Mira felt something other than humiliation—a flicker of pride, or at least, the possibility of pride. Her body was not her own, not anymore, but her self—whatever remained—had endured another public test. And now she knew she was not truly, utterly alone.

The noise of the gallery receded slowly, the press of bodies thinning as VIPs trickled out through mirrored doors. The spotlights faded to a softer amber, and the clatter of glasses, the auctioneer’s velvet murmur, and the hum of camera drones faded into memory. Mira was left blinking in the new hush—dazed, body slick with sweat and the last traces of milk, knees trembling as handlers unfastened her from the machine’s arms.

Kaya remained at her side as the handlers set to work, moving with practiced efficiency: cups unclipped, tubes rinsed, a warm cloth pressed to Mira’s chest to clean away any remaining streaks of milk. The touch, though impersonal, was a relief—her skin throbbed and tingled, the marks of suction still fresh, but the ordeal was over, at least for now.

A handler draped a loose robe over her shoulders. The collar and bell remained, stark against her chest, the bell’s note muffled as she clutched the fabric close. Mira felt empty, wrung out—a vessel that had given everything, filled and then drained, her body now marked by exhaustion as much as humiliation.

Kaya helped her off the dais, steadying her with a sure hand. Mira’s legs felt made of water, and her head spun from the lights and the attention, but Kaya guided her with gentle firmness. “Lean on me,” she whispered, and Mira did, letting herself be led away from the harsh gaze of the gallery, into the shadowed corridor where the handlers waited to process her.

In the cool, quiet of the back hallway, Kaya helped her dress, threading Mira’s arms through a soft shift and wrapping the robe tight around her shoulders. For the first time, a hand lingered—not just for protocol, but in real, unhurried comfort. Kaya’s voice was a whisper at her ear: “First time is always the worst. But it won’t always feel this way. You’re stronger than you think.”

Mira’s throat tightened. She could find no words, but managed a nod, her eyes brimming. Kaya squeezed her hand, a small, defiant gesture of solidarity. “If they see us together, it’s to show the herd is strong. But we know better. We keep each other going. Remember that, even when you’re back in your pen. If you need me—look for the bell.”

A handler appeared, clipboard in hand. Kaya melted away, resuming the polished calm of a senior hucow, but Mira felt the echo of her touch, the warmth of her words. The handlers ticked boxes, checked Mira’s vitals, and sent her, robe cinched tight and head bowed, back through the barn’s cold corridors.

Her pen felt colder, more claustrophobic than before. Yet, as she curled onto her mat, robe around her, she realized something had shifted. The memory of the crowd’s eyes still burned, the humiliation as raw as the ache in her breasts—but there was another sensation now, one she hadn’t felt since arrival: the faint, stubborn spark of connection.

She pressed her hand to her collar, feeling the bell’s cool weight. Tomorrow would bring more rituals, more spectacle, more tests. But for tonight, she let the exhaustion take her, mind turning over Kaya’s words. Not alone. Not broken. Not yet.

As the barn lights dimmed, Mira lay awake, listening to the faint, distant chime of another bell in the dark—a secret signal in a world that wanted only obedience. And in that small sound, for the first time, hope threaded itself through the ruin.


Chapter 9 – Peak Climax

The morning air in the barn was sharp, the kind that stings the lungs and leaves dew clinging to every steel surface. Mira barely registered it as the handlers collected her before sunrise, their voices hushed, movements solemn. There was something different in their manner—less the efficient routine of punishment or protocol, more a kind of reverence, as if she were being prepared not just for display, but for a ceremony she couldn’t yet understand.

She was led through the darkened corridors to a tiled chamber brighter and warmer than any space she’d seen at Dominion. Steam drifted from a row of copper pipes, carrying with it the herbal scent of lavender and mint. Here, a new set of handlers waited: women in pale uniforms, their faces almost kind, but distant—priestesses to the farm’s unspoken gods. They greeted her with a nod, then turned their attention to the ritual at hand.

The cleansing began with warm water poured over Mira’s body in slow, measured streams. She shivered, not from cold but from the careful attention, the way hands cupped her shoulders, traced her arms, poured water over her scalp. A soft cloth worked in gentle circles over every inch of her skin, lathered with something floral and faintly medicinal. Each pass erased a layer of sweat, dirt, and memory, leaving her raw and exposed. The handlers worked in silence, their touch deliberate—never rough, never intimate, always impersonal.

Her hair, such as it was, was washed and combed flat, then trimmed at the nape and temples with surgical precision. One woman applied a perfumed oil to Mira’s neck and wrists, rubbing it in until her skin gleamed. Another attended to her nails, clipping and shaping them, even though the mitts would hide them soon enough. Her face was wiped with a cool, damp cloth, and a dusting of powder left her cheeks pale and flawless under the unforgiving lights.

When the bathing ended, Mira was helped from the tiled bench, patted dry with towels soft as fleece. She stood, arms crossed to cover her breasts, and let them work—never meeting their eyes. She caught her own reflection in a glass cabinet: shoulders hunched, hair shorn close, collar stark at her throat, the bell removed for cleaning. Her brand gleamed raw and red above her hipbone, a reminder of every humiliation that had brought her here.

Next came the oiling—a thin, scented balm massaged into her skin. The handlers worked methodically, hands gliding over her shoulders, arms, thighs, calves, feet, and finally, over her breasts and belly. The oil sank in, leaving her body glossy, glowing, impossibly smooth. The scent was heady: something between garden and sickbay, calming and unsettling at once. With every pass, Mira felt more distant from herself—her body no longer flesh, but canvas, an object to be polished for others’ pleasure.

Jewelry followed: her collar, buffed and fitted with a fresh bell, was locked back in place. The handlers adorned her ankles with thin bronze cuffs, each inscribed with a tiny farm sigil. A handler measured the circumference of her thighs, her bust, the hollow of her waist, murmuring numbers to a silent tablet. Mira’s body was catalogued and prepared, the ritual of her objectification complete.

Then came the plug.

One of the handlers produced it from a velvet-lined box—sleek, heavier than the old model, with a gleaming chrome base and an inset control button at the stem. “Today’s demonstration includes a new addition,” the handler intoned, her words echoing the farm’s clinical lexicon. “You will be fitted with a vibrating tail plug, remote-enabled, optimized for compliance and yield. Remain still.”

Mira’s knees trembled as she was positioned on her side, knees drawn up. A cold, viscous lubricant was applied with gloved fingers, spreading over the plug’s bulb and the tender flesh between her cheeks. She tensed, instinct demanding flight, but there was nowhere to run—the hands at her hips were gentle but unyielding, their grip an invitation and a command. The plug pressed against her, the bulb stretching, burning, then sliding in, the weight and girth deeper and more invasive than before. Her body clenched in protest, the muscles fluttering helplessly around the unyielding chrome. The handler held it in place a moment longer, pressing the base flush, before releasing her to the mat.

A remote was presented to Cain, who had entered quietly, observing the last steps of the ritual. He nodded, inspecting the fitting with professional detachment. “Perfect. Set vibration at minimum until the stage.”

Mira’s tail—thicker, heavier, and more ornate than any she’d worn—was clipped to the plug’s base, the synthetic hair cool and heavy against her thighs. Her body felt hollowed out, filled and adorned in equal measure. Every movement reminded her of the new presence within, the unfamiliar weight, the knowledge that at any moment, her body could be activated at a whim.

The handlers offered no words of comfort as they stepped back, surveying their work. Mira stood in the center of the chamber, naked but for her collar, cuffs, and tail, skin shining with oil and her scent heavy with lavender and metal. The ritual was complete: she was ready to be shown.

Cain met her gaze, his expression unreadable. “You’ll be paraded before the full gallery today. VIPs are expecting something exceptional. Do not resist. Do not falter. The rest is out of your hands.”

Mira nodded, barely trusting her voice. She felt erased, rewritten—her body no longer hers, her will dissolved beneath the weight of ritual. Somewhere beneath the numbness, terror coiled. Her breath shook, bell chiming, as handlers led her to the door. Behind her, the cleansing chamber was reset for the next, leaving only a faint perfume and the ghost of hands on skin.

She stepped into the corridor, heart pounding, dread mounting. The ritual was over. The spectacle was about to begin.

The corridor stretched ahead of Mira, slick with condensation and echoing with the click of handlers’ boots. She moved in a daze, oil-slick skin catching every stray beam of light. The heavy tail trailed behind her, and each tentative step set the plug moving inside her—a cold, intimate reminder that nothing about her body belonged to her now.

Handlers flanked her, one at each elbow, their hands light but always guiding, always present. They moved at a measured pace, neither rushing nor dawdling, letting the ritual’s gravity build. The corridor’s walls were mirrored in places, and each time Mira passed a panel she caught a glimpse of herself: collar and cuffs gleaming, breasts lifted and shining with oil, thighs marked by the brand and the new weight between them. The bell’s note was different now, higher and somehow more brittle, as if it knew today was not just another protocol but something final.

Doors opened as they approached, each one revealing a new fragment of the farm’s hidden machinery. For the first time, Mira saw the other hucows assembled—rows of women in various states of readiness, some collared in silver, others bare-bellied in simple shifts, all with bells and tails, all marked by the farm’s hand. Some watched her procession with wary sympathy, others with practiced indifference, but most simply bowed their heads and let the moment pass. Kaya stood near the front, her chrome bell glinting, her gaze steady and unreadable. She gave Mira a subtle nod, an unspoken “You are seen.”

The handlers led Mira past the line of hucows, out into a grand central corridor lit by golden lamps and the blaze of morning sun filtered through frosted skylights. The space was vast, the floor a mosaic of black and white tiles, and at its far end—looming, inevitable—the open arch to the main gallery.

As they neared the threshold, the sounds changed: the murmur of a gathered crowd, the low thump of music, the clink of glasses, and the insistent drone of the Auctioneer’s velvet voice amplified across the space. “Esteemed guests, prepare yourselves—the demonstration you requested is moments away. Dominion’s pride, our own B&B-6, will grace the stage.”

The handlers paused, letting Mira stand exposed at the corridor’s end, the archway framing her for all to see. VIPs pressed closer to the barriers; faces both familiar and strange peered down from the galleries above. For a long moment, everything seemed to still—the light, the air, even the nervous thudding of Mira’s heart.

Then Marlo Bett’s voice soared, commanding attention: “Observe! This is what the future looks like. Ritual, science, and tradition, perfected. Asset B&B-6, a specimen of exceptional promise, now presented for your consideration. Let the demonstration begin!”

The crowd erupted in applause, the sound crashing over Mira in a wave. She flinched, instinct begging her to flee, but the handlers moved her forward, slow and deliberate. The marble tiles were cool under her bare feet. Every eye tracked her progress—every shift of her hips, every sway of her breasts, every twitch of the tail. The vibration in the plug was still set low, a constant hum just beneath her awareness, but the knowledge that it could intensify at any moment made her every muscle tense with dread.

The air in the gallery was thick with expectation: perfume, sweat, anticipation, the sharp ozone tang of spotlights focused on the central stage. The dais had been dressed for spectacle—garlands of fresh greenery, black velvet banners embroidered with the farm’s sigil, glass display cases filled with polished milking cups and tubes. Mira was led onto the platform, the handlers pausing to display her from every angle. Her body was turned, posed, arms guided behind her back and clipped to the harness, her chin lifted to catch the light.

VIPs whispered, their words drifting down to her in fragments: “Look at the yield on that one…” “Her compliance is extraordinary…” “Will the plug be demonstrated?—Of course, that’s the point.” “She’s trembling—good. Shows spirit.”

Marlo Bett continued, voice rich and theatrical: “All who stand before the herd know the price of progress. Witness the intersection of biology and mastery, of tradition and innovation. Our asset is not merely productive—she is adaptable, resilient, the very picture of modern stock. And now, she will perform as only Dominion can command.”

Mira’s skin prickled as the handlers stepped away, leaving her at the center of the stage, alone beneath the fierce blaze of gallery lights. The audience’s eyes were unblinking, their appetite for spectacle bottomless. In the silence before the fitting began, she saw Kaya in the wings, arms folded, face unreadable but unmistakably present.

Every second of waiting became its own ordeal. The plug’s hum grew louder in her mind, her muscles trembling from a cocktail of fear and humiliation. She wanted to disappear, to curl up and vanish, but all she could do was stand and wait, the bell at her throat ringing softly, her body laid bare for whatever would come next.

The handlers returned, tools and machines in hand, ready to transform the stage from altar to laboratory. Mira steeled herself, closing her eyes for one last moment of privacy. When she opened them, she was only what they had made her: gleaming, collared, oiled, trembling—a specimen for their pleasure, a sacrifice to their spectacle.

And then the fitting began.

The handlers returned with purpose, their movements choreographed for the watching crowd. The tools they bore gleamed beneath the gallery lights: chrome milking cups, heavy silicone tubing, an array of harnesses and restraints, and at the center, a hand-held remote with a single, ominous LED. The crowd pressed closer, the air thickening with anticipation, every voice stilled as the fitting began.

Mira felt the world shrink to the dais and the bodies that surrounded her. Hands lifted her arms and locked them behind her in padded cuffs, the straps biting into her oiled skin, rendering her utterly helpless. The heavy collar at her throat was checked, its bell tested—a clear, precise chime echoing through the hall. Her ankles were spread and clipped to anchors on the platform, forcing her to stand wide, her legs trembling as she struggled to keep her balance against the tug of the tail and the insistent fullness of the plug inside her.

Cain stepped forward, his expression grave and intent, the remote resting in his palm. He raised his voice for the audience, giving them the ritual they’d come for. “Dominion’s demonstration today includes not only asset B&B-6’s first public climax, but a new generation of integrated compliance technology. The upgraded tail plug is fully remote-operated. Watch as its effect on yield and response is measured in real time.”

He pressed a button. Mira felt a faint, unmistakable vibration awaken inside her—a gentle, insistent purr that sent a shiver up her spine. The sensation was deeply intimate, so mechanical and alien it might as well have come from outside her own body. She gasped, eyes wide, but the handlers gave no sign of surprise or pity. Their hands were brisk, efficient: one positioned the milking cups at her breasts, swabbing each nipple with alcohol to make them peak and flush, while another checked the tubing’s connections and readied the collection jars.

The first cup was attached with a practiced snap—a cold, heavy suction sealing tight to her left breast, drawing the flesh outward, taut and vulnerable. The second cup followed, its pressure a familiar, loathed violation. The tubes were clipped to the harness, looping down to the transparent beakers waiting to be filled. The handler’s voice cut through the hush: “Monitor set. Suction at baseline. Audience, please direct your attention to the yield display overhead.”

Cain pressed the remote again, increasing the vibration by a fraction. The plug buzzed deeper, its hum resonating through her core, mixing with the pull of the suction at her breasts. The crowd’s murmurs rose—appreciative, hungry. VIPs leaned in, taking notes, betting quietly, raising their glasses in anticipation of the coming spectacle.

Mira’s body responded in spite of her, the serum’s aftereffects amplifying every touch, every pulse of suction, every incremental rise in vibration. Her nipples grew impossibly sensitive, the skin of her breasts tingling with each cycle of the machine. She tried to close her eyes, to disappear inside herself, but the plug’s hum and the relentless, measured suction kept her in the moment, forced her to experience every nuance of stimulation.

The handlers narrated each step for the gallery, their words clinical and proud: “Yield now tracking at initial peak. Subject’s heart rate elevated. Serum protocol confirmed. Please observe as the vibration is increased for optimal response.”

The plug’s intensity ramped again—still not overwhelming, but enough to make her knees tremble, her breath come faster, the bell at her throat shivering with every gasp. Her body was no longer her own; it belonged to the machine, to the rhythm of hands, to the eyes of the gallery. Her humiliation was total, layered in spectacle and measurement, each new response catalogued for the benefit of the crowd.

Through the haze of shame, Mira caught glimpses of the herd lined along the wings—Kaya’s steady gaze, the others’ cautious empathy, the silent chorus of bells echoing her own. She drew a ragged breath, clinging to their presence even as her mind threatened to splinter from the intensity of sensation and exposure.

Cain knelt, his hand at her hip, remote poised. He looked her in the eye, voice pitched low so only she could hear: “Let go, Mira. You’re not here to endure—you’re here to be seen. There is nothing left to fight.”

The words landed like a blow, their meaning clear. Mira let her head fall back, surrendering to the stage lights and the roar of the crowd as the handlers stepped away, leaving her displayed and restrained, the machine and the plug dictating every movement of her body.

The ritual was complete. All that remained was the ordeal itself.

A hush swept over the gallery as the final preparations ended, the silence punctuated only by the soft whir of machinery and the bell’s faint, trembling music. Mira stood in the center of the stage, body splayed by restraints, oil-slicked and shining in the light, the heavy tail swaying behind her with each breath. She felt the hum of the plug, a growing, insistent thrum that vibrated along every nerve ending, meshing with the measured suction on her breasts. The world had become a blur of sensation—tightness, heat, shame, and anticipation so thick it was nearly suffocating.

Cain’s voice echoed through the gallery, amplified and cool. “Asset B&B-6 will now undergo simultaneous stimulation and milking protocol. All data is public, all outcomes real. Observe.”

A handler at the controls pressed a button. The suction pulsed harder, tightening its grip. The vibration inside Mira surged, shifting from an undertone to a direct, deep wave. Her breath hitched; her knees buckled within the spread of the restraints. The bell at her throat rang in time with her heartbeat, the sound both grounding and mortifying.

The crowd leaned forward, eyes fixed on the display above Mira’s head—digital numbers tracking heart rate, yield, and something coded simply as “COMPLIANCE.” Marlo Bett’s velvet voice narrated the process, transforming the ordeal into performance. “Notice the effect of calibrated stimulation: increased yield, reduced latency, and the clear evidence of the mind’s surrender to the body’s demands. Dominion guarantees transparency. What you see is real, what you witness is the cost of excellence.”

The rhythm built, every cycle of suction drawing Mira’s flesh outward, the milking arms shivering with mechanical precision. The plug’s vibration climbed in step, programmed to pulse and swirl, never quite predictable, never giving her mind time to adapt. Sweat broke across her skin, mingling with the oil, streaking her breasts and belly as the audience watched every tremor, every involuntary shudder.

Her humiliation was total. The crowd’s gaze was unflinching, the auctioneer’s voice relentless. Each whimper she couldn’t suppress, each arch of her back or twitch of her hips, was registered and recorded—data for the VIPs, shame for herself. The bell at her throat rang louder now, its chime frantic, echoing her racing pulse.

The plug cycled to a new pattern, a deep, rolling surge that pressed up against a part of her she could neither control nor ignore. Mira bit her lip, tears leaking down her face as her body betrayed her—nipples aching, milk spilling down the tubes, the numbers on the yield display ticking higher and higher. The sensation tipped from pain into unbearable pleasure, then back again, her mind caught in the whiplash between resistance and surrender.

Through the haze, she saw Kaya at the wings—face pale, jaw set, bell shining silver. Their eyes met, and for a moment, Mira felt not alone, but held. The moment passed. The machine’s rhythm seized her, the plug vibrating so deeply she could not hold back. Her thighs quaked, every muscle shaking, her voice breaking into a sob as her body reached the edge—then tumbled over.

The orgasm tore through her, overwhelming and inescapable. Mira screamed, or thought she did, the sound lost in the crowd’s roar and the high, wild chiming of her bell. Her body convulsed, milk surging in thick, hot waves, the beakers filling as her breasts emptied themselves to the machine’s hunger. The spotlight flashed, the lights above her strobing in time with her pulse, as if the whole world had become a living witness to her undoing.

For an endless moment, everything blurred—light, sound, sensation. She hovered at the brink of consciousness, body wracked with aftershocks, the machine milking every last drop. Her mind floated, split from itself: one part aware of the spectacle, the applause, the cold, clinical notes taken by handlers; the other lost, trembling, emptied out.

The crowd erupted in applause, the auctioneer’s voice a distant thunder. “Peak yield, full compliance. This is Dominion’s promise delivered. Our thanks to asset B&B-6 for her exceptional performance.”

Handlers moved in, hands suddenly gentle, voices softer now that the climax had passed. The suction eased, the plug’s vibration slowed to a dull throb and then stopped. Mira sagged in her restraints, every muscle weak, sweat cooling on her skin. The bell at her throat gave a final, exhausted chime, echoing through the silence that followed the spectacle.

She wept silently, head bowed, the stage lights haloing her body—emptied, exposed, and changed.

The gallery’s applause faded in waves, replaced by the murmurs of VIPs and the low shuffle of handlers clearing equipment. The spotlights dimmed to a softer gold, leaving Mira blinking in a strange twilight—sweat and tears cooling on her cheeks, every muscle limp, the ache of the ordeal settling deep in her bones. The bell at her throat quivered, its chime spent and thin.

The handlers worked quickly, but for the first time, their hands were gentle—unfastening cuffs, removing the suction cups, sliding the harness free. Warm towels dabbed at Mira’s breasts, cleaning away the streaks of milk, the oil, the last traces of the spectacle. She flinched at the touch, every nerve raw and exposed, but there was no roughness, no further humiliation; only the mechanical efficiency of restoration, the farm’s version of mercy.

Cain appeared at her side, his voice low, private. “You did what was required. You endured.” His gaze was steady, not unkind. “This is the point of no return, Mira. What you feel now—this emptiness, this ache—it’s the proof you survived. The rest is what you choose to become.”

He paused, then crouched to meet her gaze, offering her a flask of water. She drank, hands shaking, the bell at her throat giving a tired ring with every swallow. Cain pressed a cool cloth to her forehead, wiping away sweat. “They all watched, but only you endured. That’s the difference between being used and being broken.”

In the wings, the herd began to file past—first Kaya, then the other hucows, their bells chiming in soft solidarity. Kaya paused, her eyes meeting Mira’s, a fierce sympathy burning there. She laid a hand on Mira’s arm, squeezing once—no words, just the grip of one survivor to another.

“Rest,” Kaya murmured, barely audible. “You’re one of us now. You’re not alone, not as long as you remember that.”

The handlers helped Mira stand, draping a blanket around her shoulders. Her legs buckled at first, but she leaned into their arms, letting them guide her down the ramp and into the back corridor, away from the fading noise of the gallery. The route passed through the herd’s quiet ranks—some women bowed their heads, others managed a look of understanding, their presence a kind of silent procession, a shield against the cold.

Back in the aftercare alcove, Mira was settled onto a padded bench, the blanket tucked around her. Cain checked the fresh bandage on her brand, applied a cooling ointment to her chest, and left a bottle of sweet cream at her side. The handlers’ voices receded, doors clicking shut, the sounds of the gallery replaced by a hush broken only by Mira’s shuddering breath and the distant chime of bells.

For a long time, she just lay there—body emptied, mind blank, every part of her aching or numb. She stared at the ceiling, watching the lights dim and brighten in slow cycles. Exhaustion swept over her, too deep for thought or even tears. Yet beneath the fog, something new had taken root: a hard, cold kernel of self, formed in the crucible of public spectacle and survival. She had been used, exposed, and transformed, but she was not entirely erased. Not yet.

In the quiet, Kaya’s words echoed in her mind. You’re not alone. The herd’s presence lingered, a chorus of silent bells promising solidarity, endurance, and—maybe—something like hope.

As Mira drifted toward sleep, the bell at her throat gave a final, quiet chime, a signal in the dark: one survivor to another, one broken body carrying on.


Chapter 10 – Aftercare

The world was quiet after the storm. Mira floated in a warm, airless haze, limbs limp with exhaustion, senses dulled to a gentle blur. The aftercare alcove was dim and still, the lights set low, shadows softening the hard edges of tile and steel. She lay cocooned in a heavy fleece blanket on the padded bench, her body sinking into the comfort, pain and humiliation replaced by an aching, almost grateful numbness.

For a while, she was alone. Her mind drifted, catching on fragments of memory—faces in the crowd, the thrum of the machine, Kaya’s hand squeezing hers, the distant, echoing applause. The bell at her throat was the only sound, chiming with each slow, uneven breath. In the alcove’s hush, the bell seemed smaller, less a badge of shame and more a fragile heartbeat—proof she had survived.

Footsteps approached, soft-soled and unhurried. Mira tensed, but the voice that greeted her was gentle, almost motherly. “Easy now, Mira. I’m here to help.”

The nurse was different from the handlers—her uniform soft green, her touch warm and practiced. She brought with her a basin of steaming water and a stack of fresh towels. She spoke little, humming tunelessly under her breath as she drew back the blanket and carefully began to clean Mira’s skin.

The water was warm, scented faintly of chamomile and aloe. The nurse’s hands were deft and sure, moving with a soothing rhythm—wiping sweat and dried milk from Mira’s chest and belly, dabbing gently at the welts left by the harness, the sore places on her thighs. She checked the dressing on Mira’s hip, peeling it back to examine the brand. “Healing nicely,” she murmured, voice low and pleased. She smoothed aloe cream over the mark, the coolness a sharp relief against the lingering burn.

With surprising tenderness, the nurse massaged more salve into Mira’s breasts, fingers working in small, gentle circles. The flesh was still swollen and sore, the skin flushed from suction and strain. Mira flinched at first, unused to being touched with care, but the pain ebbed beneath the nurse’s skill. Each movement was strictly professional, but there was a comfort in it—a reminder that her body, however changed, was still worthy of gentleness.

A clean blanket replaced the old, tucked snug around her shoulders. The nurse placed a warm, heavy bottle in Mira’s hands—a feeder filled with sweet cream. “Sip slowly,” she advised, brushing a strand of hair from Mira’s forehead. “It’ll help settle you.”

Mira obeyed, letting the soft teat fill her mouth with rich, sugary milk. The warmth slid down her throat, banishing the ache of emptiness from her belly, and for a moment, she let herself be a child—cared for, contained, safe.

The nurse continued her work: smoothing cream over bruises, tucking the fleece around Mira’s legs, adjusting the pillow under her head. All the while, she hummed softly, a lullaby without words. Mira’s eyelids drooped, her breathing slowed, and the pain of the last hours faded into the gentle blur of comfort.

A hand squeezed her shoulder—a little firmer, a little more real. “Rest now,” the nurse whispered. “You’re safe here. I’ll stay close.”

The alcove was still, the world narrowed to the scent of chamomile and the slow rise and fall of Mira’s breath. Her bell chimed quietly, echoing through the fleece. For the first time since the farm had claimed her, Mira felt her body relax, the ache of survival yielding—if only for a little while—to the fragile mercy of being tended and swaddled.

The hush in the alcove was like a balm, thick and soothing. Mira felt herself drifting, not quite asleep but not fully awake, as the nurse moved around her with practiced ease. For a time, the only sounds were the faint hum of the lights, the gentle rustle of fabric, and the regular, steady breathing that marked the nurse’s presence.

After a while, the nurse settled into a low chair beside the bench, folding her hands in her lap. She let the silence linger, her presence solid and reassuring, neither intrusive nor distant. Mira sipped at her feeder, the sweet cream warming her belly, and let the quiet fill her. A strange peace crept in—thin and uncertain, but real enough to ease her chest for the first time in days.

When the nurse finally spoke, her voice was low, more like an invitation than an instruction. “You did well, Mira. This isn’t an easy place, not for anyone. But you made it through.”

Mira blinked, uncertain whether she should reply. Her voice was rough, barely above a whisper. “Did I? I don’t… I don’t feel like myself.”

The nurse nodded, as if she’d heard the words a hundred times before. “That’s normal. Most don’t, at first. Your body’s changing, your world is smaller, everything feels raw. But you’re still here. Still you.”

Mira’s eyes stung. She wanted to ask so many things—about the farm, the other women, what would happen next. She swallowed, the bell at her throat trembling with the motion. “Does it get easier? The… milking, the machines. The way they look at us.”

The nurse was quiet for a moment, considering. “It becomes familiar. I won’t pretend it gets easy. But you learn to protect yourself, inside your head. You find small comforts, small ways to be yourself. And the others—Kaya, the herd—they’ll help. You’re not alone, not really.”

A long silence followed, heavy with questions Mira was too tired to ask and the nurse perhaps not free to answer. Instead, the nurse shifted, pulling her chair closer, and reached for Mira’s hand. Her fingers were warm and callused. She squeezed gently, just enough to let Mira know she was seen.

“If you need to talk, I’ll listen. Sometimes you just need someone to hear it. No judgment.”

Mira managed a weak smile, the relief oddly painful. “Thank you. I thought… I thought maybe I didn’t deserve it. Not after today.”

The nurse’s eyes softened. “Everyone deserves care, even here. Especially here. What happens on the floor isn’t your fault—it’s never about fault, or who you were before. It’s about now. About survival.”

Mira let the words settle. The nurse’s presence was a tether, anchoring her in the room, in her own body, after so much time spent floating or fleeing from herself. The kindness was simple and careful, but it was real. It hurt to want it, and to accept it.

“Will you stay for a bit?” Mira whispered, voice small as a child’s.

“I will,” the nurse promised. She reached for the blanket, tucking it up to Mira’s chin. “Just breathe. I’m right here.”

The alcove seemed to grow warmer, the fear and shame receding to the corners of Mira’s mind. She let herself close her eyes, not to escape, but to rest, trusting that for this small space of time, there was comfort to be found—even in the belly of the machine.

The nurse left as softly as she’d come, her hand a final warm pressure on Mira’s shoulder before she slipped out of the alcove. The door closed with a gentle click, and the hush returned—thick, absolute, a weight pressing into Mira’s chest.

For a long time, she simply lay there. The fleece blanket cocooned her, holding in the warmth left by the nurse’s care. The feeder bottle sat nearly empty at her side, the faint taste of sweet cream lingering on her tongue. Her body felt heavy, but the pain had dulled—replaced now by a deep ache in her chest, a soreness in her thighs, and a peculiar, persistent fullness where her breasts rested against the fabric.

She let her gaze drift to the pale light on the ceiling, trying to think of nothing, to empty her mind. But her thoughts circled back, inevitably, to her body: how it felt, how it looked, the strange territory she inhabited now. Slowly, tentatively, Mira let her hand slip from beneath the blanket and rest on her chest.

Her fingers brushed the soft, swollen curve of her breast—larger, heavier than she’d ever known it. The skin was taut, still faintly warm from the massage and the aftermath of the machine. Her palm cupped the fullness, feeling the shape, the weight, the slightly sore resistance beneath the surface. It was undeniably her, yet at the same time, it was not: a part of her claimed and remade by the farm, by the serum, by the hands of strangers.

She let her hand linger, tracing the shape of her breast, her thumb moving over the sensitive areola, feeling the changes in texture and size. Her nipple, swollen from milking, still ached faintly, a memory of the cups and the public gaze. It was strange—she was at once repelled and fascinated, unable to stop exploring, to stop testing the boundaries of what she now was.

She pressed her breast gently, watching as her skin yielded, then sprang back, firmer than before. The sensation was both familiar and alien: her body, yes, but a version of it she’d never imagined. She tried to remember what she’d looked like before, how her chest had felt in the privacy of her old life. The memory was already fading, replaced by this new reality—fullness, ache, the slow, steady pulse of change.

A surge of grief welled up—sharp, sudden, and impossible to swallow. Mira’s eyes filled with tears as she let her hand roam, pressing, squeezing, learning the new shape of herself. She grieved not only for her old body, but for the sense of ownership she’d once had—the idea that her flesh belonged to her alone. Now, even this quiet act of exploration felt borrowed, fragile, as if at any moment someone might come in and claim her back for the machines.

She curled tighter beneath the blanket, both arms folded across her chest, holding herself as if she could protect this new, vulnerable self. The tears came, slow and silent, rolling down her cheeks, soaking into the fleece. For the first time since her capture, she let herself cry without shame—no handlers to record it, no gallery to witness her collapse. Only the walls and the faint, distant echo of a bell, someone else’s, somewhere else in the building.

In that silence, her grief shifted, softened by the touch of her own hands. She felt for the first time—not acceptance, not forgiveness, but a wary curiosity. What else might she reclaim? What else could still belong to her, even here?

The quiet pressed in, gentle and total. Mira rocked herself, hands on her breasts, feeling the life and loss, the strange, wild strength still moving beneath her skin. She could not go back. But maybe, if she learned this new self well enough, she could someday go forward.

The quiet held Mira in a fragile suspension, her breathing slow, her arms still cradling her changed chest beneath the fleece. Time unfurled strangely—sometimes quick and slipping, sometimes so slow she felt lost inside the dark, padded alcove. The ache in her body had faded to a dull thrum, but in its place, a new, subtle tension took root. She was waiting for something, she realized. For the world to demand her back.

But the world did not intrude. Instead, it was the nurse who returned, soft-soled, carrying a small cup and a gentle promise of sleep. “You need rest,” she said, her voice kind but with the faint edge of expectation that always came with the farm’s kindness. “A draught, to help you heal. It’s your choice, Mira. You can take it or leave it.”

Mira stared at the cup—a cloudy liquid, its scent both sweet and bitter. Her hand trembled as she reached for it, the bell at her throat giving a soft chime, the collar cool against her flushed skin. The choice felt enormous, almost holy in its smallness. It would be so easy to surrender, to drink and vanish into oblivion. But for the first time in days, she realized she could also refuse. She could stay awake, hold onto the ache, the memory, the newness of her body.

She looked up at the nurse, searching her eyes for any hint of what was expected. The nurse only smiled, small and genuine, her hands folded patiently. “Whatever you want, Mira. No one will blame you either way.”

After a moment, Mira nodded. She took the cup, weighed it in her palm, then drank—slowly, not in desperation but with deliberate intent. The liquid coated her tongue, first bitter, then honeyed, the warmth spreading down her throat and into her belly. She handed the cup back, feeling the exhaustion in her limbs gather and deepen, a soft tide pulling her down.

The nurse tucked the fleece closer, brushing hair from Mira’s forehead. “Good girl. Let yourself rest.” Her voice was softer now, the lights above dimming even further.

Mira curled onto her side, body folded in on itself, hands still resting on her breasts, the new weight grounding her. She listened to the hush, to her own heartbeat, to the echo of the bell as she breathed. She thought of Kaya, of the herd, of survival as a kind of slow-burning hope—not bright or easy, but stubborn and real.

As the draught took hold, Mira let go. Not of herself, not of her grief or her new body, but of the endless need to fight every moment. For now, surrender was not defeat, but respite—a promise that she could choose again, and again, as long as she remembered she was still here.

Her breath slowed, her vision blurred, and she slipped into the warm, blank dark. The bell at her throat chimed softly once, then stilled.


Chapter 11 – Status Reveal

Mira awoke to the bright, precise click of a penlight and the low hum of voices that belonged neither to dream nor memory. She blinked against the glare, her eyes sticky with sleep, body aching but wrapped in a blanket of lingering warmth from the aftercare alcove. The familiar, nervous flutter in her belly returned as she recognized the shapes in the dim room: Dr Vane, clipboard in hand; Cain, arms folded, the crook staff hooked over his shoulder. Both looked rested, expectant, as if the ordeal of the day before had been a rehearsal for this moment.

“Morning, Mira,” Dr Vane said, her tone businesslike but not unkind. She flicked off the penlight and leaned in, her breath sharp with peppermint. “Let’s have a look.”

Mira pushed herself upright, the bell at her throat chiming as she sat, feeling the heaviness of her new body settle in her chest and thighs. She clutched the blanket around her shoulders, suddenly shy in the daylight, but Dr Vane paid her modesty no mind. With brisk efficiency, she examined the fading marks on Mira’s skin—the brand at her hip, the curve of her breast, the arch of her ribs. She pressed gently, assessing soreness and healing, making notes on her data tablet.

Cain stood at the end of the cot, expression unreadable. He watched every movement, every flinch, every breath. Mira felt the weight of his scrutiny and the memory of his words—You endured. The rest is what you choose to become.

Dr Vane’s stylus tapped the tablet. “Output: 0.72 litres, first Cream Protocol cycle.” She looked at Cain, her eyes narrowed with a faint glint of approval. “Exceptional for an initial yield. Serum efficacy confirmed. No signs of tissue breakdown or infection.”

Cain nodded, then addressed Mira directly. “That’s a strong showing, Mira. The farm values stock that adapts quickly and performs above expectation.”

The words landed somewhere between praise and warning. Mira felt her heart flutter, a strange mix of anxiety and pride rising up—part of her shrinking from the knowledge that her “success” was measured in litres and data, another part clinging to the idea that she had, somehow, survived and excelled.

Vane continued, voice softer but more formal. “You’ll be advanced to Bronze Collar. That means a new stall, additional privileges, and new responsibilities. It’s an achievement, but it also means higher scrutiny.” She turned the tablet, showing Mira a digital chart: her name, her collar code, and a bold green bar marked “BRONZE: PROMOTION PENDING.”

Cain stepped forward, setting aside the crook staff. He crouched to Mira’s level, his presence heavy but not unfriendly. “You’ll get to see more of the herd, Mira. And they’ll see you. Most important: you’ll have a voice in your own care, within limits. Don’t waste it.”

Mira’s fingers gripped the edge of the blanket, her skin prickling with a complex, electric mix of fear and pride. For a moment she allowed herself a faint, bitter smile. She had not asked to win—but here, in this place, survival and adaptation were victories of their own.

Dr Vane pressed a thumbprint to her collar’s tablet, logging the promotion. “Clean up. New collar fitting in twenty minutes.” She hesitated, then softened her tone: “You’re doing well, Mira. Don’t lose sight of that.”

Cain’s gaze lingered as the staff gathered their things. He paused at the door, meeting Mira’s eyes for a breath longer than needed. “First hurdle’s cleared. The next one will come faster. Be ready.”

Then they were gone, the air still bright with the afterglow of data and command. Mira let herself sink back, clutching the blanket to her chest, her mind racing. She was tired, sore, and unsure what came next—but for the first time, she felt a tiny, stubborn ember of pride flicker beneath the numbness.

She had produced. She had survived. And, for now, she was more than just a number.

Twenty minutes felt both impossibly short and endlessly long. Mira used the time as instructed: she washed herself with warm water and a rough cloth in the small stall shower, the ache in her muscles reminding her of every ordeal survived. The skin on her chest was still marked by faint, tender red rings, her brand an angry signature on her hip. Each motion reminded her she was changed—but also that she had endured.

When she stepped out, the handlers were waiting, carrying a small velvet tray and a set of folded garments. They moved with a new formality: no brusque orders, no rush, but an air of quiet, anticipatory ritual. Mira was guided to a chair, her body draped in a fresh, linen shift—plain, but softer than anything she’d worn since her arrival. Her hair was brushed and smoothed, the oil from last night’s ritual still scenting her skin with lavender and mint.

Cain himself entered with a data tablet and a small case. He did not smile, but his presence was less intimidating than before—more instructor than captor. “Kneel,” he instructed, voice steady and public. The handlers stepped back, making space for the moment.

Mira dropped to her knees, hands folded, head bowed. Cain approached, the case in his hands. He opened it, revealing the new collar: bronze, heavier and more substantial than the nylon band she’d worn before, with the farm’s sigil engraved above the clasp. The bell was larger, its note deeper, more resonant—a symbol and a warning both.

Cain unfastened the old collar, his fingers quick but careful at her neck. For an instant, Mira felt the strange rush of cool air on her bare skin, a fleeting sense of freedom. Then the new collar replaced it—settling with a solid weight, cool and rigid, the bell resting just above her collarbone. The click of the lock was final, but not cruel.

Cain spoke, voice clear for the handlers and—Mira sensed—the watching eyes behind every mirrored glass panel. “By the will of Dominion and by proof of your yield, you are advanced to Bronze Collar. You are no longer pen stock. You are an asset of standing, and the herd will know your rank.”

He offered his hand, helping Mira to her feet. She felt the weight of the collar, the deeper chime of the bell as she moved. “Bronze means privileges—your own stall, additional bedding, greater choice in your daily routine. It also means more eyes on you. You are an example, for better or worse.”

A handler handed her a folded card listing her new rights: supervised access to a private shower, meals at the central table, the option to read or request music during non-milking hours. The words felt surreal, both a small liberation and a new, subtler cage.

Cain walked her through the Bronze-tier quarters. The stalls were still narrow, but each had a small lamp, a padded mat, a lockable box for personal items. Mira passed other Bronze-collared hucows—some looked at her with open curiosity, others with the wary calculation of a new competitor. Each one wore their collar with pride or resignation; their bells chimed different notes, a chorus of belonging and warning.

At the end of the row, Cain paused at an open gate. “This is yours. Treat it as home—such as it is. Respect the herd, learn its rhythms. You’ll be called for orientation soon. For now—rest, and remember what you’ve achieved.”

Mira stepped inside, the door swinging shut with a muted clang. The stall was small but hers, the light soft and private. She touched the collar at her throat, feeling the bell’s weight, and let herself sink onto the mat. For the first time, she felt not just like property, but like a player in the game—one who had survived long enough to earn a name, a number, a place.

The fear wasn’t gone. But pride, wary and stubborn, threaded through her exhaustion. She belonged here, for now. And as she listened to the chorus of bells from up and down the row, she promised herself: she would use every privilege, every new chance, to survive and—if she could—learn how to bend the rules for herself.

The new stall became Mira’s vantage point—a place to rest and watch, to piece together the complex ecosystem that ruled the herd. The Bronze-tier quarters were a world apart from the pen: more private, yes, but also more public in a way that mattered. Here, status was measured in collar and privilege, but also in how a woman carried herself: upright, subdued, with pride or with caution.

Mira sat on her padded mat, back against the wall, knees tucked to her chest, listening to the soundscape of her new world. Bells rang up and down the row—deep bronze, clear silver, the faint, tinny chime of a few left in white. Voices mingled with the bells, some soft with comfort, others sharp with rivalry. There were small rituals at every hour: a line at the central washbasin, groups forming and reforming around the tables, the subtle trade of favors—extra soap, the best corner mat, a ribbon for someone’s hair.

It was a place of contradictions. There was camaraderie, yes—shoulders brushing, quiet laughter, a hand squeezed in solidarity after a bad cycle. But there was also a quiet, constant competition: for staff favor, for news, for hints about what might come next. No one ever forgot that survival depended not just on yield, but on being noticed (or, sometimes, invisible) at the right moment.

Mira watched as an older Bronze hucow, strong and sharp-eyed, mediated a spat over shower schedules—her word was law, and the younger women fell into line. A group in the far corner huddled around a contraband magazine, giggling over old adverts and celebrity faces from a world that seemed impossibly distant. Mira smiled at the scene, a pang of longing threading through her. She was one of them, and yet not; the newest, the least known, her status still precarious.

She felt the weight of her collar as a woman in Silver—Kaya—passed by with a handler. Kaya’s new bell sang a higher, purer note, her posture straighter, her movements more controlled. Their eyes met for a moment: a flicker of recognition, pride, and something else—a warning, maybe, or a challenge. Kaya’s gaze was softer than before, but there was distance now, as if she’d stepped into another world entirely. The Silver-tier, Mira sensed, was not just an honor but another kind of isolation.

Whispers followed Kaya as she left: some with admiration, some tinged with envy or fear. “She’s next for Cream Tithe.” “Did you hear? She met the Master himself.” “Silver girls get better food, but it’s never free.” Mira tucked these fragments away, each a clue in the farm’s hidden game.

She watched the ebb and flow of the herd, learning the faces and rhythms, the subtle alliances. Some women kept to themselves, hoarding their privacy; others, like the Bronze matriarch, held court and dispensed advice. A few watched Mira with open curiosity, her promotion still fresh gossip. One, a girl no older than Mira herself, sidled close and whispered, “You did well. Just don’t stand out too much—unless you want to get moved up too soon.”

The words stayed with her as she drifted through her first hours as Bronze—so much left unsaid. Status here was power, but also risk. Every gain was a gamble. Mira felt the tug of ambition—she’d survived so much, she wanted to believe she could survive more, even thrive. But the cost was always lurking, always paid in body, in mind, in milk.

As lights dimmed for evening, Mira curled on her mat, the chorus of bells soothing and strange. She listened for Kaya’s bell, for the shuffles and sighs of the herd, for the silences that signaled something more than routine. She knew now: to last here was to learn the rules and when to break them, to seek allies, to bend without breaking.

For the first time, the herd was not just a rumor or a threat—it was a lifeline, a map, and a promise. Mira vowed to watch, to learn, to find her place—not just to survive, but to belong, on her own terms.

Evening settled on the Bronze-tier row with a hush, the sounds of the day replaced by a quieter ritual: blankets being shaken out, small lamps turned low, a last round of hushed conversations as the herd made themselves ready for the long, watchful dark. Mira stretched on her mat, listening to the drone of her own bell and the steady lull of those chiming up and down the hall. For a rare moment, she felt almost secure—contained, yes, but not quite hunted.

That peace didn’t last. Near her stall, two handlers conferred in low voices, data tablets in hand. Their words floated across the aisle in staccato fragments: “Cream Tithe… Master’s schedule… Silver promotion… risk metrics… output projections.” Each phrase made Mira’s breath catch a little, her senses sharpening, a new thread of dread winding through her chest.

She wasn’t the only one listening. Across the corridor, an older Bronze hucow with salt-and-pepper hair drew her own blanket close, eyes narrowed in the half-light. She whispered to the woman beside her, “They say the Cream Tithe’s early this season. The Master’s coming to choose. Those who rise, they say, never come back the same.”

Her companion responded with a murmur, almost reverent. “Better Silver than nothing. Better Tithe than cull. You give, you live—if you’re lucky.” A hush settled, equal parts awe and fear.

Mira rolled onto her side, heart pounding. The words “Master” and “Tithe” had hovered on the edge of rumor for days, but now they had weight, a timetable, a cost. She remembered the way the handlers had looked at Kaya, the subtle shift in staff’s deference, the envious glances cast at Silver-tier girls. She wondered what it meant, truly, to be chosen—or to be left behind.

In the dark, the herd’s anxiety was palpable. Some women whispered prayers to gods they’d forgotten before the farm. Others simply watched the handlers, eyes sharp for any sign that the next name called would be theirs. Mira felt her new collar, the bell’s cold curve against her throat—a badge of progress, but also a target.

From down the row, another woman’s voice floated, low and steady: “Just yield. Don’t stand out, don’t fail. Give enough and you’ll last another season. Cream Tithe isn’t the end unless you make it so.”

The advice was both comfort and warning. Mira curled in tighter, her body aching but her mind whirring, replaying every word. The taste of promotion, the ache of pride, the gnawing fear of what came next—they mingled, refusing to settle. The world of the herd was older and more layered than she’d realized: every rule had another, every ritual a cost.

As the last lights went out, Mira stared at the faint line of moonlight on the stall wall. She listened to the chorus of bells—muted now, some already stilled by sleep—and promised herself she would watch, listen, and learn. She had made it to Bronze, but the next test loomed already, larger and stranger than before.

Tonight, she was safe. Tomorrow, she would need all the cunning and luck the herd could offer.

In the hush, the bell at her throat rang softly—one clear note of dread and resolve.


Chapter 12 – Epilogue Tease

The barn settled into darkness slowly, the light fading in blue bands across the rows of stalls, lamps dimming until only the faintest moonlight filtered through the high slatted windows. Mira lay on her mat, back pressed to the padded wall, knees drawn up, blanket bunched at her feet. The day’s last chorus of bells had faded to a hush, broken only by the occasional rustle as someone turned in their sleep or shifted against the stall gate.

It was a different kind of quiet than Mira had known in the pens—a hush laced not with threat, but with anticipation. The air was heavy, filled with the scent of fleece, old straw, skin oil, and the faint chemical tang of sanitizer. Mira’s stall was hers now, claimed by right of survival and yield, but the privacy it offered only made the shadows feel thicker. Every night she could feel herself changing, learning to live inside her body again—a body that was softer, heavier, marked by hands and machines, and yet still hers to command, if only in these silent hours.

She listened to the barn’s rhythms: the faint chime of a distant bell, the soft snoring of a hucow in a nearby stall, the low, nearly inaudible murmur of staff in the corridor. At the end of the Bronze row, a sliver of light marked the open gate to the Silver quarters, the faint echo of a more privileged life just out of reach. Mira wondered if Kaya slept as badly as she did now, whether promotion brought peace or only another shape of fear.

The rumors about Investor Day had spread like a cold front: staff speaking in clipped tones, handlers checking yields twice as often, the older hucows talking in nervous whispers about quotas, about the Cream Tithe, about what happened to girls who failed to impress. Mira felt the pressure building, a slow, gnawing dread that twisted in her gut as the hours crept past. She was not new anymore—no longer anonymous, no longer invisible. She would be on display.

She rolled onto her side, facing the window. The moonlight fell in thin stripes across the straw, picking out the curve of her new collar, the outline of her body under the blanket. She pressed her palm to her breast, feeling its fullness—a physical reminder of how much she had changed, and how much she had been forced to surrender. The ache was still there, dull and deep, but no longer as raw.

Above her, the collar’s LED glowed a slow, steady pulse—white in the dark, rhythmically brightening and fading like a silent metronome. It was meant to signal compliance, to track every breath and heartbeat. Now it felt almost like a promise: so long as it flashed, she was still here.

Mira closed her eyes, letting the hush soak into her bones. She thought of the days ahead—the coming demonstration, the eyes that would watch, the things that might be asked of her. Fear was real, and hope was dangerous, but she would not let herself break. In this quiet, she could almost believe that.

Somewhere down the row, a hucow sobbed softly, her grief muffled by fleece and the barn’s dark. Mira listened, heart aching in solidarity, and made herself a quiet promise: she would last. She would learn. She would not let the barn take the last of her.

The moon crept higher, casting new patterns on the wall, and Mira waited for what the night would bring.

The barn’s hush deepened, settling into that brittle quiet that only comes just before a storm. Mira lay still, her hand splayed over her collarbone, fingertips resting on the slow pulse of her LED. Most of the herd had drifted into a half-sleep, their bodies shaped by exhaustion and a wary kind of peace, but Mira’s mind refused rest. The sense of waiting had become electric—every small sound seemed to promise revelation.

Without warning, the tannoy crackled to life above the stalls, the speaker’s static sharp in the dark. The herd jolted awake in a ripple, bells and chains stirring all along the row. Mira’s heart thudded, her body tense. The voice that came was the Master’s—low, composed, unhurried, like a priest intoning a rite.

“All assets, heed. Investor Demonstration Day is scheduled for two weeks’ time. Prepare for elevated protocol. Milk quotas will be raised. Performance, compliance, and yield will be reviewed. This is your moment—show Dominion’s strength.”

The message repeated once, then died. In its wake, the barn was even quieter, the silence now taut and expectant. Mira could hear the breathing of the other hucows, quick and uneven, the soft rustle as women shifted, eyes wide and staring in the low light. Somewhere, a single bell gave a mournful chime, the sound floating up and out into the rafters.

Minutes dragged by, the barn holding its breath. Then, from outside, came the sound of an engine—a van pulling up at the rear service bay. Headlights swept across the far wall, tracing sharp angles on the rafters and stalls. Doors opened. Voices, hushed but purposeful, carried through the thin walls: handlers speaking, the familiar staccato of intake protocol. The echo of the farm’s ritual machinery.

Mira pushed herself up on one elbow, peering through the bars of her stall. She saw the outer doors slide open and two handlers step in, each guiding a figure between them—hooded, shackled, the loose white shift already marked with the farm’s sigil. Even at a distance, Mira could sense the figure’s tension, the fear in every line of her posture.

The new girl’s steps were hesitant, her bell silent for now, the hood obscuring her features. Still, Mira’s heart twisted with recognition—she knew that feeling, the shock of arrival, the surreal sense of being processed by strangers. The handlers led her along the corridor, past the sleeping herd, and into a waiting stall near the pens.

A hush fell as the doors closed behind them. The barn, for all its size, felt impossibly small. Mira watched the silhouette linger in the faint light, shoulders hunched, hands balled at her sides, then finally sink to the mat, lost in the strange, suspended quiet that always followed a new arrival.

All around, the herd watched too. Mira could feel it—every woman in the barn, awake and listening, remembering her own first night, the rituals that would follow, the long, slow process of breaking and remaking that never quite ended.

For Mira, the sight was a warning, and a promise. The ritual was unbroken, the system still grinding forward, but with each new girl, the story repeated. She pressed her palm to her breast again, breathing in the dark, and sent a silent thread of comfort across the stalls: You’re not alone. Not forever.

The barn settled again, a living engine idling in the night, all eyes on the hours to come.

Sleep came slowly, if at all. Mira lay curled beneath her blanket, staring into the dark, her senses straining for every sound. The barn was quiet once more, but the tension of the tannoy’s announcement, the echo of the van, and the memory of the new girl’s arrival hummed beneath the silence. The only movement was the slow, rhythmic pulse of her collar’s LED—soft white in the dark, pulsing steady and alive at the hollow of her throat.

She listened: to the distant sighs of the herd, the muffled sobs of the new arrival, the creak of the building as it settled for the night. Mira’s body ached, but her mind would not be stilled. The past days—the rituals, the punishments, the fleeting mercies of aftercare—ran through her thoughts in tangled loops, but it was the present, this moment of watching, that felt most real.

For the first time since her capture, Mira felt herself growing—not harder, not colder, but sharper, more attuned to the rhythms of this world. She understood now that survival was not just endurance, but vigilance: watching for changes in staff routine, learning which women could be trusted, marking every subtle shift in the barn’s mood. Survival meant remembering who she was beneath the collar, even if she could only act on it in secret, small ways.

The new arrival’s presence weighed on her. She remembered her own first night, the terror and confusion, the ache for kindness in the midst of control. Mira pressed her lips together, determined that the girl would not face her ordeal entirely alone—not if there was any way to reach across the space between stalls.

She waited until the barn was quietest, until the staff’s rounds had ended and the only light was the LED at her throat and the pale stripes of moon slanting through the windows. Then, as softly as she could, Mira shifted to the edge of her stall and tapped a rhythm on the wall—a simple, soothing pattern, not a code but a presence. She knew from the nurse and from the herd’s whispered habits that even a small signal could mean everything on a first night.

She listened, heart pounding, until she heard it: a faint, hesitant tapping in reply. It was enough. Mira smiled through her exhaustion, tears pricking her eyes. She whispered, barely audible, “You’re not alone.”

She lay back, letting the exhaustion claim her at last. In the quiet, she let herself imagine what could be possible, not just for her but for all of them: small acts of care, whispered warnings, subtle defiance—threads that might someday weave into a lifeline or even, if she dared hope, a way out.

The barn held its breath. The new girl—Aria—curled on her mat, Mira listening for her sobs until they faded into sleep. The LED on Mira’s collar pulsed on, marking the passage of time and the promise of endurance.

The last thing Mira felt as she drifted toward sleep was not terror, nor even hope, but a calm, steely resolve: she would survive, she would watch, and when the time came, she would reach for something more.

The moonlight traced her body, the collar’s bell silent, and the story closed on a heartbeat—waiting for dawn.


Stay With Me A Little Longer
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https://a.co/d/0fKRL3cP

Thank you for stepping inside Bell & Brand.

Mira’s first journey through Dominion Farm was only the beginning. The rain, the barn, the collar, the herd, the handlers, and the first terrible lessons of yield have opened the door to a much wider world — one where every woman is tested differently, and every part of Bell & Brand has its own rituals of transformation.

In the next book, the farm gives way to glass.

Glass Yield follows Aria Chen into the Vane Biotech Annex, where surrender is not hidden in straw and shadow, but displayed beneath clinical lights. Here, every tremor is measured. Every reaction is recorded. Every drop becomes data. Aria enters believing she has made a choice, but inside the glass chambers she discovers that choice is never simple once the body begins to answer back.

And when she is placed opposite Jada Rivers in a public Rival Duel, survival is no longer enough.

Aria does not only have to endure the Annex.

She has to perform.

She has to be seen.

She has to win.

If The New Heifer introduced the farm, Glass Yield reveals the spectacle behind the science — sharper, brighter, colder, and far more competitive.

Continue with Book 2: Glass Yield — where Bell & Brand turns obedience into data, and humiliation into a contest. https://a.co/d/0fKRL3cP
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Roman Vale is an independent author of erotic romance and kink-forward fiction, writing stories shaped by control, consent, and desire that deepens rather than resolves. His work unfolds in deliberate, intimate spaces — contracts, rituals, confined dynamics, and chosen imbalances — where surrender is negotiated slowly and power is exercised with intention.

If you sight up for my mailing list you will get a free ebook straight away and then will be able to join my monthly give aways too.

You can connect with me on:

https://romanvale.uk

https://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=61584740375802

Subscribe to my newsletter:

https://romanvale.uk/secret


Also by Roman Vale

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.
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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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