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She woke to the hiss and jostle of transport, her senses filtering in through the high, sour haze of tranquilizers. It was an ache, not quite pain, that called her back: the endless, throbbing swell of her chest, the sense that her breasts were twice as full as the rest of her body. Her head lolled against a padded rest. Her hands were cuffed and pinned above her, her calves locked in a shallow V by thick foam restraints. Her body was naked, but something plasticky and tight encased her chest, digging into the areolae, smushing her tits into two swollen hemispheres. Jenna tried to shift, but the foam held fast. Something was attached to her nipples.

The faint slosh of liquid accompanied each turn in the road, and it took her several miles to realize that the cool, slick weight on her breasts wasn’t sweat, but the gentle drip of milk being wicked down thin tubing into collection bags taped to her ribs. She felt herself flush, mortified even as she lay helpless. She wondered if she had been leaking in her sleep, if whoever had trussed her up had watched her spasm and twitch while she dreamed. Her memories of the last lab—the endless suction cycles, the taste of cold metal on her tongue—floated up in flashes, then receded.

The pod smelled like hand sanitizer and latex, undercut by the sour, living edge of her own body. Every so often, the pod would slow, thump over gravel, then continue, as if making a series of deliveries. Eventually the movement stopped for good. There was a minute of silence, and then the pod hissed open, letting in a blast of cold, wooded air.

She squinted against the light. Two figures in white coats—faceless behind mirrored PPE—unclipped the cuffs and peeled her out of the pod. Jenna stumbled, weak from hours of forced stillness, and was caught by hands at her biceps. They marched her across a muddy yard. Her bare feet sank into the loam; her legs splattered with muck. The world outside the pod was a confusion of smells: pine needles, manure, ozone, and the hot, musky note of something animal. Overhead, the sun was filtered through a lattice of steel beams and haze. She saw, just beyond the edge of the structure, a stand of pines fenced off with heavy electrified mesh. The Farm, then. Not a metaphor, not a euphemism.

The building itself had the bones of an old dairy barn—arched roof, wide wooden doors—retrofitted with steel and polymer panels. A vertical sign read “Reception,” the letters stenciled in the international biohazard orange. Inside, the air was a soup of antiseptic, hay, and the faint, sickly sweetness of human milk. The linoleum floor was warm against her feet. They marched her past a row of locked cubbies, through a changing area where a dozen women in various states of undress shuffled or stretched or napped. Some wore only sports bras and loose shorts; others were naked but for numbered tags around their necks. Every one of them had breasts swollen to absurdity, jiggling with each movement, straining against the fabric of their bras. Several turned to watch Jenna, eyes flicking up and down her body with open curiosity. One of them, a woman with a stripe of blue in her buzzed hair, grinned at her and mimed a rude squeeze with both hands.

Jenna’s handlers maneuvered her into a small side room lined with wire mesh. Inside: a bench, a stack of folded canvas uniforms, a battered metal sink. One of the handlers produced a set of surgical shears and, with practiced efficiency, snipped away the milking apparatus. The release of pressure sent a spurt of milk onto the handler’s glove, which was met with a barked laugh. The other handler wiped Jenna’s chest with a chemical wipe, then fitted her into a gray, zippered jumpsuit with the front cut away to accommodate her chest. The jumpsuit’s neckline scooped low, leaving her cleavage and most of her breasts exposed. Jenna blinked, but said nothing. The handlers didn’t speak to her at all.

The next room was a holding bay. A half dozen women milled about, some sitting cross-legged on the floor, others huddled near a low table loaded with squeeze bottles and protein bars. One of the handlers gave Jenna a gentle shove between the shoulder blades, propelling her into the center of the space. She felt every eye on her, measuring, appraising, weighing her worth. The women came in every shape and color, but all shared the same distorted proportions: breasts so heavy they curved the spine, or jutted unnaturally high, or hung nearly to the navel. Some had the faint, purpling scars of surgery beneath the breast; others bore tattoos or painted sigils across the areolae. Jenna saw one woman with a tattoo of a barcode under her left nipple, and another with a ring through the tip of her right breast. There was no mistaking the hierarchy: the pierced and inked ones lounged on the best mats, while the newcomers hovered uncertainly at the edges.

Jenna made her way to an unclaimed mat and sank down, cradling her chest in both arms. Her nipples burned, chafed raw from hours of suction and now exposed to the air. She felt a wave of exhaustion, but also a strange, involuntary relief: here, at least, she was not a freak. Here, she was only one among many. Someone slid a squeeze bottle toward her with a bare foot. Jenna picked it up, sniffed, found it filled with some kind of rehydration fluid. She drank greedily, spilling some down her chin. The woman who’d offered it grunted in approval and rolled over to face the wall.

It was only then that Jenna noticed the cameras—fat, domed eyes staring down from each corner of the ceiling. She wondered who was watching, what they saw, if they were already grading her for obedience or docility or milk output. She shivered, despite the warmth of the room.

Hours passed. The women came and went in shifts; some were called out by number over the intercom, others drifted in and collapsed, wordless, onto the mats. Twice, handlers in blue coveralls came through and distributed pills, which everyone swallowed without argument. Once, a man in a collared shirt—face obscured by a surgical mask—walked the perimeter, clipboard in hand, pausing every so often to jot something down or murmur into his comms. Jenna realized, with a hollow drop in her stomach, that she was being observed not as a patient, but as livestock. Her status as a hucow had moved from the conceptual to the operational.

Eventually her number—072—flashed on a wall monitor. She was herded, along with two other women, into a narrow corridor lined with doors. The first door led to a milking parlor, half laboratory and half medieval torture chamber. The air buzzed with the sound of pumps. Jenna’s handler indicated a padded seat, its surface molded into an obscene saddle, with cutouts for her breasts to dangle through. She straddled it, legs splayed, and was guided into place with a series of gentle but firm pushes. The handler attached suction cups to her nipples—larger than the ones in the pod, with a hard plastic ridge that bit into the areolae. The pump activated, drawing her flesh into a tight, insistent pull. She gasped, surprised by how quickly the sensation changed from discomfort to a kind of mindless, insistent pleasure. Within minutes, she was dripping, the milk spurting down the tubing into a clear, graduated reservoir.

The handler watched her, expressionless, jotting notes on a tablet. When Jenna slowed or clenched, the handler would gently slap the side of her breast, reawakening the flow. This cycle lasted a full thirty minutes. By the end, Jenna was panting, her legs trembling, her head swimming with endorphins and dehydration. When they finally unhooked her, she nearly slid off the saddle onto the floor.

Back in the holding bay, she was allowed a protein bar and another bottle of water. The woman with the blue buzzcut nodded at her, a kind of camaraderie in the gesture. “First time?” she muttered, not bothering to turn her head.

Jenna nodded, her mouth too dry to answer.

“Don’t fight it. It’s easier that way.”

She spent the next several hours in a fugue state, alternating between staring at the wall and drifting into shallow, twitchy sleep. The cycles continued: more pills, more water, more milking. At some point, a handler led her and a half dozen others to the “dormitory,” which was a section of the barn lined with hay bales and cots. The air was thick with the smell of sweat and milk and the ammonia tang of cleaning agents. Jenna found her cot—marked with her number—and lay down, her body aching and spent.

Night fell in an indistinct gray, the windows smeared with condensation. Jenna lay on her side, curled around her breasts, which throbbed with a dull, familiar ache. She could hear the breathing of the other women, the occasional wet snore, the slap of a handler’s boot as they patrolled the aisle. She tried to picture a future beyond this, but her mind slid off the surface. Instead, she allowed herself to drift, carried by the slow, rhythmic pain of her body, and the knowledge that tomorrow would be the same, and the day after, and the day after that.

***

Sometime after midnight, the first stimulation cycle hit. She woke to a low, insistent hum, like a cell phone left on a wooden table. It took her several seconds to realize the vibration was coming from beneath her, through the thin mattress and directly into her womb. The frequency was calibrated to her body—somehow, it knew exactly where to target, exactly how to set her nerves jangling. Her nipples tightened, her thighs tensed. She bit the heel of her hand to stifle a moan.

The vibration intensified, building from a gentle purr to an all-consuming thrum. Her clit buzzed in sympathy, sending shockwaves up her spine. Jenna writhed on the cot, her legs flexing helplessly. Her breasts pulsed, milk leaking in slow, sticky drips onto her chest and pooling beneath her. She felt her back arch, her toes curl, her entire body seize in a spasm of raw, animal pleasure.

She came, hard and unbidden, the orgasm wracking her from the inside out. The machine below her didn’t stop. It pulsed through her, milking every last drop of sensation, then finally slowed. Jenna was left panting, sweat-soaked, tears leaking down her face. She tasted iron in her mouth from biting down so hard.

She rolled onto her back, staring up at the rafters. She heard other women whimpering in the dark, the telltale sighs and muffled cries of forced climax. The machine would do this, again and again, until her body adapted, until her output met the quotas. Jenna closed her eyes, pressed her palms into the mattress, and counted her breaths until morning.

When dawn came, the handlers came through with buckets of warm water and rough towels. Jenna wiped herself down, not bothering to cover up. She ate, drank, and lined up for her next milking. The routine was set, and she followed it without protest. Her mind drifted elsewhere, to memories of a different life: sunlight on glass, the taste of coffee, the feeling of being anonymous in a crowd.

But always, the ache brought her back. The weight of her breasts, the endless, sticky drip of milk, the certainty that she would never leave this place. She wondered how long it would take for her to forget what freedom felt like.
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The bell woke her with a violence that rattled her teeth. It wasn’t the shrill, intermittent squawk of school or factory, but a single, sonorous note that seemed to vibrate the molecules of the air. Jenna sat bolt upright, heart jackhammering, breasts swinging heavily off her chest like water balloons attached with zip-ties. The rest of the dormitory erupted in a sluggish shuffle—blankets kicked aside, bodies untangling, the slow, collective groan of a dozen women asked to haul their swollen meat into verticality.

She blinked, scraping together enough cognition to stand, her legs watery and insubstantial beneath her. The night’s crust had dried on her inner thighs, her breasts, even the creases of her elbows; the sweat and milk had fused into a sticky residue that only accentuated her own animalness. The handlers had left the uniforms at the foot of each cot: gray coveralls, deep-V’d and sleeveless, with a pair of elastic bands to corral the chest. Jenna wriggled into hers, hands shaking as she zipped it up. The fabric only made her more conscious of her breasts, flattening and compressing while leaving both areolae completely exposed through engineered cutouts. Her nipples had scabbed over, but as soon as they brushed air they stiffened, shiny and raw.

Another bell, a different frequency, sent the herd toward the doors. The hucows moved in a clump, boots squelching on the disinfected linoleum, their breath fogging the glass where the corridor met the yard. Jenna tried to look everywhere and nowhere at once, avoiding the eyes of her cohort. Most ignored her, except for a redhead with a nose ring and the blue-haired woman from before. The blue-haired one—she caught a glimpse of the name patch, LARKA—snorted when Jenna almost tripped over her own breast. “Still getting your land-legs, rookie?” Larka’s voice was dry, not unkind, but the gaze that followed the comment was sharp, clinical. Larka’s own chest was immense, almost comically round, but she carried it as if it were just another part of her body. Jenna grunted, managed a weak smile, and pressed forward.

The yard outside was not what she’d expected. Milking Yard #1 was an open paddock rimmed by razorwire and ringed by glassy greenhouse panels. A series of stainless steel milking stanchions stood in two neat rows, each one equipped with a padded restraint system and a control panel. High above, the greenhouse roof was veined with condensation, throwing rainbows onto the muddy ground. The air was cold, electric with ozone and the promise of rain, but it didn’t matter; the jumpsuits left their fronts open, and the breeze caught at every patch of bare skin.

Handlers in blue, red, and orange uniforms walked the perimeter, some masked, some with their faces naked to the morning. Most carried tablets or holstered syringes. Jenna was one of the last to be assigned a stanchion, but the process was automatic: a handler tapped her on the back and wordlessly guided her to station 18. She stepped into the padded arch, feet slotting into depressions worn by hundreds before her. The restraint locked around her thighs and upper arms, holding her just off-balance, her chest thrust through the opening in the stanchion as if being offered to a god. The handler adjusted the straps with the efficiency of a pit crew, then produced a set of suction units—clear plastic, rimmed in red rubber—and pressed them against her nipples. The sensation was oddly maternal, almost a parody of a lover’s hand: gentle at first, then tight, then brutally firm. Jenna gasped, biting the inside of her cheek as the units sealed to her skin.

With the touch of a button, the milking cycle began. The suction was not subtle: it clamped down, then drew, then clamped again, in a rhythm that mimicked an infant’s mouth but stripped away all affection. Within seconds, Jenna felt the warm, involuntary letdown, the muscles beneath her areola contracting, the first spurt of milk drawn up into the clear tubing. The unit’s output gauge blinked to life, a digital display that tracked milliliters and flow rate in real time. She watched her own production climb: 10ml, 35ml, 70ml, a rising tide that filled her with sick pride and even sicker shame.

Around her, the rest of the herd was already in full flow. The sound of a dozen hucows being milked was impossible to ignore: the steady, pneumatic thump of the pumps, the wet slap of breasts against plastic, the occasional yelp or curse when a suction cup pulled wrong or a nerve was pinched. The blue-haired Larka was two stations down, already leaning into the process, eyes closed, a dreamy half-smile on her lips. Jenna wondered if it ever stopped feeling like a violation, or if you just learned to compartmentalize.

Minutes passed. The cold worked its way into her bones, but the constant pull on her chest generated a strange warmth that radiated up her sternum and out to her fingertips. Her head lolled forward, the effort of resistance giving way to the narcotic rhythm of the pumps. Every so often, a handler would walk the line, checking seals, adjusting suction, emptying full reservoirs into stainless steel canisters. The process was clinical, but not unfeeling; one handler, a young woman with a streak of gray in her hair, gave Jenna a sympathetic squeeze on the shoulder as she topped off her collection bottle.

After twenty minutes, the first malfunction occurred. Jenna’s right suction unit stuttered, then lost pressure, and immediately her breast ballooned, the areola darkening with unspent milk. The handler nearest her was busy with another hucow, leaving Jenna to twist helplessly in her restraint as the pain grew from uncomfortable to blinding. She tried to call out, but her throat was raw and the words came out as a panicked grunt. Before she could recover, a shadow fell over her: Larka, out of her own stanchion, teeth bared in a feral grin.

“Someone forgot to lock you down tight, fresh meat.” Larka’s voice was syrupy, sweet and mean. She reached around Jenna from behind, hands far too rough for what came next. She palmed Jenna’s leaking breast, fingers digging into the swelling tissue, and mashed the nipple against the cold plastic of the unit. The pain was so intense Jenna saw black, but then—blessedly, horrifically—the milk let go, spraying not into the tubing but all over the rig, the floor, Larka’s wrist. Larka laughed, low and guttural, and pressed her chest against Jenna’s back, pinning her even tighter in the stanchion.

The other hucows turned, curiosity turning quickly to amusement. Someone hooted; another mimed a milking gesture with both fists. Jenna tried to pull away, but Larka was stronger by an order of magnitude. With one hand, she steadied the base of Jenna’s breast, with the other she reached down and slipped a finger under the edge of the suction cup, teasing the hyper-sensitive flesh. “Relax,” she crooned, “it hurts less if you just let it.”

The shock of the touch was enough to trigger another spasm, and this time Jenna felt the milk rocket out in a jet, painting the plexiglass shield and spattering down Larka’s forearm. Larka’s laugh was louder now, but not cruel; it was the laugh of someone who knew the rules, who’d played this game a hundred times before. She let go with a sudden, theatrical flourish, and Jenna nearly collapsed, chest heaving, milk running in rivulets down her torso.

“See?” Larka said, stepping back and licking a bead of milk from her thumb. “You’ll learn your place fast, fresh girl.” She turned to the audience, performed a deep, mocking curtsy, and strolled back to her own rig. The handlers barely glanced up—either this was routine, or Larka’s status exempted her from correction. Jenna stood in the stanchion, immobilized by shame, the laughter of the others echoing in her ears long after the session ended.

When the pumps finally disengaged, Jenna sagged against the restraint, too weak to stand without it. The handler with the gray streak returned, her face neutral. “You’re running hot,” she murmured, checking the output gauge. “Don’t fight the letdown. It gets easier.” She wiped away the excess milk, patted Jenna dry with an industrial towel, then unlocked the restraint. Jenna’s knees buckled, but she managed to stagger back to the holding bay on her own.

Inside, the mood was different: the hierarchy had been established, and the other hucows gave her a little more space. Larka was sprawled on a mat, arms behind her head, looking up at the ceiling as if she owned the place. The tattooed redhead sat nearby, rolling a protein bar between her palms. No one spoke to Jenna, but the looks she got were less predatory now, more a mixture of sympathy and amusement.

She collapsed onto her mat, the adrenaline slowly bleeding out of her. Her breasts throbbed, her nipples felt like they’d been sanded raw, and her thighs ached where Larka had pressed into them. Still, there was a strange, illicit satisfaction in having survived the ordeal. She’d been tested, humiliated, but not broken.

Jenna closed her eyes and drifted, the echo of Larka’s words reverberating in her skull. You’ll learn your place fast, fresh girl.

She believed it.
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Day five began like the rest, but by midday it was clear the schedule had changed. Jenna barely had time to suck down her protein ration before the handlers singled her out, two at either shoulder, their latex-gloved hands cinching just above her elbow. Her legs still quivered from the morning’s stanchion cycle. She was damp between the thighs, the residual drip of milk not yet congealed, the fabric of her jumpsuit plastered wet to the creases of her crotch and breasts. She’d grown used to it—barely felt the shame now—but this time, as they led her down the unfamiliar corridor, she felt something closer to fear.

They marched her past the cafeteria, past the rec room with its flickering, soundless TV, through a double set of negative-pressure doors. The air here was cleaner, cooler, tinged with the faint, minty burn of hospital-grade disinfectant. The corridor gave way to a dome—a full half sphere of polarized polymer, painted inside with shifting gradients of pink and blue. Jenna’s first thought was that she’d entered a planetarium; her second was that this was a mistake, that she was being moved, terminated, or set aside for parts.

The Breeding Barn was empty, at first. The floor was rubberized, striped in neon lanes, marked every few meters with a circle and number. The center of the dome was dominated by a single rig: a suspension frame, all matte steel and braided wire, from which hung a wide sling of glossy blue vinyl. At either end of the frame, metal arms bristled with restraints, buckles, and padded cuffs. Underneath, a shallow drainage basin gleamed in the colored light.

Jenna froze, feet skidding on the rubber as the handlers pulled her forward. They were gentler than usual, more deliberate, as if conscious of an audience she couldn’t see. Cameras blinked in the ceiling, dozens of them, their red LEDs tracking her as she approached the rig. A third handler materialized, holding a tray piled with instruments and sealed bags. Jenna’s mouth went dry.

“Remove upper,” barked the handler on her right. She complied, peeling her jumpsuit down to the waist. Her breasts spilled out, still blotched with the angry red of suction marks. The handlers wasted no time: they lifted her bodily into the sling, the cold vinyl cradling her shoulders and ass, then began the process of strapping her in.

The first pair of cuffs locked her wrists at either side, palms up, fingers splayed and useless. The next two immobilized her thighs, pulling her knees up and out, spreading her wide enough that her hips creaked in protest. A third set fixed her ankles, suspending her lower legs parallel to the ground. She hung in the air, splayed open, nipples pebbled and leaking in the chilly dome. The sling tilted her pelvis forward, presenting her pussy to the ceiling, the upper labia parted and glistening, the flesh still faintly quivering from the last milking.

One of the handlers—she recognized the streak of gray in her bun—produced a jar of clear gel, dipping two fingers and smearing it along Jenna’s labia, then up and over the clit. The sensation was clinical, a cold burn that quickly faded to numbness. Another handler affixed suction cups to her nipples, larger than the stanchion units, their rims swollen with something viscous and sticky. The cups sealed to her flesh with a wet pop. Tubes snaked from each cup to a pair of graduated cylinders at the base of the rig, already primed and waiting.

Jenna stared at the ceiling, jaw clenched, focusing on the shifting light as the handlers worked. She tried to dissociate, to float above her own body, but the cold of the sling, the mechanical hands on her thighs, the insistent pressure of the cuffs all conspired to pin her in the moment.

Next came the plug. She saw it only in peripheral vision: fat, rounded at the tip, banded in spirals of pink and purple silicone, the girth of a champagne bottle and nearly as long. It was attached to a coiled hose, which fed into a white, humming unit behind the sling. The handler slathered the plug in more gel, then pressed it against her entrance, working it in small, relentless circles. Jenna tensed, legs jerking against the restraints.

“Easy,” said the handler with the gray streak, her voice not unkind. “It goes better if you let go.”

Jenna didn’t let go, but her body gave way all the same. The plug slid past her outer lips, stretched her open, then seated itself inside with a slick, obscene sound. It filled her completely, pressing against the walls of her pussy and nudging deep into her pelvis. The sensation was neither pleasure nor pain but something in between: a fullness that radiated out to her thighs, her belly, her chest. The handler twisted the base, locking it in place, then tapped a button on the white unit. Instantly, the plug began to vibrate—not a gentle buzz, but a deep, throbbing pulse that echoed the tempo of her heartbeat.

Jenna’s vision went white. She gasped, arching as much as the sling would allow, her wrists flexing helplessly in their cuffs. The plug pulsed again, and this time she felt it inflate, the spirals expanding to press against every nerve ending inside her. She wanted to scream, but all that came out was a thin, ragged exhale.

The handler leaned over, face close to Jenna’s. “Ninety-minute cycle,” she said, almost conversational. “You’ll get used to it.”

Then the handlers withdrew, leaving Jenna alone in the dome.

For the first minute, she fought. She clenched around the plug, tried to ignore the milking cups as they ratcheted up their suction, tried to keep her mind off the synthetic warmth already oozing from the plug’s tip into her womb. But the system was built for this: the gel numbed just enough, the suction cups massaged in an alternating pattern, and the plug’s vibration grew in both frequency and amplitude with every cycle.

After five minutes, her arms trembled with fatigue. Her jaw ached from clenching. Milk beaded at the tips of her nipples, then spurted into the cups in time with the pump. The cylinders began to fill, frothy white layering up in slow, viscous swells. Her pussy dripped around the plug, the overflow slicking her perineum and running down into the basin below. With every pulse, the plug expanded a little more, its surface heating to body temperature, the synthetic seed sluicing into her with a heat that felt both foreign and shamefully right.

Ten minutes in, the first orgasm hit. Jenna bucked, the sling swinging her body through a slow, nauseating arc. The orgasm was mechanical, as impersonal as a dentist’s drill: it started at her clit, zipped up her spine, and exploded behind her eyes. Her muscles locked, her vision blacked out, and for a second she was weightless, nothing but sensation. The plug sensed it, somehow, and responded by ramping up its rhythm, milking her from the inside out.

She came again, and again. The cycles blurred together. Sometimes she lay limp, drooling into the sling, watching her own milk rise in the cylinders. Other times she thrashed, legs straining against the restraints, pelvis rocking forward as if desperate to fuck the plug even deeper. Her pussy was raw, her nipples chafed, but the system never relented. At some point she began to sob, silent tears rolling down the sides of her face, but the AI ignored her, or maybe even counted it as a positive response.

Time lost meaning. The shifting light in the dome was the only constant: blue for calm, pink for arousal, red for peak. She saw her own reflection in the mirrored surface of the drainage basin, watched her face go slack, eyes wide and uncomprehending, mouth open in a silent O. She looked less like herself and more like an animal with every minute that passed.

The final phase of the cycle was a crescendo: the plug pulsed in a complex, arrhythmic pattern, alternating deep, full-body surges with sharp, rapid-fire vibrations at her clit. The suction on her nipples synchronized, drawing milk in long, greedy pulls. Jenna lost control of her body completely; her hips bucked, her back arched, her pussy clenched and unclenched around the plug as if trying to pull it even deeper inside. Her mind dissolved, thoughts melting into a single, primal urge.

The last orgasm ripped through her like a nerve agent. She screamed, this time loud enough to echo in the dome, and the plug responded by releasing its final payload: a gush of thick, salty warmth that filled her to the brim. The suction cups popped off her nipples, leaving them engorged and weeping. The world spun, the dome lights flashed, and Jenna slumped back into the sling, body spasming with aftershocks.

She drifted in and out of consciousness for a while. When the handlers returned, they were brisk and efficient. The plug was deflated and withdrawn with a wet, sucking sound. The restraints were released, one by one, leaving deep red marks on her skin. They wiped her down with warm towels, cleaned the excess milk from her breasts and the gel from her thighs. Jenna’s legs refused to support her; she collapsed into the handlers’ arms, sagging like a ragdoll.

They half-carried, half-dragged her back to the dormitory. Her jumpsuit was missing, so they wrapped her in a thermal blanket, the silver crinkling against her skin. The other hucows stared as she passed, some with pity, others with envy. Larka gave her a slow, ironic clap, but Jenna didn’t have the energy to respond.

She was laid out on her cot, the blanket tucked up to her chin, her body still trembling with aftershocks. Her pussy ached, her breasts throbbed, her brain felt pickled in static. She didn’t sleep so much as blackout, her last thought a blur of color and sensation and the certainty that this was her life now: milked, bred, used, emptied, and refilled.

In the morning, the cycle would begin again.
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Jenna woke to the sharp, astringent reek of ammonia, her head pounding like a hangover, the inside of her mouth a strip of sandpaper. Her cot was still slick beneath her from the night’s residual wetness; her thighs fused together with the crusted glue of her own juices. She squinted against the glare of the overhead lights, which were never fully off—just oscillating between migraine-bright and “it’s 4 a.m.” Everything about the Farm was engineered for maximal disorientation.

She sat up and immediately regretted it. Her breasts ached, each a dense, fevered sack of pain, the skin so tight she thought it might split. Someone had refastened the suction patches to her nipples during her blackout; the gentle, continuous vacuum was less intense than the stanchions, but just enough to keep her in a permanent state of low-grade agony. She peeled them off, winced at the red flare in her vision, and let the milk bead out in fat, reluctant drops.

Larka was gone from the next cot over, her blanket a rumpled heap. A protein bar sat on Jenna’s nightstand, along with a numbered paper cup of fluid, its color less “orange juice” and more “coolant leak.” She choked them both down—no point holding out hope for coffee or anything even vaguely normal. By the time she had finished, the PA system crackled, then cut in with a cold, female voice: “Seven-two. Report to Office Suite. Seven-two. Immediate compliance required.”

It was impossible to misinterpret. Jenna shuffled from the dorm, nipples already leaking down the inside of her jumpsuit, and followed the blue arrows down the east corridor. The walls here were lined with screens: security feeds, biometric graphs, looping “compliance tutorial” videos that flickered and restarted every three minutes. She passed two handlers in red, neither of whom acknowledged her. The only time she heard the word “please” was in the digital voiceovers: “Please remain stationary. Please present for inspection.”

The Office Suite was at the far end, behind an industrial fire door with a biometric plate. It recognized her wrist tag, unlatched with a hiss, and swung inward. The contrast was immediate. Instead of chrome and polymer, the office was all matte black and deep walnut, the kind of fake-wood paneling found in 1970s bank vaults. There was a faint smell of machine oil undercutting the ever-present disinfectant. The only light came from the monitors—dozens of them, stacked in a semicircle behind the central desk, each displaying a different sector of the Farm.

At the center of it all sat the Overseer.

He was bigger than she’d imagined. Even seated, the outline of his body was a monolith: broad at the shoulders, narrow at the waist, his hands steepled on the desk in front of him. The matte black mask covered everything but his eyes—two slits of cool, hard gray, flat as slate. No insignia, not even a nameplate. Just a single, smooth expanse of polymer, and a wide-brimmed handler’s hat perched at an angle that threatened to slide off with any sudden movement.

The room was silent except for the faint hum of the monitors and the soft, arrhythmic tap of his gloved finger on a datapad.

Jenna stopped a meter from the desk, not sure if she was meant to sit, stand, or kneel. Her arms hung at her sides, fists clenched hard enough to leave crescent moons in her palms. Sweat prickled under her arms and pooled at the small of her back. She inhaled, tried to steady her breathing.

The Overseer didn’t look up. He tapped the datapad, and the wall behind her flickered. She turned and saw herself on the far monitor: standing in profile, the sagging weight of her breasts perfectly rendered in harsh grayscale. The other monitors showed other rooms—dorms, milking parlors, the cafeteria, the yard. Every woman on the Farm was visible, even in the places where they must have thought themselves alone. Jenna’s stomach turned, but she kept her eyes forward.

The voice came not from the Overseer, but from a speaker embedded somewhere in the ceiling. It was female, modulated, calm to the point of deadness.

“Strip to baseline.”

Jenna hesitated, just a fraction of a second, then unzipped her jumpsuit. She peeled it down, past her hips, let it puddle at her ankles. The suction patches on her chest were still slick with milk; she pulled them off, one by one, and watched them drop to the floor. Her nipples were so raw they looked like open wounds. She shivered, despite the heat of the room.

The next command: “Present for evaluation. Recite last forty-eight hour hormone panel.”

Jenna swallowed, panic scratching at her throat. She’d never been made to memorize her numbers—handlers just showed her the tablets, asked her to confirm. She racked her brain, tried to recall the sequence. Her mouth worked, but no sound came out. The pause stretched, thickening the air with shame.

The Overseer’s head tilted, just slightly. His finger stilled on the pad. Without looking at her, he tapped a button on the desk.

The change was instant. Four restraints snaked up from the seams in the floor, wrapping around her ankles and calves. A vertical platform, previously flush with the wall, rotated out and locked behind her with a pneumatic hiss. Two more straps shot out, pinning her wrists just above her head, stretching her until she had to stand on tiptoe or risk dislocating her shoulders.

Jenna fought, but the platform held her with a force that made resistance impossible. Her back pressed flat to the cold vinyl, her breasts thrust forward and up. The mask of the Overseer never moved. Instead, a different voice—a recorded one, more human—spoke from a speaker at his throat.

“Noncompliance: hormone recall. Cycle will be enforced.”

A panel in the floor hissed open. From it emerged a pair of robotic arms, each tipped with a milking apparatus far more menacing than the stanchion units. The cups were steel, not plastic, and lined inside with a band of white, medical-grade silicone. The arms whirred, aligning perfectly with Jenna’s chest, and then clamped onto her breasts with a force that stole the breath from her lungs.

The suction was immediate, brutal. It pulled her nipples so deep into the tunnel of the cup she thought the tips might be torn off. The pain was so sharp she screamed, her voice rebounding off the fake wood and monitor glass. The platform responded by tightening, forcing her chest even further into the grip of the arms.

She thrashed, or tried to, but the only part of her that could move was her jaw. The rest of her body was immobilized, her toes just barely scraping the floor. Milk began to flow—at first in thin, frantic spurts, then in heavy, rhythmic sloshes. The transparent tubes filled with her output, air bubbles rising like tiny drowning ghosts.

The suction wasn’t steady; it pulsed, a deep, peristaltic rhythm that sent shockwaves through the entirety of her nervous system. After the first few minutes, the pain began to mutate, blurring at the edges, replaced by a kind of electrical pleasure that made her clench and arch in the restraints. Her thighs went tight, her pussy flooded with warmth, and she realized with a fresh bolt of horror that she was getting wet. The machine knew it, too: a secondary probe slid up from the base of the platform, cool and blunt against her clit. It oscillated in time with the milking, each cycle sending a jolt straight up her spine.

Jenna sobbed, her vision a smear of gray and red. The pain, the pleasure, the absolute helplessness—it was too much, too fast. She felt her pussy clench and release, her body betraying her with a raw, animal orgasm that came without warning. Milk sprayed in a new, heavier pulse, spattering the inside of the cup and oozing down the sides. The probe never let up; it kept vibrating, even as her body convulsed with aftershocks.

Above her, the Overseer watched. He made no move, no gesture of approval or disgust. Just a slow, steady blink every few seconds, his eyes never leaving her face.

The cycle went on for what felt like hours. By the end, Jenna’s legs were jelly, her chest numb, her pussy throbbing in time with the pulse of the pump. Tears streamed down her face, mixing with snot and spittle as she sagged in the restraints, milk still dribbling from the suction cups.

When the arms finally released her, the sensation was so abrupt she nearly vomited. The platform eased her to the floor, the restraints releasing with a series of metallic clicks. She collapsed to her knees, arms limp at her sides, her breasts marked with deep, angry rings. Milk puddled beneath her, pooling at the base of the platform.

The Overseer stood. The movement was so fluid, so silent, it barely registered. He approached, boots whispering against the industrial carpet. He stopped just short of touching distance, then reached into the inner pocket of his jacket and withdrew something metallic.

A collar. Simple, brutal, stainless steel, the word BRED etched into the front in sharp, block letters. He knelt, brought it to her neck, and locked it in place with a single, decisive motion. The collar was cold and heavy, tighter than necessary, the edges biting into the soft skin just under her jaw.

Jenna looked up, meeting his eyes. For the first time, she saw a flicker of something there—not pity, not anger, but an almost scientific curiosity, as if he were cataloging the effect of the process in real time.

He straightened, nodded once, then turned back to the desk. The monitors resumed their slow, ceaseless loop. The voice from the ceiling returned.

“Return to dormitory. Compliance achieved.”

Jenna staggered to her feet, the collar dragging her head forward, her breasts still leaking onto the floor. She gathered her jumpsuit, but made no move to put it on. There was no point. Not anymore.

She left the Office Suite naked, the collar gleaming under the hallway lights, and walked the length of the blue-arrow corridor back to her cot. The world outside the office looked the same as before, but Jenna didn’t. She could feel the word BRED burning into her skin, every breath reminding her of what she was now.

She lay on her cot, stared at the ceiling, and waited for the next cycle to begin.
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Jenna lay on her cot, curled fetal, the word BRED searing at her throat in the cold steel of the collar. Her breasts leaked, sticky trails matting the sparse chest hair, pooling in the hollow of her sternum and gluing her skin to the plasticized blanket. Her nipples were so swollen she couldn’t touch them without a fresh bloom of pain. Every breath dragged the new edge of the collar tight, the blunt metal corners digging into the ligature of muscle at the base of her jaw. She pressed her face to the crook of her elbow and tried not to cry.

The other hucows ignored her. They’d seen new girls break before—hell, most of them had probably broken harder and faster than this. There were no jokes, no cruel laughter, not even a word of sympathy. Just the soft, wet noises of the dorm: bodies shifting, a cot creaking, the distant rhythmic click of a handler’s boot in the hall. Someone on the next row over was quietly masturbating, the slick, arrhythmic sound of fingers on flesh just audible under the hum of the air system.

She had no idea how long she’d lain there, blood cooling in her veins, before she heard Larka’s footsteps. They weren’t loud, but the weight of them was unmistakable. Larka moved like a lioness—purposeful, heavy, unhurried. She stood at the foot of Jenna’s cot for a long moment, arms folded, just breathing through her nose. When she finally sat, the cot dipped nearly to the floor, and the heat of her body rolled off in waves.

Jenna didn’t look up. She waited for the first punchline, or maybe another lesson in dominance. Instead, Larka reached down, picked up the blanket, and tucked it around Jenna’s shoulders with a gentleness that bordered on insult.

“Move over,” she said. Not a request.

Jenna didn’t want to, but her body complied. Larka swung her bulk onto the cot, sitting side-by-side, one titanic thigh pressed to Jenna’s ass and lower back. Up close, Larka smelled like sweat and antiseptic, but also like something sweet and yeasty, almost bread dough. She cradled a battered metal bowl in the crook of her arm.

She dipped a cloth into the bowl, then squeezed it out, the water running clear at first, then milky with salve. Without preamble, she slid the cloth under Jenna’s collar and began to dab at the angry skin. The first touch made Jenna flinch; the second was pure relief. The cloth was warm, and the gel on it numbed instantly.

“Not the first time you’ve worn one of these, is it?” Larka asked, voice pitched low, barely above a whisper.

Jenna’s laugh was ugly and short. “Not even close.”

Larka didn’t say anything for a while. She focused on her work, tilting Jenna’s head, fingers strong but careful, cleaning the sweat and blood from where the collar bit deepest. Her hand was huge, palm callused, but the way she worked the cloth was almost... maternal. When she finished with the neck, she peeled the blanket back, exposed Jenna’s chest, and began to massage the salve into the bruised rings around her breasts.

Jenna’s first impulse was to resist, or at least to make a joke. But the touch was too good, the relief too overwhelming. She shuddered and let her arms go limp, chest heaving with a sound too close to a sob for comfort.

“You did good,” Larka said, not looking at her. “Most break before they even get a collar. You kept your shit together.”

Jenna sniffed, snot bubbling in her nose. “I screamed my head off.”

“Yeah, but you didn’t beg.” Larka’s smile was crooked. “Big difference.”

She worked her hands up and down Jenna’s chest, kneading the sore tissue, moving in slow, circular passes. The pain gave way to a numb, floating heat, then something almost like pleasure. Jenna became aware of how close their faces were, how Larka’s arm pressed under her shoulder, pinning her gently to the cot. She closed her eyes and let herself drift.

When Larka’s hand finally slid down to her ribs, Jenna felt a twitch between her legs—a spasm, almost a memory of arousal. She tensed, embarrassed, but Larka just kept going, working the cloth over every welt, every scab, every swollen patch of flesh.

When she finished, she tossed the cloth into the bowl, wiped her hands on the blanket, and lay down beside Jenna, spooning her from behind. Her arm curled around Jenna’s waist, palm splaying across the flat of her belly. Larka’s chest was so massive that it blanketed Jenna’s back, the heat of her breasts radiating like a furnace. Jenna was acutely aware of how naked she was, how little space there was between her ass and the other woman’s crotch.

They lay like that for a while, neither speaking. The dorm was dim, lit only by the sickly glow of the exit sign. Jenna’s heart slowed, the pain in her chest receding to a dull, constant throb. She felt herself slipping, not into sleep, but into something easier—a state with no past or future, just the pressure of Larka’s body and the wet, animal smell of the room.

It was Larka who broke the silence.

“You wanna do something about that?” she asked, and nudged her thigh against the crack of Jenna’s ass.

Jenna blushed, or would have, if there’d been any blood left in her face. “You mean—”

“Yeah. I mean.”

Jenna hesitated, every instinct telling her this was a bad idea, a trap, another test. But the need for touch was overwhelming. She nodded, or tried to, but the collar caught, so she just rocked her hips back, grinding her ass into Larka’s groin.

Larka grunted, satisfied, and slid her hand down between Jenna’s thighs. She didn’t bother with finesse—just jammed two fingers against Jenna’s pussy and started to rub, hard and fast. Jenna gasped, her whole body arching, but Larka pinned her down with the weight of her arm. The fingers found their mark, working the slit with brutal efficiency, never pausing, never slowing. Jenna was so wet it felt like she might dissolve.

“You’re gonna have to be quiet,” Larka murmured, lips pressed to the shell of Jenna’s ear. “Handlers get pissed if we wake the whole dorm.”

Jenna bit her fist, tried to keep from moaning, but the pressure was too much. Larka’s hand was relentless, and every time Jenna tensed, she just pressed harder, until the line between pleasure and pain blurred and then vanished. Jenna bucked against the hand, the cot squealing under their combined weight.

Without warning, Larka withdrew her hand and flipped Jenna onto her back. The transition was violent—her tits smacked her in the face, the collar twisted—and she found herself pinned beneath Larka’s bulk, the older woman’s thigh wedged between her legs. Larka straddled her, knees on either side of Jenna’s hips, and leaned in, mouth hovering just above Jenna’s.

“Let’s see what you taste like,” Larka whispered.

Larka’s head dipped with deliberate slowness, her mouth roaming lower with each passing second, every press of her lips and teeth leaving a brand of sensation that made Jenna forget the dorm, the cot, the thinning line of her own self-respect. From nipple to the raw edge of areola, Larka licked, sucking at the milk pooling along the bruised tissue, savoring the taste the way a smoker drew a last drag in secret. Her tongue scraped the valley of Jenna’s sternum and trailed further, mapping the faint latticework of veins just beneath the skin. Every so often, Larka’s gaze flicked up, and the flash of her eyes—hungry, appraising, patient—was so nakedly predatory that Jenna’s breath cut out completely.

By the time Larka reached her navel, Jenna’s thighs were shaking and slick with anticipation. The metal collar dug tighter with every swallow. Larka paused just above the mound of Jenna’s pubic hair, breathing in deeply, as if she was taking inventory of the hunger in the air. She pressed her face there, at the crease between thigh and soft, red-over-white flesh, and the exhalation of her breath was so hot Jenna nearly came on the spot.

Then Larka’s mouth was on her.

She buried her tongue in Jenna’s pussy in a motion so sudden and forceful it bordered on animalistic. The first few strokes were luxuriously slow—long, flattening laps that started at the puckered rim and swept upward, gathering every drop of arousal as if Larka was starved for it. Jenna grabbed at the blanket, then at her own hair, then at Larka’s shoulders, unsure which handhold would keep her from flying apart first. She’d been eaten out before. Hell, in her previous life it had been routine, one of the only ways to come without wincing through it. But nothing about Larka’s technique was routine. The breadth of her tongue, the surprising dexterity, the way she alternated gentle, enveloping licks with sharp, insistent flicks—Jenna had no defense. Her legs clamped tight around Larka’s ears, heel digging into the curve of her spine.

Larka’s hands manacled Jenna’s hips, holding her flat to the cot, forcing every quiver and buck to be absorbed and reflected back. The woman was impossibly strong; even at full spasm, Jenna’s attempts at motion were little more than tremors. Larka seemed to delight in her own dominance—she sucked hard on the clit, then left it entirely, leaving Jenna suspended at the threshold of orgasm, before plunging her tongue into the tight, trembling space just inside.

Every few strokes, Larka would pause, open-mouthed, and moan into Jenna’s pussy, sending vibrations through tissue so sensitive it was already inching on the cliff of overstimulation. Jenna thought about crying out, about begging for mercy or for more, but her voice was locked in the cage of her chest, stifled by the pressure of sensation and the collar’s grip. She tried to steady herself, to focus on the ceiling, the edge of the cot, anything except the relentless, unyielding pleasure. But Larka’s tongue was everywhere now, charting the folds with greedy, practiced eagerness. Each time Larka started to focus on the clit in earnest, she’d switch, unexpectedly, to a broad, open-lipped kiss on the entire mound, then back to a pointed assault on Jenna’s most sensitive spot.

Jenna felt her self dissolve under the attention. There was a growing sense of release, but also a deep, low panic: what if Larka never stopped, what if the wave just kept swelling until it swallowed her for good? The room faded out, then back in, the edges gone fuzzy with adrenaline and endorphins. She could just faintly hear the other hucows in the dorm, some shifting to peek through slitted eyelids, others ignoring the show, unimpressed or just resigned. But all of Jenna’s awareness was funnelled down to where Larka’s mouth was, to the heat and wet and ironclad grip.

Larka drew back for an instant, face slick and glistening with Jenna’s juices. She licked her lips and grinned, teeth flashing, then dove back in with renewed violence, using her teeth this time—nipping, worrying at the outer lips until Jenna’s whole lower body clenched.

It was too much. Jenna’s vision pulsed at the edges. The pain in her neck and the pleasure between her legs mingled until she couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. Every time she gasped for air, she inhaled Larka’s scent—yeast, sweat, a faint medicinal tang—and the heady, animal funk of her own arousal. Larka’s tongue was a lever, and with each expert stroke, it ratcheted Jenna closer to an orgasm so complete it scared her.

Jenna bit her fist so hard she tasted blood. Her hips writhed, her back arched, her legs locked around Larka’s shoulders. She wanted to scream, but all that came out was a strangled moan, muffled by the knuckles jammed in her mouth. Larka’s tongue was everywhere, licking, probing, teasing, then finally focusing on the clit, sucking it between her lips and gnawing gently until Jenna’s vision went white.

She came with a violence that shocked her, the orgasm ripping through her like a neural detonation. Milk spurted from her nipples in twin streams, soaking her chest and Larka’s hair. Her pussy clenched around the tongue, the muscles spasming so hard she thought she might pass out. Larka didn’t stop, didn’t even slow—just kept working the clit, tongue flicking in rhythm with the aftershocks.

When Jenna finally relaxed, panting and twitching, Larka pulled back, her face shiny with sweat and spit and milk. She licked her lips, grinned, and flopped onto her side, dragging Jenna with her.

For a while, they lay tangled together, both of them gasping, their bodies slick with each other’s fluids. Larka spooned Jenna again, this time with her hand cupping Jenna’s breast, thumb stroking the raw, oversensitive nipple. Jenna closed her eyes and let herself float, the pain and the pleasure fusing into something new and bearable.

It was Larka who spoke first.

“Tomorrow’s the Showcase,” she said, voice low and even. “You ready?”

Jenna didn’t answer. She didn’t need to.

She just lay there, breathing, waiting for the morning bell.
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The bell split the dorm in half. Not the slow, rolling note of a wakeup, but the sharp, stabbing pulse of a directive: three quick chimes, each echoing off the cinderblock with military clarity. Jenna’s body tried to burrow deeper into the cot, but Larka’s arm around her waist kept her anchored in place.

“Showcase,” Larka murmured, not even bothering to open her eyes. “You want the blanket, you better grab it now. They’ll take it as soon as you stand up.”

Jenna let the blanket drop. She swung her legs over the side, clutching her breasts as she sat up. The flesh was already turgid, flushed a sickly pink, and streaked with the dried remnants of last night’s orgasm. The air stung her raw nipples; the collar—still tight, still burning—felt like it had welded itself to the bone. She wiped the crust from her eyes, blinked, and waited.

They didn’t keep her waiting long. Two handlers in charcoal coveralls stood by the door, hands behind their backs, faces blank as appliance displays. They didn’t call her name or even her number—just watched, impassive, as she walked barefoot across the cold concrete, tits bouncing in time with her steps. The rest of the dorm pretended not to look, but she could feel their gaze like a row of scalpels down her spine. Larka didn’t follow. She stayed on the cot, one arm behind her head, already half asleep again.

The handlers led her past the usual checkpoints, but this time they bypassed the milking yard entirely. Instead, they took her through a short, windowless corridor, the walls hung with plastic sheeting and racks of sterile towels. The floor was slick, the scent of bleach so intense she could taste it at the back of her tongue. At the end of the corridor, a third handler waited, this one taller, with a surgical mask cinched so tight it creased the skin behind his ears.

He pointed to a low bench. “Sit.”

Jenna sat, thighs sticking to the vinyl. Her hands hovered in her lap, uncertain what to do with themselves. The handlers ignored her discomfort. One of them produced a pair of shears and cut away her jumpsuit with swift, unceremonious snips, leaving her naked but for the collar and a thin band of duct tape across her left wrist. The cloth fell away in strips, tugging at the scabs along her ribs, the curve of her hip, the soft, tender flesh beneath her breast. She shivered, not from cold but from the exposure; every inch of her body felt like it was being flayed for inspection.

The prep team worked in silence. One handler massaged a gritty exfoliant into Jenna’s skin, scouring away the last traces of sleep, sweat, and the dried remnants of last night’s fuck. Another used a sponge soaked in something cool and astringent, running it up and down her thighs, over her belly, into the creases of her armpits and the cleft between her ass cheeks. The third handler, the one with the tight mask, knelt in front of her and spread her knees apart with a single, impersonal motion. He scrubbed her inner thighs, then her vulva, then up under the folds until the whole area stung and burned. Jenna tried to keep her face blank, but the humiliation was complete.

When her skin was as red and raw as a plucked chicken, the handlers wiped her dry, then slathered her from neck to ankle in a glossy, mineral oil. It left her slick and shining, every pore sealed beneath a film of synthetic luster. The oil pooled in her clavicle, slicked the down of her forearms, and ran in slow, viscous rivers down the slopes of her breasts. It made her feel like a display model: perfect, untouchable, and utterly inert.

The handlers fitted her feet into a pair of rubber clogs, then pulled her to her feet and steered her through a set of swinging doors. The next corridor was lined with mirrors—real glass, not the half-shattered plastic of the dorms. Jenna caught a glimpse of herself as she passed: naked, gleaming, her hair flattened to her skull, the collar’s etched word BRED more visible than ever. She looked less like a person and more like a slab of meat waiting for the auction block.

They made her wait in a holding cell for a full hour. No chair, no cot, just a strip of yellow tape on the floor marking where she was meant to stand. The room was cold and over-lit, the kind of institutional white that made her eyes ache. She tried to keep her mind blank, but memories surfaced anyway: the taste of Larka’s tongue, the sound of her own screams in the Office Suite, the shame of leaking milk down her chest in front of a crowd of strangers. Every so often, a loudspeaker crackled, announcing some new directive or quota, but Jenna tuned it out. She had already lost control of her future; there was nothing left to do but wait for the next command.

When it came, it was a single word, piped in through the wall: “Proceed.”

Jenna stepped out of the holding cell and into a corridor lined with frosted glass. The handlers waited at the end, flanking a set of double doors labeled DISPLAY THEATER in crisp, sans-serif black. The doors slid open as she approached, admitting her into a space unlike anything else on the Farm.

The theater was a cylinder: two stories high, ringed with tiered seating, the top level occupied by men and women in suits, the lower level filled with handlers and technicians. Every seat faced a central pit, sunken three feet below the floor, illuminated by a ring of spotlights so bright they seemed to cast shadows backward. The walls were all glass, and behind each panel was a bank of monitors displaying live stats, close-ups, and feeds from around the Farm. There was no mistaking the audience. They were investors, clients, potential buyers—the kind of people who thought nothing of watching a naked woman be put through her paces like livestock.

In the center of the pit stood the rig: a standing rack of brushed steel, mounted on a platform that could rotate 360 degrees. The rack was segmented and modular, with padded cuffs for ankles, knees, wrists, and a heavy yoke for the neck. Two thick, transparent hoses hung down from overhead, terminating in suction cups big enough to swallow a breast whole. Below the rack, a drainage grate gleamed, bordered by a yellow-and-black warning strip.

Jenna’s handlers guided her down a short set of stairs and onto the platform. The floor was warm beneath her feet, heated just enough to keep her from shivering. The audience was silent, save for the soft hum of air conditioning and the occasional click of a camera shutter.

“Step forward,” said the handler with the mask. His voice was muffled, but the authority in it was absolute.

She stepped up to the rack. The handlers went to work immediately, securing her ankles in the cuffs, then her knees, then her wrists. The yoke was heavier than it looked; when they lowered it onto her neck, it pressed the collar even tighter against her skin, forcing her chin up and her jaw slightly open. She couldn’t look down or away. Her vision was tunneled, fixed on the mirrored surface of the far wall, where she saw herself transformed: body oiled and glistening, arms and legs spread wide, breasts heaving with every breath.

The handlers adjusted the rack, aligning her chest with the twin suction hoses. One of them cupped her right breast in both hands, kneading it until the nipple peaked, then guided the suction cup over it. The seal was instant and total, the cup swallowing the entire areola, pressing it flat against the clear plastic. They did the same with the left, twisting the cup slightly to ensure maximum contact. The hoses were filled with fluid, ready to carry away every drop of milk her body could produce.

Next came the plugs. Jenna didn’t see them at first, but felt the cool touch of lube against her pussy and her ass. The handlers worked quickly, efficiently: a thin, tapered plug for the back, a thicker, ribbed one for the front. They pressed the tip against her entrance, then worked it in with a slow, relentless pressure. The fullness was immediate, the sense of violation almost comforting in its familiarity. When both plugs were seated, the handlers stepped back, wiped their gloves on a towel, and exited the pit.

A voice—smooth, androgynous, piped in through the speaker system—filled the theater.

“Specimen seventy-two. Baseline display. Commencing evaluation in five, four, three…”

Jenna’s body tensed, every muscle straining against the restraints. The audience leaned forward, their faces rapt and hungry.

The milking began with a shudder. The cups pulled at her breasts, the vacuum so strong it felt like her skin might invert. She gasped, jaw forced open by the yoke, saliva pooling in her mouth. The suction was rhythmic, deliberate, pulsing in time with a mechanical heartbeat. Within seconds, she felt the familiar ache, the pressure building behind the nipple, the electric tingle that meant letdown was imminent. Milk beaded at the tip, then sprayed into the cup in thick, white jets.

The hoses filled, the fluid streaming upward into a graduated cylinder mounted on the wall. A digital readout tracked the output in real time, updating every half-second. The numbers climbed with dizzying speed: 80ml, 100ml, 140ml. The audience murmured in approval.

The plugs activated next. The one in her pussy began to vibrate, at first a gentle hum, then a deep, throbbing pulse that resonated in her pelvis. The anal plug joined in, smaller but more focused, the tip massaging her from within. The two rhythms synced up, the vibration perfectly matched to the cadence of the milking.

Jenna’s body responded before her mind could catch up. Her legs trembled, toes curling in the clamps. The muscles in her thighs flexed, trying to close around the intruder, but the rack held her splayed. Milk spurted from her nipples in thick, frothy waves, each contraction triggering a fresh flood. Her pussy clenched around the plug, the fullness growing with every cycle.

The readout on the wall blinked, then switched to a split screen: one half showing her milk output, the other displaying her heart rate, respiration, and a color-coded arousal index. The numbers were obscene, her pulse racing past 160, her oxygen saturation dropping as she panted for breath.

The audience was no longer silent. They whispered to one another, pointing at the monitors, some taking notes on tablets or dictating observations into earpieces. Jenna tried to tune them out, but the sound was piped in through speakers mounted just above her head. Every comment, every laugh, every gasp of approval was amplified, echoing in her skull.

“High output for such a small frame,” said a voice from the upper tier. “Look at the elasticity on the right side. That’s post-reconstructive, yes?”

“Correct. Double mastopexy at intake, plus nano-threading for endurance. Minimal scarring—exceptional healing.”

“Can she sustain this rate?”

A handler answered, voice flat and matter-of-fact: “She’s been conditioned for peak flow. We expect a 30% increase by end of cycle. If not, we recalibrate.”

The plugs shifted, the vibration modulating into a pattern that sent shockwaves through Jenna’s pelvis. Her clit was untouched, but every nerve ending in her pussy screamed for attention. The suction on her breasts was so intense it bordered on agony, but the pain was blunted by the haze of endorphins already flooding her system.

She felt her first orgasm building—not the raw, brutal kind Larka had wrung out of her, but a mechanical, relentless pressure that squeezed her from the inside out. The rack held her body rigid, unable to arch or buck or even shiver. The only outlet was her voice, and even that was muffled by the yoke and the collar biting into her neck.

She tried to stifle the moan, but it escaped anyway: a wet, choking sound that was instantly picked up by the theater’s directional mics. The audience erupted in laughter and applause.

“First to climax. That’s got to be a record.”

“Can we get an overhead shot? I want to see the pelvic contraction. Looks like the plug is barely moving—maybe up the amplitude?”

The operator complied. The plug in Jenna’s pussy began to piston, slow at first, then with increasing speed. Each thrust was matched by a corresponding pull from the milking cups, as if the entire system had been designed to synchronize her pleasure and humiliation. The anal plug activated its own piston cycle, pushing her to the brink of another orgasm before she’d even finished the first.

Her milk output spiked. The cylinder overflowed, sending a warning beep through the sound system. A handler dashed onto the platform, swapped out the full container for an empty one, and retreated before the audience could lose interest.

Jenna’s body was on fire. Sweat mixed with oil on her skin, running down her sides and pooling at the base of her spine. Her jaw ached from the strain of the yoke, her arms and legs numb from the tightness of the restraints. But her pussy—her pussy was alive, every nerve ending lit up and screaming. The plugs drove her through orgasm after orgasm, each one more intense than the last. By the third, she was sobbing openly, tears streaming down her cheeks, the taste of salt and snot filling her mouth.

The audience watched, rapt. Some recorded the scene on their phones, others simply stared, eyes wide and unblinking. On the upper tier, a man in a tailored suit leaned forward, hands clasped between his knees.

“Remarkable stamina,” he said, almost reverently. “What’s her background?”

The handler with the mask answered, reading from a tablet. “Seventy-two. Former academic, resistance index at intake was eighty-three. Broke on day four. Adaptive response to both positive and negative reinforcement. Collared on day six.”

“Impressive. Is she on the list for Night Barn?”

“Pending outcome of this session. She’s a top candidate.”

The words barely registered. Jenna’s world had shrunk to the points of contact: the suction on her nipples, the relentless thrust of the plugs, the humiliation of being watched and scored like a prize animal. She tried to retreat into herself, to find a place where none of this mattered, but the stimulation was too intense. Every time she thought she might pass out, the system dialed down the sensation just enough to keep her conscious.

The cycle lasted forty minutes. By the end, Jenna was a mess: milk and sweat and tears mingling on her skin, thighs streaked with oil and her own cum, hair plastered to her forehead in greasy strings. The readouts on the wall showed a final milk output of 1.42 liters, an average pulse of 182, and a record-breaking ten consecutive orgasms. The audience rose to their feet, applauding in a slow, synchronized clap.

The rack disengaged with a series of pneumatic hisses. The yoke lifted from her neck, the cuffs released her wrists and ankles, and the plugs slid out with a wet, sucking sound. Jenna’s knees buckled. She would have collapsed to the floor if the handlers hadn’t caught her under the arms.

They half-dragged, half-carried her off the platform and into a side corridor, where a team of medical techs waited. They checked her pulse, wiped the sweat from her skin, and fitted her into a fresh jumpsuit—this one black, with gold piping and the word NIGHT stitched across the left breast. One of the techs knelt to fasten new bands around her wrists and ankles. The bands were heavier, studded with microchips and sensors, but they fit snug and didn’t bite.

The lead handler crouched in front of her, lifting her chin with a gloved finger.

“Congratulations,” he said, voice softer than before. “You made the top percentile. Night Barn’s an honor. Don’t fuck it up.”

Jenna nodded, unable to find her voice. She felt hollowed out, every nerve ending still quivering from the aftershocks. The collar pressed hard against her throat, the word BRED now joined by a second, smaller tag: NIGHT.

They left her alone in a small, dark room. No cot, no blanket, just a rubber mat on the floor and a bottle of water placed within arm’s reach. She sat, knees drawn up to her chest, and stared at the wall, the events of the showcase replaying in her mind like a looping video. She felt nothing—no pride, no shame, not even relief. Just the slow, steady thump of her heart, and the knowledge that tomorrow would be the same, and the day after, and the day after that.

Somewhere down the hall, she heard Larka’s laugh. It was loud and full, echoing off the concrete like the world’s dirtiest joke. For the first time in days, Jenna smiled.

Then she closed her eyes, rested her head on her knees, and let herself drift, empty and perfect and finally, mercifully, at peace.
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The next time the door opened, it wasn’t handlers in blue or red, but a pair of black-suited techs. They walked like machines—precise, frictionless, their faces hidden behind reflective masks that made Jenna think of insects. One of them scanned the collar at her throat with a handheld device; the other slipped an electrode patch under the hem of her jumpsuit, just above her ass. The patch stung with an immediate, low-voltage jolt, and when Jenna tried to flinch away, her muscles locked up instead, freezing her in place.

“No resistance,” said the first tech, voice filtered through a metallic modulator. “She’s ready.”

They didn’t bother with orders. They just seized her by the elbows and propelled her down the corridor, boots dragging against the rubberized floor, arms pinioned tight to her sides. At first, Jenna thought they were heading for a new milking bay or one of the isolation domes. Instead, they stopped in front of a broad double door marked NIGHT BARN in stenciled black. The logo was a crescent moon with a droplet suspended above it, like a milk tear.

One tech keyed in a code, and the doors parted with a pneumatic sigh. Jenna blinked at the change in light: the room was circular, two stories high, lined with mirrored panels and rimmed with LED strips that pulsed slow and red, as if the whole place breathed. In the center, an enormous carousel dominated the space—a steel platform, six meters across, studded with heavy, padded mounts that radiated outward like the spokes of a wheel. Each mount ended in a Y-shaped restraint, arms thrown wide and down, forming a kind of human display rack.

Five hucows were already shackled into the carousel, each one stretched taut, their backs arched, their heads thrown back. Some were old veterans, their bodies a mass of muscle and old scar, others younger, trembling in their restraints, their breasts wobbling with every motion. Each was plugged and cupped, the machinery fused to their flesh like a second skeleton. The air was thick with the sound of moaning, gasping, the squeal of latex against latex, and the background hiss of hydraulics.

Jenna’s knees buckled, but the techs held her upright, marched her to the sixth and final mount, and began to strap her in. They worked in total silence. The wrist cuffs were wide and lined with silicone; the ankle restraints ratcheted in until bone pressed against foam. The Y-mount forced her arms upward and apart, arching her spine until her chest jutted forward, nipples already hardening in the recycled air.

One tech pulled her jumpsuit down to the waist, then cut it away with a surgical blade, leaving her naked except for the collar and the new electrode patch. The other tech ran gloved hands over her body, checking for cuts, bruises, or anything that might impede the apparatus. Satisfied, they left her, boots receding into the dark as the carousel lurched into slow rotation.

The first thing Jenna noticed was the heat: overhead, a bank of radiant lamps bathed the carousel in a warmth that bordered on suffocating. Sweat slicked her breasts, beaded along her ribs, pooled under the curve of her ass. The second thing was the sound—every moan, every gasp from her carousel-mates amplified and piped through speakers, blending into a choir of helpless, wet noise.

The machinery engaged.

Twin arms descended from the ceiling, one on either side of her head, each ending in a bulbous suction cup rimmed with hundreds of soft, flexible filaments. They settled over her nipples with a practiced, greedy precision, the filaments splaying out to cover half her breast. The suction was immediate and absolute, drawing the entire tip of her nipple deep into the cup, then pulsing, hard, in a rhythm that mimicked a mouth but with ten times the strength and zero tenderness.

Jenna shrieked, the sound stolen from her throat and fed into the sound system. The whole room vibrated with it.

The carousel rotated. At every interval, another set of arms appeared, each with a different task. One set slathered her breasts with a cooling, mentholated gel, then scraped it away with a series of soft rubber blades. Another set wielded a cluster of thin, vibrating rods, each tipped with a microbead of steel; these traced lines down her sternum, up the inside of her thigh, over the swell of her clit. The sensation was more tickle than pain, but it stoked the heat in her pelvis until her legs trembled in their restraints.

At the next station, a pair of pink, silicone tongues emerged, pre-warmed and glistening, and began to lap at her nipples in counterpoint to the suction. They flicked and curled, sometimes pausing to clamp down with a gentle, grinding pressure, sometimes just hovering, letting the anticipation build until Jenna thought her skin would split from wanting. The carousel moved at a glacial pace; every new device had time to work her over, every pass stripping another layer of resistance from her.

The other hucows were lost in their own cycles. One, a black-haired giantess with a chest bigger than her own head, howled at every suction, her voice half rage and half release. Another, smaller and more delicate, whimpered in a high, keening note, her eyes rolled back in her skull, her thighs twitching as the plug in her pussy pulsed on and off.

Jenna’s turn at the plug station was a revelation. The arms here didn’t waste time with lube or preamble; they simply pried her legs apart, exposed her pussy to the room, and lined up a blunt, ribbed probe that glistened with something synthetic and viscous. The first inch went in easy, but the ridges caught at the entrance, stretching her open in a slow, relentless push. She felt every contour, every increment, as the plug slid home, then expanded to fill her completely.

The plug was alive. It vibrated, pulsed, inflated and deflated in an algorithmic sequence that Jenna’s nerves recognized but couldn’t predict. Sometimes it would pause, a dead weight inside her, and she’d think she could breathe again—then it would twist or throb, and she’d arch off the mount, howling like the others.

The carousel rotated her toward the next bay, and she saw it coming: a set of milking hoses, thick as garden snakes, each tipped with a mouth-like opening lined with soft, red silicone lips. The mouths descended on her breasts, enveloping the entire areola, and began to suck in a deep, peristaltic rhythm. Milk fountained from her, the pressure so intense she thought her chest might collapse. The mouths gurgled and slurped, feeding her output into clear tubes that snaked into the ceiling, the fluid disappearing into some unseen reservoir.

Jenna’s head lolled. Her whole body vibrated, every sense overwhelmed by the cycle of restraint, stimulation, milking, and release. She tried to count the rotations, but lost track after three; time smeared, each pass a blur of sensation and noise. Sometimes she came, hard and sudden, her pussy clenching around the plug, her milk spraying in thick ropes into the mouths. Sometimes she just trembled, caught between agony and pleasure, her vision blacking out at the edges.

At the climax of every circuit, the carousel paused, locking the mounts in place. Overhead, a robotic arm descended, fitted with a long, curved hook. The hook lined up with the D-ring on her collar, then yanked her upright, forcing her to kneel on the mount, spine bowed, breasts thrust out like offerings. The suction on her nipples increased, the plug in her pussy ramped up to a punishing frequency, and the tongues worked her clit with frantic, animal energy.

This was the "display phase." The other hucows wailed and thrashed in their collars, milk spraying in jets across the platform, splattering onto the mirrored walls. Jenna found herself screaming with them, the sound echoing and compounding until it was all she could hear. Sometimes, she thought she glimpsed faces in the glass—handlers, techs, or maybe just shadows—but the only thing that mattered was the cycle, the endless, grinding carousel of use.

After what might have been hours, the system shifted. The arms released her, the plug retracted, the suction cups disengaged with a wet pop that left her nipples raw and weeping. The carousel rolled Jenna to the center of the room, where the floor was recessed, ringed with a shallow grate. Here, a different set of restraints awaited: overhead cables with padded loops, designed to lift and suspend.

The black-suited techs returned, their masks now fogged with condensation. They unshackled Jenna from the mount, guided her forward with gentle but irresistible force, and positioned her over the grate. The cable loops slipped under her armpits, behind her knees, under her thighs. When they engaged, she was hoisted off the ground, arms and legs dangling, body splayed and totally at the mercy of whatever came next.

From the far side of the circle, a new figure approached. Not a tech, not a handler, but someone in a tailored lab coat, his face hidden behind a blank, matte-black mask. He moved with deliberate, unhurried steps, a clipboard in one hand, a sealed package in the other. He paused in front of Jenna, scanned her collar, then made a note on the pad.

He set down the package, snapped on a pair of gloves, and inspected her body as if she were a prize animal at auction. He palmed her breast, squeezed it, weighed it in his hand, then released and moved on to the next. His touch was impersonal, but not unskilled; he found every bruise, every tender spot, and pressed just hard enough to make her whimper.

He knelt between her legs, spreading her thighs even wider with the crook of his elbow. He examined the raw, stretched entrance of her pussy, probed it with two gloved fingers, then looked up at her with those blank, expressionless eyeholes.

“Optimal,” he said, voice low and without accent.

He reached for the package, tore it open, and withdrew a syringe. Jenna tensed, expecting pain, but he just pinched a fold of skin on her hip, injected the fluid, and waited. The effect was instantaneous: a flush of heat through her veins, her pussy clenching and then relaxing, the world growing distant and shiny at the edges.

The breeder removed his gloves and unzipped his trousers. His cock was already hard, flushed dark and slick at the tip. He lined himself up with her pussy, pushed in slow, and seated himself deep in a single, practiced stroke. Jenna moaned—she couldn’t help it; the sensation was so sharp, so raw, it erased all thought.

He fucked her with a steady, relentless rhythm, hands gripping her hips, fingers digging deep into the meat of her ass. The cable harness held her in place, letting her swing with every thrust, letting her body take the full force of his motion. Sometimes he paused, ground his cock in circles, as if testing the resistance of her walls. Sometimes he slapped her ass, or pulled her hair, or leaned in to bite the side of her neck. Jenna’s body responded to every cue—she bucked, clenched, milked him for all he was worth.

The other hucows were being bred at the same time. The room was a chorus of fucking: wet slap of flesh, the hiss of hydraulics, the gasping, animal cries of women pushed to their absolute limit. The breeder didn’t talk, didn’t grunt or pant; he just fucked her, mechanical and perfect, until Jenna felt the telltale swell of his cock, the sudden, brutal burst of heat as he came inside her. She screamed—full-throated, desperate, a sound that was both defeat and victory.

He held himself there for a count of ten, then pulled out, wiped himself clean on her thigh, and walked away without another word.

The cables lowered Jenna to the floor. She collapsed in a heap, arms and legs shaking, pussy leaking semen and slick. The other hucows sagged beside her, equally destroyed, their bodies marked with the evidence of the night’s work. For a long time, none of them moved. They just lay there, breathing, the sweat cooling on their skin, the air heavy with the smell of sex and milk and exhaustion.

At dawn, the techs returned, unchained the collars, and herded the six of them toward a decontamination bay. Jenna stumbled, her knees nearly buckling, but managed to stay upright. The shower was communal—no stalls, no privacy. Just six women, stripped raw, rinsing the night from their skin with water so hot it felt like a baptism.

Larka was there, two stations over. She grinned at Jenna, teeth white and perfect, and gave her a slow, deliberate wink.

“Not bad for a first night,” she said.

Jenna tried to answer, but all that came out was a laugh—wet, guttural, the kind that started in the belly and worked its way up. She let the water sluice over her, let it wash away the ache and the shame and the last shreds of who she’d been. She stood there until the techs told her to move, and even then, she lingered, savoring the heat, the weightlessness, the strange sense of completion that came with being utterly, finally, used.

Back in the dorm, Jenna curled up on her cot, the word BRED burning at her throat, her breasts leaking onto the blanket. She closed her eyes, mouth curled into a smile, and slept.

This time, when she dreamed, it wasn’t of escape.

It was of the carousel, the suction, the endless, perfect cycle.

It was of belonging.
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The moon was not visible through the polycarbonate ceiling of the Night Barn, but the knowledge of it was in the air—cranked up, an extra gear in every atom of Jenna's body. She woke to an alarm she’d never heard, a sound so deep it felt like a vibration in her bones: the rut protocol.

She remembered being on her side, clutching the thick rubber pad beneath her, the scent of bleach and spilled milk still fresh in her nose. The shift from sleep to burning alertness was so sudden she wondered if she’d skipped a moment—if she’d been dropped into someone else’s body entirely. Her skin crawled with static, her chest was on fire, and her nipples throbbed as if someone had hooked them up to the current. Her pussy was wet, embarrassingly so, a heavy, leaking gush she could feel down both thighs.

She rolled over. Her hands shook, useless, her fingers so sensitive that the mere brush of her own palm made her gasp. The rest of the barn was in the same state: every hucow was up and moving, some crawling, some pacing on all fours, some rubbing against the bars of the pen like cats in heat. Jenna’s first coherent thought was hunger, not for food, but for contact, for the hard, animal slide of skin and muscle and bone. She wanted to fuck, wanted to be fucked, wanted to bury her face between thighs or to be ridden until the air was sucked out of her.

A door clanged open at the far end of the barn, and three handlers entered in full black gear, faces hidden behind surgical-grade masks. One carried a tray of hypos, the other two with batons at the ready. But there was no need for discipline. Every hucow lined up at the bars, jaws slack, pupils blown wide, waiting for the needle.

When it was Jenna’s turn, she barely felt the prick—just the rush of fluid, and then a new detonation of heat, low and insistent in her belly. The world tilted, went a little blurry at the edges, and when she steadied herself, she saw Larka at the next pen, panting, her tits leaking in thick, white ropes that ran down the length of her body.

Jenna wanted her so bad it was a kind of pain, a splinter driven under every fingernail.

The handlers left, and the pens opened simultaneously. Jenna could barely walk, legs shaking, but she made her way across the straw-strewn floor to Larka, who was already on her knees, hands between her legs. The air in the barn was humid, the scent of sweat and milk and pussy so thick it burned Jenna’s nose.

She fell the last meter, landing on her hands, then scrambled to Larka, dragging herself through the muck on her knees and elbows. When their bodies collided, it was more like a wrestling match than sex—Larka’s mouth was on Jenna’s neck, biting hard enough to break skin, her fingers tangled in Jenna’s hair, yanking her head back to expose the throat and the heavy, metal band at its base.

Jenna moaned, open-mouthed, and bit back, catching Larka on the jaw. The taste of iron flooded her mouth; she spat blood and laughed, the sound deranged, unrecognizable even to herself.

Larka tackled her, rolling them into a pile of loose hay. The first thrust of Larka’s hand between Jenna’s legs made her seize, pussy clamping down so hard she saw stars. Larka’s other hand was on Jenna’s breast, squeezing, kneading, then slapping the nipple until milk sprayed across her own face.

“God, you’re fucking desperate,” Larka said, and dove her head down, catching Jenna’s nipple between her teeth and sucking until the areola caved in. Milk gushed down her chin, onto the hay, pooling under Jenna’s back.

Jenna bucked, nearly unseating Larka, but the larger woman pinned her with a thigh across the hips, held her down and just… drank, alternating between biting and lapping at the milk as it spilled out.

Other hucows had paired off, some in the open, some in shadowy corners. The barn was a chaos of noise: moans, yelps, the rhythmic slap of flesh, the wet, sucking sounds of mouths on pussy, on tit, on any surface that would yield. Handlers watched from the periphery, some taking notes, others recording with glassy black tablets.

Jenna didn’t care. She wanted Larka’s hands inside her, wanted to split herself open and be filled, used, emptied and refilled. She grabbed Larka’s wrist, guided it lower, forced the fingers in. Larka obliged, hooking two thick digits inside, then three, curling them just right, pounding into the soft, soaked flesh until Jenna was arching off the ground, heels digging furrows in the straw.

“You want it?” Larka crooned, voice thick with milk and spit. “Say it.”

Jenna tried, but her mouth was full of Larka’s hand, the taste of salt and musk and blood. She gagged, choked, then laughed again, the sound echoing up to the rafters.

Larka pulled her hand free and wiped it across Jenna’s face, marking her with a streak of slick.

“You’re fucking mine tonight,” Larka whispered, then straddled Jenna’s face, grinding down until her pussy sealed over Jenna’s mouth, thighs like iron on either side. Jenna licked, not gentle, not even careful—she wanted to taste everything, wanted to suck Larka’s clit until it went numb, wanted to swallow every drop.

The world contracted to heat and wet and the salt-sting of sweat in her eyes. Larka rocked back and forth, riding Jenna’s tongue, her own hands pinching her nipples so hard the tips went purple. Milk dripped down, mixing with Jenna’s spit, pooling on her tongue.

Jenna reached up, grabbed Larka’s ass, pulled her closer. Larka moaned, a deep, guttural sound, then came, the orgasm so violent she nearly crushed Jenna’s skull. Jenna didn’t stop; she lapped at the aftershocks, licked every wrinkle and fold, drank every drop.

When Larka finally rolled off, she was shaking, hands digging into the hay, gasping for air. Jenna was no better, her face smeared with milk and blood, her hair plastered to her forehead. Her own pussy throbbed, hungry, the need not even slightly diminished.

She turned, found Larka’s hand, and guided it between her legs again. Larka laughed, low and dark, and obliged, this time slower, more deliberate. She worked her fingers in circles, teased the swollen lips, then pushed in again, knuckles deep. Jenna came almost immediately, the orgasm tearing through her like a live wire. She screamed, milk fountaining from her nipples, soaking Larka’s hand, her own belly, the straw beneath them.

The barn was a riot of sound and motion. Two pens down, a pair of hucows fucked with a violence that bordered on brutality—one riding the other’s face, fists twisted in hair, bodies slick and shining in the artificial moonlight. Across the way, a cluster of three took turns, each mounting the next, a daisy chain of tongues and fingers and desperate, endless need.

Handlers circled, sometimes stopping to observe, sometimes intervening if things got out of hand. One handler, a tall woman with silver stripes on her sleeves, watched Jenna and Larka with a look that was part fascination, part clinical detachment. She filmed the entire scene, eyes never leaving the knot of bodies as they bucked and writhed.

Jenna lost track of time. The rut protocol made minutes into hours, hours into one long, continuous now. She and Larka fucked, then napped in a tangle, then fucked again. Sometimes Larka took her from behind, grabbing her hips and ramming in hard enough to bruise. Sometimes Jenna pinned Larka, biting down on the thick curve of her breast, milking her until both of them were covered in white.

They spoke only in grunts and single words, most of them curses or animal noises. If they needed more, they just took it.

By midnight, Jenna was exhausted, the muscles of her thighs twitching uncontrollably. She lay on her back, panting, watching the slow drift of the artificial clouds across the domed ceiling. Larka was next to her, arms folded under her head, one leg thrown over Jenna’s hips. Their bodies were fused together by sweat and milk and the sticky remnants of a dozen orgasms.

That was when Jenna felt it—a new heat, different from the chemical urgency of the rut. It started low, in the deepest part of her belly, then spread upward, a slow, rolling burn. She looked down and saw her abdomen, already a little swollen, the skin stretched and flushed. She pressed her hand to it, and the movement triggered a soft chime from the collar at her throat.

The word BRED pulsed blue, then was joined by a new word, blinking in green: CONFIRMED.

Larka saw it and grinned, rolling over to kiss Jenna on the mouth, slow and wet.

“Looks like you took,” she said, voice barely more than a rasp.

Jenna tried to laugh, but the effort was too much. She just lay there, milk still leaking from her tits, belly warm, body spent but finally, completely satisfied.

Around them, the barn was quieter now, the other hucows collapsed in heaps, the air thick with sleep and the scent of rut. Jenna closed her eyes, Larka’s arm tight around her waist, and let herself drift into the soft, blank peace of exhaustion.

The last thing she heard was the distant, echoing sound of the rut alarm cycling down, the handlers moving through the aisles, resetting the pens for morning.

When she woke, she was still pregnant, still leaking, still clinging to Larka. And for the first time, the future didn’t scare her.
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Jenna woke in the half-light, belly pressed against Larka’s flank, the weight of her own breasts like sacks of clay fused to her chest. The rut protocol had faded, but its aftershocks lingered in her muscles, a deep, delicious ache that mapped every nerve from neck to pussy. She could still taste Larka’s sweat on her tongue, the tang of blood on her lips, the slow seep of milk crusting her nipples to the pad beneath her.

The collar at her throat pulsed a faint blue. BRED, it read, in blocky capitals, and beneath it, still blinking in fresh green, the word CONFIRMED. There was no ambiguity now; her body had crossed some invisible threshold, sealed into its new function by chemistry and ceremony and the remorseless logic of the Farm.

The Night Barn stank of it. Of milk, of ozone, of the pheromonal haze that hung over every rut. The other hucows sprawled in heaps across the straw, some still twitching in post-orgasmic spasm, others snoring in bovine contentment, their bellies rising and falling in synchrony. She felt, for the first time, like one of them—not an imposter, not a test subject, but a cell in the organism, the animal in its proper place.

A klaxon buzzed, low and slow, summoning the herd to consciousness. Jenna rolled over, careful not to jostle Larka—no, not Larka anymore, she remembered, but Hailey, the name stitched now in block white on the armband at her bicep. Hailey snorted awake, blinked, then fixed Jenna with a lazy, lopsided grin.

“Up, cow,” she said, her voice a gravelly ruin. “Big day.”

Jenna smirked, wiped the congealed milk from her collar, and let herself be herded toward the pen gates. The handlers were already waiting: three in full white, two in black, each with their faces occluded behind flat, mirrored shields. One handler scanned her collar, then jerked a thumb toward the far end of the barn, where a fresh set of doors gleamed under the sodium lamps.

The herd moved as one, corralled by memory and the residual haze of the rut. Jenna found herself in the center, flanked by Hailey and a squat, dark-skinned hucow with a barcode tattooed under her left tit. The air in the corridor was cold, the floor sticky underfoot, every step echoing with the animal noise of the herd.

They stopped at a station of showers—more like a decontamination bay, with a row of nozzles set shoulder-high and a slatted drain beneath. The water hit her skin with a shock, sluicing away the milk, the sweat, the residue of rut. The handlers watched, impassive, as the hucows scrubbed themselves raw, fingers digging at every crack and fold. When the last of the foam had run clear, the handlers tossed them towels, then lined them up for inspection.

Jenna’s body was a new thing. The swell of her belly was subtle, just a bulge above her pubic bone, but the weight of it was electric. Her breasts had gone taut and heavy, the veins roped blue beneath the skin, the nipples dark and swollen as thumbtips. She cupped them, marveling at their strangeness, the sense of density, of purpose. She ran a finger along the line of her collar, felt the heat of the branding beneath.

The handler in black approached, a pair of surgical gloves snapping over her hands.

“Arms up,” she said.

Jenna complied. The handler spread a clear, viscous gel across her chest and abdomen, smoothing it in with slow, deliberate strokes. The touch was neither rough nor gentle, just efficient, as if she were being prepped for surgery or sacrifice. The gel dried to a lacquered shine, sealing her skin in a perfect, airless coat.

The rest of the herd received the same treatment. When they were finished, the handlers guided them down a new corridor, narrower than the last, lined with mirrors on both sides. Jenna caught sight of herself as she passed: the gleaming skin, the blank, hungry stare, the word BRED throbbing at her throat. She looked like a statue, a fetish, a sacred cow.

The corridor ended in a set of double doors, flanked by two handlers in black. Above the doors, a display scrolled a single phrase in slow, deliberate capitals:

MILKING CHAPEL – PRIME CYCLE

The doors swung open, and the herd was ushered inside.

The Chapel was nothing like the barns. It was vast, columned, the roof lost in the haze above. The floor was a mosaic of white tile, each square etched with the sigil of the program—a stylized udder, four teardrops arranged in a cruciform. Along the sides, pews of stainless steel and resin were filled with hucows in every phase of gestation: some heavily pregnant, some still flat-bellied, some with their calves suckling at their breasts or their laps. They watched in perfect silence as the new herd filed in, their eyes wide and unblinking.

At the far end of the Chapel, a raised dais waited, flanked by two massive, arched windows. The windows were opaque, but Jenna knew what lay beyond them: the endless, electrified forest, the perimeter of the Farm, the world that might as well be a different planet. Centered on the dais was a rig: a padded kneeler, a pair of steel restraints, and a set of milking cups arrayed like the heads of some ancient god.

Jenna’s knees went weak. She’d heard rumors of the Chapel—mostly from Larka, in the pre-Hailey days—but nothing had prepared her for the reality. The air in the room was ionized, heavy with pheromone and the ghost of a thousand cycles. She could hear her own heartbeat in her ears, the rush of blood, the slap of her feet against the tile.

They led her, and the rest of the new herd, to a holding pen at the base of the dais. Hailey lingered behind, her eyes fixed on the rig, a faint smile on her lips.

“Don’t fuck it up,” she mouthed, then slipped away, vanishing into a side corridor.

The Ceremony began with a chime: a single, resonant note that filled the entire Chapel, vibrating Jenna’s bones. The lights dimmed, and a row of handlers entered from a side door, moving in perfect synchrony. They were dressed in black robes, their faces hidden behind blank white masks. Each carried a small, metal bowl.

The handlers approached the pen, and one by one, they painted the gelled hucows with a thin, iridescent oil. The oil shimmered in the light, highlighting every curve, every ripple of muscle or fat. The handlers moved with ritual precision, their hands gliding over breasts, bellies, thighs, as if consecrating them for slaughter.

Jenna’s turn came. The handler’s hands were cold and impersonal, but the oil tingled where it touched her skin, raising gooseflesh along her arms. The handler paused at Jenna’s belly, pressing two fingers into the slight swell just above her pubic bone.

“Prime,” the handler said, voice muffled by the mask.

The word echoed through the Chapel. The pews shifted, a ripple of attention moving through the ranks of the pregnant herd. Jenna felt her face flush, a surge of pride and terror knotting in her chest.

The handlers finished their work, then retreated to the edges of the dais. The chime sounded again, and the pen opened. Jenna was the first to step forward, the oil slick under her feet, the scent of it sharp and mineral. She mounted the dais, every step a benediction, every breath a prayer.

At the kneeler, she paused. There was no need for direction; her body knew what to do. She knelt, the padded bench yielding to her knees, her thighs spreading wide to accommodate the rig. She placed her hands on the rests, palms up, and bowed her head.

A handler approached, this one taller than the rest, hands encased in black latex. He positioned her arms, tightened the restraints, then affixed the suction cups to her nipples. The cups were larger than the ones in the stanchions, their insides lined with a soft, vibrating mesh. When the handler activated them, they latched on with a force that made Jenna gasp.

The first pulse of suction was gentle, almost a caress. The second was brutal, yanking her nipples deep into the cups, stretching them to the limit. Milk flowed instantly, filling the cups in fat, opaque dribbles. The rig was equipped with a digital readout; Jenna watched, dazed, as her output ticked upward: 12ml, 29ml, 57ml in the first thirty seconds.

The handler adjusted the rig, spreading Jenna’s knees even wider, angling her pelvis forward. Another handler—this one female, her eyes visible through the slits in the mask—approached with a small, metal wand. She pressed it to Jenna’s belly, just above the pubic bone, and activated it.

A flash of heat, a burst of ozone, and then a sizzle of pain. Jenna bit her tongue, tasted blood, but didn’t cry out. The handler withdrew the wand, and Jenna looked down to see a fresh mark on her skin: an iridescent sigil, the same as the tiles on the floor. LactoMark, she realized, the brand of the Prime Breeder.

The pain faded to a dull throb, replaced by a giddy, electric pride. She was marked now, not just in function but in flesh. She belonged.

The chime sounded a third time, signaling the next phase. The milkers ramped up, the suction now savage, the cups filling faster than the pumps could drain them. Jenna’s breasts ached, her nipples numb, but she didn’t resist. She held her pose, back arched, head bowed, hands open in supplication.

A voice crackled over the intercom, amplified to fill the Chapel. It was the Overseer, or perhaps just his ghost, the syllables clipped and sexless.

“Specimen seventy-two. Swear fealty to the Program.”

Jenna hesitated. Her mind flickered, then blanked. She tried to remember the script, the words she’d heard whispered in the dorms.

“I… I swear,” she began, voice shaking, “to submit my body and will to the Program. To serve as breeder, feeder, mother, and vessel. To give milk, and seed, and life, until I am no longer required.”

A silence, so total it rang in her ears.

“Compliance confirmed,” the voice said. “Prime Breeder. Begin Cycle.”

The rig responded instantly. The suction cups pulsed in a new rhythm, alternating short, sharp draws with long, deep pulls. Jenna’s pussy clenched, the sensation traveling up her spine, flooding her brain with white noise. Milk spurted from her nipples, the cups overflowing, the excess running down her chest and pooling in the hollow of her collarbone.

The audience of hucows watched, rapt. Some stroked their own bellies, others reached up to touch their breasts, as if imagining the suction, the mark, the pride. Jenna met their eyes, one by one, and saw not pity but longing, envy, the raw animal hunger of the herd.

At the edge of the Chapel, a glass-walled control booth overlooked the dais. Inside, Hailey stood at a console, her arms folded, her own breasts swaddled in a milking harness. Wires trailed from the harness to the control panel; Hailey’s face was neutral, unreadable, but her eyes glittered with satisfaction.

Jenna locked eyes with her, and Hailey raised two fingers in salute.

The Ceremony ended as abruptly as it had begun. The milkers released her nipples with a pop, the restraints disengaged, and the handlers helped her to her feet. Her legs shook, the oil running in streaks down her thighs. She stood, blinking, as the herd erupted in applause—an uncoordinated, animal thunder that shook the tiles and echoed off the stone.

The handlers led her down the dais, past the kneeling rows of hucows, each one craning for a better look at the mark, the breasts, the woman who’d just become their future.

At the exit, a girl waited. She was small, slight, her jumpsuit two sizes too big, her hair shorn to the scalp. Her collar was blank, her eyes enormous and glassy with terror. She stared at Jenna, then at the mark on her belly, then back to Jenna. Her lips moved, forming a question she was too scared to ask.

Jenna stopped, squared her shoulders, and stared back.

“You’ll be fine,” she said, her voice low and certain. “Just let it happen.”

The girl nodded, and Jenna saw the flicker of something in her face—a spark, a seed, the first inkling of acceptance.

Jenna moved past, into the corridor, the oil drying on her skin, the pain of the brand already fading to memory. She could hear the herd behind her, the lowing, the laughter, the pulse of the future.

She walked, and with every step, she felt the word BRED burn hotter at her throat, the LactoMark shimmering above her womb. She was Prime now, and the world—this world—belonged to her.
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Day 21.

Jenna woke to the familiar throb in her breasts, the now-constant damp at her collarbone, and the pressure in her lower belly that had long since turned from novel to merely insistent. The air of the dormitory was thick with the sour-sweet scent of overnight milk, but also the humid, yeasty musk of animal bodies at capacity. She rolled onto her back and watched, for a while, the trickle of white that ran from her nipple down the side of her tit, then off the curve of her ribs onto the plastic sheeting of the cot. Her belly heaved when she laughed—it always did now—but the absurdity of it never quite faded: she was, finally, the prime cow, and there was nothing left in her life but to be full, and emptied, and full again.

She had stopped wearing anything to sleep. Clothes were pointless; they only wicked up the milk, stuck to her skin, and left her shivering when the alarms sounded in the early morning. She’d gotten used to the chill, the sticky-dry crackle that formed at her areolae, the inevitable damp between her legs. She’d even grown used to the stares, the reverent hunger from the other hucows, the way the younger girls would cluster at the foot of her cot at dawn, wide-eyed and silent, waiting for her to stand and stretch and drip the first mouthfuls onto her own belly.

Somewhere, deep in the compound, the shift change klaxon blared its morning note. Jenna sat up, wiping the crust from her eyes with the heel of her palm, and pushed herself upright. The motion made her tits sway dangerously, a two-second pendulum before gravity reasserted its grip and sent a fresh gush down her chest. She cupped her breasts, holding them for just a moment, feeling the heavy, electric fullness inside. They were at least twice the size they’d been at intake, but it was more than simple bulk; the flesh was dense, vascular, the nipples swollen and hyperpigmented. Each weighed at least five kilos, and the pain of it was as much a part of her as her name.

She found her slippers under the cot, then stood, stretching her arms overhead. The stretch was necessary—her shoulders ached constantly now, the pectorals knotted and thick from the relentless cycle of production and expulsion. The word BRED, still clear and clean at her throat, caught the first blue light of the morning. Beneath it, the LactoMark gleamed on her belly: a blue-tinged sigil, like the corporate logo of a forgotten god, bracketed above the sharp round of her womb. She ran her thumb over it, feeling the faint, raised heat of the brand.

The dorm was mostly quiet, but at the far end, two girls were already up, muttering in low voices. Jenna recognized them by silhouette: Marcy, with the barcode, and the new one, the tiny mouse with the shorn hair and the air of perpetual confusion. She watched them for a moment, the way they clustered together, the nervous way the new girl pressed her knees together even when sitting, as if she could still make herself smaller. There was always one like that—intake never failed to send a few softies, the kind who’d gotten this far by being invisible, by ducking every cull and selection. Jenna felt a surprising, sharp pang of affection.

She padded to the sink, sluiced her face with cold water, and let her tits dangle in the basin for a moment, watching the thin jets of milk spatter against the metal. The pain of release was exquisite—almost sexual, in a way she would never have admitted before—and when she finished, she shook her head, scattering droplets across the plastic curtain. Her hair was long now, unmanageable, but they liked it that way. She twisted it into a sloppy bun and secured it with a tie from the tray.

At the foot of her cot, someone had left a fresh jumpsuit, this one cut even lower than the last, the panels around the chest almost an afterthought. She pulled it on, relishing the way the cool synthetic clung to her skin, then zipped it to just above the mark. Her nipples, already hard, poked through the fabric like two blunt, angry fingers.

She was about to head for the yard when a handler appeared at the door—a new one, in deep blue, with a badge she didn’t recognize. The handler scanned the room, then fixed on Jenna, and beckoned her with a gloved finger.

“Prime. Intake bay, please. Now.”

Jenna shrugged, as if to say: What else am I good for? She followed the handler down the corridor, through two security doors, then into a part of the compound she’d only seen in glimpses during transport: the Initiation Suite.

The suite was colder than the rest of the Farm, the air recirculated through a battery of hospital-grade filters, the lighting cranked to surgical white. The walls were lined with racks of vacuum-sealed supplies, and in the center of the room stood a single rig—a milking stand, but more elaborate than any Jenna had used. It was all gleaming steel, padded restraints, and a set of suction cups so large they looked almost cartoonish.

The handler gestured to a plastic chair near the wall.

“Wait here,” she said. “You’re mentoring today.”

Mentoring. Jenna grinned, then bit the inside of her cheek to hide it. She had known, in a vague way, that this day would come; the older girls always talked about it, the pride and the terror of walking a rookie through the first milking. But she’d never expected to be picked so soon, or to feel so absurdly honored.

She sat, and waited.

It was only a minute before the door opened again, this time admitting a girl who was, if possible, even more fragile than Jenna had first guessed. She was tiny, her wrists lost in the cuffs of a pale hospital gown, her hair in a jagged pixie cut that looked like it had been done with safety scissors. Her face was bloodless, eyes enormous, the pupils so dark they seemed to swallow the room. She shuffled in, then froze, staring at the rig as if it were an instrument of torture.

The handler guided her to the stand, but the girl dug in her heels, her whole body a study in flinch.

“I—I’m not supposed to be here,” she said. Her voice was high, almost childish, the words breaking at the edges. “There’s a mistake, I’m not—I can’t—”

Jenna stood, crossed the room, and crouched to meet the girl’s gaze.

“Hey,” she said, soft as she could make it. “It’s okay. Everyone starts this way.”

The girl shook her head, mouth twisting.

“I’m not like you,” she whispered. “I can’t—I don’t even have—” She glanced down at her own chest, then away, mortified.

Jenna smiled, not unkindly. The girl’s breasts were small, barely a handful, the areolae pale and flat against the skin.

“That’s how it starts,” Jenna said. She reached out, took the girl’s hand, and placed it gently on her own, monstrous tit. “You grow. Fast.”

The handler, clearly impatient, gestured again at the stand. Jenna nodded, and together they led the girl to the rig, guiding her up onto the padded step and into position. The girl trembled the whole time, her arms shaking, her knees threatening to buckle.

Jenna worked by memory. She unfastened the gown, let it drop to the girl’s waist, and surveyed the territory. The nipples were almost invisible, just faint, pink dots on white. She thought, for a moment, of her own first time, the way she’d cried when they’d clamped the suction on, how she’d leaked for an hour straight and then slept for twelve.

She leaned in, kept her voice low.

“This part is cold,” she said. “You get used to it.”

She took a packet of gel from the tray, ripped it open with her teeth, and squeezed a dollop onto her fingers. The gel was icy, the shock making the girl yelp, but Jenna worked it in with slow, circular motions, massaging until the skin puckered and the areolae flushed with new blood. When the nipples finally rose, Jenna felt a stupid surge of pride.

“See?” she said, flashing a grin. “Almost there.”

She turned to the suction cups. These were bigger than the ones on her own rig, the inner surfaces lined with soft, flexible spikes that were meant to stimulate a higher yield. She held the cup in her left hand, the base in her right, and eased it over the girl’s breast with a gentle, steady pressure. The fit was loose at first—there was barely enough mass to fill the cup—but as the vacuum sealed, the breast mushroomed inside, swelling and reddening as the blood rushed in. The nipple elongated, pale at first, then darkening as the suction intensified.

The girl gasped, the sound halfway between pain and surprise.

Jenna stroked her hair, murmured, “You’re okay. You’re doing perfect.”

The second cup went on easier. The girl was already panting, her hands gripping the edge of the stand so hard her knuckles shone white. The rig beeped, the pumps started up, and the rhythm began: slow, steady pulses, each drawing a fraction of a millimeter more flesh into the chamber. Jenna could see the girl’s whole body tense with each cycle, her knees locked, her back bowed, the sweat breaking out along her temples.

She waited for the inevitable. It always happened around the two-minute mark, the point where the nerves went from shock to a kind of desperate, aching pleasure. Sure enough, the girl’s breathing changed—her chest heaved, her toes curled, and a wet, helpless whine escaped her lips.

“Hurts,” she said, eyes squeezed shut.

“I know,” Jenna said. “It gets better.”

The first droplets appeared almost instantly. At first, they were clear, just a bead of lymph at the nipple, but within seconds, the drops turned milky, then white, and then they ran in thin, trembling lines down the inside of the cup. The rig chimed approval. On the control panel, the digital readout flashed: YIELD DETECTED.

The girl made a sound—more animal than human—and sagged against the stand, her face red, the tears streaming down her cheeks. Jenna stroked her shoulder, then leaned in, mouth close to the girl’s ear.

“It’s a lot at first,” she said. “But you’ll love being full.”

The girl shuddered, then nodded, her body relaxing a fraction. The cups continued their work, the suction now tuned to the girl’s letdown rhythm, the streams of milk running faster, pooling at the base of the rig.

Jenna watched, feeling both old and impossibly young, as the girl went from terror to a kind of slack, stunned bliss. She remembered it, the way the body gave up, the way the pain dulled, the way the milk just kept coming until you forgot anything else had ever mattered.

When the cycle ended, the handler detached the cups, and the girl slumped to her knees, trembling, her tits glistening with milk and gel. Jenna knelt beside her, draped an arm around her shoulders, and whispered, “You did perfect.”

The girl didn’t speak, but she nodded, her face pressed to Jenna’s arm, tears and milk smeared in equal measure.

Jenna held her there, cradling the girl against her side, and thought: This is what it means to be Prime. To lead them to the rig, to teach them that there was no shame, only function, only the endless, perfect cycle of production.

She stroked the girl’s hair, rocking her gently, and waited for her to stop shaking.

Outside, the day had started in earnest, the compound alive with the sound of pumps and alarms and the lowing of the herd. But inside the suite, Jenna sat, full and proud, holding the next generation close.

She bent, kissed the girl’s cheek, and murmured, “Welcome home.”
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Hucow for the Cause (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

From Book 1
She signed up to serve her country. She didn’t know she'd be milked for it.

When Trina volunteers for a secret military program, she expects tough training and
discipline—but not the relentless, humiliating transformation into  hucow. Under the
cold eyes of Dr. Lancaster and the predatory stares of hardened soldiers, her body is
pushed to ts limits, swollen with more than just patriotism. The injections awaken
desires she can't control, and soon Trina is begging for more than just her next milking
session. As her resistance crumbles, will she lose herself entirely in the name of duty?

410,000+ word steamy, dark hucow erotica featuring military dominance, medical
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From Book 1
She signed up for a research study. She never expected to lose herself init.

When Brittany Wells steps into the prestigious Midas Center, she thinks she knows what

AT R T BB AL i octtng into—an excusiv, highly experimental program promising fe-changing
results. But Dr. Calloway has bigger plans for her. Under his expert guidance, Britany's

HU( Ow body begins to transform, her senses heightened, her desires rewired. With every clinical
touch, every whispered command, she sinks deeper into the role he's shaping for her.
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CLARA BELLE The further she falls, the more she craves—until she's willing to do anything to satisfy the
‘aching need building inside her. But is she ready for the final stage?
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Angel's Rest Hucow Ranch (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

From Book 1
She came looking for refuge. She found something far more intoxi

ting.

Stranded and desperate, Mary Wilkins stumbles upon Angel's Rest Ranch, expecting
shelter and kindness. Instead, she finds Ezekiel—a rugged rancher with a secret unlike
anything she's ever imagined. This Isn't just a ranch. Its a place where women are
transformed, trained, and cherished as prized hucows.

Ezekiel sees something in Mary—something ripe for awakening. With firm hands and a
knowing touch, he offers her a cholce: fight what she's becoming or surrender to the
resistible pleasure of being milked, mastered, and utterly claimed
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The Pharm: Project Hucow (4 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

A desperate need for money leads Emily to sign up for an experimental study at a
mysterious lab called The Pharm. What begins as a simple medical trial quickly spirals Into
something far more intense than she ever imagined. As Emily's body undergoes strange
transformations, she finds herself both horrified and aroused by the extreme procedures
and the dominant doctors running the experiments.

With her curves growing and her desires heightening, Emily is forced to confront her
deepest cravings—while the line between pleasure and control blurs. Is she ready to
embrace her new identity as the perfect HUCOW, or will the relentless tests and her
escalating desire push her too far?
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Havenwood Hucow Clinic (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

From Book 1
Struggling with debt, Emma enters Havenwood Clinic's cliical trial, expecting a simple
medical study. Instead, she's thrust into a world of intense transformation, guided by the
commanding Dr. Laine and the alluring Nurse Mira. As her body swells and her inhibitions
fade, Emma discovers the thrilling mix of submission and pleasure in her new role.

A 15,000-word hucow erotica featuring dominant doctors, steamy medical procedures,
ABF, Humiliation, and Emma's journey Into a creamy, sensual awakening
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The Hucows of Dairyland Farms (2 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author), Clara Belle (Author)

Welcome to Dairyland Farms, a secluded retreat where fantasies come to lfe and desires
know o bounds. Owned and operated by the ruggedly handsome and commanding
Farmer Jack, Dairyland is no ordinary farm—it' a haven for women seeking
transformation, freedom, and ultimate fulfllment

Each standalone book in The Hucows of Dairyland explores the sensual journeys of
women who find themselves drawn to this mysterious farm, where they are invited to
embrace ther inner hucow. Through milking sessions, intimate breeding encounters, and
the tender yet dominant care of Farmer Jack, these women discover pleasures they never
imagined and a new sense of purpose.





