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She lay on a cold floor, metal biting at her wrists as the night crept in. Shadows stretched out impossibly large, the walls of the saloon and barn leaning in as if the whole world was a single, crushing point. Mary jolted awake, struggling against bindings that were little more than tangled sheets, the thunder of heavy boots and the muffled groans of straining rope. Yet even under the weak light of day, it all returned. Her mornings were drawn-out suffocations, the air too heavy to breathe yet too fleeting to carry her screams.

Her nights belonged to the dark. They gathered about her, looming like the ranch hands whose faces she never caught a clear glimpse of. Only the sudden flare of their cigarettes—a halo of smoke and malice—and the deep rumble of voices reminded her that she was not free. Mary twisted against her restraints, feeling the biting scratch of rope as calloused hands tightened it. In another moment she was passed from one rough hand to another, a different sneer, a burst of harsh laughter echoing the last until all she could recall was the cramped hold of a rattling wagon and the stuttering gleam of lantern light on an endless, barren trail.

“Stop struggling, you’ll come to like it soon enough.”

She felt those words more than heard them, felt the sting of leather against her skin, the dull impact of her body colliding with cold metal, splintered wood, and hard-packed earth. It happened repeatedly—a cycle as savage as the touch of those hands, until even her own skin felt alien. Mary screamed, but no sound emerged, only the overwhelming rush of blood in her ears and the relentless throb of the carriage’s wheels. Only the frantic pounding of her heart remained—a ceaseless rhythm that drowned out all else.

“Too pretty to leave behind. We’re gonna have some fun.”

Each new shadow promised another long night of captivity, a cycle of fear, futile hope, and despair that seemed endless. Mary drifted above it all, detached from her own body as she caught sight of a thin sliver of moonlight sneaking through a broken window; the only light she’d see until dawn. Until she could take no more, until she wished her very existence were erased. Until they dragged her back in.

A shift in the clamor of the wheels signaled a change in location: a weathered barn, a dank cellar, a homestead with rusted implements in the yard and peeling paint that crumbled like the remnants of her resolve. It mattered little. There was always rope, always rough men, always the agony of harsh touches and jeering laughter—voices that crawled through her mind like insects, like dirt. The wagon creaked on, her prison more mobile than her very self, the endless trail echoing inside her like a strangled cry. It was as if her past, present, and future had all been bound by the same unforgiving knot.

Mary sprang awake, breathless, as every shadow seemed to creep closer. With a wild kick against the sheets, she felt them tighten and then drop away—just like the life she once believed she knew. Her heart hammered frantically against her chest. Sitting up, she gasped, the taste of dust and old nightmares on her tongue, her eyes wide yet empty in the pale early morning. Her breaths came shallow and sharp, and a familiar dread clawed up from the pit of her stomach. It was only a dream—a lingering memory. But memories, she had learned, could wound just as deeply.

The mattress felt strange beneath her, and the barn itself loomed like a cage no different from any other place she’d suffered. She trembled, drenched in sweat, as the room spun, each angle and every edge seeming to sharpen and threaten, as if the very walls bore teeth. Like those long ago in that confining wagon, she was once again a captive passenger.

Mary shut her eyes, desperate to block it all out, yet the darkness only deepened her torment. Forcing herself from the bed, every step was as uncertain as the tremor in her voice had once been, each movement a silent rebellion against the weight of her own skin. The barn’s thin air did nothing to ease her ragged breaths. Instead, she concentrated on the creak of the wooden floor beneath her feet, the friction of coarse wool against her skin as she dressed—any sensation but the suffocating memories of that endless night.

She tried to stitch some semblance of routine into the void where fear had taken root, hoping it might break the hold it had on her. But every simple task only yanked her further back, until even the most mundane actions seemed insurmountable. The splash of cold water on her face recalled the chill of metal, of hard earth, of those wagon beds that had come to know her far too well. The distant laughter of other girls, floating through the barn like a cruel reminder, resonated with the taunts of Cole’s men—unrepentant, as constant as the crackle of a fire in a tin can and the sizzle of smoke.

Breakfast was a single piece of hard bread, offered by rough hands she did not recognize. The bite lodged in her throat, as dense and immovable as the oppressive silence. She let it fall to the ground, unmoved by its waste, fully aware that nothing here ever truly mattered. Not her, not her spirit, not the fear that surged like a river swollen by rain.

The walk to the milking shed was an eternity compressed into heartbeats. Mary’s body moved on autopilot while her mind remained shackled in the past. The other girls passed her by, their fresh laughter and clear voices forming a world apart from the weary, measured pace she maintained. A world utterly separate from her own.

Inside, Ezekiel waited, his eyes soft with unspoken understanding yet limited by their own sorrow. He beckoned her to a stool, but Mary hesitated, the pause stretching until it nearly transformed into sound. Until she had no choice but to yield.

“Take your time,” he said, though even his words carried the weight of chains.

She sat, fighting to steady the tremor in her hands, trying to command her body to perform the ritual it had done countless times before. It refused her, muscles locked and unresponsive, her skin feeling as fragile as paper. Mary bit her lip until it bled, tasting iron that was both harsh and real. She clung to the pain, letting it anchor her to the present, pulling her through each dreadful moment.

The rhythmic pull and squeeze of Ezekiel’s hands should have soothed her, yet to Mary they were just another reminder of that relentless cycle—another series of rough hands, binding ropes, and jeering voices that she could never quite escape. Her breath hitched with every rise and fall, every inhale and exhale, as though she were still held captive. As though she were still theirs.

The scent of raw milk hung in the air, but for Mary it was overpowered by the tang of gasoline and the acrid smoke of cigarettes. Each whiff unwound another thread of her sanity, pulling her back to that era of confinement, back to her own undoing.

Time became a blur—a morning bleeding indistinguishably into the next until Mary could no longer mark the difference between them. Each day ushered in more nightmares, more fitful awakenings, and that ceaseless, unyielding dread that she could never quite swallow.

Ezekiel watched as the light of morning stretched lazily into the afternoon. His hands—large, yet tender—remained with hers for as long as possible, but still the feeling of abandonment gnawed at her. She remained isolated, adrift in her despair.

“Do you want to talk about it?” he asked, the helplessness in his voice as plain as day.

“I don’t know how,” she murmured, her words as delicate and fleeting as a wisp of smoke vanishing into nothing.

He paused, allowing the silence between them to speak volumes.

“I’ll listen, if you do.”

She nodded, though the gesture felt like surrender—a silent concession as the words warred within her, desperate to break free.

Another night followed, another nightmare—a never-ending darkness where waking seemed an illusion. That time, the floor was the thin sheets, the creaking wagon, and the crushing universe; and the voices were all her own. Mary struggled, screamed in silent terror, felt the inevitable pull of despair, and then drifted into a blur of daylight where even brightness was a cruel mirage.

Ezekiel was there when she finally stirred. He helped her to her feet, gently wiping the sweat from her brow with hands that understood their own limitations.

“Mary,” he said softly, her name falling like a prayer—both tender and tragically ineffectual. “Mary, please.”

But Mary could not answer. Her voice, like the rest of her, was as delicate and fragile as the very air she fought to breathe.

Cole's cruelty had left an indelible mark on Mary's psyche, one that would take a lifetime to heal if it ever could. The scars ran  deep, as much a part of her as the blood in her veins. She drifted through the days in a haze, her spirit as fractured as the shattered remnants of her former self.

But even in the darkest depths of despair, a flicker of something else took root within Mary—a tiny ember of defiance that refused to be extinguished. It was a feeling she dared not name, lest it vanish like mist beneath the rising sun. Yet it persisted, growing stronger with each passing day, fueled by the injustice she had endured and the knowledge that Cole still roamed free.
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Mary's defiance grew, fed by the injustice she had endured and the knowledge that Cole still roamed free. She began to challenge Ezekiel's gentle guidance, her fractured spirit yearning for something more than mere survival.

"Why should I keep going through the motions?" she demanded one morning, her voice raw with anguish. "Why should I pretend that any of this matters when it's all just a lie?"

Ezekiel faltered, his own scars flashing in his eyes. "Because," he said softly, "if you don't, then they win. Cole and his men—they've already taken so much from you. Don't let them take your fight too."

Mary scoffed bitterly. "My fight? What good has fighting ever done me? It only led me here, broken and alone."

"But you're not alone," Ezekiel insisted. "You have me, and you have the strength within you to keep going, no matter how hard it gets."

Mary turned away, her body trembling with barely contained rage and despair. "I don't know if I can do this anymore," she whispered, her words cracking like shards of glass.

Ezekiel reached out, his hand hovering uncertainly  before settling on her shoulder. "Then let me help you," he said quietly. "Let me be your strength when yours runs out."

Mary stiffened beneath his touch, torn between the desperate need for comfort and the fear of being vulnerable again. But as Ezekiel's fingers curled gently around her arm, she felt a small part of herself begin to thaw—a tiny spark of trust rekindling in the ashes of her shattered world.

She closed her eyes, surrendering to the warmth of his embrace even as tears spilled down her cheeks. For a moment, she allowed herself to believe that maybe—just maybe—she could find a way out of this darkness after all.

But as quickly as it had come, the ephemeral sense of hope evaporated like mist under the scorching sun. Mary pulled away from Ezekiel's arms, her expression hardening into a mask of icy determination.

"No," she said firmly. "I can't keep pretending that everything will be alright if I just wait long enough. I need to do something—to fight back against Cole and all those who think they can hurt women like me without consequence."

Ezekiel's heart sank at her words, but he knew better than to try to dissuade her. Instead, he simply nodded solemnly.

"If that's what you feel you must do," he said quietly, "then I'll stand by your side every step of the way."

Ezekiel led her to the rusted oil drum at the edge of the pasture, its belly scorched black from decades of burning secrets. Kneeling, he pried up a loose slab of concrete beneath it, revealing a cavity where shadows clung like lichen. From the void, he withdrew a cloth bundle, its folds stiff with grease and age. When he unknotted it, the revolver gleamed dully in the low light—a .38 Special, its barrel pocked with use, its grip wrapped in fraying tape the color of dried blood.

“It’s not salvation,” he warned, placing it in her palms as if handing over a relic. “But it’s a voice.”

The weight surprised her. Cold, yes, but solid—an anchor in the form of iron. She traced the notches carved into the handle, each a tiny grave. Ezekiel’s calloused thumb brushed hers as he adjusted her grip, his breath a warm counterpoint to the metal’s chill. “Sight down the barrel like you’re staring into the truth of a thing,” he murmured. His hands lingered, steadying her tremor.

They practiced with empty chambers first. The dry clicks echoed like bone knuckles rapping on a coffin lid. Mary’s pulse thrummed in her wrists, her throat, the soft hollows behind her knees. Each mock pull of the trigger sent a jolt through her—not fear, but a molten thread of agency that coiled low in her belly. Ezekiel’s instructions blurred into a hymn: *breathe out, squeeze don’t jerk, become the silence between heartbeats*.

When he loaded a single round, the world narrowed to the curve of his shoulder behind her, the press of his chest against her back as he guided her aim at a splintered post. The shot tore through the morning, kicking her arms skyward. The recoil shuddered up her bones, vibrating in her teeth, her ribs, the wet heat between her legs. She laughed—a sharp, feral sound—as crows erupted from the nearby pines, their wings scattering the scent of cordite and turned earth.

Ezekiel stepped back, his face unreadable. “Again.”

By dusk, her hands no longer shook. The gun became an extension of her rage, her desire, the unspoken *want* that had festered beneath her skin. She reloaded with ritual precision, each snap of the cylinder a sacrament. The targets grew smaller: a knot in the wood, a shriveled apple, the glassy eye of a bottle. With every hit, she felt Cole’s specter flinch.

That night, beneath a moon veiled by smoke, Mary cornered Ezekiel in the tack room. Hay dust swirled in the lantern light as she pressed the barrel to the soft hinge of his jaw. His Adam’s  apple bobbed against the steel.

“You think I’m still broken,” she whispered, her free hand working the button of her jeans. The denim hissed open like a sigh. “You think you can *save* me.”

Ezekiel’s gaze never wavered. “I think you’re a storm wearing skin.”

She shoved him against the wall, the gun now tracing the seam of his lips. “Then taste the rain,” she breathed, hooking her thumb in her waistband. The fabric slid down, revealing the crescent of her hip, the dark delta below. Her scent mingled with gun oil—musky, dangerous, alive.

The hammer cocked. A single tear glinted on Ezekiel’s lashes as he sank to his knees. Mary gripped his hair, sights fixed on the door, on the horizon, on the ghost of Cole’s laughter dissolving in her crosshairs.

The air thickened with the tang of spent gunpowder and the sweet rot of hay as Ezekiel’s breath hitched against her. The revolver’s sight grazing Ezekiel’s temple as his mouth met her fury, her hunger, the raw scripture of her survival. Every flick of his tongue was a psalm; every gasp, a bullet chambered. His lips parted, not in prayer but in devotion to this new liturgy they were writing with their bodies. Mary’s thighs trembled, not from weakness but from the voltage of control coursing through her—a live wire connecting the steel in her hand to the heat beneath her navel. She pressed the revolver’s muzzle deeper into his cheekbone, the cold metal branding him as surely as her gaze.

His tongue was a struck match.

Every stroke ignited nerve endings she’d thought dead, sparks arcing through the ruins Cole had left. She tasted copper, realized she’d bitten her own lip, and let the blood fall onto Ezekiel’s upturned face like war paint. The lantern guttered, casting jagged shadows that slithered across his shoulders—a feral mosaic of light and flesh. His fingers dug into her hips, not to steer but to anchor, as if she might otherwise dissolve into the charged particles between them.

The hay beneath them whispered secrets as she ground against his mouth, each movement a reclamation. Her free hand fisted in his hair, yanking until his scalp burned pink, until the pain and pleasure blurred into a single hymn. Ezekiel moaned—a sound that vibrated through her core—and she rewarded him with the gun’s sight tracing the shell of his ear, a lover’s caress with teeth.

Outside, the wind sharpened itself on barbed wire, keening through the ranch’s skeletal remains. Mary’s breath came in ragged bursts, syncopated with the creak of weathered boards. She imagined Cole’s face in every shadow, his smirk dissolving as she mapped Ezekiel’s devotion with her body. The revolver’s grip grew slick, the tape peeling like a serpent shedding skin.

When the climax tore through her, it was not a surrender but a detonation. Her back arched, boot heels scoring the dirt floor as stars fractured behind her eyelids—not celestial, but the white-hot shrapnel of a grenade’s heart. Ezekiel drank her shuddering cries like sacramental wine, his throat working as if swallowing shards of her rage to keep them safe.

She collapsed against the wall, the gun slipping from her fingers to land with a thud in the straw. Ezekiel remained kneeling, his chin glistening, eyes reflecting the lantern’s dying flame. A thin line of saliva connected his lips to her bare thigh, a fragile bridge between wreckage and rebirth.

Mary reached down, her thumb smearing the wetness across his cracked lips. “Tell me,” she rasped, “do I still smell like fear?”

Ezekiel turned his face into her palm, pressing a kiss to the calluses formed from clutching survival. “You smell,” he murmured, “like a field after wildfire .”

Somewhere beyond the rotting barn walls, a coyote howled—a jagged note that hung in the air like a challenge. Mary smiled.

The coyote’s cry still hung in the air when Mary’s fingers found Ezekiel’s belt buckle, the brass cold as a spent cartridge beneath her touch. She dragged him forward by the leather strap, his knees leaving grooves in the dirt as she lowered herself before him. The revolver lay abandoned in the straw, but its presence hummed between them—a third heartbeat, a witness.

Ezekiel’s breath hitched as she peeled back the layers of his worn denim, the fabric stiff with sweat and prairie dust. Her nails scraped the tender skin of his hips, leaving crescents that bloomed like tarnished moon phases. The lantern’s flame guttered, painting his exposed flesh in lurid strokes—the ridge of his pelvis a desert mesa, the thatch of hair below a thicket of shadow.

Mary’s mouth was no sanctuary. When she took him in, it was with the precision of a blade finding its sheath. Salt and musk flooded her tongue, a taste both foreign and familiar—like licking the edge of a lightning strike. Ezekiel groaned, his hands hovering above her head as if torn between gripping her skull and shielding his face from this sacrament. She let her teeth graze him—a threat, a promise—and felt his thighs tense like bowstrings.

Hay prickled  her knees, each stalk a needle stitching her to the moment. Her pulse throbbed in sync with the vein beneath her lips, a primal rhythm that drowned out the creak of the barn’s bones. She moved with the ruthlessness of a scavenger claiming spoils, each bob of her head a reclamation. His fingers finally tangled in her hair, not guiding but clinging, as if she were the only solid thing in a world gone liquid.

A bead of sweat slid down his sternum, tracing the scar that split his chest—a pale fault line she followed with her tongue. Ezekiel’s gasp was raw, stripped of pretense, and Mary answered by swallowing him deeper, her throat flexing like a fist. The air reeked of sex and kerosene, of male musk and the iron undertone of blood still drying on her lip.

When his hips jerked, she pinned them with her palms, nails biting into the soft flesh above his groin. Control was a language they both spoke fluently now. She slowed her rhythm, drawing out each stroke until his breaths frayed into pleas. “Mary—” her name a broken  thing on his lips, half prayer, half curse.

She released him with a wet pop, her chin glistening. “Watch,” she commanded, her voice gravel and smoke. Her hand replaced her mouth, pumping in time with the coyote’s distant wail.

Her palm left his groin streaked with precome and power, the fluid gleaming like oil on a gunslinger’s rag. Rising onto her knees, she gripped Ezekiel’s throat—not to choke, but to feel the pulse fluttering against her thumb like a caged sparrow. The lantern’s dying light carved her face into a mask of angles, all sharpened cheekbones and eyes like smelted iron.

“Now,” she growled, guiding his hands to her waist, “plant yourself in me like a fucking bullet.”

Ezekiel’s fingers trembled—not from fear, but the voltage of her demand. She arched her back, presenting the sweat-slick plane of her stomach, the dark thatch below glistening like a river under midnight. His calloused palms slid up her ribs, leaving trails of fire that pooled low in her belly. When he entered her, it was with the slow, inexorable pressure of a blade sinking into wet earth.

Mary threw her head back, throat exposed to the rafters where barn swallows once nested. She welcomed the stretch, the burn—a live fuse sparking through nerve endings still raw from earlier. Ezekiel’s breath came in ragged bursts against her collarbone, his hips meeting hers with the rhythm of a hammer cocking. Each thrust carved her deeper into herself, a sculpture emerging from marble veined with gunpowder and grief.

The revolver lay forgotten, but it's specter lingered. Mary dragged her nails down Ezekiel’s back, drawing crimson hieroglyphics that told of hunger and holy war. He shuddered, teeth grazing her shoulder—not a bite, but the press of a muzzle against flesh. She answered by clamping her thighs around him, muscles rippling like a python constricting prey.

Hay clung to their sweat-slick skin, each prick a tiny martyrdom. The air thickened with the musk of their joining, a pheromonal psalm that drowned the reek of decay. Mary’s fingers found Ezekiel’s hair, yanking his head back to expose the corded tendons of his throat. “Harder,” she snarled, the word a flint strike.

He obeyed, slamming into her with a force that shook dust from the rafters. Each collision echoed through the barn—a staccato liturgy. Mary’s vision blurred at the edges, the world narrowing to the slick friction between her legs and the hot gusts of Ezekiel’s breath against her cheek. She tasted blood again—his or hers, it didn’t matter—and let it pool on her tongue like communion wine.

Mary’s fingers spidered up Ezekiel’s heaving chest, nails catching on the salt-crusted ridges of his scars. She pressed her forehead to his, their shared breath a storm front. “Enough of this softness,” she hissed, her voice a serrated edge. With a brutal twist of her hips, she dislodged him—a wet separation that left them both shuddering. The sudden emptiness between her legs felt like a chamber left unloaded.

She rolled onto hands and knees, hay spears pricking her palms. The lantern’s last gasp painted her spine in liquid gold, each vertebra a bullet casing gleaming in the gloom. Over her shoulder, she fixed Ezekiel with a look that could strip paint from a saloon door. “Fuck my ass,” she growled, “and make it hurt.”

Ezekiel’s hands hovered above her hips, trembling. Not from hesitation—from the voltage of her blasphemy. His thumb found the cleft of her, slick with the mingled proof of their combat. He pressed once, a testing push, and Mary snarled into the dirt. “Quit your fucking poetry and fuck me.”

He spat into his palm—a crude benediction—and she felt the cold slap of it against her most forbidden star. The first breach was a bayonet thrust, splitting her open with the precision of a duelist’s final strike. Mary’s knuckles whitened around fistfuls of straw, her roar swallowed by the barn’s rotting ribs. Ezekiel froze, his breath a ragged hymn against the sweat-slick small of her back.

“Move,” she barked, the word mangled by endorphins.

He obeyed in increments—shallow retreats followed by deeper incursions. Each thrust carved a fresh wound in the air, the slap of flesh echoing like a blacksmith’s hammer on hot iron. Mary’s vision swam with phosphorus bursts, pain and pleasure fusing into a molten alloy that pooled in her marrow. She reached back, fingers clawing at Ezekiel’s thigh, dragging him deeper still.

“Tear me,” she panted, “to fucking pieces.”

His hand fisted in her hair, yanking her head back as he pistoned into her—a rabid rhythm that shook splinters from the rafters. The stretch burned like a brand, every nerve ending screaming psalms. Mary’s knees skidded in the dirt, grinding against pebbles that bit like shrapnel. She welcomed the sting, each abrasion a cipher translating agony into ecstasy.

Her free hand slid the swamp of their mingled sweat, fingers leaving trails like comet tails across her quivering belly. Her middle finger found her clit and pressed with merciless precision. The dual assault of Ezekiel’s brutal pace and her own circling touch split her consciousness. Her cunt clenched around nothing, weeping onto the straw below in fat droplets that gleamed like mercury in the guttering light.

Ezekiel’s free hand found her throat, not squeezing but cradling the frantic pulse beneath her skin. His thumb pressed against her windpipe as he bent over her, teeth sinking into the meat of her shoulder.

Ezekiel’s thrusts turned jagged, his cock a hot brand in her ass. Mary answered each plunge by driving her finger deep into her pussy, the heel of her palm grinding against her clit with the relentless friction of a whetstone. Her inner walls fluttered around the intrusion—muscles spasming.

“Feel that?” she rasped, curling her finger upward to stroke the spongy ridge inside herself. Her words dissolved into a howl as Ezekiel’s hips snapped forward, his balls slapping against her dripping folds. The obscene smack of flesh on flesh merged with the wet squelch of her finger pistoning in and out, a grotesque orchestra conducted by the coyote wind whistling through the barn’s cracks.

Lantern light licked the sweat from Mary’s spine as she arched deeper into her own touch, her ass raised like a challenge. Ezekiel’s grip on her hips drew blood now—crescent wounds that wept into the creases of her thighs. She welcomed the sting, her finger hooking cruelly inside her cunt as if trying to claw out her own core. The double penetration stretched her senses thin—a parchment ready to tear. Every nerve sang with conflicting signals: the burn of violation behind, the urgent throb before, the acid-sharp pleasure where her knuckle ground against her G-spot.

Ezekiel’s groan vibrated through her bones as he felt her pussy’s juices slicking the junction where their bodies met. “Christ, Mary,” he choked, his rhythm fracturing. “You’re fucking molten.”

She answered by scissoring two fingers inside herself, the stretch drawing a wanton moan that shook dust from the rafters. Her thumb found her asshole, pressing against the stretched rim circling Ezekiel’s cock—a perverse halo. The pressure sent detonations of pain-pleasure ricocheting through her pelvis, her vision blooming with phantom gunpowder flashes.

“Nowhere left to run,” she panted, her voice raw as fresh-dug earth. Her fingers worked faster, sloppy wet sounds merging with the creak of the barn’s joists. “You’ll come in my ass while I come on my hand.”

Ezekiel’s roar erupted, savage and raw, shaking the last shards of glass from the lantern as he lost himself inside her— a surrendering  as much as a claim. His release scalded her insides like lead poured from a crucible, a molten tide that seared through her core and ignited every nerve in its path.

Mary’s body answered on instinct, her own climax detonating up her spine with the force of a dynamite charge. Fingers buried in her cunt, she rode the explosion like a bronco, thighs tensing as the shockwaves pummeled her senses. Her vision shrank to a white-hot pinprick before bursting into a kaleidoscope of shattered color, her consciousness splintering and reforming around the relentless pulses of Ezekiel’s final thrusts. She felt him spasm against her, each jerk squeezing more heat into her ass until it was a white-out. The world narrowed to the slick friction of her fingers and the scalding breadth of Ezekiel’s cock, then stretched to infinite width, her knuckle catching on the hard ridge inside her.

“Fuck!” she howled, the word stretching into a banshee keen as it left her throat. Her walls clamped around her own touch, a vise that drove her from release to something else—something wider, deeper, a new language. She was nothing but sensation now, a raw nerve singing with every wavelength of agony, ecstasy, and all the frequencies in between. Her howl dissolved into a gasping wail, and just as suddenly as it began, it was over. Limbs turned liquid beneath her, she collapsed in the dirt, Ezekiel a dead weight on top of her. Their bodies twitched in unison, too spent to even tremble, and they breathed the same ragged breath into the caverns of their collapsing lungs. Like a beast with two broken backs, they lay there, waiting for the splinters to stop shaking loose from the rafters, waiting for the edges of the world to stop reverberating around them.
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The barn breathed its death rattle through gap-toothed walls, moonlight sieving through worm-eaten boards to stripe their tangled limbs. Mary traced the topography of Ezekiel’s collarbone with a chewed thumbnail, each pass leaving a white trail in the grime coating his skin. Her ass throbbed in time with his heartbeat—a ruined cathedral still echoing with the aftershocks of sacrilege.

“Cole keeps a Derringer in his boot,” Ezekiel said, voice gravel-scraped. A cockroach skittered across his bare calf; he crushed it absently against his palm, leaving a chitinous smear. “Sleeps with it laced since the lynching party turned on him.”

Mary’s fingers spidered up his ribcage, pausing at the crescent wounds her teeth had left beneath his breast. “Guards?”

“Two. Twins from the rail crew.” He sat up, straw crackling in his hair like static. The night air bit his sweat-sheened flesh, raising peaks along his back. “Dumb as post holes but quick with a knife.”

They lay in the carcass of their sex, plotting with the clinical precision of surgeons. Ezekiel dragged a splintered board across the dirt, sketching Cole’s ranch house in the filth—a child’s map drawn in blood and semen. His finger stabbed at a crude rectangle. “Storm cellar here. Rotted hinges. We go up through the floorboards like termites. Moon’s waning. Three nights till proper dark.”

Mary’s laugh curdled the air. She straddled him, her cunt still glistening as she ground against his hip bone. “You think we wait for shadows?” Her teeth closed on his lower lip, tugging until copper bloomed. “We ride the lightning. Burn his world brighter than judgment day.”

She described the violation in merciless detail—how they’d use Cole’s own pearl-handled corkscrew to breach him. How she’d mix ground glass with lard to grease their assault. Ezekiel’s hands found her throat again, not in passion now, but as a blacksmith grips tongs holding white-hot iron.

“He’ll scream,” he warned.

“Let him.” Mary leaned into the pressure, her carotid pounding against his palm. “I want his shrieks to draw coyotes from three counties over.” Her fingernail carved a red river down his sternum. “You’ll hold his eyes open. Make him watch in the dressing mirror while I—”

The barn door screamed on its hinges. Both froze—predators mid-hunt. Moonlight birthed a jagged silhouette across the hay-strewn floor. Mary’s hand closed around a horseshoe nail buried in the dirt, its rusted edge kissing her lifeline. Ezekiel’s breath stilled, his body coiling beneath hers like a spring trap.

The intruder took a shuffling step forward, straw crunching under hobnailed boots. Mary’s nostrils flared—liniment and gun oil. Cole’s scent.

Her smile split the darkness like an axe wound.

Mary’s thighs tightened around Ezekiel’s hips as Cole’s shadow unfurled across the tack house floor—a tar-black stain swallowing the moonlit filigree of chicken scratches and rodent tracks. The horseshoe nail bit deeper into her palm, rust flaking like dried blood. Ezekiel’s hand slid silently from her throat to the dirt, fingers closing around the splintered board he’d used to map their vengeance. Straw clung to their sweat-slicked skin, each golden shard a blasphemous adornment.

The air thickened with the stench of Cole’s presence—camphor and rage and the sweet rot of a man who’d been pickling in his own power. Mary’s cunt, still swollen and glistening, dripped onto Ezekiel’s thigh as she shifted her weight. A drop fell with the precision of a bullet striking water, the sound impossibly loud in the barn’s held breath.

Ezekiel moved first. Rolling sideways in a spray of hay and grit, he dragged Mary with him, their bodies a single sinuous shadow. Her bare back met the barn’s warped planks, splinters embedding themselves like a martyr’s crown. Cole’s bootsteps quickened—a staccato rhythm that shook dust from the rafters. Moonlight caught the glint of his revolver barrel as he cleared the threshold, the weapon’s muzzle sweeping the darkness like a dowsing rod seeking violence.

Mary’s discarded blouse hung from a rusted harness hook, fluttering like the ghost of a slaughtered dove. She lunged for it, her movements a feral ballet—toes curling in the dirt, spine arching as she snatched fabric and spun it into a weapon. The garment unfurled toward Cole’s face, buttons catching moonlight into fleeting silver stars. Ezekiel was already rising, the splintered board swinging in a whistling arc. It connected with Cole’s wrist in a crack of bone and gunmetal, the revolver skittering into the shadows.

“Bitch-whelp!” Cole roared, his free hand clawing at the blouse tangled around his eyes. Mary’s laughter was a serrated thing as she danced backward, her nakedness a weapon sharper than any blade. Ezekiel’s foot hooked Cole’s ankle, bringing the man down hard. Hay exploded upward in a golden geyser, chaff sticking to the blood now leaking from Cole’s nostrils.

Mary stepped into a shaft of moonlight, her body a map of conquest—Ezekiel’s bite marks purpling on her shoulder, her own fingernail tracks scoring her thighs. She held the horseshoe nail aloft, its rusted edge trembling with pent-up fury. “You’re early to the funeral, Cole,” she purred, circling as Ezekiel pinned the man’s thrashing legs. “Meant to dress you proper  first. Silk shroud. Silver pennies on your eyes.”

Cole spat a gob of blood and phlegm that painted a dark constellation in the straw. “I’ll skin your tits for saddlebags,” he gurgled, bucking against Ezekiel’s weight.

Ezekiel’s response was to drive his thumb into the bullet scar on Cole’s flank—a souvenir from their last encounter. The man’s scream tore through the barn, scattering bats from the eaves. Mary knelt, her knees framing Cole’s heaving chest. She pressed the nail to his left pupil, the metal’s roughness scraping against the wet lens. “You’ll watch this,” she whispered, breath hot as a branding iron. “Watch every second.”

From the hay-strewn shadows, Ezekiel dragged their scattered clothes—denim stiff with dried sweat, boots caked in mud and worse. They dressed without breaking contact with Cole, Mary’s bare foot planted on his windpipe as she stepped into her bloomers. Ezekiel’s belt buckle clinked like a death knell as he cinched it tight, his eyes never leaving the trembling man beneath them.

The horseshoe nail scraped a crimson comet across Cole’s cornea as Mary leaned closer, her breasts brushing his heaving chest. “You always did like watching,” she hissed. Cole’s thrashing leg caught Ezekiel in the kidney—a desperate jackrabbit kick that loosened his grip. The barn’s fetid air vibrated with the wet crunch of cartilage as Ezekiel headbutted Cole’s nose, but the momentary slackening was enough.

Mary’s bare heel slipped in a puddle of Cole’s spit as he arched like a speared eel. The nail skittered from her fingers, burying itself in a moldering hay bale. Three paces away, half-submerged in chicken droppings and straw, lay her Remington derringer—its mother-of-pearl grip winking at her through the gloom. She lunged, knees tearing through rotted floorboards that released a century’s worth of trapped heat and the musk of nesting voles.

Ezekiel’s roar shook sawdust from the rafters as Cole twisted, teeth sinking into the tender meat between thumb and forefinger. Blood bloomed dark as wine in moonlight. Across the barn, Cole’s revolver lay where it had fallen, its barrel kissed by a blade of pale light slicing through a knothole. Ezekiel rolled, his free hand scything through air thick with motes of decay, fingers closing around gun gun’s checkered grip as Cole spat out a mouthful of his flesh.

Mary’s fingernails clawed through rodent-gnawed grain sacks, the derringer’s grip slick with her own sweat. She came up swinging, the little gun’s muzzle tracing a quicksilver arc through the darkness. Cole had scrambled to his knees, one eye socket weeping vitreous humor, his remaining eye wild with animal panic. Ezekiel rose behind him like a revenant, Cole’s own revolver pressed to the crown of his skull, the barrel parting greasy hair as neatly as a comb.

“You are gonna pay, you motherfucker,” Mary panted , pressing the derringer’s warm mouth to Cole’s trembling lower lip. She tasted blood on her tongue—Ezekiel’s or Cole’s, it didn’t matter now. “You are going to pay for what you did to me and every other woman you ever came in contact with.”

Cole's laughter bubbled crimson between his teeth. "You think this ends anything?" The derringer's muzzle kissed the roof of his mouth as he spoke. Mary's finger whitened on the trigger, Ezekiel's knuckles cracking as he adjusted his grip on the revolver.

The barn door exploded inward.

Splinters became daggers. Moonlight birthed silhouettes—three, four, six rifles leveled. Cole's remaining eye widened in primal recognition an instant before the world dissolved in thunder and flame.

Mary's world narrowed to the derringer's kick—a doll's pistol coughing its single .41 caliber punch. Ezekiel's shot followed, twin thunderclaps overlapping as Cole's head jerked sideways. But the barn dissolved into a marionette theater of chaos, rifles barking from the doorway.

A bullet kissed Mary's collarbone, hot lead parting skin where Ezekiel's teeth had marked her hours before. She fell backward into a mountain of seed sacks, their burlap bellies spilling winter wheat that pattered  like rain. Ezekiel was moving—always moving—his body a dark blur  against the gunfire's staccato light show.

The newcomers' shadows stretched and fractured. Mary recognized the tallest silhouette's uneven gait—Jasper. Cole's gurgling laughter became a wet rattle as he crawled toward the rifles, his shattered face leaving a snail's trail of blood and brain matter.

Ezekiel's boot came down on Cole's gun hand. The crunch of metacarpals harmonized with the gunfire. Mary rolled left as a bullet tore through her bloomers' lace trim, the heat scoring her inner thigh. She came up swinging the empty derringer like a brass knuckle, its mother-of-pearl grip finding purchase in a rifleman's temple.

"Loft!" Ezekiel barked, tossing her the captured revolver. She caught it mid-air, the steel still warm from Cole's trembling grip. Three rounds left—maybe. Mary fired blind at the doorway as Ezekiel vaulted onto a saddle horse, his fingers finding purchase in the hayloft's rotted ladder.

Mary scrambled after Ezekiel, feeling a bullet part her hair as she hauled herself upward. The loft's ancient boards groaned under their combined weight, releasing a cascade of desiccated bat corpses and mummified barn owl eggs.

Below, Cole's voice cut through the smoke: "Burn it!"

Mary's nostrils flared at the first whiff of coal oil. Ezekiel was already tearing at the loft's warped planks, his bleeding hands exposing a patchwork of midnight sky between rafters. She pressed her last two bullets through the floorboards, aiming for the kerosene lantern lantern now arcing through the air.

The second shot struck glass.

Flower of flame bloomed beneath them, licking at Cole's twitching legs. Mary felt Ezekiel's arms around her waist as they crashed through the roof's rusted tin crown, their fall broken by the water trough's icy embrace. Behind them, the barn sighed  its death rattle—a collapsing lung of smoke and sparks.

The trough water ran pink with their blood as Mary surfaced gasping, Ezekiel’s hand fisted in her chemise. Through stinging eyes, she saw them—shapes coalescing from the barn’s dying light. Women. Six, eight, a dozen, pouring from the main barn’s gaping maw like a hemorrhage. Their silhouettes swelled against the firestorm, breasts bare and glistening with rendered fat smeared across nipples like war paint.

Matilda led the charge, her left breast still weeping from where Cole’s brand had seared the nipple to a knotted scar. She swung a chain harness weighted with singletree hooks, the iron links singing through gun smoke. Behind her came Lynn with the scythe from the barn. Their war cries weren’t human—the ululating shriek of red-tailed hawks diving, the guttural growl of sows protecting litters.

Cole’s men turned as one, their rifle barrels wavering. A mistake.

Lynn’s blade took the first shooter through the larynx, her strike so precise the man’s Adam’s apple bounced twice in the dirt before his knees hit ground. Matilda’s chain wrapped a second man’s thighs, the hooks biting deep as she yanked backward—felling him into the path of Ruthanne’s stomping boots. Ruth’s bare feet, calloused as mule hide, crushed the man’s pelvis with a wet pop that echoed the barn’s collapsing timbers.

Mary felt the derringer’s grip slip from her fingers as Ezekiel hauled her upright. Across the yard, Cole’s remaining eye rolled wild in its socket. He was crab-walking backward through the carnage, his shattered face turned toward the tree line where the geldings stamped and screamed.

“Not this time,” Mary rasped, her palm closing around a hoof pick buried in the trough’s muddy bank. She launched herself forward just as Lynn’s scythe sent a rifle spinning into the burning barn. The women moved as a single organism—breasts swaying with lethal grace, sweat-slick skin deflecting grasping hands. A bearded man reached for Susannah’s pendulous left breast; she gutted him with a hay knife, his entrails steaming as they slithered across her stretch-marked belly.

Ezekiel’s revolver barked twice, dropping a sniper perched in the cottonwood. Mary’s bare feet pounded the blood-slick earth, her vision narrowing on Cole’s retreating form. She didn’t see the rifleman until he was on her—a pockmarked youth leveling a Winchester.

The shot never came.

Delilah’s braids snapped like bullwhips around the boy’s neck, her bare breasts heaving as she arched backward. The crack of his vertebrae drowned in the women’s rising chorus—a hymn of vengeance set to the rhythm of tearing flesh and breaking bone. Mary hurdled their tangled limbs, hoof pick raised high.

Cole had reached the geldings. His mangled hand fumbled at a stirrup.

Mary struck like a barn cat pouncing, her knees slamming between his shoulder blades. The hoof pick plunged—not for kidneys or spine, but upward through the soft palate. Cole’s scream bubbled around rusted steel as she rode him down into the dirt, her thighs vising  his thrashing head.

The women’s tide swept over the last shooters. Matilda’s chain dismantled a man joint by joint. Ruth-Anne crushed windpipes between her thighs. Lyn’s sabers painted glyphs in the air with arterial spray. When the final gun fell silent, only the geldings’ panicked whinnies remained.

Mary rose from Cole’s twitching corpse, the hoof pick still protruding from his ruined mouth like a steel tongue. The women closed ranks around her, their breathing syncopated, bloodied breasts rising and falling as one living drum. Mary’s Breasts began to leak milk. Ezekiel limped into the circle, his shirt hanging in tatters.

Vengeance had been served.
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The women’s milk mingled with blood in the dirt, a pearlescent sheen pooling around their toes as dawn cracked the horizon like an egg. Ezekiel’s hand found the small of Mary’s back, his fingers tracing the bullet’s furrow along her collarbone—a parallel to the scar he’d bitten there when they’d coupled in the root cellar three nights prior. Matilda wordlessly pressed a poultice of spiderweb and chewed tobacco to the wound, her chain harness still dripping with matter Mary didn’t care to name.

They moved as a pack to Ezekiel’s  cabin, their bare feet leaving crimson blossoms in the dust. Ruth-Anne shouldered through the door first, shattering the jamb with a casual thrust of her hip. Inside smelled of saddle soap and unwashed sheets—Ezekiel’s lair. Mary’s knees buckled as the women  lowered her onto the cornhusk  mattress, its straw ticking sighing beneath her weight. Lynn’s scythe gleamed in the corner where Ezekiel had leaned it, next to a whiskey jug with a bullet hole weeping amber tears.

Hands descended upon Mary—calloused palms smearing rendered fat across bullet grazes, thick fingers braiding nettles into her hair to ward off fever. Delilah’s braids swung overhead as she pressed a tin cup of something bitter to Mary’s lips. “Drink,” she growled, the command vibrating through breastbone to womb. Mary obeyed, the liquid burning a path to her stomach that outshone every other agony.

Through slitted eyes, she watched Ezekiel submit to their ministrations . Matilda straddled his lap to stitch the gash along his ribs, her bare breasts brushing his chin as she pulled catgut through flesh. He didn’t flinch. The women’s hands were everywhere—packing wounds with moss, wrapping torn shirt fabric around splintered knuckles, wiping gunpowder residue from eyelids with spit-dampened skirts.

When the last poultice was applied, the women retreated like a receding tide. Matilda paused at the threshold, Cole’s severed thumb dangling from her chain like a grotesque charm. “We’ll keep watch,” she said, her voice rasping like a saw through green wood. The door creaked shut, leaving blood fingerprints glowing in the first true light of morning.

Ezekiel’s breath hitched as he lowered himself beside Mary. The mattress groaned beneath their combined weight, releasing a scent of stale sweat and gun oil. His hand found hers in the tangle of stained linens, their palms kissing through layers of dried gore. Outside, the geldings screamed—whether in mourning or triumph, Mary couldn’t tell.

She dreamed in fragments—Cole’s eye rolling in the dirt, Lynn’s scythe harvesting screams like wheat, the liquid crackle of her own milk hitting embers. Ezekiel’s teeth at her throat, his hands knotting in her hair as the cabin walls breathed in time with their pounding hearts.

When Mary awoke in Ezekiel’s bed, the smell of burnt hair and honeysuckle assaulted her nostrils. Morning light speared through the shutters, painting their tangled limbs. Ezekiel’s arm lay heavy across her ribs, his breathing still ragged from the lung wound Susannah had sealed with pine pitch. Mary’s tongue explored the chip in her front tooth she got during the fight.

The cabin whispered with aftermath —a fly buzzing on the windowsill, Ezekiel’s revolver disassembled  on the table like a metallic corpse awaiting resurrection. Mary’s bloomers hung from the bedpost, the lace scorched away where the bullet had passed through. She counted their heartbeats—three of his to every two of hers—until Ezekiel stirred, his stubble scraping her shoulder as he muttered something about carbines and peach preserves.

Beyond the window, the women’s laughter rolled across the scorched earth—a sound like axes biting fresh timber. Ezekiel’s hand slid up her thigh, finding the raised welt from last night’s near-miss. His thumb circled the burn, a question and an answer fused into one calloused touch.

The bedsprings sang as Mary rolled atop him, her matted hair curtaining their faces. Somewhere beneath the smells of blood and woodsmoke, she caught the scent Ezekiel carried always—green apples and the dark earth beneath a riverbank. His teeth found her lower lip.

“I need milked,” Mary said with a slight smile.

“Good,” Ezekiel said, “It’s nice to have you back.”

Ezekiel’s hands, still crusted with and another man’s dried blood, closed around Mary’s swollen breasts with the same deliberate care he’d use to reload his Colt. Her nipples hardened against his palms, the areolas cracked like drought-stricken earth, each fissure mapping weeks of carrying life while death nipped at their heels. He pressed his forehead to her sternum, inhaling the sour-sweet musk of milk and gunpowder as his thumbs found the tight knots beneath her flesh.

The first pull drew a gasp from them both—a fat pearl beading at her tip, catching firelight as it fell to splatter across the bullet scar on Ezekiel’s shoulder. Mary’s fingers twisted in the sweat-stiffened thatch of his chest hair, her hips rolling instinctively against his thigh. Ezekiel worked in rhythmic pulses, the callouses on his index fingers rasping against tender ducts as he stripped downward with the precision of a man who’d once wrung survival from barren cows during the ’78 blight.

Milk arced in twin streams, hissing where it struck the still-warm barrel of the Winchester propped against the bed. The cabin filled with the scent of fresh cream curdling against hot steel. Mary’s back arched, pressing her deeper into the cornhusk mattress as a rivulet ran down Ezekiel’s wrist. She laughed—a broken, breathless sound—when he bent to catch a spray with his tongue, his beard streaking white as he suckled the last stubborn drops.

Mary's palm slid through the milk-slick on Ezekiel's chest. Their mouths collided with the violence of flint striking steel—lips salt-crusted and split, tongues mapping familiar terrain. She bit down on his lower lip until copper bloomed, the taste kindling something feral in her gut that the events of the previous night hadn’t exhausted.

Her teeth found the hinge of his jaw, then the pulse rabbiting beneath his Adam's apple, each kiss a brand searing. Ezekiel's hands spasmed in her hair as she worked lower—a gasp trapped in his throat when her tongue dipped into the hollow above his sternum, lapping at the mingled fluids of their survival. She tasted the story of their war in the salt of him: iron from the barnyard skirmish, bitter ash from burnt fields, the ghost of last autumn's apples lingering in the creases.

The waistband of Ezekiel's trousers yielded to her teeth, frayed cotton parting like overripe fruit flesh. His cock sprang free—an angry red shaft webbed with blue veins. Mary's breath hitched at the familiar musk, a scent that had haunted her dreamssince the first time she had been with him in the barn. She nuzzled the thatch of coarse hair at the base, inhaling the dark perfume of him—loam and lye soap.

Her first lick drew a sound from Ezekiel like a dying man's prayer. The skin beneath her tongue throbbed with the same primal rhythm of war drums. Mary opened wide, taking him in with a ruthless efficiency. His hips jerked upward, the crown hitting the back of her throat in a way that made her vision blur—not with tears, but with the same white heat that flashed when her hoof pick found purchase in Cole's skull.

Ezekiel's hands hovered above her head, trembling like saplings in a twister. "Christ, Mary—" he choked out, the words dissolving into a groan as she hollowed her cheeks. Her teeth scraped lightly along the underside, a threat and promise fused into flesh. The cabin air thickened with their mingled sounds—wet smacks of suction, the creak of bedsprings keeping time.

She worked him with a relentless precision, firm strokes interrupted by fluttering tongue flicks at the head. Her left hand cradled his balls, while her right dug crescent moons into his hipbone. When Ezekiel's breathing hitched toward climax, Mary pulled off with a obscene pop, her chin glistening.

Ezekiel’s growl vibrated through the cabin’s floorboards. Before Mary could smirk at the ruin she’d made of him, his hands seized her hips—fingers digging into the fresh bullet graze on her left flank like he meant to cauterize the wound through pressure alone. He hauled her upward, her knees scraping across the mattress’s ticking as he maneuvered her body with a brutal efficiency.

Her shins bracketed his head before she could catch breath, the coarse hair of his chest abrading her inner thighs as he thrust his face into her. Mary’s cry lodged in her throat when his tongue split her—a hot, wet blade carving through the ache between her legs. She fell forward instinctively, palms slapping the foot of the bed as her mouth reclaimed his cock, the salt-bitter taste of him flooding her senses..

Ezekiel ate her pussy with a methodical fury. His nose ground against her asshole as his tongue plunged deeper, each stroke timed to the pull of Mary’s lips along his shaft. She tasted iron—it didn’t matter. The bedpost shook beneath her grip. Ezekiel’s thumbs hooked inside her, stretching her wide for his ravaging mouth.

Their rhythm turned jagged, a bone-saw tango. Mary’s teeth dragged along Ezekiel’s shaft when he bit her inner thigh—a retaliation that sent lightning up her spine. The mix of pain and pleasure pooled hot behind her navel, her cunt clenching around the relentless thrust of his tongue. Ezekiel’s choked curses warmed her folds as she took him deeper, her throat flexing around his girth until her tears blended with the milk slicking his abdomen.

The cabin walls seemed to lean in, bearing witness. He lapped at her clit like a man dying of thirst, his groans reverberating through her pelvis as she sucked him with a desperation. When her climax hit, it tore through her like a musket blast—a silent scream contorting her face as her hips stuttered against Ezekiel’s mouth.

Ezekiel’s beard glistened as Mary’s release surged—a hot spring bursting through cracked bedrock. Her thighs clamped around his ears as the first jet struck his right eyebrow, the force of it snapping his head back against the pillow. The second spurt painted his cheekbone, droplets catching in his lashes like dew on barbed wire. Mary’s cry finally broke free—a raw, guttural sound that sent crows scattering from the cabin’s rusted roof.

He didn’t wipe his face. Didn’t blink. His fingers replaced his tongue, crooking inside her with intimate knowledge of every ridge as his lips sealed around her clit. Mary’s vision whited out, her jaw going slack around Ezekiel’s cock as another wave surged.

Ezekiel’s grabbed her hard enough to leave bruises as he wrenched her upward, the spin sudden as a dust devil—her spine arched like a drawn bowstring, matted hair whipping across his face as he positioned her above him. The bedframe groaned. Mary’s knees dug into his ribs, her cunt hovering over his cock—a swollen, ruddy threat glistening with her spit and his precum.

He didn’t guide her down. Let gravity do the work.

Her descent was a slow impalement, the stretch burning like a brand pressed to green wood. Ezekiel’s eyes rolled back as her walls clenched—a vise of muscle shaped by years of saddle leather. Mary’s breath stuttered, her hands braced against his collarbones as she sank lower, the coarse hair at his groin scratching her raw thighs. When their pelvises met, Ezekiel’s thumb found the knot of her clit, grinding circles as rough as a whetstone.

“Ride,” he snarled, teeth flashing in the morning sun.

She moved with the jerky rhythm of a pump handle, each upward drag drawing a guttural curse from his throat. Her inner walls rippled—a milking motion that had Ezekiel’s toes curling into the duvet cover. Sweat pooled in the hollow of his throat, mingling with her milk and cum as Mary’s pace quickened. The bedsprings screamed like a gutshot fox, their tempo syncing with the wet slap of flesh.

Ezekiel’s hands gripped her hips hard. Mary leaned back, her breasts swaying—droplets of milk dripped from her nipples onto his abdomen. The angle shifted, his cockhead scraping a spot that made her vision fracture. She rode him like a stolen horse, heels digging into the small of his back as her cries sharpened into something feral.

The cabin filled with the musk of their union—sour milk and sex, gun oil and the metallic tang of reopened wounds. Ezekiel’s thighs trembled beneath her, muscles taut. His release built like a stormfront—pressure in his balls, lightning in his spine. Mary’s fingernails raked down his chest. The pain fused with pleasure, a detonation waiting for flame.

When he came, it was with a roar that shook dust from the rafters. His seed surged hot and thick, painting her inner walls in pulses that matched the rhythm of his racing heart. Mary clenched around him, milking every spurt as her own climax tore through her once again—a wildfire consuming dead brush. Ezekiel’s hands locked in in place, forcing her to take it all, his hips jerking upward in shallow thrusts as he emptied himself.

They collapsed sideways in a tangle of limbs, his softening cock slipping free with a wet sound. Ezekiel’s breath fogged the air between them, his thumb smearing cum across Mary’s lower lip. She licked it clean without breaking eye contact—salt and iron lingering beneath the burn.

The crows’ returning caws sliced through the post-coital silence. “So, are you still thinking about that teaching job in Clearwater?” Ezekiel asked, his voice gently breaking the calm.

Mary looked into his eyes. “No,” She said, “No. I think I have found my home right here.”
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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.
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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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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





