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The air was thick with the scent of sandalwood and the faint tang of milk as Ezekiel's hands moved with practiced reverence over Mary's body. His calloused fingers brushed against her skin, sending shivers down her spine, yet there was a gentleness in his touch that belied the roughness of his palms. Mary closed her eyes, her breath catching in her throat as the familiar tingle of pleasure mixed with the soothing relief of the milking. It was a sensation she had grown accustomed to, one that now brought her both comfort and a stirring heat she could no longer ignore.

Ezekiel's voice was a low rumble, his words dripping with a possessive adoration that made her heart flutter. "Perfect," he murmured, his breath grazing her ear. "You were made for this, Mary. Made for me." His hands continued their rhythmic dance, each squeeze drawing out more than just the milk that had come to symbolize her new life. With every touch, he seemed to pull forth a piece of her soul, binding her to him in ways she couldn't yet understand.

Mary's hands rested on the edge of the bench, her fingers curling into the soft padding as the pleasure built inside her. It was a slow, torturous climb, each moment stretching out like an eternity. Ezekiel's mouth found her shoulder, his lips tracing a path of fire that left her trembling. His fingers teased her mercilessly, circling and brushing against her with a precision that made her gasp. The room around them melted away, leaving only the two of them, lost in this dance of desire and devotion.

She could feel his hunger in the way he touched her, in the way his eyes burned with a need that went far beyond the physical. It was a hunger she couldn't deny, one that mirrored the growing ache within her. The line between love and possession blurred, and Mary found herself wanting to cross it, to surrender to the pull of this man who had become her everything.

As the tension coiled tighter, Ezekiel's touch became more insistent, his fingers grazing her with a deliberate slowness that left her breathless. The room was heavy with anticipation, the air thick with unspoken promises. Mary's body trembled, her need echoing the low, guttural sounds Ezekiel made as he watched her, his eyes dark and unyielding. She was on the edge, teetering on the precipice, and she knew it wouldn't take much to push her over.

In that moment, there was no past, no future—only the present, and the man who had claimed her with a ferocity that left no room for doubt. Mary's heart pounded in her chest, her body aching with a desire she could no longer hide. Ezekiel's hands stilled, his fingers brushing against her one last time before he stepped back, his eyes never leaving hers. The room held its breath, the silence between them heavy with the promise of what was to come.

The air clung to the echoes of their unspoken promises, heavy with the scent of sandalwood and the faint musk of sweat. Mary's breath came in shallow waves, her body still humming with the aftershocks of Ezekiel's touch. The dim light of the barn filtered through the slats, casting long shadows that stretched and twisted across the floor like restless spirits. Ezekiel's eyes lingered on hers, dark and unreadable, yet brimming with a hunger that seemed to grow with every passing moment. His chest rose and fell with controlled breaths, the muscles of his arms taut beneath his sleeves. For a moment, time itself seemed to hold its breath, suspended in the thick, charged air.

Then, the spell was broken.

The distant thud of hoofbeats echoed through the stillness, sharp and jarring. Mary's heart jerked in her chest, her fingers instinctively tightening against the edge of the bench. Ezekiel's head snapped toward the sound, his expression hardening into something unreadable. The hoofbeats grew louder, closer, and with them came the faint jingle of harnesses and the low murmur of voices. Mary's breath caught as Ezekiel stepped back, his movements fluid and deliberate. He turned away from her, his broad frame blocking the entrance to the barn as if to shield her from what was to come.

"Stay here," he said, his voice low and urgent, though he didn't look back at her. His hand rested on the knife at his belt, a gesture so casual it might have gone unnoticed had Mary not been acutely attuned to every movement he made. The weight of his words hung in the air, laced with a quiet authority that brooked no argument.

Mary's pulse quickened as the hoofbeats stopped just beyond the barn. The sudden silence was more unnerving than the sound itself, heavy with anticipation. She could feel the tension in Ezekiel's stance, the coiled readiness of his body. Her hands trembled as she smoothed her skirts, her mind racing with possibilities. Who could this be? Strangers rarely came to this part of the land, not uninvited. And certainly not in numbers.

The creak of leather and the soft snort of horses filled the air, followed by the unmistakable sound of boots hitting the ground. Mary's breath hitched as Ezekiel stepped forward, his silhouette sharp against the fading light. She wanted to call out to him, to ask what was happening, but something in the way he moved stayed her. Instead, she rose from the bench, her movements quiet, and edged closer to the wall, her eyes fixed on the sliver of light that framed Ezekiel's form.

Through the narrow gap, she saw the glint of metal, the dark shapes of men dismounting. There were three of them, perhaps four, their faces obscured by the brims of their hats. They moved with a practiced ease, their hands resting on the butts of their guns. Mary's stomach tightened as one of them stepped forward, his voice carrying with a smooth, dangerous edge.

"Well, well," the man drawled, his tone dripping with malice. "Ezekiel. You’re up late. Didn't think we’d get a chance to see you."

Ezekiel's response was immediate, his voice a low, even growl. "You're trespassing, Jasper. You've got one minute to turn around and forget you ever saw this place."

The man—Jasper—laughed, a sound that sent a shiver down Mary's spine. "Oh, I don't think so," he said, his voice laced with amusement. "You see, we're not leaving. Not till we get what we came for."

Mary's heart pounded as Ezekiel shifted slightly, his hand resting on the hilt of his knife. The air seemed to vibrate with tension, the promise of violence hanging precariously in the balance. She pressed herself against the wall, her breath coming in shallow gasps. Whatever was coming, she knew it wouldn't be good. And as she stood there, frozen in fear, she couldn't help but wonder if Ezekiel's protection would be enough to keep her safe.

The air cracked with tension as Jasper’s men surged forward, their movements sudden and predatory. Ezekiel met them head-on, his body a coiled spring of muscle and fury. The first man to reach him was met with a brutal elbow to the jaw, the sound of bone meeting bone echoing through the barn like a crack of thunder. Ezekiel’s knife flashed in the dim light, slicing through the air with deadly precision, but there were too many of them, their numbers overwhelming.

Mary’s breath came in sharp, panicked gasps as she pressed herself against the wall, her hands trembling as they sought purchase on the rough wood. The barn erupted into chaos—grunts of pain, the thud of fists, the scuffle of boots against the floor. Ezekiel’s broad frame blocked her view, but she could see the way his muscles strained beneath his shirt, the way his movements were both savage and calculated. Yet for every man he felled, two more seemed to take his place.

The other Hucows began to stir, their crys of confusion and fear filling the air. Mary’s heart twisted at the sound, her mind racing with the thought of what might happen to them. But her attention snapped back to Ezekiel as he staggered back, a crimson streak blooming on his cheekbone. His eyes locked onto hers for a fleeting moment, a silent plea for her to stay hidden, to stay safe.

The metallic tang of blood hung heavy in the air, mingling with the earthy scent of the barn and the acrid sweat of the men. Mary’s nails dug into the rough wood of the wall, her knuckles white as she watched Ezekiel’s form weave and duck through the chaos. The sound of flesh hitting flesh echoed through the barn, punctuated by the sharp crack of a rib and the guttural grunts of the men. Ezekiel’s movements were a blur of precision and raw power, but even as he fought, Mary could see the strain in his body, the way his breath came harder, his steps slower.

One of the men landed a solid punch to Ezekiel’s side, and he staggered, his hand pressing against his ribs as he straightened. Blood trickled from the cut on his cheek, streaking down his jaw and dripping onto the dusty floor. Mary’s stomach twisted with fear, her mind screaming for him to get up, to keep fighting, but her voice caught in her throat. The men were too many.

To her left, one of the Hucows cried out, a high-pitched sound of terror that pierced through the din of the fight. Mary’s heart went out to them, but she couldn’t move, couldn’t tear her eyes away from Ezekiel. He was all that stood between her and the men who had come for her, all that kept the darkness at bay. If he fell—

The thought sent a cold dread coursing through her veins. She pressed herself harder against the wall, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. Ezekiel’s eyes flickered toward her again, a brief, desperate glance that spoke volumes. He wanted her to run, to hide, but where could she go? The barn was surrounded, the doors blocked by the men who had come to take her.

As if sensing her fear, Ezekiel surged forward with renewed ferocity, his knife flashing in the dim light. He took down two more men, his movements brutal and efficient, but even as he fought, Mary could see the toll it was taking on him. His breathing was ragged, his steps less sure, and the blood from his cheekbone smeared across his face like a badge of defiance.

The leader, Jasper, stepped forward then, his voice cutting through the chaos. “Enough,” he barked, his tone sharp and commanding. The men hesitated, their assault slowing as they turned to look at him. Ezekiel took advantage of the reprieve, his chest heaving as he wiped the blood from his eye with the back of his hand.

Jasper’s gaze locked onto Ezekiel, his expression unreadable beneath the brim of his hat. “You’re a hard man to kill,” he said, his voice laced with a mixture of admiration and contempt. “But tonight, you don’t get to walk away.”

Ezekiel didn’t respond, his silence a challenge in itself. His hand tightened on the hilt of his knife, his body coiled and ready despite the obvious pain he was in. Mary could feel the tension in the air, the unspoken threat that hung like a sword over their heads.

Jasper’s eyes flickered toward her, and a slow, cruel smile spread across his face. “But then, you’ve always been stubborn,” he said, his voice dripping with malice. “Even when it comes to things that don’t belong to you.”

Mary’s heart skipped a beat as his gaze lingered on her, a cold dread settling in the pit of her stomach. She knew, without a doubt, that she was the reason they were here. And as Jasper’s smile grew wider, she realized that Ezekiel’s fight wasn’t just for his own life—it was for hers.

“Take the girl,” he growled finally, his voice low and menacing. The words sent a chill down Mary’s spine, her blood running cold as one of the men stepped forward, his eyes gleaming with a dangerous intent. He moved toward her, his boots echoing on the wooden floor, each step deliberate and threatening.

The man's hand clamped down on Mary's arm, his fingers digging into her flesh with bruising force. She cried out, her body jerking instinctively away from his touch, but his grip was unyielding. Ezekiel lunged forward, a snarl tearing from his throat, but Jasper intercepted him with a vicious jab to the ribs that sent Ezekiel staggering.

"No!" Mary screamed, her voice raw with panic as the man dragged her away from the wall. Her eyes locked onto Ezekiel's, wide with fear and desperation, silently begging him to save her. But even as he straightened, his face a mask of fury and pain, Jasper pressed the cold barrel of a gun against his temple.

"Move again," Jasper warned, his voice deceptively calm, "and I'll paint the wall with your brains." The implicit threat hung heavy in the air, the tension so thick it was suffocating.

Mary's breath came in shallow gasps as the man hauled her toward the door. Tears streamed down her face, blurring her vision and obscuring Ezekiel's form. The other Hucows huddled together in their stalls, their cries muffled and distant. All she could focus on was Ezekiel's face, etched with anguish and impotent rage as he watched her being taken.

Outside, the night air was cold as they hauled her toward the waiting wagon. Lantern light flickered off their faces—grizzled men with cruel eyes, laughing at her struggle. Mary's heart raced in her chest as she fought against their grip, but it was useless. They were too strong.

As they reached the wagon, one of them roughly shoved her inside. Mary stumbled and fell hard on her knees, pain shooting up her legs. She scrambled to stand again only to be met by another cruel laugh. Jasper climbed in after her and slammed the door shut with a resounding clang.

In the darkness of the wagon bed, Mary could hear nothing but the pounding of her own heart and the creak of wheels as they began to move. Ezekiel...she thought desperately as tears spilled down her cheeks again...what will happen to him now? To us? Where are they taking me?

The questions whirled through her mind as hopelessness settled over her like a shroud. Whatever trials she had endured thus far seemed like child's play compared to what lay ahead now that these men had gotten their hands on her. She shuddered violently and curled into herself in misery and dread as the wagon carried her off into an uncertain future.
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The wagon bounced and jostled over the uneven terrain as it carried Mary deeper into outlaw territory. The wooden planks dug into her bare skin with each lurch, sending waves of pain radiating through her body. She gritted her teeth, trying to stifle the whimpers that threatened to escape her lips.

Mary's mind raced with images of Ezekiel, battered and bleeding in the barn. Had they killed him? Left him for dead? The thought made her stomach churn with dread and anguish. He had fought so hard to protect her, to keep her safe from these ruthless men. And now, because of her, he might be gone forever.

Tears streamed down Mary's face as she struggled against the ropes that bound her wrists and ankles. The rough fibers chafed at her skin, drawing blood in thin red lines. But even as she strained against them, she knew it was useless. The knots were too tight, too well-secured.

The wagon hit a particularly deep rut, pitching Mary sideways. Her head cracked against the side of the wagon bed, sending stars exploding across her vision. She gasped in pain, stars swirling before her eyes as a warm trickle of blood slid down her temple.

Outside, the night pressed in around them like a suffocating blanket. The sounds of nature—the chirping of crickets, the hoot of an owl—had been replaced by the creak of leather and the muffled hoofbeats of the horses pulling their macabre cargo.

Mary's heart pounded in her chest as she tried to calm herself. Panic threatened to overwhelm her, but she forced herself to take deep breaths, inhaling the musty scent of hay and old wood. She needed to stay focused if she was going to find a way out of this nightmare.

As the wagon continued its relentless journey into oblivion, Mary's thoughts drifted to Ezekiel once more. Memories flooded back—the way his touch had sent shivers down her spine, how safe she'd felt in his arms despite the danger surrounding them both.

She clung to those memories like a lifeline as despair threatened to drag her under. Ezekiel had given everything for her; surely he couldn't be dead? Surely there was still hope?

But even as she clung to that fragile thread of optimism, a small part of Mary wondered if maybe death would have been better than whatever fate awaited her now.

The wagon rolled to a stop, jolting Mary from her anguished reverie. Outside, the men's voices carried through the wooden walls, low and muffled as they conferred amongst themselves. Mary strained to listen, her heart hammering in her chest as she tried to make out their words.

"...ready for the auction..."

"...highest bidder takes home..."

"...Cole Blackwood will want first pick..."

The mention of Cole's name sent a chill down Mary's spine. She had heard whispers of him before, tales of a ruthless outlaw with a cruel streak a mile wide. If he had his sights set on her...

The door to the wagon creaked open, spilling pale moonlight across Mary's trembling form. A shadow fell over her as one of the men loomed in the opening, his features obscured by the brim of his hat.

"On your feet," he growled, reaching down to grab her arm in a bruising grip. Mary cried out in pain as he hauled her up, her legs buckling beneath her from hours of confinement.

He dragged her out into the night air, which was cool against her skin but did little to soothe the burning ache in her muscles. They were in some kind of clearing, surrounded by towering pines that swayed gently in the breeze. In the distance, Mary could see a ramshackle cabin hunched against the trees like a sleeping beast.

The man half-dragged, half-carried Mary toward it, his fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave bruises. Tears streamed down her face as she stumbled along beside him, each step sending bolts of agony through her battered body.

As they reached the cabin door, it swung open with an ominous creak. Light spilled out from inside, casting long shadows across the ground. Mary squinted against the sudden brightness and found herself staring at a grizzled old man with cold eyes and a jagged scar running down his cheek.

Cole Blackwood stepped out from the shadows of the cabin, his tall frame silhouetted against the flickering lamplight. His eyes raked over Mary's trembling form, lingering on the swell of her breasts and the curves of her hips. A slow, predatory smile spread across his face as he took in her disheveled state.

"Well now," he drawled, his voice low and rough with a southern accent. "What have we here?"

The man who had dragged Mary from the wagon shoved her forward roughly. She stumbled, nearly falling to her knees before Cole caught her by the arm, his grip strong and unyielding.

Already full for us, darlin'? That rancher sure kept you in good condition," Cole chuckled darkly as his rough hands cupped Mary's aching breasts, squeezing them roughly.

Mary whimpered, tears streaming down her face as Cole's fingers dug into her tender flesh. The cold dread that had settled in the pit of her stomach turned to icy fear as she realized just how much danger she was in.

Cole's eyes gleamed with a dangerous intent as they roamed over her body possessively. "Bring her inside," he ordered gruffly, releasing Mary's arm only to grab a fistful of her hair and yank her toward the cabin door.

She cried out in pain as Cole dragged her across the threshold, the coarse wood scraping against her bare skin. Inside, the cabin was sparse but well-appointed with plush furnishings that spoke of wealth and power.

Cole shoved Mary down onto a chaise lounge, sending her sprawling across the velvet cushions. She scrambled to sit up, drawing her knees to her chest as she watched him warily.

"So tell me," Cole began conversationally as he poured himself a glass of amber liquid from a crystal decanter on the sideboard. "What's your name, girl?"

Mary swallowed hard around the lump in her throat. "Mary," she whispered hoarsely.

Cole hummed thoughtfully as he took a sip of his drink. "Pretty name for a pretty little thing."

He set his glass aside and stalked toward Mary slowly, like a panther closing in on its prey. She shuddered involuntarily as he loomed over her, his shadow blotting out the light.

"You're going to fetch quite a price at auction," Cole murmured, reaching out to trail one finger along Mary's jawline. "A rare beauty like you...men will be lining up to bid."

Mary flinched away from his touch, bile rising in her throat at the implication behind his words. Auction? Bid? What did that mean?

Cole chuckled darkly at her reaction. "Oh yes," he purred wickedly. "You're going to make me a very rich man indeed."

He traced one calloused fingertip along the swell of Mary's breast before gripping it roughly again. She choked back a sob, squeezing her eyes shut tight against the sting of tears.

"Why don't we have some fun before I send you off?" Cole suggested silkily. "Give you something to remember me by when you're being passed around like a common harlot."

Mary's heart raced as Cole's words sank in, the horror of her situation crashing over her like a torrent. Auctioned off? Passed around? The very idea made her stomach churn with revulsion and dread.

She tried to scramble away from Cole's grasping hands, but he was too quick. He seized her by the wrists, pinning them above her head with one large, calloused hand. His other hand roamed freely over her body, squeezing and groping with bruising force.

Mary cried out, twisting desperately in his iron grip. Tears streamed down her face as she fought against him, but it was useless. Cole was far too strong for her weakened state.

Cole chuckled darkly at her struggles, amused by her futile attempts to resist him. "Fight all you want, darlin'," he purred silkily. "It only makes me want you more."

He leaned down to capture Mary's lips in a brutal kiss, forcing his tongue into her mouth. She gagged and choked on it, bile rising in her throat at the taste of whiskey and tobacco on his breath.

Cole finally released her wrists only to rip at the tattered remains of Mary's dress, tearing the flimsy fabric away until she lay bare before him. Cool air washed over her heated skin, making goosebumps erupt across her flesh.

"Beautiful," Cole breathed appreciatively as his eyes raked over every inch of Mary's naked form. "Such perfection...it would be a shame to mar such beauty."

His hands skimmed over her curves possessively, mapping out the swell of her breasts and the dip of her waist before settling on the juncture of her thighs. Mary shuddered violently as his fingers probed at sensitive flesh, invasive and violating.

"Yes," she whispered softly, closing her eyes to fully embrace the sensations coursing through her body. "Please…"

Cole stroked and teased mercilessly until Mary was writhing beneath him despite herself, shameful arousal rising inside her.

"That's it," Cole crooned darkly as he felt the slick evidence of Mary's slick response coating his fingers. "You're going to be such a good little whore for me."

He shoved two thick digits deep inside Mary's pussy without preamble or gentleness. She screamed at the sudden intrusion, pain lancing through her as he stretched and invaded places never meant to be touched.

Cole pumped his fingers roughly in and out of Mary's spasming channel while his thumb circled her sensitive pearl. Pleasure built unbidden within Mary even as tears poured down her face from the sheer wrongness of it all.

"That's right," Cole panted harshly above her as he worked Mary closer to an unwilling peak against her will. "Come for me like a good slut."

Mary thrashed against him wildly even as the coil of tension wound tighter and tighter low in her belly under Cole's relentless ministrations. Her nails clawed red lines down his forearms but still he persisted mercilessly.

Mary's training with Ezekiel began to kick in. She acknowledged her body and began to give in to the sensations, surrendering herself completely to the moment. A moan of pleasure escaped her lips as she arched her back, pressing herself more fully against Cole's probing fingers.

"Yes," Cole growled approvingly, his eyes darkening with lust as he watched Mary's reluctant response turn into one of wanton need. "The old man trained you well."

Mary whimpered as his fingers continued their relentless assault on her dripping cunt, stroking and teasing until she was writhing beneath him in a frenzy of sensation. Pleasure built within her like a tidal wave threatening to crash over her at any moment.

"That's it," Cole urged huskily, his voice low and rough with arousal. "Let go for me, darlin'. I want to watch you cum."

Mary threw her head back with a choked cry as the coil within her snapped violently. Sparks exploded behind her eyelids as ecstasy crashed over her in waves, drowning out every thought but pure, unadulterated bliss.

Cole groaned gutturally as he felt Mary's slick walls clamp down around his invading fingers in rhythmic spasms. He worked her through it mercilessly until she collapsed bonelessly against the cushions, trembling and gasping for breath.

"That's a good girl," Cole purred smugly, withdrawing his fingers from Mary's quivering pussy with a wet sound that made them both shudder. He brought them up to his lips, licking away the evidence of Mary's release with relish.

Mary shuddered violently at the erotic sight, shame and arousal warring within her. She squeezed her eyes shut tight against the overwhelming sensations still rioting through her body.

"That was just a taste," Cole promised darkly as he loomed over Mary once more. "Before long you'll be begging for my touch like a shameless harlot."

Cole licked his lips hungrily as he gazed down at Mary's trembling form, taking in the way her voluptuous breasts heaved with each panting breath. She was utterly debauched, her hair a wild tangle around her flushed face and her thighs still slick with the evidence of her unwilling arousal.

"So responsive," Cole murmured approvingly, trailing one calloused fingertip along the curve of Mary's hip. "The old man did good work breaking you in."

Mary shuddered violently at his touch, squeezing her eyes shut tight against the shameful heat that blossomed beneath her skin. She wanted to scream, to fight, to claw at Cole until he released her...but Ezekiel's training held firm. Her body betrayed her, arching into Cole's caress like a wanton slut.

Cole chuckled darkly at Mary's helpless reaction, his eyes gleaming with cruel satisfaction. "I think it's time we had some real fun," he purred silkily. "Bring me the milking machine."

One of Cole's men hurried to obey, returning moments later with a large metal contraption that made Mary's heart race with dread. It was clearly designed for one purpose only - to extract every last drop of milk from a woman's aching breasts until she was drained dry.

Cole took the device and positioned it over Mary's heaving bosom, the cold metal sending shivers down her spine. He adjusted the settings with practiced ease before attaching the suckers to her nipples roughly.

Mary cried out as the machine roared to life, powerful suction pulling at her tender flesh. She thrashed against the restraints holding her down as pain lanced through her sensitive peaks.

"That's it," Cole crooned wickedly as streams of milk began to flow from Mary's breasts under his watchful gaze. "Give us all you've got."

Cole stroked himself lazily as he observed Mary's torment, his eyes gleaming with sadistic satisfaction. "Such a good little milker," he crooned mockingly. "Bet you never imagined your tits would be used like this when you signed up with Ezekiel."

Mary trembled with anticipation at his words, a thrill coursing through

at the thought of Ezekiel seeing her debased like this. He'd warned her that refusing to submit could have consequences - but surely even he hadn't envisioned such a fate for his prized pupil?

Cole reached out to roughly palm one of Mary's swollen breasts as it was drained by the merciless machine. She whimpered at his touch but couldn't pull away, held fast by the restraints biting into her wrists and ankles.

"That's right," Cole breathed heatedly against Mary's ear, giving her nipple a vicious twist that made her scream. "You're nothing but a set of udders now, darlin'. A warm place for us to dump our seed until we've wrung every last drop of milk from your body."

Mary choked back a sob at his degrading words, squeezing her eyes shut tight against the hot tears spilling down her cheeks. This was only the beginning - Cole had promised as much earlier when he spoke of auctions and being passed around like a common harlot.

God help me, Mary prayed silently as the milking machine continued its relentless assault on her aching bosom. I don't know how much more I can endure...

Cole watched hungrily as rivulets of milk streamed from Mary's abused breasts under the merciless suction of the machine. His own arousal straining against his trousers at the depraved sight.

Mary's eyes widened in shock and arousal as Jasper stepped forward, his thick cock jutting proudly from a nest of dark curls. Her mouth watered at the sight, tongue darting out to moisten her lips instinctively.

"Yes," she breathed, the word escaping unbidden as need overrode propriety. Mary opened her mouth obediently, tilting her head back to accept Jasper's offering.

He groaned gutterally as the head of his cock brushed against her parted lips, the salty musk of his arousal filling Mary's senses. Then with a single smooth thrust he plunged into the welcoming heat of her mouth, burying himself to the hilt.

Mary gagged slightly at the sudden intrusion but quickly adjusted, hollowing her cheeks to create a tight seal around Jasper's throbbing shaft. She swirled her tongue along the sensitive underside experimentally and was rewarded with a guttural moan from above.

"That's it," Jasper encouraged hoarsely, one hand tangling in Mary's hair to guide her movements. "Take it all like a good little slut."

Emboldened by his praise, Mary began to bob her head enthusiastically, taking Jasper deeper with each pass until she could feel him nudging the back of her throat. Tears pricked at her eyes from the strain but still she persisted, determined to please him.

Jasper thrust into Mary's eager mouth with increasing fervor, chasing his own pleasure without restraint. Lewd wet sounds filled the air along with their mingled panting breaths as he fucked her face ruthlessly.

"That's right," Jasper growled through clenched teeth as he used Mary's willing throat for his own gratification. "Choke on my cock like the desperate whore you are."

Mary moaned wantonly around his pistoning length at his crude words, arousal flooding through her at being so thoroughly debased. She surrendered herself completely to Jasper's brutal pace, submitting to being nothing more than a receptacle for his lust.

"That's enough," Cole commanded brusquely before Jasper could reach his peak. He hauled the man back by his hair, eliciting a startled yelp as his cock slipped free of Mary's slack mouth with an obscene pop.

Cole wasted no time in taking positioning himself between Mary's spread thighs. He gripped her hips hard enough to bruise as he lined himself up with her dripping entrance.

"Are you ready for your first real cock?" Cole taunted cruelly before slamming home with one brutal thrust that stole Mary's breath.

She screamed at the sudden invasion, back bowing off the bed as Cole stretched her throbbing pussy and filled her impossibly full. Pain flared white-hot through her lower body from being so roughly claimed but beneath it pulsed an insistent ache of need.

Cole set a punishing pace from the start, hammering into Mary's virgin passage without mercy or gentleness. The obscene sound of flesh slapping against flesh echoed obscenely throughout the room along with their mingled grunts and cries of pleasure.

Cole panted harshly above Mary as he pounded into her relentlessly. "Take my cock like you were made for it."

The dim light of the room danced across Liam's rugged features. His eyes, sharp and piercing, locked onto hers with an intensity that made her breath catch. She had recognized him from her first day on the ranch, his tall frame and broad shoulders a silhouette against the sun. Now, he moved towards her with a purpose, each step deliberate, each muscle tensed.

The air was thick with the scent of sweat and desire, heavy with anticipation. Mary could hear the sound of her own ragged breathing, the creak of the old wooden floor beneath Liam's boots. The room seemed to close in around her, the shadows deepening as if to witness the scene unfolding.

Liam's gaze never wavered as he approached, his eyes reflecting a hunger that made Mary's heart pound. She could feel Cole's relentless rhythm, each thrust a reminder of her helplessness, yet Liam's presence added a new layer of tension. As he knelt beside her, the cool metal of the milking machine still clamped to her breasts, Mary felt a surge of conflicting emotions—fear, arousal, and a deep, primal desire.

His hands, calloused and rough, brushed against her skin as he lowered his head. The first touch of his lips on her nipple sent a jolt through her, a mix of pain and pleasure as the machine still pulled at her. Mary gasped, her body arching involuntarily, her wrists straining against the restraints. Cole's grip tightened on her hips, his thrusts growing more forceful as if spurred by Liam's presence.

Liam's mouth was hot, his tongue swirling around her nipple, drawing it deep. Mary felt the suction of the machine and the warmth of Liam's mouth, a dual sensation that left her breathless. She could taste the salt of her own tears, the metallic tang of fear mixed with the sweetness of forbidden pleasure.

Cole's voice was a low growl above her, his words a blur as he drove into her, each thrust a testament to his dominance. Yet, it was Liam's gentle suction, his tender nibbles, that sent shivers down her spine. She felt a hand in her hair, Liam's fingers intertwining with the strands, pulling her head back, forcing her to meet his gaze.

Their eyes locked, a silent understanding passing between them. Mary saw something there, a flicker of something more, a hint of a connection that went beyond this moment. But it was fleeting, lost as Liam deepened his kiss, his mouth claiming her breast with a possessiveness that left her reeling.

The room was a cacophony of sounds—Cole's harsh breathing, the rhythmic slap of flesh, the hum of the machine, and Mary's own moans. Each sound blended into the next, creating a symphony of desire and despair. She felt herself slipping, the lines between pleasure and pain blurring until she couldn't distinguish one from the other.

As Liam pulled back, his lips glistening, Mary caught a glimpse of something in his eyes—a flicker of regret, perhaps, or a hint of a deeper emotion. But it was quickly masked, replaced by the same hunger that had driven him to her. He stood, his movements fluid, leaving Mary to the relentless pace of Cole's thrusts.

The tension in the room was palpable, a living, breathing entity that pulsed with every movement. Mary felt it in her bones, a slow-burn that threatened to consume her.

Cole’s body tightened, his muscles coiling like a spring as he drove into Mary with relentless ferocity. The room was a storm of sounds—flesh meeting flesh, ragged breaths, and the low, guttural growls that tore from Cole’s throat. Mary’s body trembled beneath him, her hands straining against the restraints as her hips bucked involuntarily, caught in the vice of pleasure and pain.

The dim light flickered, casting shadows that danced across Cole’s face like demons. His eyes were wild, feral, as he leaned over Mary, his breath hot against her ear. “You were made for this,” he snarled, his voice low and guttural. “Made to take cock, to be used, to be nothing but a vessel for our seed.”

Mary’s throat burned as she swallowed a sob, her body wracked with shudders. The machine still clamped to her breasts hummed its relentless rhythm, drawing out streams of milk that glistened in the faint light. Her nipples throbbed, raw and tender, but the pain only fueled the fire that raged through her.

Cole’s thrusts grew erratic, his movements wild and uncontrolled as he chased his climax. His hands dug into her hips, bruising her as he pulled her onto his cock again and again. Mary’s breath hitched in her throat, her body stretched to its limits, the pain a sharp, blinding thing that edged into pleasure.

And then, with a roar that echoed through the room, Cole came. His body stiffened, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself into her. The first spurt was hot, a thick, viscous stream that filled her to the brim. Mary gasped, her body clenching around him as he pumped wave after wave of seed into her. The sensation was overwhelming, a primal, invasive intimacy that left her breathless and trembling.

Cole’s body finally stilled, his chest heaving as he pulled out of Mary, leaving her slick and trembling. The room hung heavy with the musky scent of sex, sweat, and something darker—something primal. Mary’s breath came in shallow gasps, her body raw and oversensitive, her thighs smeared with the evidence of Cole’s dominance.

Before she could process the ache spreading through her, a shadow loomed over her. Rustler stepped into the light, his tall, broad frame casting long silhouettes across the walls. His hat tipped low, shading his eyes, but there was no mistaking the hunger in his stance. He unbuckled his belt with a deliberate slowness, the metallic jingle echoing like a promise—or a threat. Mary’s heart skipped a beat as his zipper came down, revealing the thick, veiny length of his cock, already slick at the tip.

“My turn,” a third rustler drawled, his voice low and rough, like gravel scraping against stone. He didn’t wait for permission, just stepped between her spread legs and aligned himself with her entrance. Mary flinched at the first touch, her tender flesh protesting, but Rustler didn’t hesitate. He gripped her hips in his massive hands and thrust in with one hard, merciless stroke.

Mary cried out, the sound hoarse and fractured. This man was bigger than Cole, thicker, and he filled her to the point of discomfort. Her body stretched around him, the pain sharp and searing, but it was quickly overridden by a twisting, clawing need. She had thought she was done, spent, but something about his rough possession lit a fire inside her. He fucked her like he resented her, like every thrust was a punishment, and yet she arched into him, her body betraying her.

The room filled with the wet, sloppy sounds of their coupling. Rustler’s cock glistened with Cole’s cum and her own juices, and each thrust was accompanied by a lewd squelch that seemed to echo in Mary’s ears. Her breasts swayed with the force of his movements, the milking machine still clamped to her nipples, drawing out occasional streams of milk that dripped onto her stomach. This man didn’t seem to care; he was too focused on his own pleasure, his jaw clenched, his eyes fixed on her with an intensity that bordered on fury.

Mary’s hands were still tied, her wrists raw from her earlier struggles, but she didn’t fight now. She lay there, her body a battleground, and let the man use her. And yet, despite the roughness, despite the pain, there was something about him—something in the way he moved, the way he looked at her—that made her feel alive. She moaned, the sound guttural and foreign even to her own ears, and Rustler grunted in approval, his rhythm growing faster, harder.

“Liam,” Mary whispered, her voice hoarse and trembling. The sound of his name on her lips sent a shiver down her spine, but she couldn’t look away. “Please… let me… let me taste you.”

Liam’s eyes locked onto hers, the air thick with the weight of her whispered plea. His jaw tightened, a flicker of hesitation dancing in his gaze before he stepped closer, the shadows cast by the dim light accentuating the sharp angles of his face. Mary’s breath hitched as he reached for her, his fingers brushing against her lips before he slid his cock into her mouth with a slow, deliberate movement. The taste of him was earthy and raw, a primal scent that mingled with the musk of sweat and sex that filled the room.

the other man’s thrusts were relentless, his grip on her hips unyielding as he drove into her with a ferocity that bordered on cruelty. Mary’s body was a battleground, each thrust a clash of pain and pleasure that left her gasping around Liam’s cock. The milking machine still hummed its rhythmic pulse, drawing out streams of milk that glistened on her skin like pearls in the faint light. Her nipples throbbed, raw and tender, but the pain only fueled the fire that burned through her.

Liam’s hand cradled her head, his fingers tangling in her hair as he began to move, his thrusts shallow at first, then deeper, as if drawn by some primal compulsion. His cock was hot, the vein along its length pulsing against her tongue as she sucked him with a desperation she couldn’t explain. She felt a tear slip down her cheek, the salt mingling with the taste of him as she gazed up at him, her eyes pleading for something—connection, release, absolution.

The other man’s movements were brutal, his cock slamming into her with a wet, slapping sound that echoed through the room. Mary’s body trembled, her muscles stretched to their limits as he fucked her with a ruthless intensity. Yet, despite the pain, despite the raw, invasive thrusts, there was something about him—something primal and unyielding—that drew her in. She moaned around Liam’s cock, the sound muffled but unmistakable, a guttural acknowledgment of the twisted pleasure that writhed through her.

The room was a storm of sensations—Liam’s cock in her mouth, The relentless thrusts against her pussy, the hum of the machine, and the thick, heavy scent of sex that clung to every surface. Mary’s breath came in shallow gasps, her body trembling as she teetered on the edge of something—pleasure, despair, or perhaps a dangerous mix of both. Her hands strained against the restraints, her wrists raw and burning, but she didn’t fight. She lay there, a vessel for their desires, yet somehow, impossibly, alive with a fire that refused to be extinguished.

Liam’s movements quickened, his cock swelling as he neared his climax. His fingers tightened in her hair, pulling her head back as he thrust deeper, his breath coming in ragged gasps. Mary’s eyes met his, a silent understanding passing between them—a moment of raw, unspoken connection that transcended the ugliness of the act. Then, with a guttural groan, he came, his seed spilling into her mouth in thick, salty pulses. She swallowed, her throat working as she took him in, the taste of him lingering on her tongue.

Tension coiled in Mary’s belly, tight and relentless, as the rustler fucked her through the mess of fluids, her pussy sloppy and overused. He didn’t seem to mind; if anything, he seemed to revel in it, his thrusts growing more brutal as he chased his own climax. Mary’s breath hitched in her throat as he slammed into her one final time, his body locking up as he came with a guttural roar.

The first spurt of his cum hit her deep, hot and sticky, and Mary’s body clenched around him involuntarily, her overstimulated nerves flaring one last time.

Mary's body shuddered violently, a strangled cry tearing from her throat as a devastating orgasm ripped through her. The rustler's hot seed flooded her already sodden pussy, triggering wave after wave of raw, agonizing bliss. Her back arched off the table, breasts heaving as she gasped for air, milk dripping from her throbbing nipples.

Each pulse of the Man’s cock sending another wave of hot seed into Mary's already overstuffed pussy. She shuddered beneath him, her body weak and trembling from the relentless onslaught of sensation. As he finally stilled, spent and panting, Mary lay there in a daze, her mind reeling from the intensity of what had just transpired.

Slowly, the rustler withdrew from her abused hole, his cock still ,-hard slipping out with a gush of cum and fluids. Mary whimpered at the sudden emptiness, her body feeling hollow and used. The room was eerily silent now, save for the occasional drip of liquid hitting the floor and the low hum of the milking machine. Mary's skin was slick with sweat and other essences, her hair plastered to her face and neck.

The room was silent now, except for the faint hum of the milking machine and Mary’s ragged breathing. Rustler tucked himself back into his jeans with the same slow deliberateness he’d undressed, his movements almost methodical. He glanced at Mary once, his expression unreadable.

Cole surveyed the scene with a satisfied smirk, taking in the sight of Mary's ravaged body, limp and twitching on the table. Her pussy leaked rivulets of cum and juices onto the floor, and her breasts were swollen and raw from the relentless milking. He could see the exhaustion etched into her features, the dazed look in her eyes as she struggled to remain conscious.

"Put her with the others," Cole instructed, his voice cold and detached. "She's had enough for now."

Two of the men nodded, their expressions impassive as they untied Mary's restraints. They lifted her off the table roughly, ignoring her weak protests and moans of pain.
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The two men carried Mary out of the room, her limp body jostling with each step. They navigated through a dimly lit hallway, the air heavy with the scent of hay and livestock. As they pushed open a heavy wooden door, the sounds of muffled cries and low moans greeted them.

Inside the barn, rows of women were chained to the walls, their naked forms illuminated by the faint glow of lanterns. Some were curled up in fetal positions, their eyes vacant and glassy. Others rocked back and forth, mumbling incoherently to themselves. The floor was strewn with dirty straw and stained with various fluids.

The men deposited Mary on a bare mattress in the corner, her body sinking into the lumpy surface. They fastened a chain around her ankle, securing her to a metal ring bolted to the wall. Mary barely registered the cold bite of the shackle against her skin, her mind still reeling from the brutal violation she'd endured.

As she lay there, shivering and dazed, Mary's gaze drifted over to a woman chained nearby. The woman's belly was swollen with pregnancy, her skin stretched taut over protruding ribs and hipbones. Tears streaked down her face as she cradled her stomach protectively.

Mary's heart clenched at the sight, a wave of empathy mingling with her own despair. She reached out with a trembling hand, unable to touch but offering what comfort she could across the narrow gap between them.

"Hang in there," Mary whispered hoarsely, her voice raw from screaming. "We'll get through this... somehow."

The pregnant woman's eyes met hers, a flicker of recognition and gratitude passing between them before exhaustion claimed Mary once more and blackness crept in from the edges of her vision.

In the dim light filtering through cracks in the barn walls, Mary drifted into a restless slumber haunted by nightmares of pain and degradation inflicted upon her broken body. Tears leaked from beneath closed lids as she relived every thrust and touch.

She shifted on the thin mattress, wincing as her abused body protested the movement. Every muscle ached, every inch of skin felt raw and tender. Between her legs, she could feel the sticky residue of dried cum and fluids, a constant reminder of what had been done to her.

Beside her, the pregnant woman stirred, her chains rattling softly. Mary turned to look at her, taking in the deep bruises around her wrists and the haunted look in her eyes. She reached out instinctively, wanting to offer some comfort, but the chain around her own ankle held her back.

"Are you alright?" Mary asked softly, hating how inadequate the words sounded.

The woman let out a choked laugh that bordered on hysteria. "Am I alright? No, I'm not alright. None of us are alright."

She gestured to the other women chained along the wall, their naked forms huddled together for warmth. Some were crying quietly, others stared blankly into space.

"They do this every day," the woman continued, her voice trembling with barely contained rage and despair. "Bring in fresh meat and use us until we break."

Mary's stomach churned at the thought. Fresh meat—that's what she was now. Just another victim in this twisted game.

"What happens when we break?" she asked hoarsely, afraid of the answer but needing to know nonetheless.

The woman shrugged helplessly. "Some die. Others... I don't know. They disappear and never come back."

A chill ran down Mary's spine at those ominous words. Disappeared and never came back—that didn't sound like a fate she wanted to contemplate.

Beside them, one of the women let out a sudden scream, jerking against her restraints like an animal caught in a trap. Two men burst through the door, their expressions hard and cruel as they strode towards her.

"No! Please no more!" she begged hysterically as they hauled her up by the arms.

But they paid no heed to her pleas. Dragging her from the room, they slammed the door shut behind them with a resounding bang that echoed through the barn.

The sound of the woman's screams was replaced by an eerie silence, the kind that settles after a storm has passed. Mary watched as the door slowly swung shut, the last glimpse of the woman's pleading face etched into her memory.

She turned to the pregnant woman beside her, who seemed to have retreated into herself again. Her eyes were closed, her breathing shallow. Mary reached out tentatively, placing a hand on the woman's arm. "We need to stay strong," she whispered, more to herself than anyone else.

The barn was dimly lit, but Mary could make out the shapes of other women chained along the walls. They all seemed so broken, so defeated. A lump formed in her throat as she thought about how they had ended up here, at the mercy of these monsters.

A sudden noise startled her – the sound of footsteps approaching. Mary tensed, her heart pounding in her chest. She glanced at the pregnant woman, who seemed equally alarmed.

The footsteps grew louder until they were right outside the barn door. It creaked open, revealing a figure silhouetted against the faint light. Mary held her breath, her body tense and ready to fight or flee.

But then she heard a voice – a familiar voice. "Mary?" it called softly.

Her heart leapt with hope and fear. Could it be? She squinted in the darkness, trying to make out the face of the person calling her name.

And then, like a miracle, Ezekiel stepped into the barn.

He looked different – older, harder – but it was him. He moved towards her with a stealthy grace, his eyes scanning the room before settling on her. "Mary," he breathed, relief flooding his features.

Tears sprang to Mary's eyes as she took in the sight of him. She had given up hope of ever seeing him again, had resigned herself to a fate worse than death. But here he was, alive and well and reaching out for her.

"Ezekiel," she whispered, her voice choked with emotion. She leaned into his embrace, feeling his strong arms encircle her. For a moment, everything else faded away – the barn, the chains, the other women – and there was only Ezekiel and the promise of escape.

But then reality came crashing back down. Ezekiel might have rescued her from one horror, but they were still trapped in this living nightmare. And there were so many others who needed saving too.

With newfound determination, Mary pulled away from Ezekiel's embrace. "We have to help them," she said firmly, gesturing to the other women chained along the walls.

Ezekiel nodded, his expression resolute. Together, they began working on the chains, freeing each woman one by one. Some cried silently, others thanked them profusely; still, others just stared blankly into space, too traumatized to react.

When they were finished, Ezekiel turned to Mary, his eyes filled with a fierce determination. "We need to get out of here, now."

Mary nodded, her heart pounding in her chest. She could feel the weight of their freedom, still so fragile and new. But there was something else too – a deep-seated fear that any moment could be their last.

Ezekiel led the way through the dark barn, his steps sure and silent. The women followed behind him, their chains rattling softly as they moved. Mary brought up the rear, her senses on high alert for any sign of danger.

They emerged from the barn into a moonlit courtyard, the air heavy with the scent of damp earth and manure. In the distance, Mary could see the outline of a large house, its windows glowing with a warm yellow light.

Ezekiel gestured for them to stop, his eyes scanning the area around them. "We need to be careful," he whispered. "There are guards everywhere."

Mary nodded, her throat dry with fear. She knew all too well what these men were capable of.

Suddenly, one of the women let out a soft gasp, her eyes wide with terror. Mary followed her gaze to where a guard stood, not more than ten feet away. He was staring right at them, his hand resting on the butt of his revolver.

Ezekiel's hand shot up, signaling for everyone to freeze. He slowly began to back away, pulling Mary with him. The women followed suit, their movements synchronized and fluid like a well-rehearsed dance. But the guard didn't budge. He just stood there, watching them with a cold, calculating gaze.

Mary's heart hammered in her chest as they continued to retreat, inching closer to the shadows that lined the edge of the courtyard. She could feel the adrenaline coursing through her veins, making her skin tingle and her muscles coil tight. Any second now, and it would all be over.

But then, just as they were about to slip into the safety of the darkness, the guard reached for his gun. Ezekiel reacted instantly, lunging forward and grabbing the man's wrist before he could pull the trigger. The two of them wrestled on the ground, grunting and straining against each other.

Mary watched in horror as the guard managed to break free, scrambling to his feet and pulling out a knife. Ezekiel rolled to the side, narrowly avoiding the blade as it sliced through the air. The women around Mary screamed and scattered, their chains clanking against the cobblestones.

But Ezekiel was undeterred. He sprang back up, his eyes blazing with determination. In one swift motion, he grabbed the guard's arm and twisted it behind his back, forcing him to drop the knife. Then, with a swift kick to the man's knees, he brought him crashing to the ground.

The guard lay there, panting and defeated, as Ezekiel stood over him. For a moment, Mary thought it was over. But then Ezekiel reached down and grabbed the man's throat, his fingers digging into the flesh with a terrifying intensity.

"Ezekiel!" Mary shouted, rushing forward to intervene. But before she could reach him, he released the guard's throat and stood up, leaving the man writhing on the ground.

"We have to go," he said gruffly, his voice barely above a whisper. "Now."

Mary nodded, her heart still pounding in her chest. She glanced around at the other women, who were huddled together in fear. They needed to move fast, before more guards came.

As if on cue, the distant sound of hoofbeats echoed through the night air. Cole's guards were coming. There was no time to lose.

Ezekiel quickly ushered the women towards one of Cole's wagons, its dark silhouette barely visible against the backdrop of the moonlit sky. Mary helped him load the women into the wagon, their chains clanking together in a discordant symphony of fear and hope.

As soon as the last woman was inside, Ezekiel climbed up onto the driver's seat and took hold of the reins. He glanced back at Mary, his eyes filled with a fierce determination. "Hold on tight," he said, his voice low and steady.

Mary nodded, her heart racing as she climbed up into the wagon beside the other women. They huddled together for warmth and comfort, their chains rattling softly as the wagon jostled them about.

Ezekiel urged the horses forward, and the wagon lurched into motion. The guards were getting closer, their shouts and curses ringing out through the night air. But Ezekiel didn't falter. He drove the wagon straight towards them, his eyes fixed on the road ahead.

At the last possible second, he veered off to the side, sending the guards careening off course. They shouted and fired their guns, but Ezekiel was already gone, disappearing into the darkness beyond.

The women in the wagon murmered excitedly, their voices mingling with the sound of hooves and wheels as they sped away from Cole's compound. But Mary couldn't join in their celebration. She knew all too well that their freedom was far from assured.

They rode on through the night, the darkness around them slowly giving way to the first faint hints of dawn. The air grew colder, and the women huddled closer together for warmth. Mary watched as the landscape rolled by, her mind a whirl of thoughts and fears.

She thought of Cole and his men, and the terrible things they had done. And she thought of Ezekiel, and the sacrifices he had made to save them.

As the sun began to rise, casting long shadows across the landscape, Mary knew that their journey was far from over. There would be more dangers to face, more challenges to overcome. But she also knew that they would face them together, as a team.

And maybe, just maybe, they might find a way to bring Cole and his men to justice. It was a slim hope, but it was all they had. And for now, that would have to be enough.
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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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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 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





