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I went out to the middle of nowhere for some much needed self-care retreat, but I didn’t expect to be greeted by a seven-foot-tall minotaur. After catching my cheating boyfriend and losing my job, I'm ready for a fresh start… but not THIS fresh!

Andros and his brothers run a very special kind of wellness retreat. The moment I meet them, my body starts responding in impossible ways. I've never been pregnant, but suddenly I'm producing rich, creamy milk that drives the three giant minotaurs wild with need.

They want to keep me. Worship me. Breed me.

And I'm discovering I want nothing more than to be their perfect little milk cow.

Warning: This taboo RH Monster Romance includes instalove, lactation kink, breeding kink, MFMM, possessive alphas, extreme size difference, plus size heroine, and three minotaurs who never let their cow leave unsatisfied.


CHAPTER ONE

The rain hits my windshield like bullets, and my ancient car makes a sound that definitely isn't covered under any warranty I've ever had. Steam pours from under the hood as I pull over on the narrow mountain road, cursing my luck and the corrupt boss who fired me three days ago for "performance issues" - also known as reporting his embezzlement to the state auditor.

My phone died somewhere around mile marker 15, the battery finally giving up after three days of job hunting calls. The GPS went dark an hour ago, leaving me stranded on some back road in the middle of nowhere with a dead car and a rapidly approaching storm.

Through the rain, I can make out lights in the distance - a farmhouse nestled in a valley below. It's my only option. I grab my purse and make a run for it, my heels slipping on the wet asphalt as I stumble down the muddy road toward salvation.

By the time I reach the front porch, I'm soaked to the skin. My business suit clings to my curves, the white blouse practically transparent. I ring the doorbell, shivering and hoping whoever lives here isn't the axe-murderer type.

The door opens, and I forget how to breathe.

The being standing before me is massive - easily seven feet tall with shoulders so broad they fill the doorframe. But he's not human. His head is distinctly bull-like, with an elongated face, broad nose, and two curved horns emerging from his skull. Dark brown fur covers his powerful frame, and his eyes are liquid amber with horizontal pupils that seem to see right through me.

"Well, well," he says, his voice a deep rumble that makes my knees weak. "What do we have here?"

I should run. Every instinct screams at me to turn around and take my chances with the storm. But there's an intensity in his gaze - not threatening, but deeply interested - that keeps me rooted to the spot.

"I'm sorry to bother you," I manage, wrapping my arms around myself. My teeth are chattering, and I can feel water dripping from my hair onto the porch. "My car broke down, and my phone died. I need to call for help."

His amber eyes rake over my soaked form, taking in the way my wet clothes cling to every curve. "Emma," he says, and my heart skips. How does he know my name?

"How did you...?"

"Lucky guess," he says with a smile that's all predator. "I'm Dorion. And you're soaked to the bone. Come inside before you catch pneumonia."

Before I can protest, he's ushering me inside, his massive hand on the small of my back. Even through my wet clothes, his touch burns.

The farmhouse is beautiful - all exposed beams and warm wood, with a fire crackling in the stone fireplace. It should feel welcoming, but Dorion's presence is so overwhelming I can barely focus on the decor.

"You're soaked through," he observes, and I realize I'm dripping onto his hardwood floors, leaving a puddle wherever I stand. "Those wet clothes need to come off immediately, or you'll be sick."

"I don't think..." I start, but he's already behind me, his hands settling on my shoulders.

"You're shivering," he points out, and he's right - I can't seem to stop. "Don't think, just let me take care of you."

His fingers work at the buttons of my blazer with surprising dexterity for such large hands. The jacket hits the floor with a wet slap, leaving me in just my soaked blouse and skirt.

"Better," he says approvingly, but his eyes are fixed on my chest. Through the transparent fabric, my nipples are clearly visible, hardened from cold and arousal I don't want to acknowledge.

"I should really find a phone to call someone," I say weakly, but I can't seem to move away from his heat.

"Power's out from the storm," Dorion says, his hands moving to my blouse buttons. "Phone lines too. You'll have to wait until morning."

The thought terrifies and thrills me in equal measure. This massive creature wants me here, wants to undress me, and my body is responding in ways that make no sense.

"This is crazy," I whisper as he pushes my blouse off my shoulders. "I don't even know you."

"You know enough," he says, his eyes fixed on my bra-covered breasts. "Your body knows what it needs."

As if summoned by his words, I feel a strange tingling in my chest. My bra suddenly feels too tight, and there's an odd sensation building behind my nipples.

"What's happening to me?" I gasp, looking down at myself.

Dorion's nostrils flare, and his pupils dilate. "The gift," he says with deep satisfaction. "I can smell it on you."

"What gift?" But even as I ask, I can feel dampness spreading across my bra. I look down in shock to see wet spots forming over my nipples.

"You're lactating," Dorion explains, his voice rough with hunger. "Your body is preparing to nourish me."

"That's impossible," I stammer. "I'm not pregnant. I've never..."

"You don't need to be," he says, reaching around to unclasp my bra. "Some women can produce milk when properly stimulated. And right now, you're responding to what I am."

My bra falls away, and I'm exposed to his burning gaze. My breasts are swollen and heavy, milk already beading at my nipples. The sensation is overwhelming - pressure and aching need combined.

Instead of horror or confusion, I feel a deep rightness settling into my bones. Like this is exactly what I'm supposed to be doing, exactly where I'm supposed to be.

"I don't understand," I breathe, but my body seems to know exactly what's happening. The relief as milk begins to flow is immediate and intense. "But it feels... right. How can it feel so right?"

"Because you were made for this," Dorion says, his massive hands coming up to cup my breasts. "Your body recognizes what I am, what I need."

The certainty in his voice resonates through me. All those years of feeling like something was missing, like I was searching for a purpose I couldn't name - it all makes sense now. I wasn't meant for corporate life, for endless spreadsheets and office politics. I was meant for this - for nourishing, for being treasured, for being needed in the most fundamental way possible.

"I've been searching for something my whole life," I confess, my voice barely a whisper. "I thought it was career success, financial security. But it was this, wasn't it?"

"Yes," he confirms, his thumbs brushing over my leaking nipples and making me gasp. "This connection, this purpose."

When his palms cover my breasts, I cry out from the sensation. Milk sprays between his fingers, and the combination of relief and arousal makes my head spin. It's like my body is finally fulfilling its true function.

"I don't want to go back," I say suddenly, the words spilling out before I can stop them. "To my old life, my job hunt, any of it. I want to stay here with you."

"Even though you just met me?" he asks, though his eyes burn with approval.

"Especially because I just met you," I reply honestly. "In the span of an hour, you've made me feel more alive, more necessary than three years of corporate work ever did."

"Please," I gasp, not sure what I'm begging for but knowing I need more of whatever this is.

"I know what you need," he rumbles, lifting one heavy breast toward his mouth. "Let me taste you."

When his lips close around my nipple, I scream. His mouth is burning hot, his tongue rough as he begins to suck. The sensation is unlike anything I've ever experienced - intense pleasure mixed with overwhelming relief as he draws the milk from my aching breast.

"Oh god," I sob, my hands tangling in his dark hair. The texture is coarser than human hair but incredibly soft, and I can feel the warmth of his scalp beneath my palms. His horns curve gracefully from his skull, smooth and warm under my touch. "What are you doing to me?"

He doesn't answer with words. Instead, he sucks harder, his free hand working my other breast until I'm spraying milk everywhere. My knees give out, but his strong arm catches me, supporting my weight as he continues to feed.

I can feel myself getting wetter with each pull of his mouth. This is insane - I'm lactating for a creature that shouldn't exist, and it's the most erotic thing I've ever experienced.

But more than that, it feels like coming home. Like this is what I was always meant for, what my body was designed to do. The sensation of nourishing this magnificent creature fills me with a satisfaction I never knew was possible.

"Such sweet cream," he murmurs against my breast, and I realize that's exactly what my milk tastes like - rich and creamy. "The sweetest I've ever tasted."

"There have been others?" I ask, though I'm not sure if I feel jealous or excited by the prospect.

"One," he admits, switching to my other breast. "But she's been waiting for a sister. You'll meet her soon."

The thought of another woman like me, another woman who understands this overwhelming need to nourish and be treasured, fills me with anticipation rather than jealousy.

"More," I hear myself begging. "Please, I need more."

His answering growl vibrates against my chest, and I know I'm lost. Whatever this is, whoever he is, I don't want it to stop.

This isn't just shelter from the storm anymore. This is surrender to something I never knew I wanted but can't imagine living without.

"That's just the beginning, sweet thing," Dorion promises, his amber eyes blazing with hunger. "Wait until you meet my brothers."

Brothers. The word sends a thrill through me that should probably concern me, but all I can think about is more of this overwhelming pleasure, more of his burning mouth on my aching breasts.

I came here seeking shelter from a storm, but I think I've found something much more dangerous - and infinitely more satisfying.


CHAPTER TWO

Dorion finally releases my nipple with a wet pop, and I'm left gasping against his massive chest. My breast feels lighter but still heavy, and I can see creamy drops still beading at the tip.

"We need to get you warm," he says, but his amber eyes are still fixed hungrily on my chest. "Come on."

He scoops me up easily, carrying me deeper into the farmhouse. I don't protest being naked in a stranger's arms - his fur is so warm against my skin, and the way he holds me makes me feel precious rather than vulnerable.

"Where are we going?" I ask as he carries me up a wooden staircase.

"Bathroom," he says simply. "You need a hot shower before you catch pneumonia."

The bathroom is enormous, with a walk-in shower that could fit six people. Dorion sets me down gently, his hands lingering on my waist.

"I can manage from here," I say, though I'm not entirely sure I want him to leave.

"Can you?" he asks, reaching past me to turn on the shower. "Your hands are still shaking."

He's right. Whether from cold or arousal, I can't seem to stop trembling. Steam begins to fill the room as hot water cascades from multiple shower heads.

"I'll help," he decides, already stripping off his flannel shirt.

I watch him undress, mesmerized. His body is incredible - all powerful muscle covered in that same dark fur. When he drops his jeans, I gasp. His cock is massive, thick and heavy even soft, distinctly non-human with a flared head and prominent ridges.

"Like what you see?" he asks with amusement.

"You're huge," I breathe, unable to look away.

"And getting bigger," he says with a wicked grin. "Being near you does that to me."

He guides me into the shower, and the hot water feels incredible against my chilled skin. But it's Dorion's hands that make me moan - large and gentle as they work shampoo through my hair, soap across my shoulders.

"Better?" he asks, his hands sliding down to cup my breasts again.

The moment he touches them, I feel that familiar tingling. More milk begins to bead at my nipples, mixing with the shower water.

"I'm doing it again," I gasp, looking down at myself.

"Because your body knows what it wants," Dorion says, his thumbs circling my nipples. "What it needs."

"Which is what?" I ask breathlessly.

"To feed me," he says simply. "To nourish me with this sweet cream."

Before I can respond, he's lifting me easily, pressing my back against the shower wall. The cool tiles make me gasp, but his burning hot body against my front more than compensates.

"What are you doing?" I whisper.

"Drinking my fill," he says, lowering his head to my breast.

When his mouth closes around my nipple in the steamy shower, the sensation is even more intense. The hot water cascades over us while he sucks, his free hand working my other breast until I'm flowing freely for him.

"Dorion," I moan, my legs wrapping around his waist instinctively.

The position puts his massive cock right against my pussy, and I can feel how hard he's gotten. The thick head nudges against my entrance, making me gasp.

"Want me inside you?" he asks against my breast.

"Yes," I breathe without thinking. "Please."

He doesn't hesitate. His cock pushes into me slowly, stretching me impossibly wide. I cry out from the overwhelming sensation - he's so much bigger than any human, reaching places I didn't know existed.

"Fuck, so tight," he grunts, working deeper. "Perfect little cunt, made for bull cock."

When he's fully seated inside me, I feel completely claimed. He starts to move, lifting me up and down on his shaft while the hot water pounds over us and he continues to drink from my breast.

"This is insane," I gasp, but I'm already climbing toward orgasm.

"This is exactly what you needed," he corrects, his pace increasing. "What your body's been craving."

He's right. Being filled so completely while feeding him feels like the most natural thing in the world. Like this is what I was born for.

"Going to come," I warn him, my nails digging into his shoulders.

"Do it," he growls. "Come while I fill you with bull cum."

The orgasm crashes through me just as he reaches his own peak, his cock pulsing inside me as he floods my womb with hot seed. I scream his name, milk practically shooting from my nipples as pleasure destroys me.

When we finally still, I'm boneless in his arms. He supports my weight easily, still buried inside me, still drinking the last drops from my breast.

"That was..." I start, but can't find words.

"Just the beginning," he promises, slowly withdrawing from me. His cum immediately starts leaking down my thighs, mixing with the shower water. "Wait until you meet my brothers."

"Your brothers?"

"Andros and Evander," he says, turning off the water and reaching for towels. "They're going to love you."

As he dries me gently, I realize my life has completely changed in the span of a few hours. I came here seeking shelter from a storm, but I've found something else entirely.

Something I'm not sure I ever want to leave.


CHAPTER THREE

Dorion wraps me in the softest towel I've ever felt, his massive hands gentle as he dries my hair. I'm still floating from what just happened in the shower, my body languid and satisfied in ways I never knew possible.

"Hungry?" he asks, pressing a kiss to my temple.

"Starving," I admit, suddenly realizing I haven't eaten since this morning.

"Good. Andros is an excellent cook, and you'll need your strength." The way he says it makes heat pool between my thighs again.

"For what?"

"For meeting my brothers properly," he says with a wicked grin. "They've been very patient, but I can only keep them away so long."

As if summoned by his words, I hear voices from downstairs - deep, rumbling conversations that make the floorboards vibrate. My pulse quickens.

"They're here?"

"They live here too," Dorion explains, helping me into a plush robe that's clearly meant for someone much larger. It swamps me completely, but it smells like him - warm and masculine and intoxicating. "This is our family farm."

He leads me downstairs, his hand possessive on the small of my back. The kitchen is enormous, with a massive island in the center where two more minotaurs are preparing what looks like a feast.

They're both clearly Dorion's brothers, but distinct in their own ways. One is slightly smaller than Dorion but still enormous, with reddish highlights in his dark fur and more elegantly curved horns. His features are refined, almost aristocratic, with intelligent amber eyes that study me with obvious interest.

The other matches Dorion's imposing size, with lighter brown fur that catches the kitchen lights like burnished gold. His build is more elegant than his brothers', leaner but no less powerful. There's a gentleness in his amber eyes that puts me at ease, though I can see the same hunger burning beneath the surface.

Both of them stop what they're doing the moment we enter, their gazes immediately locking onto me with an intensity that makes my knees weak.

"Well, well," the red-highlighted one says, his voice a deep bass that seems to resonate in my bones. "Dorion's mysterious guest."

"Emma," Dorion says, his hand tightening on my back, "meet my brothers. Evander," he gestures to the red-highlighted one, "and Andros," indicating the lighter-furred brother.

"Welcome to Thornfield Farm," Andros says warmly, though his amber eyes burn with obvious hunger. His voice is cultured, educated, with a slight accent I can't place. "I hope Dorion has been... hospitable."

"Very," I manage, my cheeks heating at the memory of exactly how hospitable he's been.

Evander's nostrils flare, and a slow smile spreads across his aristocratic features. "I can smell that," he says with obvious satisfaction. "Sweet cream and satisfaction. Lucky Dorion."

The casual way he refers to my scent makes my pussy clench with arousal. These creatures can literally smell my arousal, my milk, my body's responses to them.

"There's plenty to share," Dorion says, and the casual way he says it makes my core pulse with need.

"Is there?" Evander asks, moving closer with predatory grace. He's not quite as large as Dorion, but he's still intimidating as hell. Up close, I can see the fine details that make him unique - the way his reddish fur creates intricate patterns across his chest, the small scar above his left eyebrow, the intelligence that burns in his amber eyes. "That depends on what Emma wants."

Andros approaches from my other side, and I realize I'm being flanked by two massive minotaurs while Dorion watches approvingly. "Perhaps we should feed her first," Andros suggests with gentle consideration. "She's had quite an ordeal."

"I have been cooking all afternoon," he continues, his cultured voice warm with pride. "I thought we might have a guest tonight - the storm has a way of bringing lost souls to our door."

"You were expecting me?" I ask, surprised.

"Not you specifically," Evander explains, settling onto one of the oversized bar stools that line the kitchen island. "But someone. We've learned to read the signs."

"What signs?"

"The way the wind changes," Andros says, moving back to his cooking with fluid grace. "The feeling in the air. Our kind has always been connected to the natural world."

"Your kind," I repeat softly. "There are others like you?"

"Not many," Dorion admits, settling beside me at the island. "We're part of a small community scattered across hidden valleys like this one."

All three sets of amber eyes focus on me, and I feel like prey being circled by predators. But instead of fear, I feel anticipation building in my core.

"I don't know what I want," I admit honestly. "This is all so..."

"Overwhelming?" Andros suggests gently, moving to my other side with a plate of food that smells incredible. "That's understandable. You've had quite a day."

The consideration in his voice makes me feel treasured, protected. "That's one way to put it," I say with a shaky laugh. "Six hours ago I was a normal accountant with a broken car. Now I'm..."

"What are you now?" Evander asks, his voice low and hypnotic.

I look between the three massive creatures surrounding me. Dorion, who awakened something in me I never knew existed. Andros, whose gentle consideration makes me feel cherished. Evander, whose refined dominance makes me want to submit completely.

"I have no idea," I whisper.

"You're ours," Dorion says simply. "If you want to be."

"And what would that mean exactly?" I ask, though part of me already knows.

"It means you stay," Andros explains, his hand coming up to cup my cheek with surprising gentleness. "It means we take care of you, protect you, give you everything you need."

"In return for what?"

"You give us what we need," Evander says, his eyes dropping to where the robe gapes slightly at my chest. "That sweet cream you produce. Your body, your pleasure, your submission."

The crude proposition makes me burn with need. "All three of you?"

"All three of us," Dorion confirms. "Whenever we want, however we want."

"I don't know if I can handle that," I whisper, though my body is already responding to the thought.

"You can," Andros assures me, his thumb stroking over my cheekbone. "Your body was made for this. Made for us."

As if summoned by his words, I feel that familiar tingling in my breasts. Despite having been thoroughly drained in the shower, they're already beginning to fill again.

"It's happening again," I gasp, looking down at myself.

"Because you're aroused," Evander observes with satisfaction. "Your body knows what it wants, even if your mind is still catching up."

He's right. The combination of their overwhelming presence, their casual discussion of using me, the memory of Dorion's massive cock inside me - it's all making me desperate for more.

"Tell us about your old life," Andros says gently, offering me a bite of the most delicious stew I've ever tasted. "What were you running from?"

The question catches me off guard. "How did you know I was running?"

"Broken car, no luggage, expensive suit but old shoes," Evander observes with obvious intelligence. "You were dressed for success but traveling light. Either you were escaping something or chasing something."

"Escaping," I admit, surprised by how easily the truth comes. "My boss fired me for reporting his embezzlement. I've been driving around for three days, going to job interviews, trying to figure out what to do next."

"And how did that feel?" Andros asks. "The interviews, the job hunting?"

"Empty," I say honestly. "Like I was going through the motions of a life that wasn't really mine. I've felt that way for years, actually. Like I was pretending to be someone I wasn't."

"And now?" Dorion asks, his hand settling possessively on my thigh.

"Now I feel more real than I ever have," I admit. "More... myself. Even though this should be terrifying, it feels right in a way nothing else ever has."

"Because this is who you really are," Evander says with certainty. "Not the corporate facade, but this - responsive, generous, beautiful."

"Show us," Andros says softly. "Let us see what our touch does to you."

"Here?" I ask, suddenly aware that we're standing in their kitchen.

"Everywhere belongs to us," Dorion says matter-of-factly. "Including you, if you choose it."

The robe falls open easily when I untie the belt, pooling around my feet. Standing naked between three fully-clothed minotaurs makes me feel powerful rather than vulnerable. The way they're looking at me - with hunger and reverence and pure need - makes me feel like a goddess.

"Perfect," Evander breathes, his eyes fixed on my already-hardening nipples. "Look how responsive she is."

"Touch me," I hear myself saying. "Please."

They don't need to be asked twice. Andros' hands settle on my breasts while Evander moves behind me, his massive frame pressing against my back. Dorion watches from the front, his amber eyes burning with possessive hunger.

"Such beautiful udders," Andros murmurs, his touch gentle but firm. "Already filling up again."

The moment he squeezes, milk sprays between his fingers. The relief is immediate and overwhelming, making me moan and arch into his touch.

"My turn," Evander says, reaching around to cup my other breast. When both brothers are working my chest, the stimulation is incredible.

"Look at that," Dorion says with obvious satisfaction. "Flowing like a fountain. Such a good little cow."

The degrading term makes me clench with arousal. "More," I gasp. "Please, I need more."

"What do you need?" Evander asks, his lips brushing against my ear.

"Your mouths," I admit shamelessly. "I need you to drink from me."

"Such a good girl, asking so prettily," Andros praises, lifting one heavy breast toward his mouth.

When his lips close around my nipple, I cry out from the intensity. His technique is different from Dorion's - more thorough, gentler, but just as effective. He drinks deeply while Evander claims my other breast, and soon I'm being thoroughly milked by both brothers.

"That's it," Dorion encourages, moving closer. "Feed my brothers. Show them what a perfect little milk slut you are."

The degrading words combined with the overwhelming sensation of being drained makes my orgasm build rapidly. "I'm going to come," I warn them.

"Do it," Evander growls against my breast. "Come from having your udders milked like the good little cow you are."

The climax crashes through me without warning, making me scream and convulse between them. Milk practically shoots from my nipples, feeding both brothers as pleasure destroys me completely.

"Beautiful," Dorion says with deep satisfaction. "Absolutely beautiful."

When I finally stop shaking, both brothers release my well-drained nipples. I'm boneless between them, completely spent but somehow still desperate for more.

"How do you feel?" Andros asks gently.

"Empty," I whisper honestly. "Like I need to be filled."

"We can help with that," Evander says with a wicked grin, his hands already moving to his belt. "Time to show you what it feels like to service all three of us."

My pussy clenches at the promise, already slick and ready despite having just come. "Yes," I breathe. "Please."

As I watch all three brothers begin to undress, revealing bodies that are pure masculine perfection, I realize there's no going back. Whatever I was before tonight, that woman is gone.

In her place is someone new - someone who craves their touch, their dominance, their complete possession.

And I can't wait to find out what that means.


CHAPTER FOUR

The sight of three massive minotaurs stripping naked in their kitchen makes my mouth go dry. Their bodies are incredible - all powerful muscle and dark fur, built on a scale that makes me feel delicate and feminine. But it's their cocks that make me gasp.

They're all hung like the bulls they resemble, but each is distinct. Evander is the most intimidating, his shaft curved and ridged with prominent veins. Andros is slightly thicker, his cock flushed dark with arousal. Dorion I already know intimately, but seeing him hard again makes my pussy clench with remembered pleasure.

"Like what you see, sweet thing?" Dorion asks, noting my wide-eyed stare.

"You're all so big," I breathe, my body already responding to the sight of them.

"And we're all going to be inside you," Evander promises, moving closer. "Every inch, until you're completely claimed."

Before I can respond, he's lifting me easily onto the kitchen island, positioning me on my back with my legs spread wide. The granite is cold against my skin, making me gasp, but his burning touch more than compensates.

"Right here?" I ask, suddenly aware of how exposed I am.

"Everywhere in this house belongs to us," Andros says, moving to my side. "Including you."

He's right. The moment Evander settles between my thighs, his massive hands gripping them to spread me wider, I feel completely owned.

"Already so wet," he observes with satisfaction, his finger tracing through my arousal. "Ready for bull cock."

"Please," I whimper, my back arching off the cold stone. "I need it."

"Need what?" he asks, the head of his cock pressing against my entrance but not entering.

"Your cock," I beg shamelessly. "I need you to fuck me."

"Such a dirty mouth," he praises, pushing forward slowly. "Let's put it to good use."

The stretch as he enters me is incredible. Even after Dorion, Evander feels enormous, his ridged shaft hitting spots that make me see stars. When he's fully seated inside me, I feel completely stuffed.

"So tight," he grunts, starting to move with long, deep strokes. "Perfect little cunt, made for bull cock."

While Evander fucks me on the kitchen island, Dorion moves to my head. His cock is already hard again, impressive in its recovery, and when he guides it to my lips I open eagerly.

"That's it," he encourages as I take him into my mouth. "Suck my cock while Evander ruins that tight pussy."

The dual stimulation is overwhelming. Evander's relentless thrusts push me back onto Dorion's shaft, creating a rhythm that has me completely at their mercy. I can only moan around Dorion's cock as pleasure builds rapidly.

"Look at her," Andros says with obvious satisfaction. He's positioned beside me, his hands working my bouncing breasts as Evander pounds into me. "Taking cock in both ends like she was born for it."

His words make me clench around Evander, who groans at the sensation. "Fuck, she's milking my cock. Greedy little cunt wants my cum."

"Give it to her," Dorion grunts, his own rhythm becoming erratic. "Fill our little breeding cow."

The degrading words push me over the edge. My orgasm crashes through me like a tidal wave, my pussy clamping down on Evander's shaft while I scream around Dorion's cock. The vibrations trigger his own release, flooding my throat with his seed while Evander roars his climax, pumping my womb full of hot cum.

"One down," Andros says with a wicked grin as both brothers slowly withdraw, leaving me gasping and leaking on the granite surface. "Two to go."

Before I can recover, he's positioning himself between my spread legs. His cock is even thicker than his brothers', and when he presses against my cum-slick entrance, I whimper at the stretch.

"Too much," I gasp, but even as I say it, my body is opening for him.

"You can take it," he assures me, working himself deeper with careful persistence. "Your cunt was made for this."

He's right. Despite his size, my body accepts him eagerly, Evander's cum making the penetration easier. When he's fully inside me, I feel completely claimed in a way that goes beyond physical.

"That's it," he praises, starting to move with deep, rolling thrusts. "Take every inch like the good little breeding cow you are."

Dorion has recovered enough to claim my mouth again, his semi-hard cock sliding between my lips. "Going to keep you constantly full," he promises. "Always a cock in your mouth, always cum in your cunt."

The thought of being used so thoroughly makes my second orgasm build rapidly. Andros seems to sense it, his pace increasing as he drives into me with punishing force.

"Come on my cock," he demands. "Show me how much you love being our fucktoy."

I do exactly that, screaming around Dorion's shaft as pleasure tears through me. Andros follows immediately, his cock pulsing as he adds his seed to Evander's, flooding my womb until I feel bloated with their cum.

"Such a good girl," Evander praises, moving to stroke my hair as Andros slowly withdraws. "Taking everything we give you."

I'm completely boneless on the granite surface, my pussy tender and thoroughly used. Cum leaks steadily from my abused hole, pooling beneath me in an obscene display.

"One more," Dorion says, helping me sit up. "Then you're fully claimed."

"I don't know if I can," I whisper, but even as I say it, I'm already craving more.

"You can," Andros assures me, lifting me easily. "Because this is what you were made for."

They position me differently this time - bent over the kitchen island with my ass in the air, completely exposed and vulnerable. Dorion settles behind me, his cock pressing against my cum-slick entrance.

"Going to take you from behind like the breeding animal you are," he growls, gripping my hips possessively. "Mark you as ours completely."

When he drives into me in one brutal thrust, I scream from the overwhelming sensation. After taking his brothers, I'm sensitive and stretched, but Dorion shows no mercy. He sets a punishing pace immediately, using my hips as handles to pull me back onto his cock.

"This is how you'll be fucked from now on," he pants, one hand tangling in my hair to pull my head back. "On your knees like the cow you are, always ready to be bred."

"Yes," I sob, completely lost to the pleasure. "Want to be your cow. Want to be bred."

"Going to pump you so full of cum you'll be dripping for days," he promises, his thrusts becoming frantic. "Keep you constantly pregnant with our calves."

The thought of being permanently bred, constantly carrying their offspring, sends me over the edge one final time. I come harder than I ever have, my pussy convulsing around his massive cock as I scream into the granite surface.

"That's it," he roars, his own release triggered by my climax. "Take it all, you perfect little breeding cow."

The final load of cum pushes me into something beyond orgasm. Pleasure so intense it borders on pain crashes through me, and I feel invisible bonds wrapping around my soul, connecting me to all three of them permanently.

When I finally stop shaking, I'm surrounded by their massive forms, completely covered in sweat and cum. My pussy is tender and thoroughly claimed, leaking their combined seed onto the kitchen floor.

"How do you feel?" Evander asks gently.

"Ruined," I whisper honestly. "Completely and perfectly ruined."

"Good," Dorion says with deep satisfaction. "Because you're ours now. Completely."

I can feel the truth of it in my bones. The bonds connecting us are warm and permanent, marking me as theirs in ways that go beyond physical.

"What happens now?" I ask.

"Now we take you to your real home," Andros says, gathering me into his arms. "Where you belong."

"And where's that?"

Dorion's smile is full of dark promise. "You'll see, sweet cow. You'll see."

As Andros carries me from the kitchen, I catch a glimpse through the window of another building - a large, elegant barn painted pristine white. Even from a distance, I can see it's no ordinary farm building.

Whatever comes next, I know there's no going back. I'm theirs now, completely and permanently.

And I've never been happier about anything in my life.


CHAPTER FIVE

Andros carries me across the farmyard under the starlit sky, my naked body pressed against his massive chest. The night air is cool against my skin, but his fur is incredibly warm, and I feel safe and treasured in his arms.

"Where are we going?" I murmur against his neck, breathing in his intoxicating scent.

"Home," he says simply, his arms tightening around me protectively. "Your true home."

We approach the elegant white barn I glimpsed from the kitchen window. Up close, it's even more impressive - clearly designed for luxury rather than livestock. The windows are large and perfectly placed, and there's an almost palace-like quality to its architecture.

Dorion opens the massive sliding door, and I gasp at what's revealed inside.

This isn't a barn in any traditional sense. The interior is pristine white wood and soft lighting, with thick straw scattered across polished floors and mixed with rose petals. Everything smells like fresh hay and wildflowers and pure romance.

But it's still recognizably a barn - there are stalls along the walls, though they're unlike anything I've ever seen. Each one is enormous, easily the size of a luxury suite, lined with silk bedding and cashmere blankets. They're not enclosures - they're sanctuaries.

"Welcome home, sweet cow," Evander says warmly, his voice full of pride and possession.

One stall is clearly occupied - I can see personal belongings, books, and what looks like a woman's clothing folded neatly on elegant furniture. The realization hits me like a physical blow.

"There's someone else," I say, though I'm not sure if I feel jealous or excited.

"Sarah," Dorion explains, settling me gently in the largest empty stall. "She's been with us for several months now. You'll meet her tomorrow."

As if summoned by his words, a soft voice calls out from the occupied stall. "Did someone say my name?"

A woman emerges, and I immediately understand why the brothers treasure her. She's beautiful in a soft, maternal way, with dark hair that falls in gentle waves and curves that speak to her body's purpose here. Like me, she's naked except for a leather collar with a small brass bell that chimes softly as she moves.

"Sarah," Andros says warmly, "meet Emma. She has the gift."

Sarah's face lights up with genuine joy. "Oh wonderful! I was hoping..." she trails off, moving closer with obvious excitement. "You found us in the storm, didn't you?"

"My car broke down," I admit, suddenly self-conscious about my nakedness. But Sarah seems completely comfortable, and her easy acceptance puts me at ease.

"Mine overheated on the mountain road," Sarah says with a warm laugh. "Six months ago. Best breakdown of my life."

"You've been here six months?" I ask.

"Happiest six months of my life," she confirms without hesitation. "I was a travel blogger before, always searching for the perfect story. Turns out I was the story."

"Will she mind?" I ask the brothers, suddenly uncertain. "Sharing you?"

"Mind?" Sarah laughs, the sound musical and free. "I've been hoping for a sister. Someone to share this wonderful life with."

"She's been hoping for a sister," Andros assures me, producing a tray of food from somewhere. "Someone to share this life with."

The silk bedding feels incredible against my skin, and I can't help but stretch luxuriously. The movement makes my breasts shift, and all three brothers' eyes immediately lock onto them.

"Already filling up again," Evander observes with satisfaction. "Such a productive little heifer."

He's right. Despite being thoroughly drained multiple times tonight, my breasts feel heavy and full. My body has adapted to their presence with shocking speed.

"It happens faster when you're around all of them," Sarah explains, settling beside me with easy familiarity. "Your body learns to anticipate their needs."

"I can't control it," I admit, my cheeks warming. "Every time you look at me like that..."

"Like what?" Dorion asks, settling beside me on the silk.

"Like you want to devour me," I whisper.

"Because we do," he says simply, his hand coming up to cup my breast. "Always."

The moment he touches me, milk begins to bead at my nipples. The relief of his touch is immediate and overwhelming, making me arch into his palm.

"It never gets old," Sarah says softly, watching with obvious understanding. "That feeling of being exactly what they need."

"Please," I breathe, not even sure what I'm asking for anymore.

"We know what you need," Andros says, joining us on the bedding. "We'll always know."

When his mouth closes around my nipple, the sensation is even more intense than before. My body has become incredibly sensitive, responding to their touch with almost painful pleasure.

"Such sweet cream," he murmurs against my breast. "Better than anything I've ever tasted."

Evander claims my other breast, and soon I'm feeding both of them while Dorion and Sarah watch with possessive hunger and sisterly approval.

"Look how naturally she takes to it," Sarah says with obvious pride. "Like she was born for this."

"I feel like I was," I admit between gasps of pleasure. "Like my whole life was leading to this moment."

"Because it was," Dorion promises, his hands roaming my body as his brothers drink. "Everything that happened to you, every choice you made, brought you to us."

"Going to keep you constantly full," Dorion promises, his hands roaming my body as his brothers drink. "Milk you every few hours, make sure you're always aching for us."

"Yes," I sob, completely lost to the sensation. "Want to always need you."

"You will," Evander assures me, his voice muffled against my breast. "Your body belongs to us now. Every drop of cream you produce is ours."

The possessive words make my pussy clench with renewed arousal. Even after being thoroughly used, I want them again.

"More," I gasp, my hands tangling in their hair. "Please, I need more."

They don't make me wait. Dorion positions himself behind me while Andros continues nursing from my breast, and I gasp as I feel his massive cock pressing against my cum-slick entrance.

"Going to fill both your holes," Dorion growls, pushing into my pussy in one brutal thrust. "Keep you constantly stuffed with bull cock."

I scream from the overwhelming sensation of being filled while Andros drinks from me. Dorion sets a punishing pace immediately, his hands gripping my hips as he pounds into me.

"Such a greedy little cunt," he pants, his thrusts making my breasts bounce against Andros' mouth. "Already soaked and ready for more cock."

"Please," I sob, completely lost to the dual stimulation. "Harder, fuck me harder."

"Dirty little cow," Evander praises, moving to straddle my head. His massive cock bobs near my face, already weeping precum. "Open that pretty mouth. Time to service all three of us at once."

When his cock slides between my lips, I'm completely filled - Dorion pounding my pussy, Andros draining my breast, and Evander using my throat. I've never felt more used or more satisfied.

"Look at our perfect little milk slut," Andros growls against my breast. "Taking cock in every hole while feeding us. This is what you were born for."

"Going to keep you like this forever," Dorion adds, his pace becoming brutal. "Constantly bred, constantly milked, constantly fucked."

"And when one of us isn't using you," Evander continues, his cock sliding deeper into my throat, "the others will be. You'll never go an hour without bull cock inside you."

Sarah moves closer, her hand stroking my hair gently. "They mean it," she says softly. "Every word. And it's the most wonderful life imaginable."

The degrading promises combined with Sarah's gentle confirmation make my orgasm build rapidly. Being used so thoroughly while they describe my future as their permanent fucktoy is more arousing than anything I've ever experienced.

"Going to come," I manage to gasp around Evander's cock.

"Do it," Dorion roars, his thrusts becoming erratic. "Come while we fill you with bull cum, you perfect little breeding cow."

The climax that crashes through me is devastating. My pussy clamps down on Dorion's cock while I scream around Evander's shaft, milk practically shooting from my nipples as pleasure destroys me completely. All three brothers reach their peaks simultaneously, flooding my holes with their hot seed while I convulse between them.

"That's it," Andros praises, his mouth still working my breast. "Take every drop like the good little cum dump you are."

When they finally pull away, I'm completely boneless on the silk bedding. Cum leaks from both my pussy and my mouth, mixing with the milk that's still flowing freely from my thoroughly drained breasts.

"How do you feel, precious cow?" Evander asks gently, stroking my hair.

"Ruined," I whisper honestly. "Completely and perfectly ruined for anyone else."

"Good," Dorion says with deep satisfaction. "Because this is just the beginning."

"Beginning of what?" I ask weakly.

"Your new life," Andros explains, gathering me into his arms. "And every cow needs to be properly marked."

He produces a beautiful leather collar with a brass bell, the leather supple and warm in his hands. "This is yours, if you want it."

My pussy clenches at the sight of it. "Please," I beg shamelessly. "I want to belong to you completely."

"Then you shall," Dorion says solemnly, taking the collar from Andros. "Emma, do you accept your place as our treasured heifer? Will you nourish us, serve us, belong to us completely?"

"Yes," I breathe without hesitation. "Always yes."

The leather settles around my throat like a warm embrace, the brass bell chiming softly as Dorion fastens the buckle. The moment it clicks into place, I feel something shift inside me - a final claiming that goes deeper than physical.

"Perfect," Evander murmurs, his thumb stroking over the collar. "Our beautiful Emma, properly marked."

"How does it feel?" Sarah asks, her own bell chiming as she leans closer.

I move my head experimentally, listening to the gentle music the bell makes. "Like coming home," I say honestly. "Like this is exactly where I belong."

"Because it is," Dorion confirms, his hand coming up to cup my face tenderly. "You're ours now, completely and forever."

As they arrange soft blankets around me, creating a nest of warmth and comfort, I think about the storm that brought me here. I came seeking shelter, but I found something infinitely more precious.

"Welcome home, sweet cow," Andros murmurs as they settle around me protectively. "Welcome to your new life."

As I drift off to sleep surrounded by their warmth and protection, I can hear Sarah's gentle breathing from the neighboring stall and the soft chiming of both our bells. Tomorrow I'll learn from her, discover all the ways to please our devoted bulls.

The thought fills me with anticipation rather than nervousness. Sarah has become my sister in this new life, and together we'll serve our magnificent creatures in whatever way they desire.

Outside, storm clouds have finally cleared, revealing a star-filled sky. The tempest that drove me here has passed, but I'm not going anywhere. This barn, these brothers, this new life - this is my shelter now.

My permanent, perfect shelter.

The bell around my neck chimes softly with my breathing, a constant reminder of my new purpose, my new family, my new home. I came here seeking help with a broken car, but I found something infinitely more valuable - a broken woman made whole.

Sweet dreams, Emma the accountant.

Hello, Emma the cow.

THE END
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