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Content Warning


This is a story of dark Hucow erotic fiction, full of bondage, dub-con, non-con, medical play, and dark and disturbing themes that may be upsetting to some readers. This book is intended only for those eighteen and up. Please proceed with caution.


1


I can't say that I always planned on selling my body as soon as I was legally able to, but since I was at least fifteen, I've known it was my best option. Although the government and officials of the Toy Factory insist it's not a sale, it's an employment contract, we all know the truth. You sign yourself over for twenty years and in the end you get a big fat payout, a place to live, and your freedom. For that twenty years, you have no say in what happens to you. You'll be fed, housed, and have access to some of the best medical care, but you'll also be subject to whatever irreversible modifications they decide you need. I was up all night going over their website and going over what could happen to me. Some options sound better than others, but it's not like I get to pick. The Toy Factory offers everything from bimbo trophy wives that just get a full surgical makeover to the extreme with animal features and mind control. Honestly, the mind control doesn't sound so bad. At least then I'd probably enjoy what was happening to me.

Today I turn eighteen and age out of the group home I've lived in my whole life. I've had a part-time job for the last two years, but what little I've been able to save would put a roof over my head for a month, maybe two. There aren't a lot of options in life for someone like me, with no family, no connections, and no future. It is what it is. But if you sign your paperwork on your eighteenth birthday, there's a $5,000 bonus. I'll only be thirty-eight when I get that money, and I'm set. I'll be able to do whatever I want, and I'll never have to share a bedroom or be hungry again.

I left this morning before anyone else was up. I didn't want to hang around to say goodbye. Kelly tried to have one last breakfast with us when she turned eighteen last year, and Mr. Gibson, who runs the home, accused her of taking food from children and threatened to have her arrested. I walked to the nearest bus station. It's taken me four transfers and six hours to make it this far, and I'll still have to walk a couple blocks to the nearest Intake Center once I get off the bus.

[image: image-placeholder]

The Toy Factory has Intake Centers in most major cities. They evaluate you to see if you're a good fit and then send you off for programming. You're sent to different locations based on what you're selected for. From what I was reading, the transition phase can take anywhere from three days up to a month before you're put on the sales floor.

I don't hesitate as I finally see the Intake Center at the far end of the street. I hope they take me, because I don't really have a Plan B other than the cash stuffed in my backpack along with a couple of changes of clothes. It looks warm and inviting. A well-dressed man and woman stand outside, talking to people on the sidewalk as they hurry by. They're trying to recruit people, but I don't imagine they have a lot of luck. Most people wouldn't go out to run errands and then decide to forfeit all their freedoms on a whim.

I walk straight up to the man. He's tall, good looking, and he gives off the vibe of a slimy salesperson, but I don't let it put me off. I pull my ID out of my pocket as I approach, holding it up so he can see I'm of legal age to do this.

"I'd like to volunteer for the Toy Factory, please," I say, hoping my voice is more confident than I feel. I don't want to give him any reason to turn me away. He turns a smarmy smile on me and I feel a little bit like a fish staring up at a great white shark as he reads over my ID.

"Excellent, Samantha, come right this way," he says, wrapping his arm around me and leading me inside. The glass doors open automatically, and he marches us over to an empty desk with two metal folding chairs in front of it, and a big armchair behind it. He deposits me in one of the uncomfortable chairs before stepping around the desk to sink into the overstuffed leather. He laces his fingers together and peers down at me, a predator examining his prey. I glance around the room. There are three other desk and chair set ups just like it, and a large set of white double doors. The room is otherwise empty, but it's light and airy.

"Well, you've come here on your eighteenth birthday, so I feel like this must have your plan for some time. What makes you want to work at the Toy Factory?" he purrs. I swallow dryly, wondering how honest I should be.

"I want to have a future, and I don't have one right now, sir," I manage after thinking for a moment. "I didn't have good enough grades for college, and I'm a foster kid. For a long time, I've known that choosing this career path would work out for me best in the long run."

"Excellent. Yes, I think you could have a wonderful career with us here at the Toy Factory. Are you familiar with the compensation package?" he asks.

This I'm able to answer without hesitating, grateful I did my research last night on the group home's computer.

"Yes. For twenty years of satisfactory service, I they will give me an apartment in one of four locations for the rest of my life or until I choose to move, whichever comes first, with a payment of $30,000 for every year worked. If I sign today, there will be a $5,000 bonus. They will take care of all my physical needs while I am employed," I say.

"And you understand that you will have no say in how those needs are met? You may be placed on a certain diet or be required to sleep in unconventional circumstances," he asks, looking at me with a gleam in his eyes.

"Yes, sir. Depending on what program I am selected for, I might be given a fairly normal lifestyle as a trophy wife, or treated like a pet or object instead of a person. I am prepared for that, and some of the physical changes are irreversible," I say, trying to instill steel into my voice, so he sees how serious I am.

"Good. I'm glad to see you've done your research. We only have two more questions we need to go over. Do you understand you must obey all instructions given to you both by the Toy Factory and your eventual Masters? That if you have a breech of conduct, you will be expelled from the program and not only get nothing, but have to pay for the cost of any procedures you had done in your time with us?"

I swallow, but I nod firmly.

"Last question. You understand you do not get to choose your program and you must sign your employment contract before we begin the selection process?"

"Yes, sir," I answer and he beams.

"Excellent. We'll begin at once."
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After signing my name what feels like a hundred times, and going over a stack of paperwork that was thicker than War and Peace, the salesman, who still hasn't introduced himself, presses a button for an intercom. Two younger men in white suits come through the double doors a moment later. Without a word, they both take me by the arm like I'm a prisoner they're worried about escaping and march me into the back. I'm led through a long, sterile hallway and it feels like I've just stepped into a hospital. We come through two more sets of double doors before exam rooms start to appear on either side. They take me inside, and I'm handed a metal box about two feet long and one foot high.

"You will remove your clothes and place all your personal items in this box. We will dispose of anything that is not in the box. Once it closes, it will lock, and you will not be able to reopen it. You will sit on the table and wait for your evaluation to begin," the shorter of the two orders. I nod to show I understand, but they're already gone, leaving me alone.

I huff out a deep breath. It's almost a sigh of relief, but not quite. I was so afraid of what I'd do if I didn't get in, I never stopped to think about what might happen if I did. After 1: Despite knowing what I was signing up for and giving up all bodily autonomy, I never considered the actual implications. I also didn't expect things to start this fast.

I let myself panic for another ten seconds before I put my backpack down on the ground. I pull my t-shirt over my head and begin to stuff it inside. At this point, I can't mess this up already, I can't risk them finding me in breech of conduct. I have to keep my eyes on the prize.

I've just sat down on the table when the door flies open, and the most beautiful woman I've ever seen in person strolls in wearing a white lab coat. Her cherry red hair is piled elegantly on top of her head, her green eyes burn as they rake over my form, and her high heels click loudly against the tile floor as she sweeps into the room. A younger woman follows her, holding a pen and clipboard.

"Subject is 5'3" or 5'4", looks slightly underweight. She has blonde shoulder length hair and blue eyes. Her breasts appear to be B or C cup. Wide hips. At first appearance, she looks healthy if underfed," she dictates and the younger woman scrambles to write to note it all down. I'm unsure if I should speak, so I bite my lip as she sums me up so nicely. "Do you have any medical history I need to know about?"

It takes me a second to realize she's asking me.

"Not that I know of, ma'am. I've been healthy most of my life, but I've never known my biological family," I explain.

The red head frowns at me, but doesn't say anything other than directing me to stand. I'm taken through a full physical. She inspects every inch of me, squealing in delight when she finds my hymen intact. Her assistant makes note of everything. They lead me naked and barefoot through the halls to other rooms where they check my vision and hearing. Then I'm taken to a room with a camera and a white backdrop. They have me stand with my feet spread and my arms out as they photograph me from every angle. The entire process takes hours, and I'm beginning to really regret only having a sandwich for lunch while I changed buses.

The next room has what looks like a tanning bed in it, but it has a glass lid that is see through. I pause awkwardly, unsure what's happening.

"If you'll please lie down, we'll begin the psychological evaluation. This will allow us to select the optimal program for you," she instructs as the lid raises on its own. I approach it slowly, trying to get a good look as I lay down. There are tubes and wires, and I'm sealed in darkness the moment it closes. The glass isn't see through, it's not a window. I wait maybe ten or twenty seconds before it bursts to life.

It's a screen. The woman's voice comes through a speaker.

"It is very important you keep your eyes open for the whole evaluation."

Images fly by so quick I can't even register them. It's a flash of picture after picture, all on display for a fraction of a second. I'm unable to make out details, but I catch things here and there. A woman in chains on her knees, a man holding a whip. I know there's more I'm missing but I can't keep up.

I have no idea how long this goes on for. It feels like forever. My head starts to ache. I want to close my eyes, but I don't dare. When it feels like I can't take it anymore, the screen goes dark. But the lid doesn't open. Instead, there's a hissing noise and the air gets thick. It's hard to breathe.

I'm out cold in less than thirty seconds.
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I wake up in a strange new world. It takes several long, slow blinks before everything comes into focus. It's hard to think, like my brain is wading through mud. I'm lying on my side on a metal floor. The room is no bigger than six feet in any direction. I try to swallow, but I can't. My mouth is open. I try to close it, then I try to spit the strange plastic I feel out, and I take an embarrassingly long time to register it's because there is a gag in my mouth.

I lift my hands to feel it and find strange black gloves. The gloves are padded on the bottom and hold my fingers wide apart, preventing me from using or bending them. Oddest of all is that they give my hands a circular shape. It takes a couple of tries, but I sit up, my body feeling strange and heavy. I find I have knee pads, and what seems to be a thick pair of black leather underwear. There's a heavy collar around my neck and a piece of gold metal that hangs down from it. I fumble at it with my gloved hands, and it makes a single musical note.

It's a bell.

I try to think through all the options the Toy Factory had, wondering what the hell they chose for me.

Suddenly my eyes land on my breasts, and I realize what has my body feeling so heavy. It's more than a little shocking that it wasn't the first thing I noticed. My breasts are easily four times the size they were before. I try to paw at them, but they're heavy, they're real. This isn't plastic surgery. They somehow enlarged my breasts. Before I can think too long about what that means, the door flies open. A man I've never seen before stalks in, wearing a white lab coat that feels familiar and carrying a clipboard. Two younger men follow him. They each hold a metal pole, maybe three or four feet long.

"Do you remember where you are?" the man in the lab coat asks. He's older, almost distinguished, with brown hair that's just started to turn gray at the temples. Unable to speak past the gag, I nod.

"Do you remember your name?" he asks, and terror stills over me as I realize I don't. I know I'm at the Toy Factory. I know I signed a contract for a twenty-year period of sexual service, but I don't remember anything beyond that. I don't remember my life before, or what my name was.

Trembling, I shake my head.

"Wonderful, that's normal. We find it makes it easier for subjects to integrate with their new lives this way. We selected you for the Hucow, or Human Cow, program. Over the last two weeks, your body has been modified to meet the requirements of your program. Your breast size has been significantly increased and you will find yourself lactating. You'll need to be milked anywhere from once to four times a day, depending on the diet your new owners keep you on. Your intelligence has been reduced, and you'll find it hard to think for yourself. It's best to do what you're told. If you're disobedient, you'll be expelled from the program and owe the Toy Factory repayment of your medical expenses, which total nearly two hundred thousand dollars. Hucows can be used for breeding, and since you're a virgin, you were placed in a Chasity device that can only be unlocked after your sale."

He pauses to turn to the two men behind him, and he motions them forward. The next thing I know, they've attached the two poles to the sides of my collar.

"These two are going to take you to the auction block. You will not attempt to stand or make any noise. Once the auction is complete, your new owners will give you a final inspection and make any last-minute requests. Assuming you pass, you'll be placed in a crate for transport. Your new owners will be given instructions for your care and decide if you get a name. As long as you behave, your contract will fly by and you'll be free to go when your time is up. Disobedience of any kind will not be tolerated, and your body will shut down if you don't stay on the correct feed."

I manage a nod as he pats me on the head. It takes me a moment to get my bearings as I'm led forward on my hands and knees, my heavy breasts swaying awkwardly beneath me. I find I'm grateful for the pads on my hands and knees as I crawl along, getting the feel that the floor would be both hard and cold. It's slow going, but they don't hurry me along too much. We go down so many hallways that I lose track until we come out into a big room that reminds me oddly of a high school gymnasium or a sports arena, which is made stranger by the fact that I don't remember high school. I know I went to one, but I couldn't tell you a thing about it.

I'm led up four steps to the stage. It's uncomfortable and I fumble more than once, my breasts hitting the stairs painfully. I get a swat on my leather covered ass for my trouble. Once I'm on the stage, I have to climb another two steps onto a platform where they shackle me in place by all four limbs and my collar. Then a camera is right up in my face, letting the whole audience see me on the giant overhead television screens. I should be embarrassed, but I'm oddly calm. I can't seem to summon any emotion at all at being displayed this way for such a large crowd.

I signed up for this. This is literally what I'm for.

The handlers step away, and a voice comes over the loudspeakers.

"This specimen came to the Toy Factory on her eighteenth birthday with her virginity intact. After careful physical and psychological evaluation, she was chosen to spend her life as a Hucow. We lowered her average intelligence so that she will adjust well to her animal life. During her transition period, she proved compliant and malleable, making her the perfect candidate for someone looking for a pet or a wet nurse. This Hucow will produce enough that daily milkings will be required, and with the right supplements, could require up to four sessions a day. We do offer customizations, so if you like the idea of her but find something lacking, she can still be adjusted to suit your individual needs. If you wish to purchase her as is, you can take her home today. She's extremely fertile, so if you're not looking to breed her, we recommend opting for the feed formula that comes with birth control. We'll start the bidding at $50,000."

That number seems low to me, but I can't figure out why. It doesn't matter though, paddles start waving, and quickly my price climbs to over a quarter million and keeps rising. If I could open my mouth, I'd gasp. I'd never imagine I would be worth that much. They close my sale out at $810,000, but I can't discern in a face to see who the buyer is.
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The handlers lead me out of the auction and into a private room that seems as shocking a transition as the room we were just in. I'm led to the center of the room, and shackled into place once more. It has white walls and floors, but there are comfortable leather chairs spread about like you'd find in a library. At least they look comfortable. I'm nowhere near them.

There's a hydraulic hiss, and I'm raised in the air. It stops when I'm four feet off the ground, and I find myself on a little platform like the one from before. They leave me alone for what could have been five or twenty minutes. I have no way to track time. When the door flies open, a redhead who feels familiar but I can't place stalks in.

"Here you are, gentlemen. I believe you will be thrilled with your purchase. You have fifteen minutes to look her over and decide if she needs any customizations. Anything from the first list in the brochure is included in your purchase, the second and third lists come at additional cost," she explains, petting my head like I'm a cat. Or maybe this is how you pet a cow. I've never seen one in real life. At least, I don't think I have.

"I don't need to look her over. There's two things I know we want that don't come standard," a male voice says in an accent I don't recognize. I turn my head as far as my leash allows. The speaker is maybe forty years old, with black hair going gray at the temples. His blue eyes remind me of the sea, pure and cold, as they take me in. His voice is like water breaking on rocks.

"Of course, sir. What are your requests?" the red head asks, typing on a tablet.

"We don't want to have to gag her all the time, but we can't have her making noise. We want her unable to speak, and a nose ring added. Can't have a cow without a nose ring," he says, coming closer to me. He leans in until he's looking directly into my eyes, and I can feel his breath on my face as he studies me.

"We have two options for that. We can add a control that lets you disconnect her ability to speak and turn it back on, or we can permanently sever her vocal cords. The first option is an additional $50,000. The second is included."

"Severing her vocal cords is fine. You said you reduced her intelligence level. How much does she understand?" he asks the red head.

"That she's signed up for a twenty-year contract as a Hucow, and the consequences of breaching that contract. She doesn't remember her life before the Toy Factory, but she knows she had one. It's the standard modifications for this program," she explains. "Once you get her started on her feed, she'll find it harder to remember anything from more than a week ago. In a month's time, whatever routine you establish for her will be all she knows."

"Excellent," he says, gripping my chin firmly so he can turn my head side to side.

"And you said there were multiple feed options?" another voice asks, but I can't look to see the man who's speaking. He sounds younger than the one in front of me.

"Yes," the redhead says. I hear her walk across the room. "You'll get weekly deliveries of her feed formula. We have five different options depending on what level of milk production and need for sexual activity you want. And you can change the formula later on, though it has to be done gradually. It's very important that they only give her the formula and water. Anything else can alter the results and influence her behavior."

"Perfect," the second man says. "We want whatever the maximum level is, but with birth control."

"Of course. If those are the only modifications you want, I can have her ready for pickup in four hours since those are fairly simple procedures, less if you don't mind taking her home while she's still under sedation," she says, going over to a cabinet against the wall I didn't notice. I watch her pull a syringe out of the drawer. She fills it with a clear liquid, and stalks towards me. "Is there anything else?"

"Oh yes, one more thing. We'd like her branded on her ass. We have the design for you."

"Absolutely," she says, sinking the needle into my neck. The older man continues to hold my chin, watching me until I fade into unconsciousness.
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This time I come to in what seems to be a large dog crate. The gag is gone. I lick my lips, and even though I know it's pointless, I try to speak, but no words come. It's just a raspy gasping sound. I crawl and fumble until my head is by the door, and I can see out, but there's nothing to see. I'm in the back of a vehicle of some sort, being transported.

I know I should feel sad. They've just made me a mute for life. Even once I'm done with my contract, I'll never speak again. They decided it so casually, too. He didn't hesitate, or even think about giving me the ability to have a normal life down the road. The traces of sadness I feel are hollow, like fragments of an emotion. I can't change it, and it's not like I really planned on doing much after my program. I basically just want to be left alone to live. I don't need a voice for that.

My gloved hands are too clumsy to touch my face, so I stick my tongue out, feeling at the metal ring hanging from my septum. I can just barely brush the edge of it. It seems like an odd choice to ask for, but I guess it is rather cow like.

I shift, trying to sit down, and try to scream as fire lights up my rear end. Nothing comes out but a rattling wheeze as I try to inspect myself. There's now a thick white bandage under the black leather, encasing me almost like a diaper. I wrinkle my nose, wondering how long it'll take to heal. Whatever they did spreads across both cheeks, I won't be sitting for a while.

It takes me several minutes, but I eventually settle down on my belly, my knees folding tightly underneath me so my ass is in the air. I bury my face in my arms, unable to do anything but wait so my new life can start.

[image: image-placeholder]

I lose track of how long we drive, but eventually the van comes to a stop. As I brace myself, I can feel the tension building up, preparing for what comes next. I'm about to see my new home and I have no idea what to expect. The sliding door opens, and I'm surprised as fabric covers the door to the cage so I can't see out, even as I clumsily shift to my hands and knees. They lift me, crate and all, and I'm being carried somewhere. I hear the swoosh of sliding glass doors and the ding of an elevator. We go up for what feels like forever before the doors open again. There's the sound of more doors opening, and finally, they set the crate down. I watch curiously as they remove the cover from my cage and reveal my new surroundings.

I'm in what feels like a conference room, though I don't know how I know that word. The walls are a pale yellow, but turn to glass about halfway up. The heavy looking wooden door is closed, and its solid all the way to the ceiling. There's a table in the center of the room that could sit ten or twelve people, but there's plenty of space at the end of the room where we are.

The man with the accent from the auction stands before me with a younger blonde man. He hasn't spoken yet, so I can't be sure he was the voice I heard. They're studying me, probably trying to see how I'll react. I'm strangely calm. Panic feels like a foreign emotion. I know I should be scared or at least nervous, but I'm having a hard time summoning any emotion at all. I stare back at them passively for what could be thirty seconds, could be much longer, before they spring into action.

The younger one retrieves a large silver bowl from the cart against the wall that I didn't notice before. He fills it with some sort of dry feed from a purple sack before adding water from the water cooler to it. I can't read the words on it, but there's a picture of a cow on the bag.

The older man with the black hair opens my cage door, reaching in and firmly taking me by the collar. As I crawl out, the bell chimes and he directs me to a patch of concrete in the corner on the far side of the cart. In this section, they have replaced the yellow painted walls with tile.

"Hold still," he orders, even though I'm not moving unless I'm told. I turn my head to watch as he puts a key into the lock on my hip, freeing me from the leather Chasity device. He steps back, holding it in one hand and gesturing at me with the other like he wants me to hurry up. But I'm not doing anything. I don't understand.

He huffs out a sigh.

"You have one minute to relieve yourself," he says, but I cock my head, still not understanding. He groans and looks up at the ceiling before crouching down so he's eye level with me, grabbing my chin firmly. It's not enough to hurt, not bad, but I realize I've done something wrong.

"You will go to the bathroom right now. This is your one opportunity, if you make a mess in your cage tonight, I will not be pleased," he orders sternly.

Oh.

I feel a tiny rush of shame, though I'm not sure if it's because of the orders I've received or if it's because I feel like I have gotten into trouble. I can't disappoint them already. I don't even know if I need to use the bathroom. When was the last time I had something to drink? I can't remember, but I carefully spread my knees and position myself over the drain. I duck my head as I try to will myself to pee, but he grabs my chin, forcing me to look up at him as he frowns at me. A tremble runs through me, and I think I would whimper if I hadn't been permanently silenced.

Tears well up in my eyes, but he forces me to maintain eye contact until I finally get my muscles to unclench, staring up at him as the humiliating hiss and stink of urine fills the air. I can't help it, I try to duck again as my bladder empties, but he grabs my head with both hands, forcefully this time. He stares at me until I'm done, and I nearly sob in relief when he lets me look away. But that just means I don't see it coming when he grabs me by the collar and forces me to sit up on my haunches like a trained dog. I flinch as he takes a hose off the wall, spraying me down until I'm clean. He doesn't seem to care that he soaked my bandages, and the feel of wet cotton is incredibly uncomfortable. He takes my collar and forces me back to all fours.

"Crawl over here, girl," the blonde says, pointing to the bowl at his feet. I give myself a shake before I comply, but it's slow going. My massive breasts sway beneath me and everything feels strange. I get a swat on my ass and a soundless scream flies from my mouth as the hand lands on the fresh brand mark. I pick up the pace, scurrying across until I kneel before him.

"Eat up," he commands, pointing at the bowl. It looks like it's full of porridge, and I realize the water turned the feed pellets into mush. I must hesitate too long because he grabs me by the back of the head, forcing me into the food face first. It splatters all over me and the floor.

"You'll lick every bit of that up," he snaps, and this time I hurry to obey. I start with what's in the bowl. My porridge assumption was correct. The taste resembles that of bland oatmeal. It gets stuck on my nose ring and I have to lick it off before turning my attention back to what's in the bowl. It's a vicious cycle and I feel I'm taking too long, but I don't know how to go any faster.

Suddenly, I feel something at my rear and my head snaps up, but it's just the other man replacing my Chastity Belt. Now I understand why he was so impatient for me to use the bathroom, but I barely finish that thought before he forcefully pushes my head back down.

"I think we're going to need a firm hand until she's trained. We might want to invest in a riding crop or a whip," the blonde says. I finish what's in the bowl and he nudges my face with his foot to the spots I spilled. I grimace internally before forcing myself to lick it up off the floor.

"I don't want anything that might leave bruises. We can't have clients think we're mistreating her. If she doesn't improve, we might look at a shock collar. Is she done?" the older man asks.

My head is pulled up off the ground and I quiver as he inspects both the ground and my face.

"She's done."

"Good, put her back in the cage so we can get out of here. We've got a big day for all of us tomorrow."
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I'm woken by the lights turning on, and I shift awkwardly to all fours. My breasts feel even heavier than they did last night. A whistle rings out, and a jolt rings through me as I take in the large group staring at me. There's at least eight men, ages twenty to fifty, staring at me. They're all wearing some sort of suit and tie, in a variety of colors.

Part of me feels the tiniest hint of nerves, like I should be afraid of what's about to happen, but I'm not. I can't bring myself to make eye contact with any of them, but I study the men in turn. Every single one of them has impeccably groomed and put together appearance, not a single hair is out of place. I can't help wondering what they need with a Hucow, but as soon as I have the thought, it's lost, and I can't get it back. It seems like everything I think just floats away.

I move to the front of my cage, waiting for someone to tell me what to do.

The door opens, and the crowd parts as the two men from last night make their way through. They're accompanied by a man with jet black hair, older than the blonde, but there's no hint of gray or middle age on him. No, he looks like a Greek God and I can see why all the other get out of his way.

"Well gentleman, I see you've met the new office pet. This is Bella, and she's our new Hucow," he announces.

I perk up. Bella? I never thought I'd get a name as pretty as that.

"Bella will be available to all of you for your enjoyment at any time, provided you meet your deadlines. Our interns are going to be in charge of her feed and care. She's going to be milked four times a day, and you're welcome to use her milk for your coffee or even to take home with you. The rules are simple. You must submit a clean STD test before fucking her without protection. If you have intercourse outside this office, you must use projection until you can get a new test. Bella will not leave this room under any circumstances, and you will put her back in her cage when you're done using her. You are welcome to offer her to clients, but they must use protection. You can fuck her anyway you like, but you must not damage her. Her knee pads, gloves, and collar will stay on at all times. The only way I ever want to see her off all fours is if you're fucking her on her back. Any questions?" the Adonis asks.

"Why is she wearing leather underwear, Mr. Carlson?" a voice asks. I can't see the speaker.

"Because our little Bella is a virgin, but she's not quite ready for fucking. She needs three more days for her brand to heal, and we want her producing milk before we let her out to play. So on Thursday, I'll be breaking her in, and you'll all get your turn in order of the highest sales. After that, she'll be free access for everyone."

A thrill rushes through me, and I rub my thighs together as I feel moisture gather.

For the first time in my life, I'm turned on.

[image: image-placeholder]

The two youngest staff members spend the rest of the day, and the two that follow it, forcing me to eat bowl after bowl of the feed. Thankfully, they seem as embarrassed by my using the bathroom as I am, so there's no more forced stare downs as I pee. They're quick to hose me off and put me away.

Sometime late on the third day, milk leaks from my breasts. The nicer of my two handlers pulls me out of my cage and places a metal bucket underneath me. He squeezes my boob, and it hurts and pinches at first, but before long, I'm moaning as he coaxes the milk out. By the time he's got a stream, my hips are rolling. I've never felt like this before. Nothing has ever felt this good. The pleasure builds and builds. It feels like I might combust any second.

When he switches to the other breast, I do. It takes the lightest of touches, and I'm screaming, though no sound comes out. It's all I can do to keep myself upright, my hips bucking wildly as my body clamps down. But my pussy is empty, something I've never noticed before, and nausea rolls through me as I have nothing to support me while I climax. I shudder and roll my hips again and again, feeling better than I've ever felt, but somehow needing so much more.

"Holy shit, did she come just from you milking her?" the other hollers from across the room.

"Sure did. Guess her feed is working. I think she'll be all ready for the boss man tomorrow," the one milking me even through my aftershocks says.

But I can't take it anymore, and my arms give out. I land in the milk bucket, flipping it so it spills milk all over me and him. In a flash, his hands are gone, and he's on his feet, growling at me.

I can hear laughter, but I can't lift my head.

"Don't laugh! This is a $2,000 suit!" he yells and I feel horrible he's so upset, but that number means nothing to me. It's not like there's anything I can do. There's a stinging slap on my ass, but it doesn't hurt nearly as badly as it did a few days ago.

"Just for that, I'm fucking you up the ass tomorrow," he snaps, dragging me by the collar over to the wash station. I lay limp as he hoses me off, and I don't fight as I'm stuffed back in my cage.

"We might want to tell the Boss she needs some kind of support for milking. We can't have this happen all the time," the other one says, still howling with laughter,

"No shit."
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I lay awake in my cage for most of the night. The office lights are off, and everyone is gone, but I can't sleep. I'm wet, soaking with arousal. Beneath the leather against my skin, I can sense it seeping out. I can't stop shifting my hips, seeking friction I know I won't find. I keep rubbing my gloved hands up against my needy pussy, but the leather's too thick. Morning can't come fast enough. My breasts are tender and ache, practically bursting with milk.

I'm dry humping against the bars when the lights go on. I hear the door open; I hear the laughter, but I'm too far gone to care. All I am is need. The second I'm free, I rush to the leg of the man who opened the door. I look up into the eyes of the blonde man, not one of the handlers, but the one who made me lick the floor that first night. I don't think about what I'm doing, I just try to grind myself against him and he laughs at me. It's a cold, cruel sound.

"Well, I was going to let you use the bathroom first, but I think we better save that for last."

He plants the food bowl in front of me and I try to whine as he forces me towards it. I bend my head obediently, but my mind isn't on the food. The Boss said he'd break me in. Is that today?

My head snaps up every time the door opens, and the reminders to go back to my food get less gentle every time. My ass is burning by the time I manage to lick the bowl clean. I'm physically dragged across the floor to the drain area, and the salt and pepper haired man is waiting for me. He unlocks my belt, and all but shoves me into place, grabbing my face harshly, his grip hard enough to bruise this time.

"Do as you're told unless you want today to hurt," he snaps. Once again, he forces me to maintain eye contact as I relieve myself, but my tears aren't of shame this time. They're frustration.

I need someone to touch me. I don't care about anything else. Even now, my hips can't stop moving as he makes me raise up so he can hose me off.

The door flies open, and the Boss walks in, followed by the entire staff.

"Are we ready, gentleman?" he asks. There's hooting and hollering, I just scream in my head, "YES!!!"

"Crawl over here, Bella," the Boss orders and I hurry to do as I'm told. I see them lifting something up onto the conference table, but I don't get a good look before I'm lifted as well. It's a bench, made of metal and leather, with two sizeable holes for my breasts. I don't fight as I'm strapped down. Hell, I'm eager.

A finger runs through my slick soaked folds and my hips roll involuntarily even as the rest of me is secured too tightly to move.

"I think we've got an eager little cow on our hands," someone says.

If I could moan, I would.
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Part One
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Part Two
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